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l Nixon swung round to find himself rovered by Nelson Lee’s revolver. 1
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CHAPTER 1.

ON THE ROCKS,

‘t 0O-OH! 0-0-00H!”
That somewhat remarkable ex-
clamation was uttered by Edward
Oswald Handforth, of the St.

Frank's Remove. Handforth was lying in his
bunk, on board Sir Crawford Grey's yacht,
the Wanderer. .

And Handforth did not seem to be enjoying
himaself.

The cabin was pitchy dark, and outside the
wind howl¢d furiously. The rain hissed down
in unbroken sheets. Church and McClure.
who also occupied the cabin, were in their
respective beds—trying to keep there.

The yacht was rolling badly, and it was
dificult for any of her passengers to obtain
even a small amount of comfort. The vessel
had got into the track of a violent tropical
storin, and it was raging with all its fury.

*“ 0-0-ooh!"’ grecaned Handferth again.

““ Can't you keep quiet, you ass?’’ growled
Church. ‘* Apybody might think you were
dying! Don’'t make that awful noise!”

‘“ (quggroooh!” said Handforth.

‘““ 0-0-o0000h!”" came a moan
McClure’s bunk.

Church sat up wrathfully, and nearly
tumbled head first to the floor. He only
saved himself by clutching at the bed-rail.
He had been trying to sleep for two solid
hours, and hadn't gained a wink. His chums
had not allowed him to obtain any slumber.

Church was not seasick. The storm had
left him unaffected, although, strangely
enough, he had never been to sea before.
And he couldn’t uanderstand why McClure and
Handforth were making such a noise.

‘““ Why can’t you dry up, you rotters?’ he
shouted. *‘‘ Never heard such a beastly fuss
over & bit of sickness! You'd still roll in
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your bunks if the blesscd yacht was 3inking,
I believe!”’

Handforth struggled up.

“ Sus-sinking?”’ he gasped wildly.

‘““That's what I said—&"

‘“ Thank goodness!”’ exclaimed Handforth.
‘ Oh, relief at last!"

** You—you idiot!"" roared Church. ** Tae
yacht isn't sinking——""

‘“You just said it was!” groancd IHand-
forth. ‘ Oh, I wish we'd all go to the bot-
tom! I don't want to live any more. If this
i3 living, I'd rather be dead: Carry me away

and drop me overboard! O-o-cooh!"’
Handforth had another spasm, and he
writhed convulsively. If Church had ever

experienced anything of the same,nature, he
would bave sympatiised. As it was, he only
regarded his chums with contempt.

And Handforth and McClure were not the
only victims of mal-de-mer that . night.
Tommy Watson was down, but Sir Montie
Tregellis:-West and I, who shared the :zame
cabin, were quite unaflfectad.

Morrow, of the Sixth, was in the throes.
and several juniors in other cabins—Yorke
and Grey and Christine—had bad attacks of
sea-sickness. The others were, on the whole,
all right.

There were sixteen ofi us on board the
yacht—sixteen members of the Remove, that
is. In addition, therc were three or four
seniors, and a party of four girls, in the care
of Lady Helen Tregellis-West.

All the girls were ill on that night—and
that wasn't to be wondered at. Even Lord
Dorrimore, who had sailed nearly every sea
on the globe, was not exactly himself. And
Nelson Lee was somewhat amused.

It was fortunate, perhaps, that Dr. Brett
was all right, for he found a good many
patients on his hands. The storm had satruck
us while we were on our way from a amall



ort on the West African coast to the
anary Islands.

Our trip had been filled with adventures so
far. Our object in coming out had been to
discover a treasure, which was buried on anr
small oasis in the desert. We had succeeded
in finding the loot, and it was now safely
stowed away on board.

Our chilef trouble had been in connection
with a scoundrel named Captain Nixon. This
man had set himself out to get the treasure
for himself. He had failed, of course; but,
unknown to us at the time, Nixon was on
board the Wanderer.

He had failed to get the treasure, but now
he was anxious for revenge. It was rather
remarkable that he should want to revenge
himself upon us, for we had done him no
harm. His plane had gone wrong, but that
was no reason why he should desire to bestow
his venom upon the yacht. .

