No. 212. —~ENGROSSING SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE YARN!

— a4 TN SN W Y T - we w AN N Y - - W w - TR Y A WTh wW¥ - 1N

et W SV IERERTRS IS B N eSS P S R RRGN  J F. (SN RTESN SE S N ¢ © f SR S AT e BT P A R TR R ARt e ——

NIPPER ABDUCTED,

TU'I" DI‘I'I"“‘I"I‘\’I‘\’C\ Dﬂ‘?ﬂ\fﬁﬂ ]

- w= = w wwErww w g W TR ASWRS W wmw) . VEWw | I | a.-'vl'lu A" A~ A=) '\v’ WU‘!O' e

June 28th, 1919,



i

- B e —

——— g E———————

Price 1!.d. On Sale Everywhere!
L DON’T MISS IT!

THE NELSON LLEL LIBKRARY No.

L ]

te

C o — ——————— — A— —

NOW ON SALE!

No. 13 of the NEW SERIES OF THAT OLD AND
POPULAR JOURNAL

THE BOYS REALM

Twelve large ' pages of splendid Stories

and lllustrations!

Fift! thousand words of first-rate reading matter!

SOME OF THE CONTENTS:
THE CARAVAN CHAMPIONS - A finc series of Caravanning

and >porting Yarns, full of fun and adveuture. By Herbert Britton.

BLAKE, OF THE BLUE CRUSADERS —The Best IFooter
Story that old Favounte, Arthur S Hardy, has ever wrnitten—
rentroducing characters who have been taiked of whercver the

game 1 played!

HENRY ST. JOHN'S SCHOOLDAYS —iccounted by that
Cclebrity himself—with the scene laid at St. Basil's, the school dealt
with in so many of his former splendid yarns'!

FROM CHOPPING-BLOCK TO CHAMPION—A Grand
Scries of Buxing Stories, by Captain Maicolm Arnold!

. TALES OF ST. FRANK'S SCHOOL by thc Author of the
I'ine Stories of Nipper and Co. 1n the * Nelson Lee Library.””

And a Secries of Boxing Articles, with Portraits of Famous
Boxers {

—— — e - —_-— - — — e ————— PR




NOO 2'2.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. THREE-HALFPENCE.

A Story of School Life and Detective

Adventure at St. Frank’'s, introducing

NELSON LEE and NIPPER and the
Boys of St. Frank’s,

By the Author of « The Duffer of St. Frank’s,” ‘“Bowled Out,’”” ‘ The Trapping
of Starke,”’ etc., elc.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.

THE PUBLIC APOLOGY.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
thoughtfully pulled the salt-cellar
towards him, filled his teaspoon with
salt, and dropped it into his cup. Con-

sidering that the cup contained hot tea, the
salt was not calculated to improve the
flavour.

But Handforth was thinking.

And when the mighty Handforth was in
that condition he was scarcely responsible for
his actions. Church and McClure, his faith-
ful study-mates, were fully aware of what
had happened.

But they said nothing; they were wise. It
was dangerous to disturb Handforth while he
was busy with his thoughts.

The trio were partaking of tea in Study D
in the Ancient House at, St. Frank’'s. The
evening was rather dull, but nobody
grumbled. There had been such a lot of fine
wcather of late that a dull day was only to
be expected.

** Yes!” said Handforth suddenly. * That’'s
the very idea'”

‘“ Rather!'" declared McClure loyally.

Handforth stared across the table.

‘“Eh?”" he exclaimed. ‘‘ What do you
mean—' rather,” you ass?'’

** You said something about an idea, and 1
agreed with you—that’s all,”” explained
McClure. ‘I thought I might as well agree
at once, just to save trouble later on. It’s
all the same, Handy.”

‘Handforth stirred his tea and grunted.

‘A fat lot you care!” he said. * It may
intcrest you to know that I've been thinking
about something which a good many other
fellows ought to have thought of for them-
selves.”’

‘*“Then you've been thinking of other
people’s business?’’ asked Church.

‘“Yes, I have,” said Handforth. *‘ Just
consider the facts. Only yesterday the
echool discovered that Nipper was amongst
us. He'd becn in disgrace for weeks, and he

camc¢ back to St. Frank's as somehody else—
a jolly smart dodge. too! VWhat I can't
understand is why I didn’t see through his
disguise !’

‘“It's amazing!"’ eaid McClure solemnly.

‘“ Well, [ suppose it is, in a way,”” went on
Handforth. * But the fact remains that
Nippecr spoofed the lot of us. He's one ol
the best chaps breathing, and I stuck to him
through thick and thin.”

‘““ And so did we!'’ said Church firmly.

‘* Not until I knccked it into you,' declared
Handforth. *'* You were quite ready to believe
that Nipper was guilty of assaulting Starke.
But Btarke's gone now, thank goodness! And
Nipper's back again in his old place. Fvery-
thing in the garden, in fact, is {ovely!”

‘““Then what are you worrying about?”
asked McClure.

‘“I'm not worrying, you dolt!" said Hand-
forth politely. ‘ I've been thinking about
all the chaps who hissed Nipper when he¢ was
down—all the chaps who reviled him, and
who said he was a cad and a rotter. They
ought to have known that Nipper was decent
from his little finger to his big tce!”

‘“Of course thcy ought!"”

‘““ And nrow they're grinning at onc another,
and saying nice things about Nipper,”’ con-
tinued Handforth sourly. ‘‘ They don’t think
of expressing any sorrow—the rotters! And
yet they ought to beg his pardon--every one
of them.”’

**I dare say you're right,”* aaid McClure.

‘It fairly makes me sick,”” went on Hand.
forth, lifting his cup and taking a gulp of
tea. ‘I Oooch! Ugh! Great pip!”

Handforth dropped his cup with a clatter,
grabbed out his bhandkerchief, and stuffed
it into his mouth. Judging by the expression
on hise face it was quite probable that he
would be sick in reality.

He glared at Church ferociously.

* You—you rotter!’’ he spluttered.

‘““Me?'" roared Church. “ What
dickens—-""

“ Didn't you make this tea?”

“Yes, but—"'

the
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“1t ain’t Nt to give pigs!’”’ bellowed Hand-
forth. ** It's Imrrlgle! l’:e never tasted such
awful stufl—"

** You &illy josser!'’ howled Chmrch.
not responeible for what you do, am ¥ Wh
can't you put sugsr fm your tea Inetead of
salt?

“* Kai1l?” aeaid Handforth dazedly.

“1 don't know what your tastes arve,”’
snapped Church crossly. *° A minagte ago you
put a spoomful of malt in your tea, so 1
thought you liked 8! It wasn't my place $o

intericre.”’
looked his chums and

Handforth
breathed hard.

" And you call yourselves faithfal!’ he ex-
claimed bitterly. °' You see me pnt ealt In
my tea- and then let me drink It!*

** What did you put it In for, il you didn's
want it?"° demanded Church,

“ When I'm thinking 1 4on't pay attention
to trifing details Lke salt and eugar!™” eaid
Handforth loftily. *'* What was 1 talking
about? Oh 1 know! About the chaps who
ru;‘ Nipper down when they thought
g“ t’."

Handforth nndded, and abeent-mindedly

ulled Church’'s teacup towards him. It was
wll, and Handforth had swallowed half of it
before Church hecame aware of his loes.

** Why, youn—you rotter!"’ exclaimed
Church. ' Yon've honed my tea—"'

'* Never mind about your silly tea,'” said
Handforth, thumpling the table. *‘We were
talking a those chape—and 1've got an
idea. Why shouldn't every fellow who eon-
demnod Nipper sign a public apology 1

“ Becanse they wouldn't like the idea, you
ass!" said MeClure. ' Chaps aren’t going to
sign a thing like that—"'

* Ain't  they?"' interrupted Handforth

imly. °* We'll sce about that, my sons!

‘ve jusmt got this wheeze, and I'm going to
Kuuh it through. What's more, you fellows

a

vo got to hell? me."’
cClure looked at one another

Chureh and
bopelcrsly.

" But, my dear old Handy, you couldn't
gel anybody to sign,”’ sald Charch gently.
;o'w;ut‘o the apology going to be like, any-

. L] ]

1 shall writc ost something like this:
‘We. the undersigned, herewith tender our
humble and sincere apologies to ngser for
haviog belirved for one second that could
be auilty of any rotten action. We sign this
public apology willingly and cheerfully, and
weo botre that Nipper will forgive va.’ That's
the idea,”’ eald Handforth briskly. ‘° Bow

doas {t strike yoa?”

“Don’t -trouble yourself about how It
strikes us,” sald Church. * I'm wondering
how the fellows will strike you when you take
that thing round. They'll use cricket-stumps
anhd pokere, | expect!”

Handforth snorted.

** But fan’t it right that they ehould sign
an apology!'’ he roared.

* 1t may be right,’” admitted McClare;
[ ]

* but that'e not tho point. Nobody likes to

at

was

make
one—
** Likes!”* shouted Rasdforth.

4D  apology—especizlly & wriiten
* This ain't

a question of liking or dl-sllkn!.!. It’s a duty
y{ —a duty towarde Kipper. 1| ‘Bt eign, of
course—neither will chape. We've been

loyal all the time. ?:t my idea is to take
the thing round apd make Owem major and
Canham and Armstrong and Hubbard and
chape like them sign.'’

‘ But they'll ne to t—*

‘“ Won't they?'' said Handforth fiercely.
“ We'll see about that, my sons! There's the
Fifth, too. Just look at Chambers and Phil-
lips and Bryant! They were among the first
to fondemn Nipper—and. they'll bave to

n!"’

%hurch and MoClure realised that it wae
hopeleoss.

‘“* Oh, well,

of course, perhaps you're
right,’”’ said

McCiure diplomatically. “ It'e a
flne fdea, NRandy, and you ought to push it
through. When are you going to do it—
to-morrow?’’

‘1 don't believe in putting things off,’”’
snapped Handferth. “It's got to be done
now—this giddy wminute! Fetch a piece of
foolscap out of the cupboard, Church—oae
of those doudle sheete.'’

Church did sn, and Hendforth lost no time
in writing out the " public apology.’”’” He did
80 lshml‘emly. and In hie very best hand-
writing. By the time he had finished he had
produced quite a respectuble-locking docu-
ment. There was not even a blot upon 11—
and that was remarkable in {teeif.

Chufch and McClure, who had finished their
tea, rosc to their feet. Church careleasly

strolled over to the door.
‘* Coming down to the nets, Clurey?’’ he

asked.

*“ Right!"' said MeClure. * We'll go to-
gether,

Handforth fairly glowered at them.

** You'll stay where you are!’” he declared.
** Do you think I’'m going to be deserted at
a time like this? We're going sound to all
the studies, and we're going to make the
chaps sign. Understand? And, what's more,
we shall start with Chambers and Phillips
and Bryant, of the Fifth.,

Ilandforth’s chums were aghast.

** But they'l 3ilaughter you!’’ exclaimed

Church.

* How cAan they don;hter me if you're
there to back me ap?” asked Handforth
irritably. °** Talk senee, for goodness’ cake!

We'll all go together, and we’'ll make the

rotters aign if they refuse!”™

** But—but we can't” three great
Fifth-Porm chaps!” ¢ cClure. * Don't
be an ass, Handy! ¢ should bc¢ wiped
“p_l'

Handlorth jumped up.

*“ Are you onmc h me?"’ he demanded
fiercely.

*“* No!"’ showted Church.

* No!" roared MeClure.

“ Oh, all right!" said Handiorth, rolling
up his aleeves. “ II pom’re afraid heing
wiped up in Chambers’ study, I'll wipe you
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up here! You traitors! You
funks!"’
‘* But, look here, Handy'!" gasped Church,

‘*“* We—— Yarooooh!'t

Handforth’s fist landed with surprising sud-
dcnness upon Church’s nose. McClure at-
tempted to dodge, but he was just a second
too late. Handy's left swung round, and
McClure caught it on the slde of his head. He
aprawled over.

“Ow-yow!” he hooted. °*' Obh, my good-
ness!™’
** Come on!" roared Handforth. * I'm sick

of you hoth! Afraid of being wiped up, eh?
I'll show you!"

Bu¢ Church and McClure had been shown
quitc enough. They beat a hasty retreat.
The door was barred, for Handforth stood
before: it But the window stood wide open,
and thce pair dived through it helter-skelter.

“ ('owards" ehouted fandforth con-
temptuocusly.

His chums took no notice. They ARed, and
held a heated and somewhat murdercus con-
sultation under the old elms. They were not
afraid of their leader; they could have
whacked him hollow. But thcy didn’t like to
hammer Handy until he was silly; and that
was the only eflective mcane of subduing him.
It vas far safer and far easier to flee.

“*Thy silly fatheaud!"' snapped Church.
** Thosc Fifth-Form chaps will half-slaughter
him f he goes into their study with that

thing!"”
“It’'l] do him

(N} L{.t .
good!”

Handforth was full of his new idea, how-
ever. Nothing short of a terrific hammering
would move him from his purpose. And it
was quite on the cards that hc would receive
the hatamering before long!

He re-read the documcat, approved of it,
and then sallied out. He was half-inclined
to rcconsider his decision. Wouldn't it be
wiser to try the apology on the Remove, to
begin with?

But he had told his chums that Chambers
and Co., of the Fifth, were to be approached
first. So Handforth, in spite of certain
qualms, made his way boldly and grimly to
the Fitth-Form quarters.

Arriving at Study No. 10, in the Fifth-Form
passace, hre tapped heavily on the door, and
then opened it. Chambers and Phillips and
Bryvant were finishing tea. They were big
fellows, and it was a famous fact that they
considered themeelves persons of gome import-
ance.

‘“ Hallo!" said Chambers. ** What do you
want in here, you Remove kid? Scat! Duzz
off! We’re not receiving visitors this even-
ing'"”

Handforth closed 1he door.

“I've come to tell you fellowa what 1
think of you,” he said grimly, and with-an
umazineg lack of tact. * You're all in the
eame hoat, but, if anything, you're the worst,
Chatabers.”

“ What?'" said Chambers ominously.

“You ought to feel downright ashamed of
yourselves.”” went on Handforth, warming

em!” said McClurc.

I

miserable ¢ to his work.

3

‘[ expect-you do, as a matter

of fact. And you've got to sign this public
apology. It's going to be nailed up in the
lobhy "

““ Oh, is it?" said Bryvant. ** And we've
got to eign it?”

** Yes!”

** What il we refuse?” asked Phillips.

‘“ Well, in that case, I shall make you,”
said Handforth. '‘'I don't want it ‘to come
to that, of course—but you may as well
know that I mean business. I'm not standing
any rot, you bounders' Sign it sharply—I'm
in a hurry

Chambers rose to his feet.

. ¥ou’re in a hurry?”’ he asked politely.

(¥} es ’

‘* Quite sure of it?"”’

‘“Of course I am *

‘ Then your quickest way out will be by
the window,” said Chambers briskly. * We
don’t want to detain you, Handforth. Lend a
hand. you chaps! Pitch him out! He’s not
standing any rot. remember!”’

** Hi! Leggo!"” howled Handforth. ** What
the dickens—— Yarooooh!”

The mighty Edward Oswald went flying
through the open window head first. He
alichted in the Triangle with a crash, rolled
over, and roared. The window slammed as
he sat up, and the catch clicked over.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth looked round rather dazedly.

Churenh and McClure were standing by the
elms, and they were laughing hugf.l'» i1t
gave them great joy to see the discomfiture
of their hotheaded leader.

‘“Is that the way jyou
Handy?'' yelled Church.

“Ha.ha ha'!" - .

Handforth rose to his feet p'unfull) He
hadly wanted to rush at his grinnirg chums,
but it was hardly safe to fight in thc open
Triauglc. He reserved their punishment until
later en. Besides, there was his  precious
docament to think about. He had left it in
Chambers’ study! ,

‘“ The rotters!”” groaned Handiarth fiercely.
‘““ Th¢ awful cads!”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

That yell of laughter did not improve Hand-
forth's temper. He dashed into the Ancient
House. His destination was Study No. 10, in
the Fifth-Form passacge. He did not consider
the possibility ¢f being hurled through the
window again. All he wanted was to get at
the bounders.

This timc he didn’t trouble to knock.

He thundered in violently, and found
Chambers and Co. collected round a little
desk on the other side of the room. Bryant
looked round.

* I thought you were in a hurry,”’ he said
blandly.

‘““ You—you rotters!” roared Handforth.
‘“* Gimme that paper! Have you torn it up,
you cads? I’'ll make you sit up—"'

“Why do you get 50 excited, Haudy?"
asked Chambers calmly. ‘ Excitement isn’t
good for anybody. And you ought to explain

got it signed,
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things better, too. This apology, for
stancc—"' g

““ What are you doing with it?'’ demanded
Handforth.

* Signing it!"’

“ Wha-a-at?"

“ We're signing it,"”” explained Chambers.
“ It's a finc idea, Handy. If you'd only ex-
plained when you first came in—"

*“ You spoofers!” said Handforth. * I'll
het you've messed the whole thing up!”

Phillips handed it over, and Handy stared
at the paper with suepicion, then with
astonishment. and finally with delight. For
immediately heneath his own writing were
the three names ‘° Chambers,” * Phillipz,”
 Bryant.” The Fifth-Form trio had signed!

““ Well, I hardly expected this,”” said Hand-
forth genially. ** I—I mean, it's only right
that you should sign—"'

" Of course it's right,” agreed Chambers—
who was decent enough at heart. ** We all
wronged Nipper rottenly, and we’re gorry. All
the ehaps ought to sign this little document—
that is to say, all the chaps who were up
agninst poor ald Nipper. We ought to have
known bhetter.”’ . _

Handforth could hardly believe his ears; it
was something of a novelty for the mlghty
Chambers to admit that he had been in the
vrong. The Fifth-Former nodded pleasantly
to Handforth.

““Well, that's all right.”” he went on. *‘ You
can bunk now, my son.’”’

Handforth nodded in rcturn. .

1 was going to do some¢ damage,” he said

grimly. ““ But considering that you've
climbed down so handsomely, I'll overlook
that rotten Dbehaviour of yours. But

remember -if you lay fingers on me agaipn
there'll be trouble!”

Handforth departed without loss of time. |

This was just aus well, perhaps, for Chambers
aml Co. might have tempted to lay
fingers on andy, just to see what the
trouble would be like. They had an ldea
that the trouble would be very one-ided.
Perhaps Hamiforth had that idea. too.

“ Now fur the Remove,”’ murmured Hand-|

forth, us he strode down the pussage.

His first visit was to Study H, occupied by
Justin B. Farman, Owen major, and Canham.
Farman had always been staunch, but the
other two were amongst the worst offenders.

** Now then, my sons, sign this!” said
. Handforth briskly.

The chums of Study H had just finished
ten, and were preparing to sally out. Owen
major picked up the document and scanned

t.

 What's this?"' he demanded. *‘‘ We, the
undersigned, herewith tender our humble and
sinccre apologies to Nipper——' What the
dickens-—"'

“ You've got to sign it,” explained Hand-
forth—* you and Canham. The pair of you
owe Nip{\cr an apology, you rotrera!"

“My hat!"” sald Canham. *“I'm blessed
if Chambers and Co. haven't signed! Waell,
it's only right—they wecre dead against

Nipper all along.” )
‘“ And so were you!" snapped Handlorth.

in-‘ Canham was compelled to agree, and after
a

brief hesitation he signed. Owen major
followed his example, and Farman remarked
that the public apology proposition was surely
some stunt.

Handforth’'s task was far easicr than he
had expected. The surrender of Chambers
and Co. set the example, for everybody else
signed willingly and cheerfully. Such fellows
as Fullwood ands Co., of coursc, were not even

approached. Handforth didn't want their
signatures.
The first 1 knew about it was when I

sallied out of Study C with Tommy Watson
and 8ir Montie Tregejlis-West. We were in
flannels, and I had & bat tucked under
my arm. Cricket practice was more interest-
ing than ever now, for I was once again
junior skipper.

De Valerie had been elected captain during
my ‘' absence,’’ - but, like the sportsman he
was, he rcsigned in my favour at the first
opportunity. For weecks I had been under
a cloud—my name had been reviled by many
—and I had returned to the old school in
dirguise.

But that was all over now; cverything
was going obp normally. Nelson Lee himself
was back in his post as Housemaster of the
Ancient House—not that this would last long.
For St. Frank's was due to * break up’ for
the summer holidays within a week. -

'*Seen the latest?’” grinned Pitt, as he
met us in thc passage.

** No,” I replied. ‘* What is it—news about
Starke?’’ _

‘“ Rats to S8tarke!" said Pitt. ‘' There’s
a big notice put on the board—or, not exactli
a notice—— Anyhow, go and have a loo
at it. Personally, I think it's rather décent
of the fellows, and Handforth descrves all
credit for bhaving mooted the idea.”

‘“Begad! Has Handforth really thought
of somethin’ good?” asked Sir Montie, with
mild astonishment. ‘' Dear fellows, we must
certainly go an’ have a look at this remark-
able exhibition.” ,

I don't mind admitting that I was rather
flattered when 1 saw what the document
actually was. As Pitt had said, it was really
decent of the juniors to make what amends
they could by signing that apology.

1 expressed my appreciation in a few well-
chosen words, thanked Haadforth, and then
asked that the whole maitter should be
droplped.

‘“It’s done with now,’” I concluded. ‘ That
episode is finished, and I'm back again in my
old shoes. Let's forget all about that un-
pleasant business.”’ .

And the other fellows were as anxious to

forget it as } was,

L ]

CHAPTER II.
THE OUTCAST.
ALTER STARKE was not prepared
to let me forget that unfortunate
episode.

He was no longer a member of
the Sixth Form at St. Frank’s and a prefect.
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Ilc had hecn exposed as a liar and an utter
young rascal. And, after a flogging, he had
becn ordered to leave the school.

In short, Starke had been expelled.

But he had not waited to face the storm
of public indignation which would have broken
on thc morning after his exposure. Like a
thief in the night, Walter Starke had stolen
away during the hours of darkness’

But. there was a bit of a mystery con-
nected with Starke’'s flight.

Those exciting events had occurred several
days earlier; but, by what I could under-
stand, Starke had not returned to his father’s
home. That gentleman had already visited
8t. Frank's, and had heard the whole
miserable story.

The Head himself was anxious, for it was
unfortunate that Starke should have bolted
in such a mystcrious manner.

It was assumed that Starke had run away—
to some place bundreds of miles from the
school; it was supposed that he was afraid
to face his father's wrath. . He had money.
according to what Kenmore and scveral
other Sixtii-Formers stated. Starke had had
at least twenty pounds on him when le fled.

But the disgraced senior was not very far
oft, after all,

He was, in faet, skulking in the little coast
town of Caistowe—scarcely more- than three
miles from St. Frank's itfelf. ‘It was summer-
tintlc. and Starke did not object to camping
out.

For a day or two past he had remained
hidden during the daytime, and had made a
few purchases after dark. His ‘ home ™ for
the time being was o small farm building in
the coruer of a field. There was a loft, with
plenty of hay. And Starke was fairly com-
fortable.

But what was his object.

He knew well enough that he could not
stay there indefinitely—he would have to
return home sconer or later. The actual
truth was that Starke had made up his mind
to get even—-to get even with me!

Vhat kink in hisa brain caused him to take
this uttitude was beyond ordipary under-
standing, for his downfall had not been
caused by me, but by his own lying state-
meats and by his own cvil doings.

Starke told himself, it scemed, that I was
the cause of all his troubles, and it was his
aim to have revenge. Naturally,. I knew
pothing about it at the timc—-but I knew a
great deal later on.

Starke was ap -outcast: his career was
ruined, for no other public school would
admit lium now, and lhe would never be able
to go up to Oxford. He knew all this well
cnough, and he was reckless.

He didn’t much care what happened. It
was quite possible that his own father would
send him away from home. Starke senior,
fortunately wuas not like his son; he was a
good man, but stern. And the wretched out-
cast krew that a terrible ord«al was awaiting
him.

A few days didn’'t make much difference to
him, however. Disgriuced, dishonoured, he
bad got himself into a state of mind which
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almost bordered upon mania. He swore that
he would make me sutfer. .

But how? Rascal though Starke was, he
did not consider harming me bodily; be
wanted to get hold of some gcheme which
would result in my suffering some further
disgrace. But Starke could think of no idea.

And that evening, after sitting in his little
hayloft for hours, he decided to go down to
the sea front, with the main object of pur-
chasing a_further supply of cigarettes. The
shops were closed, but the public-houses
woitld still be open.

And in the dusk of the summer evening
Starke walked down by the cliffs, and at
length arrived at a small inn known as the
Six Bells, Starke was wearing an ordinary
lounge suit, and he had discarded his school
cap, purchasing a soft felt hat in its place.

He did not look much like a schoolboy then,
for he was eighteen and big, and he looked
even older than his years.

He entered the public-house and ordered
some whisky, for Starke did not like to pur-
chaso cigarettes alone. 'Moreower, whisky
was no new beverage to him, and he reckoned
that a dose just now would steady his nerves.

Ho took his glass and the packet of
cigarettes over to a small table in one
corner. A man was there already, a smaell,
wiry-looking individual in blue reefers and
with a rat-like face.

This man was sleeping over his mug of
beer, but he stirred as Starke sat down.
Having yawned, the man stretched himselt
and proceeded to fill his pipe.

*“I reckon I must have becn dozin', mate,”
he observed, regarding Starke without
interest. I never see you sit down there.”
. " No,” said “Starke. 1 only just cume
in. .
*“ Stranger in these here parts?”
‘“Yes,” replied Starke, after a second's
hesitation.
~ " Sume here, matey,’” said the man. * This
i3 the fust time I've been in Caistowe—an® I
hopes it’'ll be the last.~ A bloomin' one-hoas-
hoie, that's what it is. Not a hoy to be
found high or lew. The old man'll rave like
thunder when I go aboard. Not that I can
help his blamed troubles!”

*“ You're from a ship, I suppuse?’ asked
Starke.

** Now, that's a smart piece o' work'" said
the man sarcastically. ' Young feller, how
could you guess I come off a ship? 1f you
want to know who I am, my name's Jim
Bartlett, an’ I'm the tirst oflicer of tho
Montford, wot's uow lyin’ just in the bay.”

“I saw her as I came along the
promenade,”’ s2id Starke, nodding. ** Rather
a8 big ship, isn’'t she? They don’'t usually
get such big vessels in Caistowe Bay, dc

they?it

‘1 don't Kknow anything about that,”
replied Mr. Bartlett, **and 1 don’t care,
neithher. We're sailin® soon arter midnight,
with the tide. An’ thankful I'll be, too. We
just come from the River Thames, an’
Caistowe seems a one-eyed hole after the
Commercial Road an’ good old Wappin'!"

Starke lit his cigarette and nodded.
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*“ She ain't a bad old tub, the Montford,”
went on the mate. ** A pretty big ship, as
rou said, young feller. We're bound for the
Argentine to-night, an’ there’'s no tehlin’
when we'll git back agin. The Montford's a
tramp, you seec, an’ we may git a cargo
that'll take us right down to Sydney, or we
may only ge round the Horn to the Pacifie
Coast. As | says, there's no tellin'.”

‘“ But won't you call anywhere on the out-
ward voyage?'’ asked Sturke.

‘* We go right from ’ere acrost the South
Atlantic,”” said Mir. Bartlett. * We was
goin’ to ciali at Weymouth, but that's off now.
We come to this durned place mstead. But
the old man's a queer card, an’ I can just
pictuf® 'im lettin’ off steumn when he hears
about ¢that cabin-boy.”

1 n't think you mentioned anything
about a cabin-boy,” said Starke.

**The young hound ounly signed on two
days ago, an’ as soon as we get in ‘ere
he hops off, I reckon we shall ’ave to make
the trip without any boy, and that’ll make
the old mun ratty tor the whole voyage.”

**Can’t you find somebody in Caistowe?”

‘““You ‘ave a try, young gent!”’ said Mr.
Bartlett grimly. " ('m sick an’ fed up with
tryin’. There ain’t a boy to be found in
this hole for love or money. That's wot 1I'm
worryin’ about. The old man's a fair terror
when he's upset.”

*“ That's rather awkward,” said Stuarke
thoughttuily. ** Why couldn't« you get hold
of a kid and force him to go with you—take
. hitm on board to-might? He couldn’v escape.”