Perhaps the¢ man was half crazy, owing to
his failures. He had sacrificed everything—
his position and his job—to make a bid for
fife treasure. Having met with bad luck, he
had now nothing to look forward to. He was
lishonoured and <discredited, and he cared
little what became of him.

Al:wd he was on board the yacht that stormy
night!

Captain Nixon meant mischief. He would
have bcen comparatively harmless if he had
been a man ignorant of the sea. But he not
only knew the sea, but these waters were«l
perfectly familiar to him; he had sailed them
hundreds of times.

And he decided to take advantage of the|
storm. His plan was to exact a terrible
\engeance.

While Handforth and McClure were groan-

ing in their bunks—and while a good few
cther juniors were groaning, too—Captain
Nixon was stealing up from his place of con-
«<calment below. -
. He had taken very little food since the
vacht had Jeft port. Unable to show himself,
he had balf starved. And this condition dia]
not tend to mmake him any savper. His mind |
was set upon one thing.

_If he failed, no harm would be done—for
it would have been necessary for him to ex-
pose himsell without delay. And if he suc-
ceedcd, he would have the satistaction of
nowing that he had sent his enemies to a
terrible doom.

The yacht was tossing about heavily in the
rough eca. The decks were awash almost con-
tinually. DBut the vessel was a stout little
craft, and shie was casily capable of weather-
1115 the storm succcesfully.

n the bridge Mr. Clive, the first officer,
was at thc wheel. He was a very capable
man, and Captain DBurton was catisfied in
leaving the yacht in his hands. The skipper
himself was in the chart-house, wakeful and
alert. But the night was so black, and the
rain came down with such flerceness, that
i1t was impossible to sec out into the night.

And all sounds were drowned in the howl
of the gale. ‘
NIxon reached the deck without difficulty.
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There was not much fear of his bcing scem,
and, even if this did occur, recognition was
impossible. He stole along the deck, dodgin%
the waves and the apray until he arrived at
the bridge ladder. Up this he climbed with
the agility of long experience.

Once upon .the bridge he crouched low,

Mr. Clive, at the wheel, was up to his eyes
in oilskins, and he was intent upon his work.
He had no time to look round, and bhe cer-
tainly feared no attack. He had no reason to
‘siuspect treachery of any sort on the Wan.

erer.

And thepn, abruptly, Nixon sprang. .

He carried a short chunk of iron in his
band, and this was brought down with a thud
upon the head of the firat officer. Mr. Clive
sank without a sound, completely stunned—
and, indeed, severely injured.

Nixon, with a low exclamation of triumph,
sprang fo the wheel and grasped the spokes.
Within a few seconds he had the yacht under
perfect control. Mr. Clive was lying itmme-
diately below him, and, by degrees—for it
was impossible to leave the wheel for more
than a moment at a time—he took off the
oilskins from the unconscious man, apd
donned them himself.

Then he pushed Mr. Clive out of the way—
out of sight. If the skipper happened to
come out, he would never know that- the
man at the wheel was not Mr. Clive. Nixon
had performed his scoundrelly work well.

Cabtain Burton had been on the bridge con-
tinuously for ‘eight hours, and he had no
intention of retiring to his cabin until the
dawn came. The captain bhad already had
the wheel in his own hands for five con-
secutive hours. Yet he did not sleep; he
remained watchful.

But how was he to know that the man at
the wheel had been changed? How was ho
to know that the yacht was altering her
course? He did not glance at the instru-
ments; he trusted to Mr. Clive, who was &
splendid navigator.

Nixon was a splendid mavigator, too.

He Lknew exactly where he was, in spito
of the storm. A glance at the illuminated
compass and an examination of the other
instruments was sufficient. He had sailed
along this course more times than he could
keep count of, and his object in gaining pos-
session of the wheel was a terrible one.

Nixon cared nothing for his own life now.
If he could send every soul on the vacht to
destruction, he was quite willing to be
destroyed himself. He didn't care. He didn’t
value his own life.

He knew well enongh that somewhere to
the northwest a small, rccky island lay in
the midst of the raging sea. The yacht, on
her original course, would have passed many
miles clear of that treacherous rock.

But Nixon, with the wheel in his hands,
steered the vessel straight for that dangercus,
jageed mass. .