. The mate cyced Starke sourly.

“Them games don't pay,’ he said. * We
don’t want to. git into no @®ouble with the
bloomin' law. Now, if a kid was to go aboard
higseli- -like a stowaway-—we'd be justified in
keepiu’ him. The old man would like that,
because he wouldn't ‘ave to pay 'im aothin’,
an’ the kid would be forced to work his
passuge. But who’'s goin’ to stow away
iaboard the Montford jusy 10 oblige us?”’

A change had come over Starke during the
Jast few Iminutes. lis expression of bcered
interest had gore, and he wus now intent
*and alert. His eyes glittered, and there was
A decided flush 1n his cheeks.

** Are you sure you won't call anywhere
before you reach the Argentine, Mr. Bart-
lettz”' he asked eagerly

‘*Sure? Of course l'imn sure!”

‘““ Aud if you found a stowaway on board
you'd make him work?”

** Work like thunder!” declared the mate.
‘“ He'd be skin an’ bone within™ a week!”

‘“ Well, look here,’”’ went on Starke. * I've
got an idea that I might be able to help
you—-"'

‘“ Help me?”
“You?”

** Yes,” exclaimed Starke.
vyou get off?”’

** Not later than one o’clock.”

‘“ Well, what if you ftind a boy on board
soon after you start?”’ asked Starke. ‘' If
possible, I'll have the kid there—"

said the mate,
‘“ What time do

staring.
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Bartlett suspiciously. ‘‘ None o' them gomes,
young shaver!”’

Starke drew his-chair closer.

“1'm not pulling your leg,” he said in 4
Jow voice. ‘1 know a kid—a schoolboy—and
he’s done some rotten things to me. 1 want
to get even—do you understand? If he could
cross the Atlantic on vour ship as a cabin
boy it would be a higger punishment than
anything 1 can think of. A few weeks of
harsh treatment, kicks and cuffs, and all’that
-l-)-woq}d make him wish he'd never been
orn.”’

. The mate shook hi3s head.

‘1 can't help to scttle your quarrels, young
gent.,” he said firmly. ** Not as I'm objectin’
to havin' the boy aboard—he’d come in durned
handy. But it wouldn’t do, my lad. Besides,
you couldn't get the kid aboard—"'

“ Yes, 1 could,” interrupted Starke. * Look
here, Mr. Bartlett, I want to come t0 an
understanding with you. If you'll agree to
this proposition of mine I'll make it worth
your while.”’

“rive bob, or so, 1 s'pose?” asked the
mate grufly. ° No, young—''

““ Not five bob,” said Starke—* but two
pounds—tliree pounds, cven.”

** Where’s your money?”

‘“ Here!”

And Starke pulled out a bundle of
carrency notes. ]

‘“ You shall have your money now, if you
like,” he went on, ‘*and I'll see that the
kid is put on board. You woun't appear in 1u
at all; you won't be asked to do a thing.
There can’'t be any risk.”

Mr. Bartlett changed his tone.

‘“ Now you're talkin® Dbusiness,”’
briskly. “ 1'mn your man, Master—Master—

* My name’s Taylor,” lied Starke.

““ Well, Master Baylor, we might as well
talk this over quiet-like,” said the mate.
* Let's see if I've got it right. You an' some
school kid have fallen cut, and you've got
the wust of it. You want to get even, 80
your idea ix to shove the young shaver on
the old Montford, so that we can find him
aboard aiter we've started an’ make him
work his passage across; the bloomin’ Pond.
Is tuat right, my lad?”

*“Yes, in the main,” said Starke. It
ought to be a geod arrangement for you, be-
.cause ycu'll be gctting a cabin-boy on the
cheap-—-""

‘*1 s’pose you know what it'll mean if
you're copped at the game?” interrupfed
Mr. Bartlett. ‘' It'll be a case o’ kidnapping,

he said

LR

b my son. Not that I care—I shall take darned

good care to steer clivar oi trouble. 1i the
boy's on board after we've sailed, that’s
his look-out. I shan't agree to no monkey
tricks in gettin’ hold of the young feller.”

“1 don't want you to,” =aid Starke. * I'll
arrange all taose details. But you’ll have to
tell me when I can put the kid om board
without being spotted. And how do you
think it could be done?”

** Well, young gent., you'd best bring the
kid along at about midnight and place him
down in the for'ard hold—that's in the front

* Pullin’ my leg, ain’t you?' snapped Mr.| of the ship—an’ you can reckon on the deck
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bein' deserted just at that time.
got to bring the kid and stow him away.
My part is to find him.”

‘“ After you're out at sea,”” said Starke.
““ That's the idea.”

Mr. Bartlett thought it was a very excellent
proposition, for everything was in his favour.
A boy was wanted, and here one would be
supplied; Mr. Bartlett would receive money
for doing absolutely nothing; and if anything
went wrong with Starke's scheme, Starke
would be the only one to suffer. And the
mate would pocket three pounds in advance.

But Starke wvas satisfied, too, to judge
by his expression. He and his companion
talked over the affair for at least an hoar,
and cverything was arranged. And then
Starke handed over threc of the currency
notes, bade Mr. Bartlett good-night, and
took his departure.

But Starke did not return to his barn.
He had remained in the vicinity of St. Frank’'s
for one purpose, and it seemed that that
purpose would now be achieved. His chance
had come when he had least expected it.

‘“ By George,"” Starke muttered, *‘ this wili
make the little cad sit up'! Just when the
summer holidays are coming on, too! Oh,
he'll have a fine holiday—kicked and cursed
at in the forecastle of an old tramp steamer.
I couldn’'t wish for anything better. That
little rotter will have an awful time on board
the Montford. A voyage to South America
as ship’s boy will half kill him!"”

But Starke had not finished his prepara-
tions, by any means; he had other matters
to arrange.

And after walking along the sea front for
some little time he found what he required.
- He came upon two ruffianly-looking loungers,
who were often to be scen idling their time
away on the sea front.

These men were loafers, and did nothing in
particular to obtain a living. And they were
men who would be willing to take a little
risk if the bait was large enough.

‘““ Would you men like to earn a quid
each?’’ asked Starke, as he paused in front
of the pair.

“[ don't reckon we'd mind, sir,”’ said one
of them. ** But I reckon you're o4 the wrong
track—-"

“1 don't think T am,” said Starke.
“ There's a job 1 want doing, and it's going
'to be rather a ticklish one. If you fellows
will lend a hand I'll give you a quid each
now, and another quid each when you've
finished." _

‘““ Wot's the job, sir?’’ asked one of the
men.

‘““ An' where's your money?'' inquired the
other. :

“ I've got the money., and I'll tell you what
the job is,”” said Starke. * There's a scat
just along here—suppose we squat down and

talk things over? And don't forget that the

whole thing is secret.’

They walked along the promenade for some
little distance in the gloom of the summer’s
night. Then they sat down, and Starke told
‘his companions what he required of them.
They listened attentively, ard agreed to the

You've proposition.

7

It struck them as being quite
simple. .

“*Two quid ' did not come their way -ery
often; they generally considered themselves
lucky if they got hold of a shilling or two at
a time. And Starke assured them repeatedly
that there was no danger, and that even if
they were caught they wouldn't be punished.
Starke was the instigator and he would have
to suffer in the event of failure.

So the little plot was arranged, and when
Starke parted from /his two new friends heo
was fceling content and easy in mind,

At last he was to get his revenge!

iy ceu— -

CHAPTER III.

AN UNEXPECTED VISIT.

‘ HERE'S not much time bheiore the
end of term, but there's no rea=on
why we shouldn’'t have a few jolly
good matches,”” 1 declared, nodding

my head. ‘' I'm crickct captain again now.

and I mean to filnish up the term with a

good old bang.”

‘““ That's the idea,’” said De Valerie. ‘* We're
booked to meet Bannington Grammar Schoo!
on Saturday, and we might be able to fix up
a match with the River House for next Wed-
nesday."”’

“We will,”” I said firmly.

The common-room was fairly full that even-
ing. The fellows had got over their original
surprise, and now accepted me bhack into the
fold as though nothing had happened.

Handforth was looking particularly pleasid
with himself. His * public apologw’™ idea
had panned out well, and Handy would have
patted himself on the back continuously had
I ntot begged of him to drop the whole sub-
ject.

**We've got to have another match with
Helmford. too,” said Watson. ‘‘ Don't forget
that we lost the game when they came over
here last time."

‘““Yes, because Nipper plaved against us.”
growled De Valerie.

1 grinned.

‘“ It was your own fault——"" I beguan.

““0Of course it was—1 admit that,”” agrced
De Valerie. 1 was an ass, Nipper. DBut
when you were here as D'Albert you looked
such an utter ass that we all thought you'd
Le hopeless at cricket. We refused to give
you a showing, and when the Helmford skip-
per askéd you to play for his side, you
agreed. It was the only way of showing your
true form. But that doesn’t alter the fuct
that we lost; and it would be rather good if
we could beat Hcelmford again before the
‘,ac"’
~ *“Why shouldn’t we run over onc¢ eveu-
ing—"’

[ paused as the door of the commou-room
opened. Tubbs, the page-boy, stood there,
smiling at everybody in general.

‘“ You're wanted, Master Nipper.'’ he sald.

‘“Oh, am I?" I replied. ** Who by?"

‘““ Mister Lee, sir.”
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“ Well, 'l be along in a minute—' .
o Master Tregellis-West is wantcd, too, sir.
‘“ Begad!"' .

~« And Master Watson—"

“Eh?"

*“ And (rasterl Pitt!——-"

“* The dcuce I am!"’

“And Master Qrey!" grinned T.I’lbbl.
“ You're all wanted, young gentlemen!

“ That's five of you,” remarked De Valerie.
* Now, what the dickens have you been up
to? What awful sins bave beem discovered?
You'd better think things over, my 8sons,
and Lo prepared for the worst!™

1t can’t be because of that serap we had
with Fullwood and Co. on Little Side,” said
Wateor, rather uneasily. ** We rolled the
rotters in the grass, and made wrecks of ‘cm,
1 know. but they deserved it!"’

** Berides, 1 wasn't there,” eaid Grey.

«“ Must be something else, then,” |1
remarked. ** How did Mr. Lec look when he
told you to come for us, Tubby?"

“ Oh, smilin’, air.”

"“ Good!”’ .

““ An' there werc two other gents with him:
sir,” went on Tuhbs. ' Lord Dorrhwmare an

“*0Old Norrie!” 1T yelled. 1] wondﬂpe‘d
where he'd got to. Come an, my sons, il's
quite safe. We're not goin' to get it in the
necek !

We hurried out into the passage, and Pitt
and Giey were still looking rather lllllt.:.d.

“We like Lord Dorpimore,” cald Pitt.

bat I don't eee why Mr. Lec should have
rent for Juck and me. Oh, but there was
another geaileman, wasn't there? Well, let's
hurz afong and see.’’

We arrived at Nelson Lee's study and
tapped oa the door. Then we entered, and
Jack Grey gave a little gasp of delight and
ran forward.

** Father ! he exclaimed.

* Thought 1'd give you a bit of a surpriac.
my boy,” chuckled Sir Crawford drey—Jack s
pater, { didn't  tell fuu I was coming,.
hecanee waen't anbeolutely sure that 1
should be abie to get here to-night.”’

Sir Cruwford was an cxceedingly genial old
chap, and we all knew him well. He shook
bands all round and beamed upon us with
an ahuudance of good nature. Lord Dorri-
more, ol courte, was just the same as usual.

** HHallo, boys,” he yawpned. °* Too much
fug to shake hands all round. Ain't this
Leat frightful? 1t's becen a shockin' day!”

We all grinned.

“1 reut for you, boys, hecausc 8ir Craw-
ford hus zomething to tell you,” sald Nelron
Lve pleasantly. * Bomething which, 1 hope,
which wil give you as much pleasure as it
Las given me.”’

“HBy gad! They'll be yellin' soon!” said
Dorrie. :

I could see that his lordship was not look-
ing quite so bored as usual. There was a
sparkle /n Wis eyes, and he was almost
flushed .

" St wrwn, my boys,” sald Sir Crawlford.
& 28 ooursé, Jack, my chief. aim is to give

you pleasure, but, at the same time, ali your
friends will he ahle to participate, and there
is no reason why we should not have a really
wonderful time.”

* A wonderful time, dud?” repeated Jack,
puzzled. )

‘* A most enjoyable trip,’”’ smiled 8ir Crawe
ford.

** But what trip?”’

“ You don't know, do you?'’ chuckl!ed his
father. * The summer holidays will soon bhe
here, Jack. We shall have a good few weceks
of idlencss to i1l in, and 1 want to make
this holiday the best you ever experienced. In
short, we arc to go away on & sea voyage.”’

* Oh, dad !’ exelaimed Jack, his eyes spark-
ling. °* But—but Reggie can come with me,
can’'t he?”

** Here, 1 say—"' began Pitt.

‘** Of courre he can come with you. I mean
to expressly invite him,”” said B8ir Craw-
ford amiling. ‘° And these other lads, tuo,”
he added, indicating Tommy and Montie ard
inc. ' They are to be invited, too.”

** Begad "’ said Sir Montie mildly. ‘ That's
rippin’, sir!"

** But wherc shall we go to, dad?’’ askcd
Grey cagerly.

8ir Crawford made himeeif more comfort:
able in hia chair and lit a cigar

‘Do you remember your somewhat trying
and exciting adventures when you first came
to St. Frank’s?'’ he asked.

‘] remember everything, dad,” said Jack.
** How could 1 forget in such a short time?’’

‘“*You came here under the name of Jack
Mason, and you thought that you were
fatherless and motherlcss,”” went on the
haronet. ' Yon believed that your only
Lving relatives were your aunt and uncle--a
certain Mr. and Mrs. QGrell;, who lived in
Bermondu‘{..

** Well, there is no nced to go over all that,
we all know the story,’” continued Sir Craw-
ford. ‘* But 1 wish to refresh your memory
on certain other detaila. That man, Simon
Grell, was a hit of a raseal, and he did his
utmost to obtain possession of a locket which

ou had in your possession, Jack, and which,
ncidentally, was the chief cause of our being
brought together.”

* That locket with the Arabic writing in
it, you mean, sir?’”’ put in Pitt.

** That is right, my boy,’ =a:d Sir Crawford.
** The writing was, briefly, a mcssage from
a dying man, and it related to a considerable
trecasure in diamonds and other precious
stones——"'

** You—you don't mean——" began Jack
excitedly.

Pi"t'l‘hat we're going to search——'' gasped
tt.

*“ For trcasure?’’ yelled Watson.

The baronet laughed heartily.

** That is exactly what 1 do mean,’’ he ex-
claimed. ** There is no guarapt:e that we
shalt find a farthing. In any case, we are
not in need of money, ard the whole project
is only being undertaken bceeause it is some-
thing to do. 1 would rather leave British
shores with a certain mission to accomplisb

T ™
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than to go haphazard,
ticular destination.”

*““And arc we all invited, sir?’" asked Wat-
son breathlessly.

“* Yes: subject to your parents’ consent, of
course.”’

““Oh, I'll get consent all right,”” said Wat-
son. ‘“ How ripping! How tremendously

without any par-

top-hole! A trip to—to Australia to search
for treasure!”
*“Come, come'"’ smiled Sir Crawford.

“ Where is your geagraphy, lad? We are not
bound for Australia, hut for Northern Africa.
This treasure is suppcied to be buried in a
deserted, isolatcd oasiz, known as El Safra.
We may never reach it, and if thc journgy
across the desert is at all risky, we shall not
attempt the crossing. As I -said bhefore, we
are going on holiday, not on a trip where we
shall risk our lives.”

““It's splendid, sir!” 1 cxclaimed.
will the guv'nor come?"”

**The guv'nor will!'} smiled Nelson Lec,
nodding.

‘““To say rothin’ of me,”

“Oh, good!”

‘““ My decar, innrocent lad, you don’t suppose
for a minute that I'd be left out of an affair
like this?”" drawled Lord Dcerrimore. ‘‘I've
been lookin’ forward to it for weeks. I'm
ted-up with lingland. I want to get away
where a fellow can breathe—where -therc
ain't any motor-cars or trains. An' I don’t
think we shall find many of 'em on the
Sahara desert!” .

‘““ And—and do we start soon, dad?" asked
Jack, with sparkling eves.

‘*“ We shall start at the earliest possihle
moment,’’ said Sir Crawford. *‘ The yacht is
in perfect readiness to leave at a moment’s
notice—it only awaits the arrival of the
passengers.”’

“ Of course, my yacht wasn’'t big enough,”
put in Dorrie. ‘“‘1 offered it to Sir Crawford,
but he turned it down with scorn. An’ he's
chartered a whackin’ great boat big enough
to carry a thousand. Besides, my yacht's in
dry dock; she biffed into a schooner, an’
nearly went down, by gad!”

““The vessel 1 have obtained is, indeed,
quite a large one,”” said Sir Crawford. *‘ And
my chief idea is to accommodatc a large
number of passengers. Dr. Brett, I may say,
has becn invited, and he will go with us.
You all know Dr. Brett, of Beliton.”

A1 glad he's going, sir,”” I said.

** You see, he may come in useful. It is
just as well to have a doctor on hoard,”
said 8Sir Crawford. ‘‘ Especially when there
are many passcngers. My idea, Jack, is for
you to invite as many boys as you wish. Two
dozen, if it pleases you—or even three dozen.
I want you to bringeevcerybody who cares
to come.”

‘““ Half the school will care to come,’” 1
grinned.

“ We must discriminate, of course,”” said
the baronet. * Oh, and perhaps it would be
just as well if some of the hoys brought their
sisaters with them,” added Sir Crawford, with
twinkling eyes. ‘' I have no doubt that a few

“ And

observed Dorrie.

/
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bright givls will help to make the party
more lively and gay. For 1 want this bol-
day to bc the best one you have ever spent.’’

Dorrie #at forward in his chair.

‘““ An' there’s another old pal you'll mcet,
too,”” he observed. * You'll eee him when
we get to Africa. Re's a dark-skinned old
bounder—as true as stcel, an’ one of the
best chaps hreathing. Guess who I mean!”

“Why, old Umlosi!"” I exclaimed.

* You've hit it!"" smiled Dorrie.

“ Umlosi—the old bounder!” I went on.
“We havea't seen him for months!  1t'H
be - ripping to hear his rumbling old voice
again."”’ |

‘““ He went back to his beloved Africa,”’ ex-
piained Dorrie. “ But I've been fpendin’ a
little” fortune in cables, an’ I've got into
touch with the old beggar. He's goin® to
meet the hoat vhien she arrives.”

We were all very excited.

“ Why, this holiday will be better than
the one we spent last year!” I exclaimcd.
“We had a fine time in the South Seas, and
that was hunting for treasure, too! [ ncver
hoped that we should have a chance of join-
ing in another hunt! But we shall mias
dear old Captain Burton.”

“I don't fancy so, Nipper,” put in the
cuv'nor. ‘‘ For, you sce, Sir Crawford bhas
placed his yacht in command of Captaia
Durton.”

“By Jove!’ I said. “ It's getting better
and better. We shall be the same party over
again, practically, but bigger and better.
And there's a prospect of some exciting times
when we get to Africa.”

“Therc is one little item which might in-
terest vou,” said Nelson Lee. *“ Sir Craw-
ford has. purchased — at my suggestion--a
large acroplane of the most modern type. It
i3 already housed on board the yacht.”

““ But—but what is it for, <ir?’’ asked Grey
wonderingly.

““ Well, it may save us a lot of time,”
replied Lee. **A journey across the desert
on foot would take, say, two or thrce weekas.
The same distance conld bhe covcred through
thic air in six or seven hours. And one never
knows when a reliable aeroplane may uot
come in handy.’”

“ Of course, boys, this is just a preliminary
chat,”” put in Sir Crawiord. ‘* But therc i3
pot much time at cur disposal, and [
imagine that a good few letters must be dis-
patched—Ilctters asking for parents’ consent.
You can invite whom you please, Jack, and
you nccd not limit yourself as to the num-
ber of your friends. The more the merrier
And you must drop a hint to rome of the
boys who have nice sisters that-— Wi,
you know what to do, Jack.”

““ Rather, sir!” said Grey warmly. “I—I
fecl so excited that I hardly know what I'm
doing! 1—I want to yell!” .

“ Then perhaps you had better ¢o outside
and let off steam!” chuckled Nelson Lec.
“0Oh, and by the way, Grey, cvery boy who
i invited must report to me. I shall then
hand him a personal letter which he cau
enclose to his parents. [ want them ®»
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thoroughly understand that all the boys will
be well cared for on this trip.”’

We cscaped from the study at last, and
when we arrived in the lobby we paused and
lnoked at ore another with ghining eyes and
flushed faces.

‘““ A trip to Africa!”
deep breath. '

*With a whole crowd of otker chaps!™

cajd Watson. . . .
““ And some girls, begad!” said Sir Mcntie,
grianing. N

““Oh, it's almost too good to .he true,
panted Jack Grey. * Look here, 1'm going
to vell! Hurrah!” .

We all velled, in fact, and we kicked up
cuch a noice that Morrow of the Sixth came
along, and politely asked if we had taken
lcave of our senses.

I exclaimed, taking a

““ It's all richt, old son, don’t you worry,” |

I said. ‘* We're just celehrating—that's all.™

'** Would you like to come, Morrow?’’ askcd
Grey eagerly. ' The pater gave me pormis-
<ion to invite anyhody, and you're one cf the
best chaps going!”

* Thanks!"" said Morrow, smiling. * But
what's the idea?” ’

“I'm inviting you to come to Africal
Grey replied.

Morrow stared.

“* None of vour rot!” he exclaimed. * If

youn try to pull my leg—"

“ put 1 mean it—really!”’ exclaimed Jack.
(X} ]____"

But he was inferrupted by a sudden rush
! juniors from the common-room. Thcey
had come to sece what the excitement was
ahout, and were rather disappointed whcn
thiey found that no fight was in progress.

““Who made all that row just now?”
demanded IHandforth.

“We did!"’ said Pitt calmly—'* and we're
roing to make it again, soon. The summer
vac. starts next weck, and we're going
away on a whacking great steam yacht to
Africa. We're going to have the giddy time
of our lives!”

** Gammon !'* said Handforth.

“Rot!" shouted the others.

But they didn't use those expressions after
we had explained matters to them. The ex-
citement was tremendous when it was
thoroughly understood that Jack QGrey had
what literally amountcd to carte blanche in
the matter of invitations.

“(Grey’'s ane of the best!"’ declared Hand-
forth enthusiastically. “I've always said
s0. haven't 1?"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!'

* Anythiug funny?” demanded Handforth,
g]aripg round. * When we get out to sea

“You haven't been invited yet!'’ put in
Watson.

“Of course, T leave that to Grey,” said
Edward Oswald. “I'm not a chap to push
myself forward—everybody knows that—but
it's taken for granted that Grey will invite
2ll the leading chaps in the Remove!” -

‘“ At that rate, you'll he left out,” said
Ditt sweetly,

H
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. Frank's just then.

keep our months closed?
risky, don’t forgit!”’

tors,

ground."”’

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

But Handforth was not upset. He kncw
from the start that an invitation would be
extended to Study D. It was really amarzing,

however, to discover how many friends Jack

Grey possessed. Fellows who hadn't spcken
to him for days hovered round him like a lot
of lost brothers. Without a doubt, Jack’
Grey was the most popular fellow at S8t.

The whole school was at his feet!

CHAPTER 1V,

PROWLERS OF THE NIGHT.

R. WALTER BINKS grinned.

* All asleep.’”’ he whispered.
you there, Bill?"

Mr. William Shaw nudged his com-

[} Are

M

panion.

““ Not so much bloomin’ jaw!” he mur-
mured. ** Didn’t the woung gent tell us to
This game’s a bit

The two men were Starke’s paid conspira-
so to speak. The ex-prefect himseli
was siightly ahead of them, finding out the
lie of the land.

The hour was nearly eleven-thirty, and
Starke knew that not a moment was to be
logst if hig scheme was to meet with the
guccess he aimed at. He found the sehool
qiriet and still. The June night was quite

mild and starlit.

Even the masterz were in bed, it anpeared,
since all the lizhts in the upper windows
were extinguished. Starke’s chief interest lay
in the direction of the Remove dormitory.

And he saw with great satisfaction that
both the windows were open at the bottom.
He next transferred his attention to Warren’'s
woodshed, in the corner of the Triang'e.

And here he found, as he had expected, a

short ladder.

‘ Lend a hand,” he whispered.

Walter Binks and Bill Shaw were just be-
hind. and they crept forward amd grasped
the ladder.

*You see those two windows up there?”

went on Starke.

‘““Them windows with the ivy hung about
‘'em?’’ asked Binks.
‘““Yes. Hoist the ladder up to one of

those.”

** Right, sir!”

Silently and stealthily the two men crossed
the Triangle, and placed the ladder against
one of the windows of the Remove dormitory.

‘“ Wait dowa here until I wave my hand.”
breathed Starke. ‘' Then come up—but only
you, Binks. Shaw <c¢an remain on the

4
Starke ascended the ladder with extremo
care, and made no sound. Arriving at the
top. he looked into the dormitory. All was

dark, and the regular breathing of the juniors

came to the outcast’'s ears.

Still silent, he entered the room, and then
turned, beckoning to the man be'ow. :‘Binks
ascended the ladder, and joined Starke. The
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pair had succeceded in entering without
arousing a soul. _
. Starke knew what an extrcmely light

sleeper I was, and he had taken extra pre-
cautions.

The plan of action was already decided
upon. Both Starke and his companion knew
exactly what they had to do. And Starke
produced from uunder his coat a big, heavy
woollen muffler. Binks, at the same time,
brought to light some strong, stout cord.
Then the pair moved forward.

They only stood by my bed for a couple
of seconds before acttng And cvon then
they were nearly too late. For I awoke at
that moment—I don’'t know why, because I
had certainly heard no particular sounds.

And then, before I could. even open my
eves, sqmething thick and suffocating de-
scended over my mouth and nostrils. I
kicked, but the whole lower part of my body
was held secure.

The thought that sprang into my head was
that some of the other fellows wcre playing
a practical _joke. Christine and Co.. of the
College House, perhaps. Or even Fullwood
and Co. might be the culprits.

Whoever they were, they did their work
thoroughly.

Starke bound the muffler round my mouth
so tightly that I could scarcely breathe,
and the only sound I could make was a
rumble in my throat which scarcely pene-
trated the muffier.

I struggled furiously, but the odds wcre
too heavy.

In spite of my efforts, I felt that my feet
and arms werc being bound, and in a very
few minutes the job was completed. And
nobody else i the dormitory had been
aroused. Success had attended Starke's
efforts.

1 was hauled from the bed and carried
towards the window. I was only attired in
pyiamas, and my clothing, presumably, was
left beliind. Not that I was capable of think-
ing about clothing at that time.

Almost suffocated by the mufller, perspir-
ing from every pore, all I wanted was to get
some fresh air. My senses were reeling
already, for I could scarcely breathe. And
in that coadition I was lowered down the
ladder to the ground.

Dimly and vaguely I resolved to have my
cewn back for this outrage, for it was cer-
tainly more than a practical joke. I was
sure that Fullwood and Co. were the culprits.
Christine and his friends would never have
acted in such a way.

I knew that I was being carried along,
but 1 had no idea of my direction. It must
be remembered that my eyes were covered
by the mufMer, and I could see mothing. 1
had seen nothing since the very first moment
of the attack.

And then, after what seemed an age, 1
was placed upon the ground and the heavy
muffler was removed. For the first few
moments 1 could do nothing but gulp in the
cool night air.

1 soon revived, however, and then found

F
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myself regarding my captors with much sur-
prise and astorishment.

They were men!

Two rough-looking fellows who seemed to
smack of the sea. My theory that Fullwood
and Co. were concerned in the game waa
knocked on the head. What on earth couwld
it mean? Why had I been kidnapped?

_“ Look here,”” I gasped, * what’s the mcan-
ing of this?"’

““ It’s no good askin’ us, young gent,” said
Mr. Binks. ** We're only a-carryin® oub
orders."’

‘““ Orders which I gave!”’ came a wcll-known
voice.

{ stared in real amnazement then, for Walter
Starke was standing beforc me. IHc bent
down, and even in the gloom 1 could see
that his face was alight with gloating
triumph.