As the night wore on, the clcuds thinned as
they scudded across the sKy, and the mcon
showed out now and again from between the
cloud-banks. And the sea, "rough and
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tumultuous, lay revealed, tossing on all sides.

This was unfortunate.

- For it enabled Captain Nixon to sce his
course—it enabled him to cast the yacht upon
the rocks more accurately. And it was not
80 very long before the time arrived when
the dreadful moment was at hand.

Across the =ca, Nixon could see the island.
An inexperiecnced man would have noticed
nothing in that gloomy expanse. But Nixon,
who knew what he was looking for, plainly

saw the white streaks of foam, as the sea’

dashed itself impotently against the black
crags.

The island did not rise very high out of the
sea, and the noise of the waves smashing
against its shore was drowned by the whist-
ling of the wind and the dashing of the
water against the yacht’s side.

Under the guiding hand of the madman—
for Nixon was undoubtedly mad for the time
being—the stout little vessel charged through
the seaa straight towards the fate which was
awaiting it.

- The end was not long in coming.

. Nixon was terribly afraid that Captain Bur-
ton would emerge from the chart-house at
the most awkward time. H this happened,
(C‘aptain Burton would be flung off the bridge
without the elightest compunction—flung off
into the raging sea. Taker by surprise, he
would have no time to resist.

Fortunately, the captain did not emerge.

And Nixon stuck at his post. By now the
island was well within sight, even in the
dense gloom. It was near at hand, and
looked much higher now. Black masses of
rcck rose sheer from the sea.

arasping the wheel, Nixon set his teeth,
and guided the vessel straight at the rocks.
. It was too late now to avert the disaster.
Thére was no time to turn—no time to reverse
engines. . |

A great wave came up behind the Wan-
dcrer. She was lifted giddily upon its crest,
and carried onwards towards her fate with
relentless force. The actual moment had
arrived, and Nixon—his foul work completed
—released the wheel, and stared into the
blackness ahead, clutching at the bridge rail.

The yacht was right upon the rocks—be-
tween them, in fact. Nixon wondered if he
was dreaming. For the vessel had not yet
struck. She was sweeping on between walls
of blackness, a3 though guided by some un-
seen hand; she was being carried through a
narrow gully into a hidden bay.

And then the disaster came.

Through those walls of rock the yacht
charged, into comparatively calm water. For
a few seconds she swept along, and then—

Cr-r-r-rash!

She came to a full stop, abruptly and with-
out the slightest warning.

The Wanderer had struck!

She was jammed in the rocks—wedged
firmly. And the seas broke over her stern,
and swept the aft decks. Captain Nixon,
with a wild laugh, flung open the door of the
. chart-house
Captain hurton. flung to the floor by the

|
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force of the shock, bad pulled himeelf up,
and he turned. his face expressive of alarm
and consternation. He wai amazed to sce
that wild. dishevelled figure.

‘** Now, Burton, you hound!’’ snarled Nixnn.
‘““ What have you to say now? Your ship Is
piled up—do you understand” Before the
morning she will break into piece3a, and yon
will all be beaten to death on the rocks——"
X “ You infernal rogue!" roared Captain Bur-
on.

He rushed forward, and there is no telling
winat he would have done had he rerached
Nixon. But the latter dodged back, gave one
wild glance round, and then dived cleanly
overboard—to what secmed certain death.

Captain Burton, filled with great alarm,
gazed round the bridee-—and saw the motion.
less figure of Mr. Clive. And then the cap-
tain understood. He realised how this terrible
disaster had come about. Mcanwhile, there
was consternation below.

The crew had tumbled out of their quarters,
and there was a general rush for the deck.

Engineers and stokers came piling up from
below—{for they had felt the force of the con-
cussion more than anybody.

And in the cabin everybody was awake.

Church, who had been unable to get any
sleep, was sitting up in bed at the time of the
crash. He had a few desperate ideas of get-
ting cold water and flinging it over his groan-
ing companions.

"And then fhe crash had come.

Church was flung clean out of his bunk,
and he hit the floor with a thud which shook
every bone in his body. He knew at once
that something dreadful had occurred. The
motion had ceased; the yacht merely quivered
and shook as the waves struck her. She
no longer rolled.