‘“ Starke!"” I panted dazedly.

‘““ Yes—Starke!" exclaimed the ex-prefect
softly. *‘ Surprised to see me, ch? You
thought I'd gone—you thought you'd done

with me? Well, you bhanven't, you littic
worm !"’

“You must be mad!" [ exclaimed.
‘ What's the idea of hiring these men to
kidnap me?"”

‘“You’ll know the idea soon—becauss I'm
going to tell you about it,”” replied Starke
sneeringly. *'*You young hound! You're
going to pay for what you've done to mc--
you're going to pay dearly!”

‘“If you take that view, I can't argue
with you,” I said quictly. ** But you hnow
as well as I do, Starke, that 1've dooe
nothing whatever to you—"

““ You—you miserable liar!"' snarled Starke.
“ Didn't you lie like a trooper to get me
expelied” Didn't you swear foul things
against me that weren't true? 1 wus sacked
from the school bocause of your vile tongue!”

Just for & moment I thought that Starke
was raving; but then I remembered his two
confederates. He had probably told thcem
some wild cock-and-bull story im order to
get them to help him, and it was necessary
to keep that story up.

“You were sacked because of your own
lies—because the truth was too much fore
you,” I said. ‘* You were sacked because you
werc an absolute rascal, Starke!”

“1 kncw you'd deny it all, but I don’t
care if you do,’”" grated Starke. ** I've got
you now, you cur; and I'm going to make
you pay! My revenge will be so complete
that you'll wish you'd never been born!™

‘““If you're thinking of harming me——"'

“ Oh, no—you won't come to any harm,”
interrupted Starke. I might give you a
good thrashing, but you deserve a dozen. My
punishment will last for weeks, and when
it's over you'll be thousands of miies from
England.”

1 stared in amazement.

‘* Have you gone out of your mind. Starke?'’

l asked qutetly.
‘“ Sounds like it, doesn’t it.’"" exclaimed
leer. “ But I'm sensible

Starke. with a
enough, you rotter. Within an hour frem
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- “ Well, no,” he sald. “ You gave me a bit' * Pardon the liberty, sir,” said the sergeant,
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who had suddenly leaned forward and had
taken a Ietter feom Starke's coat pocket.
“H'm' What's this” * Master W, Starke,’
an' addreered to St. Frafflk’s Collegel™

“You you thief!" raved Starke. ‘' Give
me that letter!”

It was returned, and the sergeant looked
at the constable.

“ You'd better put him in that beat room.
fiarrow,” he said. ** We don't want to dis-

lcase his father—the poor gentleman will

ave quite enongh worry with u son like this.
Take him away!”

Starke let out a roar.

“ Am—am [ arrested:”’
lently.

“ No, my lad. you're not arreated,”” saald
the sergeant. * But you'll be detained here
nceording to vour father's instructions. I'm
golier to wire to Mr. Starke at once., s0 I

he demanded vio-

don't suppoase you'll have to wait many
hours!” :
And thus, in that ignominious [fashion,

Walter Starke was returned to hia worrying
parents.  He was kept under lock and key
during the whole night., and early in the
moruing a big motor-car arrived.

A tall, atern-looking man emerged. Mr.
Walter tarke, senior, was of a different
calibre to s worthilees son. He stepped into
the police-station, had a few words with the
sergeant, and was then conducted to his son.

“ Pater!” (xclaimed Starke huskily,

“'Well, Walter, I think [ shall have some-
thing to say to you when we get home,'* said
his father quietly. * You have not only dis-
graced youraelf at St. Frank's, but you bhring
further dishonour upon my name by getting
vonrsel! locked up.*

* But—but it was all a faked-up story!"”
KNP Starke., I haven't done anything
wrong' That little ead, Nipper——"'

** Another lie from your lips, Walter, and
1 will not be answerable for what I do!”
said Mr. Starke angrily. ‘1 have heard ihe
whole miserable truth from Dr. Staitord and
Mr. Nelson Lee. You have acted the part
of a hooligan and & villain, and 1 may as well
tel you that 1 am ashumed to own surh a
pitiful specimen of bhumanity as my son.
Come with me!"”

And Starke, with bowed head, followed his
father out to the waiting exr. It vas quite
certain that the wretched boy was bhooked
for a terribly severe punishment from his
angry [athee.

And that was the Ilast the district ever
saw of Walter Starke. But though he went
sullen and sulky, there was nevertheless a
look of gloating triumph in his eyes. For he
had got even with—me!

CHAPTER VI,
MISSING FROM SCHOOL,

LANG-CLANG!
The rising-bell rang out noisily in
the Remove dormitory. The sun was
atunng {n at the windows, and the air
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was already warm. Outside, butterflies werg
Hitting about everywhere, and the hum of ).
sectsa sounded. It was a perfect summer’s
morning.

** Not many morc days of this, thank gond.
ness,’’ remarked Tommy Watson, as he turned
nut of bed, rubbing his cyes. ‘‘ My hat! 1It's
a ripping day, you chaps—— Hallo! Where's
Nipper?'”

“Up long ago, I expect,”” said De Vaulerie.

‘“*He's not in bed, anyhow,”” remarked
Handforth. - ** And the silly ass can’t b= up,
either—or, rather, he can’t be down!"”

'"* What do you mean—he can’'t be up, and
he can't be down?" said Watson, with a anitf,
‘[ wish you'd taik.sensibly, Handforth.™

“If he's gone downstairs without any
clothes on hc ought to be jolly well ashamed
of himeelf!"’ said Handlorth. *‘ Are you chaps
blind”? All his clobber’'s therc—and lis
pyjamaa ain't there!”

** Begad! The dear fellow’s quite right."
said Tregellis-Weat. ‘ That's rather qucer,
sou know. Where can Nipper have gone to. |
wonder? Why has he left the dormitory iu
his pyjamas?’’

“* Oh, he can't be far off!"’ said Watson.

And everybody went on dressing, and the
subject was dropped. .

But ofter Watson and Tregellis-West were
dressed, they lost no time in hunting for me,
[t is unnecessary to add that 1 was not to Le
found. My chums were rather anxious, for
the whole thing was so unusual,

‘“ He's not upstairs anywhere,”” declared
Watson, at last. * We can't find a sign of
bim downstairs, and nobody seema to have

geen him. Where is he? It's absolutcly
mysterious, Montie."

‘* Begad! You're right!" said Tregellis-
West. * If he had been dressed I shouidn’t

be worried—he might have gone off for un
carly mornin’ walk. But the dear boy is
wearin’ nothin’ but pyjamas—not even Lis
slippers! It's amazin’, Tommy—it is, really'”

It was so amazing, in fact tbat the pair
decided to inform Nelson Lee of the state of
nflairs immediately breakfast was over-—ior
they gave me until then to show up. But
when the meal was finished I was stiil miss-
ing.

Other fellows were beginning .to get inter-
ested, too. There was’ much speculation, and
it almost amounted to an uproar. For the
circumstances were very peculiar indeed.

I had vanished during the night. And it
was obvious that I must have gone out
wearing nothing but my pyjamas. This is
what the facts looked like, at all events. And
the juniors could make nothing of it.

Nelson Lee was in his study when Tregellis-
West and Watson presented themselves. le
saw at once that somethirz was amiss.

“It's ahout Nipper,. sir,’”’ said Watson con-
cernedly. ‘* We don't hnow what's becomo
of him. He’s vanished, sir!™

Nelson Lec smiled.

**What are you talking ubout, Watson?"
he asked. ‘‘ Nipper has vanished? How on
earth can you make such a statement?”
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“ Well, it's very queer, sir—that's all 1
know,” declared Tommy. _

+» Shockin'ly queer, begad!" agreed Montie.

** But, boys, you must explain—"'

* I'm going to, sir,” said Watseon. ‘' Nipper
went to bed with the rest of us last night,
and we were talking about what we shall do
on the trip to Africa until we fell asleep.
But when we got up this morning Nipper
wasn't there.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

*“1 noticed that he was absent from the
breakfust-table,”” Le said. ‘ But what s
there in that, Watson? Nipper has frequently
been absent on these fine summer moroings.
He sometimes takes it into his head to go
for a long spin, or a walk "

‘“ But not in his pyjainas, sir!’ protested
Watson. : .

** Or with bare feet, begad!'' put in Montie.

‘“ Pyjamas—bare feet!” said the school-
master-detective. ‘° Dear me! I am afraid I
im still somewhat puzzled, boys!"”

‘““We don't know anything, sir—except
that all Nipper's clothes are still beside his
bed,”” said Watson. ‘' He must have gone
away without .wearing a thing. And his
bicycle's in the shed. He wasn't even wearing
his slippers. His Led’'s all rutiled up, as
though hc'd been fighting.”’

Nelson Lee was interested at last.

“ Do you really mean this, Watson?'' he
asked. ** You seriously declare that Nipper
is missing, and that his clothing has been
left behind?”’

** Yes, sir.” ‘

** But he may have donned his flannels—"

*“ We've looked, sir, and all his clothes are
there,” interrupted Watson. ‘' His money,
and watch—and everything. He's gone away
without wearing a stitch except his py-
jamas!’’

**That idea i8 quite "absurd,’”” said Nelson
Lee. * Nipper would never have left the
scheol in that manner, Watson. Are you
quite sure that he is not playing some trick
upon you?"’

**It's not like Nipper to play a trick of
that sort, sir.”

‘*“ That's quite right,’”” admitted Nelson Lee.
** And there is no possibility of his being still
within the school buildings, I presume?’’

** We've searched everywhere, sir.”

“H'm! It is somewhat curious—but you
must not alarm yourselves,'” said the detec-
tive. - ** The whole thing can possibly be
explained in a simple manner. But, to begin
with, I will have a look at the dormitory
before it is tidied.'"

Nelson Lee passed out of his study, and
Treaellis-West and Watson accompanied him
up to the Remove dormitory. ee . looked
round keenly, and examined the pile of cloth-
ing which lay beside the bed.

Then he walked round, his eyes busy all the
time, and finally went to the two windows,
and leaned out, one after the other. Cne
window he gave scarcely no attention at all,
but the other seemed to be quite attractive.

** This looks rather curious,” he observed
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** What are these scratches against
And there are marks
Quite

absently.
the paintwork—
against the stonework of the sill itself.
significant, my boys."”’

Tregellis-West and Watson leaned cut.

‘“] can't see anything much, sir,”
Tommy.

‘* It is really not necessary to see much,”
replied Lee. ‘' A little frequently tells more
than a lot. Here, for example, we have the
marks made by heavy boots scraping on the
paintwork—or, at least, large footgear.
Nipper could not have caused these marks,
since hisa fcet were bare. And these faint
scratches on the very edge of the sill surely
indicate that something heavy has leaned
againet it—and what else but a ladder? In-
deed, I can distinctly sg¢e the indentations
caused by the ladder on the ground belew.”

** That's wonderful, begad!’ said Sir
Montie. *‘I shouldn’'t have thought of that,
sir. It's amazin’ how you find these things
out. But what does it mean?”’

* It means thal Nipper left this apartment
by means of a ladder during the night,”’ said
Nelson Lee.

“ But how could he have got the ladder
when he was up here?”

‘* He could not have done so, Watson—
which proves that semebody else placed the
ladder in position,” said Nelson Lee quietly.
‘1 am Dbeginning to think that Nipper was
forcibly taken from his bed during the night
—and carried away from the school in his
pyjamas.”’

‘ But—but who’d do such a thing, sir?"’

“We don't know yet, my lad,” said the
detective gravely. ‘'‘This affair is assuming a
somewhat serious aspect. By the way, do
you remembver any disturbance during the
night ?"’

‘““1 slept like a top, sir,”” said Watson.

‘“An’ so did I,” admitted Sir Montie.

“Well, we will bave a look at the bed,”
said Nelson Lee, moving over to it. ‘I don't
pretend to know what has happened—but [
intend to find out.”

Nelson Lee was i:bout to turn the bedciothes
over, when he suddenly stooped cown, and
picked up a tiny object from the floor. It
had heen close against one of the castors,
and nobody had noticed it hitherto.

‘* What’s that ycu've got, sir?’’ asked Wat-
gon.

‘““An ear-ring, my lad. A silver ear-ring
with an anchor designed upon it,” said Nelson
Lee. ' That surely smacks of the sea. Many
seamen favour ear-rings—especially silver
ones, and the anchor upon it is also conclu-
sivc; Do you know if this belongs to Nip-
per?”’

‘*“ We've never seen it before, sir,”’ said Sir
Montie.

“Then we may as well assume that it is
the property of one of the men whu entered
the dormitory during the night,” said Lee.
‘* Perhaps it was brushed out of his ear dur-
ing a slight struggle, and dropped unnoticed.
I will keep it, and—— But what's this?”’

Lee bent over the bedclothes suddenly, and

said
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the two Removitea saw that he was regard-
ing a blackish-brown mark which was clearly
visthie on the white sheet. Lee examined it
intently, and then suddenly bent down and
aniffed.

“(Curiows!” he miarmured.

“ What iz it, sir?” asked Watson.

“Tar, myv boy —most decidedly it is tar,”
said lee. * And  there, again, we thave
annther smack of the sea. nd if you will
looh, sou will eve aeveral similar marks on
the sheet.”

“ But what conld they have been cauzed
by, sie?"

*Well,*the tar isn't wet,” sald the detee-
tive. ‘It is wrong to suppoee that tar itself
has bheen dropped here. The moet feasible
cxplanation scems to be that some tarred
cord hus been used. When pulled along the
ahcet, it natueally leflt a mark. And I don't
like the thought.”

“ Begad! You mean that the tarred cord
was used for the (rurpooe of bindin’ the dear
old fellow " asked Sie Montie.

“* What clse ks there to think?'" &aid Nelson
Lee. ' Nome turred rope has becn used,
Moatie. Nipp~c has vanished, and it is clear
that he was tuken straight from his bed.
Well, the inference iz obviouws. The lad was
scized ay he lay asleep, prevented from
calling ont, nnd bound.”

* Then - then he'’s been Kidrnapped?' gasped
Wateon.

“It c-rtainly seems to be so—but we muat
take nothing for 2raunted,’ replied Nelson lee.
* The only pomible theory to form is that
Nipper was taken away by somchody con-
nected with the sea—an rough aailor, or a
longshoreman, iudging by the ear-ring we
bave found.”

" But bhow did smuch @ chap know v.here to
find Nipper. sir’"”’

“* That, Wataon, is exactly the point,’” said
Lee crimly.  * The man could not liave done
s0 without indormation from within the school
~--or from somebody who is familiar with the
school.”

It -1t looks serious. sir,”’ said Watson.
“And | ean’t understand why anybody should
want to kideap Nipper—-"

‘“* You mustn't worry yoursell unduly, my
hoys,”” tnterrupted Nelson Lee. * To begin
with, I want jyou to promise me that you
will say nothing of these discoveries to the
other boys. It would only cause a sensa-
tioa, and would probably do more harm than
good. ([ will make a few investigations
quietdy.”’

** { hope he turns up soon, sir.” said Watson
anxiously. ** He was coming with us to
Caistowe thie momning—we've been released
from the third leason so that we ran go over
to Caistowe with 8ir Crawford Grey bhefore
dinner. And Nipper was going with ve.”

Nelson Lee thought for a moment.

“ Don't let this interfere with your arrange-
meats,” he said. * Go, b{l all means, and
try to emjoy jyoursclves. Alake some encuse
for Nipper--hut don’t tell anybody that he
has been lhlmrp«i."

* But the fellows are wonderin' —"'

* Let them wonder, Mootie,” 2@ Nelsot
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Lee. * By dinner-time 1 hope to have Nipper
back, and we don’'t want a great fuss made
over nothing. Run along, now, and leave
me to deal with this alone.”

F Sir Montie and Tommy departed—hut they

were not feeling very easy in mind. And
Nelson Lee, after another look round, went
down to his gtudy and thoughtfully lit a
cigarette. He was about to don his straw
hat, when the door opened and the Head-
master appeared.

““Oh, Mr. Lee, I have just heard a piece
of news,’” snid Dr. Staflford. '* Starke has
been found--and no further away than
Caistowe."’ :

‘ Caistowe !’' exclaimed Nelson Lee in 13
curious voice.

*Yes. His father took him away this
morning—alfter he had bheen detained in the
police-station for the greater part of the
night,’”” said. the Head. ‘‘ The foolish, mis-
guided boy! He has caused his father a
terrible amount of worry and trouble. And I
really cannot understand why he sbould bhave
remained so many days in the vicinity of the
echool.”’

Nelson Lee was looking very grim.

‘* Do you know how Starke was found?' bLe
asked. '

‘*“ A policeman came across him between
two and three o’clock in the morning.”
rcplied Dr. Stafford. ‘“ He was wanderin?
about the streets in an aimless fashion. But
earlier than that, it seems, he was scen by
another officer in conversation with two dis-
reputable longshoremen——"’

‘* Good gracious!” ejaculated Lee abruptly.

It was not necessary for him to hear
another word. He knew everything, and when
he found himselt alone again he reviewcd
the situation.

' Nipper bhas vanished,”” he murmured.
‘“ He was taken away by seafaring people,
who could not have entcred the school with-
out information. S8Starke has heen found in
Caistowe ; Starke was seen with disreputable
characters; and Starke madle it known to all
that he hated Nipper. There is not the
slightest doubt that bhe caused a plot to be
constructed, and Nipper is the victim. I
must go to Caistowe at once if I wish to
discover anything further.”

Neleon Lee lost no time in getting off to
Caistowe. He went in his littde car, and his

Aﬂrat visit was to the police-station. Here he

had a conversation with the sergeant, who

told him everything that he knew concerning
Starke.

*“ You say that Starke was seen earlier in
the evening with two quayside loafers?”
asked Nelson Lee. ‘“ Can you teldl me their
pames?’’

“ Well. 1T don't think I can, Mr. Lee.”
replied the sergeant—* leastways, not both
of them. But one of the men was probabl,v
A worthless scamp named Binks. He's always
idling about on the front.”

*“Can you tell me his address?’’

The sergeant could, and, armed with this,
Nelson Lee took his departure. He found

'thnt- Mr. Binks lived in a squalid back street

of the little town, quite near to the water



THE PRETFECT’S REVENGE

front. Binks occupied a single room in a
Iodiigcigg-house-—and he was absent when Lec
called.

‘““* Mebhe you'l find ‘im at the Six Bells,
fir,”” said the woman who had answered the
door. ‘‘ He seems to have a rare amount o’
money this mornin’—although I'm sure 1
don’'t know where e’ got it from honestly. An’
when 'e gits a bit o' money 'é generally finds
'1Is way to the public-house.’’
ha.t‘, Thank you!'’ said Nelson Lee, raising his

He moved off, and next visited the Six
Bells. So Mr. Binks was wnusually flush of
money—a very significant fact. Lee entered
the public bar of the inn, and &t once caw
two rough-looking men sitting at a table in
the corner. They had mugs of beer before
them, and they were ohviously in a happy
mood. Moreover, it was clear that this was
not their first taste of ale that morning.

And one man interested Lee particularl
—{or, while his right ear was adorned wit
a silver ear-ring, the other was bare.

‘““Am I addressing Mr. Binks?', said Nelson
Lee, sitting down at the table.

*“ That's' my name, &ir,” said the man with
one ear-ring.

* Well, Mr. Binks, I think -you are ae-
quainted with a youth named Starke,” suaid
Nelson Lee, deciding to get to the poirt
s-traEght awvay. ‘*You met him last night

*“1 ain’t never heard of a bloke named
Starke,” said Binks hurriedly.

‘““1s that Bo?” eaid the detective. * Pos-
sibly he called himself something else. At
e¢ll cvents, Mr. Pinks, youw accompanied that
lad to 8t. Frank's College last night, and you
gf_aisted’ him in the kidnapping of a junior

ryY ’
. = We didu't, sir—strike me pink if we did!”’
gaaped Binks. ‘ Did we, Bill?”

" We was indoors all last evenin’,” declared
Mr. Shaw stoutly. ‘

Nelon Lee ¢yed them grimly.

‘* Now, look here, my men, I want the
cxact truth—and nothing else but the truth,”
he caid. ' If you attempt to lie to me I
ehall have you both placed under arrest
within five minutes. You helped Starke to get
a boy away [rom St. Frank's College—and 1
want to know what you did with him. Come
now-—out with it!"”

“We don't know nothin'—"
L(;'Perhaps you recognise this?’ interrupted

e. .

“ My bloomin’ ear-ring!”
Binks.

1 found it in the Remonve dormitory at
8t. IFrank’'s,”’ said fhe detective—'* and there
were other witnesses also, Mr. Binks. Do
you think it is advisable to make an attempt
at bluf? I will give you just one minute.
Further delay will reauit in the arrest of you
both.”

And Neleon Lee lay back in his chair,
quite calm and collected. He knew exactly
what the two louafers would do. They were
very badly scarcd, and were completely cor-

nered. _ _
** We didn't do the kid no ’'arm, sir,” sald

ejacutated Mr.

}

|
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Shaw huskily. * That young gent told vs it
was just a practical joke.”

“1 can quite believe that,” said Nelson
Lee. *1 want to hear the whole story—
80 begin at the beginning.”

The two men very seneibly realisod that the
truth was their only course. And they pro-
ceeded to explain what had hapdpened. Their
story was involved and disjointed, but Nelson
Lee was able to make semce of it. .

“An’ that's all we know, sir,”’ concluded
Binks anxiously. ‘' You aim’t goin’ to give
us in charge, are you, sir? It wouldn't do
no good—an’ that young Starke feller was
the real cause of it—we only ‘elped 'im. The
kid won't come to no ’am—alt-ho*h you

won’'t be able to find 'im. ’'E’'s on d the
Monitford, an’ she’s right out at eea by this
time. She don't call anywhere till she gits to
the Argentine.” '

Nelzon Lee did not replv. He sat back in
his chair thinking. His face was very grim
when, at last, he rose to his feet.

‘1 shall do nothing at present,”’ he said.
‘“ You may be very thankful that you are m.t
landed in gaol, chargced with abduction. You
are a pair cf worthless rascals, but Starke
shall certainly pay!”

And Nelson Lee strode out of the Six Bells
in an extremely worried frame of mind. He
left two very startled men behind him. But
they were surprised as well. Why bad they
been let off?

The explanation, of course, was zimple. By
charging the two men no good would come
of it, and Lee would onrly be put to a great
amount, of trouble and inconvenience. Other
witnesses would be called, and the whole
_progzamme for the eummer hclidays would be
upset.

*“If the arrest of the worthless feilows
would have helped Nipper, I would have acted
at once,”” murmured Lee, as he strode along.
- But it seems that the lad is on board that
tramp sgteamer—and by this time the vessel
is far ount to =ea. I really don’t know what
I can do—unless I set the wireless to work.”

Nelson Lee, at all ¢vents, was by no means
beaten. Apnd his first move was to make for
the jotty—he had left bis car at the police-
station. Lee, in fact, meant to visit Sir
Crawford Grey's yacht, which was lying out
in the bay.

N ?aptain Burton, perhaps, would be able to

elp. .

CHAPTER VII.
ALL SERENE !

ACK GREY'’S eyes sparkled with delight.

** Oh, doesn’t she look glorious!” he

exclaimed enthusiastically. ** What «
fine yacht, dad!”

*“*You'll pay her many meore eomglimenp
after you have been aboard,” chuckled Sir
Crawford Grey. * Come on, my boys. The
motor pinnace is already waiting for us, 1
perceive. We'll go on board at once.”

The little party consisted of Sir Crawford,
hiz son, Reginald Pitt, Watson, and Tregellis-
West. Needless to say, I was not there; and
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Tommy and Montie, in consequence, weie
not in the bLest ot epirits.

“ Pity Nipper couldn’'t come along,’
marked Grey. I woender what's happened
to the chap? It's queer, his going ofl in the
nicht like that.”

“Oh, he'll twin up,” said Watson.

But Torumy did not speak with much con-
fidence. He and Sir Montie, in fact, werc not
at all happy; their secret weighed upon
them. They wanted to Dbe elsewhere. But,
for the sake of appearances, it was necessary
to keep with the party.

The steam yacht certainly did look glori-
ous, as Jack had said. The sun was causing
her brasswork to glitter like masses of dia-
monds. Her - paintwork was <crunulously
cleun, and the vessed itself was of the most
ceraceful design. She was large, 100, as steam
yachts go. .

The pinnace into which the party got
was & ncat little craft, and it was soon bhowl-
inzg across the sparkling water to the yacht's
side. Tregellis-West and Watson were the
only oncs who did not c¢njoy tiue {aip; but
they would have gloried in it had circum-
stances been otherwise.

But, once on board, even they forgot their
worrics for the time being.

There was so much to delight them, and so
much to admire, that they cave themselves
over to the occupation. ‘

“Isn't she eplendid, =ir?” said Watson
admiringly. : :

“T thiuk she’ll make a nice Mttle home for
us during the holidays—elh?’’ eaid Sir Craw-
ford gendally, * But come below, my boys.
Il wizh to show you what the accommodation
i3 line—although we haven't time for a com-
plete tour of the ship. There are cnouyh
statée:!'ooms to accommodate over a liun-
red.

They passed along the deck. A few mem-
bers of the crew were lounging about. Or
it would be more correct to say they were
working.  For they were a smart lot, and
lcunging was not onc of their occupalions.

All were attired in neat uniforms, and
stewards flitted about, up and down the
superb stairway which led to the saloon.

Thbis apartment was princely—beautifully
appointed, and decorated in the most lavish
manner—but wonderfully artistic. And while
the party was in the saloon, Captain Burton
appeared. Big and bluff as ever, he didn't
look a bit changed to the boys. ‘

“ Well, here_we are again, youngsters,” he
exclaimed genially. ** A difterent trip, this
time—and in a better vessel, too—"'

“That’s rigcht—run my property down!"”
put in Lord Dorrimore, strolling in. * Don'c
mind me, old man. But I must admit that
this yacht takes the shine out of wy old
tub. She’'s a regular spanker, by gad.”

Sir Montie and Tommy stili forgot their
worries. They went over the state-rooms, and
they went into ecstacies of delight. Every-
thing was so aplendid—so wonderful.  And
they were to live on this &hip for a good
many weeks!
~ But every now and again they received &
jatr as they remembered.

re-
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““ Dcar old boy, it-ain't right for us to be
cnjoyin' ourselves like this while poor old
Nipper is missin’,” said Sir Montie, shaking
his head. 1 wish I knew what is bein’
done—— Begad!"’

** What's up” _

“ Look! Mr. Lce's just come on board!™

Watson and Tregellis-West dashed forward
together, and they clutched hold of the detec-
tive as he approached.

‘“ Any news, sir?’”’ asked Watson eagerly.

“Yes, my lads,” said Lee. ‘‘But I am
afraid that it is not news that will cheer you
—-althouch you needn't be alarmed. Nipper,
I believe is quite safe, but he is in a most
unfortunate . predicament.”

‘* Bezad! I don’t understand, sir,”’ said
Tregellis- West.

*1 don't suppose you do—but I cannot
explain matters fully now,"” said Nelson Lec.
**1 must consult with Captain Burton ard
Lord Dorrimore at oncc—and you must be
patiecnt. That's all 1 can say.”

And the dectective- bustled off, leaving
Montie and Tommy more puzzied than ever
They joined the other juniors—Pitt and Grey
—whn were etanding alone. Grey turned as
the pair camc up.

“ Diad's gone into the captain’s cabin with
Mr. Lee, Captain Burton and Lord Dorri-
more,’’ he said. * They want to talk scme-
thing over, I believe—and dad’s given us per-
mission to have a look through thc ship.’

““Oh, rot!’ said Watton. *We don't
want—-"'

“Eh?"

““ - mcan it'll be ripping.’ gaeped Wat-
sou flushing.

“* The:e two chaps are worried about
Nipper,” said Pitt. * They pretend not to
be—but they can't deceive me. 1 wonder
where the ass is? I ean’'t help fceling a bil
worried on my own acount. Still, hc'll turn
up all right.”

And with that they commenced their tcur
of cxploration. Nobody interfered with them.
for ail the members of the crew knew that
these boys were to be gucsts of honour during
“the rorthcominge trip—and one of them Wwas
the owner’s sci. All sorts of places werce
examined with interest.

The engine-room proved a particular sgource
of delicht; and after that the little party
went for'ard, far down in the ship’s interior.
examining the store-rooms and similar pluces.