The engines were stopped, too.

** Good heavens!’' ghouted Church, jumping
up wildly. ** We've struck somethinz' We
must be on the rocks!”’

“ Oh, good!” said Handforth wearily.

“I'm not joking, vyou idiot!" aagped
Church frantically. ** We're wrecked. I tell
you'! Get up, Handy, for heaven's sake!”

He rushed out into the passageway, lecav-
ing the door wide open. And Church cel-
lided with a fignre which had just emerced

from another cabin. That figure belonged to
me.

** Oh, my hat!”’ panted Church. * [s that
you, Nipper? What's happened?”
“I don't know!'' I replied grimly. ' Bat

it seems that we’'ve piled oureelves up on the
coast somewhere. The ship will be in picces
hefore long—in a sea of this sort!”

I rushed up on deck, and the firast man 1}
saw was Nelson Lee.

‘“ Are we badly aground, sir?’' I asked.

“ 1I've only just come up, Nipper—1 don's
know anything yet,"” replied the guv'oers
‘* But the water seems strangeily calm, and
I'm puzzled. Don’t let anybody else come up
on deck, if you can possibly help it.”

Lee rustied up to the bridgc, and aprang up

the ladder with the agility of a monkey. He
found Captain Burton still there.
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“ How dia it happen, captain?’”’ asked Nel-
son Lee.

The skipper took a deep breath.

"* That brutc—that foul cscoundrel!'’ he
roared. ‘' This is Nixon’s work, Lee! Nixon
overpowered Mr. Clive, and steered the yacht
on to the rocks of this island! I dom’t know
what to do—I fecl so guilty—"

‘* Nonsense!”’ interrupted Lee  sharply.
“* One fact is certain, Burton—and that is
that you are bhlameless in this matter. But
what is the extent of the damage? Don’t you
think it would be wise to get everybody
ashore??”’

**1 intend to have the boats lowered at
once,”’ replied Captain Burton. ‘ The yacht
seems fairly secure at present, but she may
break away at any moment—and then she will
probably go to pieces.”

‘* What hecame of Nixon?”

** He jumped overside—he is probably
dead by this time,”’ replied the other.

There was no further time for conversation.
Nelson Lee went down to ecalm the
passengers as they came on deck. The crew
were ready, each man at his station. And
very smartly the boats were got ready.

Each one was filled swiftly and speedily—
the girls and the women going first. Then
the boys were sent off in another boat, but
I didn’t leave the yacht until the guv’'nor
went,

There was no excitement and no panic.

One¢ reason for this was that, there seemed
to h¢ no danger. The yacht was quite still,
in a comparatively calm sea, and no difficulty
wasg experienced in lowering the boats and
Zetting them away.

The yacht, as far as 1 could judge, bad,
by some miraculous trick of the sea, plunged
vhirough the narrow opening into the hidden
bay. How she had got through in that sea
was a mystery which would never be solved.
But she had got through it, and she was
wedged firmly and secure.

Her stern was exposed to the waves, but
the water ahead was quite smooth. And
the boats glided through this -stretch of
water to the shore. There was somc little
diffiduity in landing, for rocks abounded
eyerywhere, and there was no sign of sand
or of a beach.

After an hour had passed the whole ship’s
company had been safely Janded. And then
we waited ‘for the dawn to break—we waited
to see the yacht break away and fall to
picces.

Everything was in a state of confusion and
chaos. But we were thankful that no lives
bad been lost—with the possible exception
of Captain Nixon. And it would be only
Justice if he had gone to his doom!

And with the dawn the storm
passed. The sun shone out with

D glorious brilliance,

down to a mere breeze. The sun shone down

- el o

CHAPTER 11,
IN A TIGHT FIX,.
AYLIGHT came at last.

and the gale died

|
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from a sky of deep blue, with a few flccey
white clouds at intervals.

Tihe sea had calmed a lot, and only a
steady ro!l remained to remind us that
the storm had raged during the night.

It was a curious spectacle on that island.