They met nobody here, for the place was
deserted. Only a few members of the crew
were on board—stewards and stewardcesses,
and a few deck hands. There had becn no
cccasion for anybedy to go below in that
part of the yacht. he juniors were quite to
themselves.

“ My hat'” said Pitt. “ 1t wouldn’t take
us long to et lost here, would it?  All these
passages and rooms are liable to confiuse a

o

chap. You'd hardly think that we were on
board a ship; we seem miles from any
water!”

**1 vote we go up that iron ladder and
see where it leads us,” said Jack, running
down the narrow paseage, * Come on, ny

sons!”’
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“*“I—1 n@say,”
*hold on!"”

The others paused, wondering.

** What'’s the matter?” asked Pitt.

‘“]—1 thought I heard something, that’e
alt,”" said Tommy. *‘ A sound like somebudy

caliing—-""
*“ Rot!"” exclaimed Pitt. * Who'd be
calling down here?”

But they all stood still.

And then, clearly and distinctly, they
heard a curious sound. It seemed to be coin-
ing from bchind & locked door just down the
passage. The four juniors approached it,
and saw that there was a key im the lock.

Grey turned it, and flung open the door.

‘“ Amybody in here?'’ he asked.

There was certainly somebody in there, to
judge by the sounds which caine out of the
darkness. QGrey felt round the doorway, and
pressed down an electric light ewitch. The
little store-room was at once flooded with
illumination.

‘““Well, I'm blessed!'’ ejaculated Watson.
‘““ Look there!”

The four juniors found themselves staring
at a curious figure which lay huddled on the
floor. Of course, it was me—I needn’'t men-
tion that. I had been trying to attract
attention for hours. |

***It’'s some giddy stowaway!' cxclaimed
Pitt. ‘‘ Look at his rags and tatters——"

‘“But it can't be a stowaway, Reggie,’
put in Grey. * The bey is bound up, and
look at that muffler round nis face! He
m]:st’,' have been put in here by somebody
€lse.

They all came forward, and bent over me.
The muffler was loose; it no longer half-
suffocated me, although it was causing enor-
mous discomfort.

It was removed. and my face was revealed.
At least, the dirt and grime was revealed,
for my chums did not seem to recognise me.
1 was wondering vaguely what they wcre
doing on bhoard the ship.

** We'd better go and tell one of the officers
or onc of the stewards,” suggested Wadtson.
“ This chap oufhtn't to be here, you know.
I'm blessed if I can understand——"

‘“Good old Tommy!” I broke in huskily.
“I didn't expect that you {fellows would

come 2long——" .
He—he——""  Watson

‘“ Why, what—
paused, and gulped.

** It's Nipper!'' roared Pitt.

‘““Begad! Impossible !” said Sir Montie.
* Pray talk sencc, old boys! Look at his
face—look at his clothing!”

‘“They're rather awful, aren’t they?” 1
said calmly. *‘ Well, don't stand staring at
me, you agsses! You might cut theze ropes
—I'm horribly cramped. And 1 want to get
the hang of things!”

** 1t is Nipper, I tell you! Oh, you silly old
ass, what are you doing here?’’ gasped Wat-
son excitedly. ‘‘ We—we thought——— I'm
jiggered if 1 know what we did think! But
we"d:dn’t dream that you were here, old
son!"’

*“It’'s amazing!”" eaid Grey.

‘*“And where do | come in?” 1 asked.

panted Wateon sudden!y,l

| ford!
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‘* What pricc me for being amazed? How in
he name of womnder did you felHows grt on
this old tramp steamer?”
Grey looked at me indignantly.
‘“* Why. ycu rotter!” he exclaimed,

“" Eh?"
bounder!'"

" You
warmly.

‘** Inaulting?” 1 repeated, in astonishment.

“0Oh, dry up!” imterrupted Watson:
‘““ Work your arms and legs about, Nipper.
We want to know what game you've been
up to. How do you feel now?”

“ Rotten!” I replied. ““ I'm all aches and
naina, and I'm as thirsty as a Ash. My
thiroat's absolutely parched.”

But I was certainly feeling much bett:r.
The fact that I was rescued had a lot to Jdo
with it. Ever since those two rotters hnd
placed me in the store-rcom I bad been
helpleea.

.1 Lad tried to escape, but my eflorts were
useless. And I had given up all attempts,
and had listened anxiously for the beating o
the ship's engines. But, to my joy, she hud
not started on her voyage, and I could only
conclude that she still luy in Caiatowe Bu:.

I imagined that the miet had delayed hor
departure—although how it came about thaut
my own chums were the first to find mc
was an extraordinary puzzle which I ccu'd
not hope to unravel.

‘“* Now, out with the yarn,” said Watsrn,
“We'll give fou a good long drink of icod
lemonade in & minute or two——"'

“0Oh, lead me to it!” I raid pleadingly.

‘* But you've got to explain—"’

“T can explain everything when we've gct
off this rotten old tub!' 1 =aid. * We can
have a chat—- What'es up with yon,
Grey? \What are you glaring at me like that
for:’

Jack Grey looked really angry.

“I don’'t see why vou &hould talk abhaut
this ship in such a rotten way!" he sail
stifly. * It's not well-mannered, anyhow."

*“ What the dickens——"" I paused, and
stared. *‘lent it an old tub?”’ I demanded.
“* You ought to know, you ass! Haven't ycu
just comae on hoard?”’

‘“An old tub:”’ roared Grey.
rotter, this is my pater’s private yacht!
one of th. fineat ships afloat!"”

I ewal'owed hard.

“ Your — father’'s — yacht?” 1
blank'y.

‘““Ot course it is!"

‘““And not a tramp steamer called the Mont-
ford?" 1 asked.

‘1 never neard of such a ship,” said (rey.
“Oh, my hat! Did you think this wae some
other ehip altogether?”’

I leaned against Watson for support. '

1 think I'm going dotty,” 1 said. “§
thought this ship was——  Great Scott!
Those siily fools must have made a bloomer
in the fop—— Ha, ba. ba! They brought
me on this ship in mistake for the Mont-
~Hoa, ha, ha! No wonder we didn’t
gcet under way!'!™

And I roared afresh—partly with great

insulting said Jack

*“ Why, yon
It's

repeated
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rclief. and partly because I was capable of
secing the joke of the whole aflair. My
ciumse stared at mc in amazement—but I
didn't care. I simply yelled.

The joke was too rich for words.

Starke had plarnned to have me taken on
hoard the tramp aleanmer. The bay had heen
focgy, and perhaps Binke and Shaw did rot
know that 8Sir Crawford’'s yacht had dropped
anchor aflter dark.

And, seeing the bulk of a big ship loom
out of the mist, they mistook it for the
Montford—quite a natural mistake, under
the circumstancis. And I had been taken on
hoard and placed below—where [ was certain
to be discovered by my own friends! Fate
had played a capricious trick upon Starke's
well-laid scheme.

** 8hake the ass!'’
must- be oft his rocker!
chump explain.”

“I-—-I'll  explain!" I
listenn!"’

And, in as few words as I could manage,
I told the amazed four exactly what had
occurred during the night.

‘“Don’'t you see?” I usked. ‘“ Starke’s
idea was to have me shoved on that rotten
t-amp, so that I could go to South America
as a ship's boy. But those men made a
mistake in the fog—and put me aboard this
yacht instead. And I didn't krow it until
you chups blew in'"

“ Begad! What an amaczin’
affairg,”” said Sir Moutie.

“I'm j)joly thankful that everything has
turned out all right,” said Wateon fervently.
“Just fancy, if you'd been placed on the
real ehip! Starke ought to be shoved into
prison for planning such a rctten, criminal

said Watson. ** He
Make tie silly

gasped. “* Just

state of

tifck !’

‘““Aasn’'t there been a sepsation at the
school?'’ I asked.

** Not exactly,”” said Watson. * Your

cuv'nor kept the thing quiet, and has been
searching for you all the morning. Oh, I say!
That's jolly good! He’'s been searching, and
vet we've found you!”

“Let’s get up on deck,” said Pitt briskly.

We ascended, and shocked the head steward,
a deck hand, and a stewardess. They looked
at me in a dazed kind of way—but daren’t
say anything because the owner's son him-
aelf was with me. And I looked like & street

wrchin!
The steward was cven  mure scapdalised
when I was taken into the saloon and re-

freshed with iced lemonade. And just at

LEE LIBRARY

that moment Lord Dorrimore appeared, look-
ing gravely troubled. '

“You boys had better--—
guns!” he ejaculated.
elegant gentleman?'”

‘“Don’t werey, Dorrie,”
‘“It's only on the surfacec!'"

His lordskip gave a jump.

‘““Lee!”’ he roared. ‘““] say. professor!
Come an’ look what's landed in the saloon!”

Nclson Lee and Sir Crawford appearcd.

‘“ Hallo, guv'nor!"” [ said cheerfully.

He sturcd et me for one moinert, and then
came to my eide.

‘* Nipper!” he exclaimed.

Why, great
“ Who—who is this

I said calinly.

‘‘“How on earth

did you appear?  According to my investi-
gations you were on a tramp steamer called

the Monttord, and Captain Burton and I have
just. planned to chase that vessel——"'
“No need to. guv'nor,” I interrupted.
“You eee, the silly asses made a mistake,
They put me on the wrong ship—and I didn't
Kknow it until five minutes ago! Rather the
limit in jokes, isn't it?"
‘“Well, I'im hanged!"”
Lec.
“The

exclaimed Nelson

limit in joke3!" c¢xclaimed Dorric
severely. ‘““Yeu awful younz bounder!
What about you an’ your ncrve! Ain't
that the limitY Here wc are, goin’ grey
because of you, an’' you stand therc lookin’
like a character out of Oliver Twist, an’ grin
at us!'’

**1 think you'd better explain,
said t.ae guv'nor quictly.

Within a quarter of an hour we¢ knew
everything, having exchanged yarns. And we
could hardly help chuckling afresh, for the
whole affair—instead of being dramatic, was
really extremely farcical.

‘““ And I don’t think I'll do anything about
Starke, cither,” 1 said. ‘ His plan proved
to bo a fiasco, and 1 can afiord to forgive
him—and I expect his poor old pater's
troubled enough alpeady.”

Nelson Lee agreed with me and we decided
to hush the whole thing up. It would he casy
cnougzh for me to make some excuze to the
other fellows regarding my absence. 1
remained on board the yacht swhile my
ciums returned for my clothes. And after
that everything was all serene indced.

There was nothing to worry about now.
Starke's seheme of vengeance had failed,
amd the prospect before us was alluring.
Within a few days ve should be leaving Old
England on a ripping holiday adventure.

And it seemed that esome exciticg times
were in store.

Nipper,”’

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

ALAN CARNE, a young Britisher captured by
the Germans in East Africa, is cast owt at the
end of the war, to wander in the jungle. He
18 joined by a Hotteiuot servant named

JAN SWART. After ¢ few days of hardskip
they full in with

DICK SELBY and kis native sercants. Alan
and Dick become great pals. They witness
the death of an cld man named Johi Huam-
mond, who tells them a wonderful story of ¢
hm:sr in the jungle, where an English girl
18 kept caplive. The chums set 0wt to find
this mysterious house, and on the way come
to an Arab camp, of wchom the leader 1s T'ib
Mohainmed, the noted slave-dealer. Here Dick
mects Lorna; a girl captive, who tells hin
that her father wwas trying to force her againsi
her will to morry a man named Tarerner.
Dick rescues this girl, but 18 himself cap-
tured. Afler a daring escape he rejoins
Alan Carne and his party, and they trek
north in search of the HMidden Vallen.
Evertuelly they reach a range of lofty
mountains, at the foot of which, in a Bujanga
village, they encounter Tib Mohammed
again, who has ulso tracelled norih to induce
the Bajangas to attack Carne and his party.
Greatly outnumbered, the purty are pursued
by the Bajangas up the steep slopes of the
mountamin. At length they reuch the Hidden
Valley, where they meet Lorna, who tells
them that her father is seriously ill; but she
will net say anythum about Taverner

(Now read on.)

FERQUSON'S STRANGE ILLNESS.

o Y home,” said Lorna, with a sweep
of her hand. * 1t is the only one
of which I have a clear memory,
for 1 was a timy child when my

father brought me from Emngland.”

‘*“It is a wonderful place for Africa,”’ de-
clared Alan.

** By George, it's like a vision that will
fade away,’’ declared Dick, *‘ It doesn’t scem

Author of « Red Roseand While,” * Cavalier and Roundheuad,” elc., tc.
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real to me. And now, Miss Lorna, don't you
think you had better tell us what has hap-

pened, and what you are afraid of, belore
we go on. I want to know about the Arabe,
and your father's illpess, and Mr. Ralpb
Taverner.”

‘“ Why bhave you mentioned him?’’ Loma
Ferguson asked, ber face clouding,

‘* Becanee you spoke of him to me wevks

ago.”’

‘1 had forgotten tbat I did. 1 don't csre
to speak of him now, Dick. But I will tell
you everything eclse, s0o you and Alan Carpe
will clearly understand what the situat.on is.
The trouble began when the Arab slavers
carried me off and took me down the lRiver
Banta to Tib Mohommed’s camp. They must
have heard of the Hidden Valley, and they
bad seen me come out from the opening n
the clitf. And when Tib Mohammed  snat¢hed
the nccklace of diamonds from me, of course
he supposed that there were many more
diamonds in the valley, and he determined
to get in there if he could. That awful night
at the camp, Dick! It terrifies me to tbink
of it. You were to have been Kkilled, and
what my fate would have been I don’'t Kne w.
But I was rescued, and you escaped—at leas?,
I waa inclined to believe that yon had. 1 tnid
my father all while we were on the way up
the river, and when we got home he toak
precautions. He was in fear of an attack, so
he had Chanka, the Zulu, and tweniy of cur
Somalis keep watch by day and night at the
pool by the clifl. More than a monih
passed, and nothinz happcned. And thed,
early one morning, Tib Mohammed and bis
men came in canoes throuch the water
cavern. There were many of them—nearly a
hundred. But none of them got ashore.
There was a big fizht with guns and
volvers, and the Araba were driven off with
heavy loss by the brave Somalis, three of
whom were Kkilled.

‘* After that my father was sure that they
would not make another attempt by water, '
the girl continued. ' But he had the wire
screen pui up to protect the cleft, and the
gix Somalis you saw bave been keeping watch

\“'-
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Shere a8 before ever since. And a dozen of
the other Somalis, and Chanka as well, Iave
been guarding an exit that is at the farther
end of the valley. My father rent them
there because he feared that Tib Mohammed
and his band might discover the place, and
tey to gev in by it. The entrance is very]
narrow, only a stecp and winding passage
between the cliffs. 1t would be difficult for
the Arabs to break through. But they may
do so if they should find the path. I bhave
becn afraid of that, and have been hoping
that some day you would come with your
aafari, and be herc to help us if there should
be another attack. Every day I have climbed
to the top of the cliffs by a rugged path and
looked to the eouth, and I was there this
evening when you appeared from the forest.
I was glad to ece you, though it was a die-
appointment that you didn’'t have your armed
porters with you. AMnd now [ will tell you of
my father, Dick. It was two weeks ago, soon
after the fight at the pool, that he was

taken ill. It came on gradually, and he
hasn’t improved a bit. He i3 worse, if any-
thing. He¢ has been growing weaker and
weaker. He has bheen lying in a sort of a

stupor most of the time, and now and again
hia mind wanders. It is a strange illncss.
I have no idea what is the matter with
him. He doesn’t know himseli, and neither

does Mr. Taverncr. I am so worried. Oh, if—
it he should —' |
Lorna Ferguson's volce faltered. Her lip

quivered, and her blue eyes filled with tears.
**Oh, it he should die!"" she hall sobbed.
“ 1t would break my heart!"”

‘T guess he won't,"”’ said Dick. *‘ It must
bo a low fever of eome kind that's wrong
with him. Haven't you a supply of drugs in
the house?”

‘““Yes, there is a medicine-case. Mr.
Taverner bas tried most of the remcdics, but
they haven't done any pood.”

** Well, Miss Lornpa, I'm a bit of a dcctor
mysclf, as it happens. I have studied medi-
cine, and 1 haven't forfotten what I learned.
Perhaps 1 can do something for your
father.”

‘1 wonder if you can, Dick! Oh, 1 hope
;(;! You must try. Come, you shall see

m.li

It was cheering to the girl to know that
the young American had a knowledge of
medicine. She was iu brighter spirits, the |
shadow gone from her face, as she led her
companions on. As they wcre striking
diagonally across the valley, amongst the
trecs and through the grassy gladed, the
gleam of the sun faded from the horizon, and
darkness fell swiftly, as it does in the tropics. |
They had pot far to fo. The house loomed
nearer to them out of the purple dusk, bulk-
ing aganinet the high precipice at the rear of
it, and as thcey approached lights chone at
eeveral of the windows.

** Baas, this is indecd a very flne kraal!™
satd the Hottentot.

It was like a dream to Alan, and Dick had
the same fceling. By a gate they entered a
trimly -kept garden, where beds of fowers
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were in bloom, and went up a gravelled
path to the open door of the red dwelling.
With its crude but attractive architecture,
and its window-slits eet back iu embrasures
of the masonry, it hore a resemblance to
;l‘u%or buildings that have survived in Eng-
and.

“1 cag almost believe I'm in America,”
Dick remarked. *“ Some of our New York
millionaires have erected places like this
along the Hudson.”

*“ I1t's wonderful, conridering that we're in
the heart of Africa,”” Alan replied. *“ 1 am
yuite prepared to see a garage, and a couple
of cars, and a chauffeur in livery.”

The garden, stretching round to both sides.
was flanked right and left by outbuildings and
quarters for the Somalis; and beyond them
were patches of cultivated ground, where
grew fruits, and vegetables, and grains.
Having passed into a wide hall, furnished
with benches and rugs, the lads had glimpses
of adjoining roome, in which were teakwood
chairs and tables, a couch, shelves filled with
books, and some framed engravings. Lorna
Ferguson disappeared, and came back with a
Somali servant.

‘“ Macuma will take care of your Hotten-
tot,”’ she said. *‘‘ He will show him wherc
he is to sleep, and will give him food and
drink."”

Jan went off with the native, somewhat
{9luctantly. and Dick put a hesitating ques-
ion:

*“Is Mr. Taverner with your father, Miss
Lorna?"’

‘“ No: I have inquired.” the girl anawered.
‘“ He is at the other end of the valley, at
the camp where Chanka and the Somalis are
guarding the secret entrance.”

With that, bidding the lads follow her, she
quietly aecended the staircase that rose
from the hall, and at the top af it led the
way into a bedchamber that was comfortably
furnished and lighted by a shaded lamp. The
floor was covered with matting, and there
were white curtaina and mosquito-netting at
the windows. On a table were magazines
and English illustrated journals, and on «
shelf and in a emall cabinet that hung from
the wall close to it were a number of bottles
of drugs. Stretched on the bed, beneath a
quilt, lay Robert Ferguson, a handsome man
of middle age, with a“yellow beard and
moustache. His features were pale and drawn
and in his eyes, which were. half closed, wa:s
a dull, vacant stare. It was a fateful
momcnt for Alan. HRis heart was beating
fast. Stepping ahead of his companions, he
stood by the bedside, and for a few seconds
looked intently down at the sick man. Then
he suddenly stiffened as if to a shock, and
by & hard effort he stifled an exclamation on

his lips. The colour ebbed from his cheeks,
and he drew a deep breath. It was onmly for
an instant that he could not control his
emotion. He moved back a little, and

glanced calmly at Dick and Lorna, who bad
not observed his brief agitation.

(Continued on p. iii qf cover.)
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“ Pather" the girl said, in a low tone.

Robert Fergnaon turned his head. Hls
fingere plucked nervously at the eoverlet, and
his lips twitched. There was but a fechble
glimmer -of intelligence in his eyes. - They
rested on his daughter, and wandered to the
t\w lads.

* Who are they?" he asked in a whisper.

““The young American I told you of,”
Lorna renlied, ** and his English friend, Alan
Carne.”’ ‘

** Yes, I rcmember.
Carne—Carne?’’

‘“ Alan Carne and’ Richard S&lby, father.
They have come to the valley. Won't you
sptak to them?”

, They—they are wclcome, dear.
that—"’

Robert Ferguson 3 voice faltered. His eye-
lids drooped, and he sank into a stupor
again, with a weary sigh. - ‘

The girl shook her head sadly.

‘ He is usually like that,” she said. ** It
33 very seldom that he has lucic intervals,
and they don’t last long. I fear he is a little
weaker to-day. Oh, Dick, do you think you
can——" She stopped abruaptly at the sound
of f{ootsteps in the corridor. ‘' It is Mr.
Taverner. He has returned.”

A tall, lean man, with bronzed features and
a bhlack moustache, came into the bed-
chamber. He gazed steadily at the young
strangers, vho were as cool and self- possessed
as he was, though they knew that they wcre
in the presence of the villain who had
hounded John Hammond to death,
instigated the Bajangas to attack tiheir
safari. He showed no apprehensior, not a
trace of discomposure.

‘* So your friends have arrived, Lorna,'’ he
said. *'1 heard from Macuma that -they

What name was that?

Tell tremy

were here. It must have been diflicult for
them to find their .way to the——" . He
paused to shake hands with the lads. ““ I am

glad to esee you, and I trust you will enjoy
your stay. T doubt if you will, though.
Danger threatens us from the Arab slavers,
as Miss Fergueon may have told you. And
her Iathers illness 1is another source of
anxiety.”

All trace of veiled cenmity was concealed.
By hard efforts Pick and Alan conversed
calmly with Ralph Taverner, who questioned
them about their journey, and wag cyrious to
kaow how they had got safcly through the
country of the ferocious Bajangas; and then,
with a glance-at the eick man, he left the
room. His departure was an obvious relief to
Lorna. Dick looked after him, and when he
had seen him descend the stairs he cxamined
the bottles that were in the cabinet and on
the shelf.

‘““There is a good assortment here, Miss
Lorna,” he said. * I suppose Mr. Taverner
has been -giving ‘your father plenty of
quinine?”

* Yes, in large and regular doses,” the girl
yeplied.

" ** And other drugs as well?"”

‘“ Several others, Dick. He has been using
the remedies which my rather mentioned him-
seif before he got worse and lost irterest in

and bad|.
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everything. But Mr. Taverner {su't a doeter,
and you are. I shall have more faith in your
treatment.”

“I'm not a qualified doctor, Miss Lorna.
1 know a lot about medicine, however, 1
haven’'t forgotten what I learned.”

Alan had turned to a window to hide a
wave of emotion that had %lpped him again,
and with dim eyes, and a choking lump in hn
throat. hc was staring out info the darkne:
of the night.

Lorna was talking to Dick.

“I'll have more faith in you,” she re-
peated. ** I have felt so helpless, so lonely.
It s always been a lonely life for me, with
no friend except my father—no companion of
nearly my own age. 1 have often wished tLat

_I had a brother to care Yor.”

Alan swung half round, his arms quivering,
impetuous. words on his lips. He checked
them, and turned again to the window. I'ick
was at the bedside, closely scrutinising Robert
Ferguson, -testinz his beart and his pulee.
He lifted one of his eyelids and gazed at the
pupll

I)llat|0n°"
sure.’

“'Fhe girl glided over to him, and touched
his shoulder ‘“* What do you think?" shé
whispered. *‘‘Is he very bad?”

Dick drew her away from the bed.

'* Oh, no; I guess there isn't much to worry
about,” he said. ‘' But.it's a queer sort i a
case. It isn't an ordimary fever, and it i~n’'t
beri-beri, as the natives call the sleeping-
sickness  disease, There are &ymptoms
which——" He broke off, and .opencd a
magazine that was on the table, then lonked
the girl straight in the eyes. ** You told me
that night in. Tib Mohammed’s camp that
you were afraid Ralph Taverner was gmm.. to
ask you to be his wife. Has he done so07”

' Yes, he did,’”’ Lorna replied, Hushing
hotly. ‘* And [ refused of course. I said I
could never, never think of marrying him. At
that moment my father came into the roo:mn,
and when Mr. Taverner appealed to him, le
told him that I was old enough to-choose
for myself, and that he would not trv to
influence me in one wuay or the other.”

he muttered. “ I can't be

~ ‘* How did Ralph Taverncr take it? W.is
he hard hit?” -
““ He seemed to be angry, Dick, Lut he

didn’t say anything. He gave me an ugly
look, and walked off.”

‘““ Was that after your father was takon ill?
Or was it before?”’

‘1t was about a
member.”’ _

** Has Taverner spoken to you about nwar-
riage since, Miss Lorna?”

‘““No. not a word."

Alan had been listening to the conversa-
tion, and the girl appeared to. be puzzled by
the questlom t.hat had been put to her. Diek
was reflectively scanning the collection of
drugs. The suspicion that had crept into lis
mind was fading. He nodded cheerfully.

** You leave it to me, Miss Lorna, and don't
worry,”’ he said. ** I guecss Dr. Selhy will soon
have your father on his feet again.

(Continued overieaf.!
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“ Oh, Dick, T'll be grateful to you as long
25 you live if you'll cure him'"’ Lorni ex-
~laimed, her face brightening. ““ And »you
make me believe you will!”"  She glanced at
1 clock that was on the mantecl. * It won't
he long until supper is ready. Come, I will
take “you to your;room. -You will hml ]mt

water there. I told Macuma to see to that.’

It was a large apartm\.nt at one end of the
hous=e, furnished like” Mr. Ferguson's chamber
and contmnmﬂ two small beds, to which the
lads folltowed thc girl. She left them therc,
and with curinis. ¢motions they gazed around
them by the light of a pink- %hadtd lambD.
l)uk pointed to a table. ¥ .

‘It's _wonderful ' he (lecl:lred. “ ¢ The
lllus‘rated London \t WS, ‘\ll(lure g Maga-
zine,” and a copy of ! ’l‘hc Times '!' - Brought
ap from the m.ut' And only a few mcnths
old., 1 dare say! .By George, Carne, 1 can’t
bthne that .we are in the wild heart ol —--"

' Listen!” Alan interrupted. . « = )

'llumuzh an open window-slit floated the
sounds of a Central African night.”- A hyena
howled. From the foreat bevond the Bana
the roar of a lion boomed_on. the night
air. =-The white African?stars burned in a
violet sky. The breeze that swam into the
room was Jaden with the heavy see t of tropi-
cal flowers. The illusion was shattered. - The
lads were in wildest -Africa,” encompassed by
perils, under the same roof as @ man they

* knew to be an atrocious scoundrel. Alun

v e Bg

looked in perplexity-at his-friend. -
‘“I say, Selby, what do you think is w rong
with Robert Ferguson"' he asked. -

“1 dnnt know,"’ Du‘\ gmuly r(plud “I
wnh 1 dld B

‘Lyouye: got a qmer idea of some sort in

your head ‘l am sure.”’ . . e v :

ra P rh'ups 1 have;: (urne I'll wail and sie.
We' re_ ingh¢ thick of things here, what with
Mr.* Férgyson’s illness "and;.the’ d'mc:er from
Tib \lohammed and the Bajangaq,-aml that
villain' .Taverner in love with pretty Lorna.
But I dare say all will come right in the

.Qnd’.-" - I SRV S

\

** Ralph T.uerner had bctter he carefal,
Belby. or he’'ll have me to reckon with.- If he
aays another word to that girl about marriage
I nl-—-—-” PR - bW ewa®™ V. . = o

“Alan paused, his eyes. wrathful, and l'ick
glanced at him-in surprise. 5They washed in
hot water “made t_l_l_emsolves as presentable as
possible, “and"descended the sfairs. *And-ugain

. the sepse of illusion laid hold of them when

they sat down to supper, with Lorna and

R.nlph Taverner, in a dining-room that might
have been in a London dwelling. The table
shone with creamy linen, sparl\led with silver
and glass, and was decorttcd with flowers.
And a Somali, in a white cap and apron, like
A Hindoo chef was in attendance.

** Clear soup or thick, Carne? " whispered
Dick, nudging him in the ribs.

The girl heard him, and laughed.

““ You can have either,”” she said.

They had their choice, with fish from th:

Bana to follow, and antelope steaks,

black coffee and cigarettes. And while

A 4
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ate and drank and chatted, the lions rcared

at intervals in the distant forest.
(To be continued.)
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