Within that small bay the yacht blocked
up the exit. The vesscl, indeed, was in such
a position that she was practically invisible
from the open sea outside. And the water
within the bay was now smooth and still.
Only the tiniest waves broke upon the rocks
pear the shore. |

The encampment on the rocks was quite
a large one, Under the direction of Nelson
Lee, Lord Dorrimore, and the others, there
was no confusion now. The men’s camp
was presided over by the second officer. The
girls and stewardesses were in the care of
Lady Heben Trcgellis-West, and they were
provided with hastily erected tents,

The St. Frank's party had to put up with
this comfort. The air was quite warm, so
ncbody suffered much from the cold. And
nobody had received a drenching, owing to
the calm statc of the sca.

Those fellows who had been seasick had
recovered with surpriging rapidity. The sud-
den excitement and the necessity to act
had worked wonders. And they were on dry
land again, with something solid beneath
their fect.

Dr. DBrett had already examined Mr.
Clive. The first officer was still unconscious,
but the doctor wa3z confident of bringing
him oack to health eventually, He had
received a nasty blow.

There was no food ashore, cof course. The
main thing had been to save every life. But
with the coming of day. a great many of
us became aware of a keen appetite. The
juniors did not seem to regard the disaster
A8 Very grave,

*“Not at all a bad expgerience!'’ declared
Handforth, who was feeling so much better
that he didn’'t mind where he was. ‘* Ship-
wrecked, by George! What a pile of yarns
we shall be able to tell the fellows when
we get back to St. Frank's!”

“If ever we do get back, dear old toy,”
eaid Sir Montie. ‘' This scems to be the
most frightful mishap of all. The yacht's a
wreck, begad. I've been expectin’ her to
fall to pieces—I have really!”

Dorrimore came bustling up.

‘““ How are you feelin’, boys?”’ he asked
cheerfully.

‘ Hungry, sir.” .

“Good!"” said his lordship. ‘ You'll have
plenty of grub before long. Some of tha
men are goin’ aboard the yacht, an’ they'll
bring back heaps of grub. It's & good thing
the ship didn’t break up in the nigat—or
we should have gone hungr{. There doesn’t
seem to be much to eat in this bright spot.”

He glanced up at the bare rocks which
frowned downp from every side. Not a vestige
of vegetation was to be seen. As far ‘as we
could see, the island was nothing more than
a barc rock. | ‘

We watched the bhcat put off for the
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yacht, which was only a few fathoms away
from the shore. The tide had gone out con-
siderably, and it was casy to sce that the
Wanderer was well aground.

‘“ Yes, we're in a tight fix,”” I said grimly.

‘“ Not so tight as we were in during! that
sandstorm on the desert,”” said Handforth,
with a wise hod. ) :

**I don't know about that,”” I went on.
“ We're right out of the track of ships, by
what I can understand. This place isn't an
island at all really—it's only a bare rock,
and it is always avoided by shipping. I don’t
suppose we shall see a sail for months.”

*“ Great Scott!"" exclaimed Church.

“ We're—we're marooned!” said Hand-
forth.

* Something like it,”” 1 agreed. ‘' Any.

body could see that the yacht is done for—
.8he can’'t get out 6f this fix. ln fact, she
might crumple to pieces before our eyes—
and before the day’'s out, too."

Sir Montie regarded me through his pince-
nez. .

‘** What about the wiretess, dear old boy?”
he asked mildly., ‘‘ Surely we can call for
-asgistance an’' be taken off!'"

‘* By Jove, yes!” | said. ‘‘ Fancy me for-
getling that! Our position isn't so bad, after
all.. We're all safe and sound, and Sir Craw-
ford can easily bear the loss of the yacht.

If it came to that, his share of the treasure
will cover evervthing, so it won't Dbe a dead
loss, after all.” :
- *That's one way of looking at it,”
rcmarked Pitt. * But just fancy that brute
of a Nixon being on board!'”

‘“He must have sneaked on the yacht
while we were at Agabat,”” said Christine.
“It’'s a queer thing to me that Captain
Burton wasn’'t more alert. Just fancy him
allowing the yacht to be piled up like thisl”

Tom Burton fiushed.

‘“Souse me!"’ he ‘exclaimed. *“I don't

reckon it's fair for you to criticise my dad,
messmate—""' .
- Of course not!"” 1 put in sharply. * Dry
up, Christine. C(Captain Burton is not to
blame in the siightest degree, and I'll punch
the head of anybody who breathes a word
against the bo'sun’'s father."” *

Nobody breathed a word

And the subject was dropped, for we were
all anxiously watching the yacht., waiting
for the food to come along. Some clothing
was necessary, too. Some of the fellows had
tumbled into the boats with nothing on
except pyjamas and dressing-gowns.

And the girlsa and the ladies were not
visible at all. They were still in their tent,
and 1 judged that scantiness of attire was
.responsible for this. In the haste of getting
ashore nobody had cared particularly about

dress.
But these things righted themselves fairly

rapidly.

After a rough-and-ready breakfast, two
boats set out for the yacht, one containing
Dr. Brett and several men, with inatructions
.to obtain ample supplies of clothing; and the
other containing the captain, Nelson Lee,
Dorrie, and the second officer. Their object

ISLAND s

was to ascertain the actual extent of the
damage.

[t was a marvellous piece of Iuck that
the yacht was atill whole and capahle of

being approached. But for that, we should

have been in a bad way, indeed. We had,
at least, the free use of tho food and other
necessaries.

Both parties were soon back. And by the

time the girls had emerged from thuir tent
Nelson Lee was on his way back. We all
crowded round eagerty as the boat touched
the rocks.

Nelson Lee had come bhack alone, the
captain and Dorrie having remined on
board.

‘“* Well, sir?”

“I have some comparatively good news,”
said the guv'nor. * Everybody can get back
on board the yacht: we can still uae the
vessel with safety while the weather remains
calm.”

** Hurrah!"

““But what's the damage, sir?”

“ Isn't she flooded out below?"

“ Curiously c<nough,” replied Nelson Lee,
“the damage appears to be slight. It s
& miracubous fact, but the actual damuage to
the hull is insignificant. She is only taking
In a very small amount of water—an amount
which can be pumped out without any
trouble.”

**Then we cun steam away again, air?”
asked Christine.

The guv'nor shook his head.

*“No, my boy,” he said. ** The yaeht 4
firmly jammed in betwcen the rocka. She
might be able to get free with assistae
from tugs or other veesels, but never by her
own stcam. Alone, we are helpless.”

“But we can use the yacht to lhive in?
I asked. ** Well, that's something, anyhow.
How long will our supplies baat, sir?"

“ A month, at lteast—without any atrict
rationing."’

“*Then we're as aafe as houses,” |
declared.. ““ A shipwreck of this sort isn't sn
bad. It's rather an adventure, in [fact.

We've only 80t to use the wireless, sir, and
we shall be picked off within twelve hours."

‘* Precisely, Nipper,”" said Nelson Leo
calmly. ** But unfortupately our wireless
instaliation is useless.”’

** Useless?"

“Yes,”” said the guv'nor. ** When the

vesgel struck the delicatc instfMments were
utterly ruined—so far as the transmitter is
concerned. We may be able to receive
messages, but we can send nothing; and
that, of course. is all that really matters.™

“*Can’'t repairs be effected, sir?"’

“1I'm afraid not—the electrician and the
wireless operator both agree that nothing
can be done,”’ said Lee. ‘' That means, oi
course, that the only way is to remaip
here until we can attract the notice of some
passing vessel. And that may not occur for
weeks.”’

Thia was rather atartling, but nobedy
seemed to mind much. The knawledge thai
we could continue to live on the yacht was
an excellent pieco of news, and everybody
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was satisfied with it for the time being.

Before the morning was over Nelson Lee
and some others went over the island, ex-
ploring. When they came back they reported
that there was not a yard of green stulf to
be scen anywhere.

The island was not more than two miles
long by a mile broad—just a bare roek set
in the midst of the ocean and out of all
communication with the world. Captain
Nixon had been cunning when he selected
that island as his goal.

The island bad no name, and it was mnot|
evenh regarded as an island om a chart. 1t
was simply marked down as a lump of
rock. But it was not long before the jumiors
gave the place a name,

"“We've been cast away on this place,”’
remarked Pitt. °* Why not call it Castaway
1sland?*’

"*That pame's as good as any other,” 1

|

said. It doesn't make much difference,
it_l}l‘yhow. You can call it Australia, if you]
ike.” -

‘“It’'s hardly big enough, old boy,” said
Sir Montie gravely, |

Luncheon was served on board, quite in
the usual style. In faet, we might have
been calmly at anchor, fer all the dilference
there was to he seen. The knowledge” that
we were utterly helpless did not disturb
the spirits of mauny members of the party.

Mr Clive was going on well, and there
was really nothing to be worried about.
What had happened to Nixon was something
of a puzzle, but it was generally believed
. that le was drowned, and that his body had

been washed away.

For some time after lunch we strolled
about the decks, discussing the situation.
And then somebody suggested that we should
go ashore to cxplore the island. There was
nothing else to be done—amongst the junior
meuwbers of the party, at all eventse—and

a party of us soon set out.

We did not worry ourselves muclh about
how we were to be rescued, or when. Some
of the juniors regarded the «flair as part
of the lholidays. The yacht seemed so sound
and secure that they could hardly believe
that she would never be able to get afloat
again unkss s'ie received strong assistance
from other vessels. And even then the ques-
tion was doubtful.

'I'regellis-West and Watson and 1 were
among the shore party. Handforth and Co.
came, of course—it wouldn't have beenm com-
plete without the herces of Study D. Pitt
was there, and Jack Urey, and two or three
others.

1 vote we cimb to the highest spot and
have a lovk round from there,”” I suggested.
“* Mr. Lee tells me that the whole islana
can be seen from the top of that hill.”

" Let's clumb it, then,” said Pitt.

We did not lose much time im setting
off. 1t waa stif work and decidedly warm.
The rocks were baking, owing to the heat
of the brildiant sun. And the air itseif
quivered with warmth. :

“*This is a rotten joh!” growled Hand-
forth. I don't think much of climbing

J
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these beastly rocks, anyhow!" .

“You're at bkiberty to go back, if you
want to,”” 1 said cheerfuliy. *‘ We didn’t
beg of you to come, Handy—and I'm not
sure that <you're strong <nough, in abny
case.”’

‘“ Not strong enough?”

‘“ After last night, I mean.”

" You—you silly ase!”

‘““ Well, you were a bit oft colour, you
know,” 1 seaid.” ' The way you threw good
food away, Handy, was disgraceful.”

‘Ha, ha, hal”

‘“A fellow can't help being seasick, I
suppose?’”’ demanded Handforth. ‘' 1've got
over that now—l feel as fit as a fiddle.
And when it comes to climbing, I'll beat
any of you!" ‘

But he didn’t. ,

He was one of the last to reach the top
of tiie hilh. From there we could see over
the whole expanse of Castaway Island. It
was bare and grim, without a single speck
of green to relieve the monotony.

** Beastly place!”’ said Pict.
~ “It’s a bit thick, being wrecked on an
1siand of this sort,” said Handforth, with
a snifl. 1've read stories about people being
wrecked on coral islands—with palm-trees
and beautiful rivers and birds, and all that
sort of thing. An islund of that sort
wouldn't be 80 bad.”

‘“*You won’t find many coral islands in
this part of the world, Handy,” 1 said.
**We're not in the Pacific, remember, and
it’s just as well, perhaps. We don’t want
to be marooned for months on end.”

McClure grinned.

**1t wouldn’t be so dusty,” he suid. *‘* We
should escape St. Frank’'s and the giddy
lessons.’’

" dive me lessons,” I said grimly. * You
won't say that after you've beeg_here a
week, my son. Wait until the novelty has
worn off, and then you'll feel almost inclined
to set out in an open boat—— By Jingo!™
‘“ What's the matter?’’ asked Watson,

‘* The aeroplane!” 1 ejaculated.
“ My ouly hat!"”

““That's a ripping idea!”

‘“ Rather!”

1 had suddenly remembered that we had
on board a large twin-engined biplaue. It
was the machine which had carried Nelson
Lee, Dorrie, and 1 into the desert, and it
had proved its worth, too. At present it
was stowed below in sections. But it could
easily be assembled.

**The guv'nor could fly about in all
directions,” 1 exclaimed. "It wouldn’s
take long for him to locate a ship—— Oh,
but it couldn't be dome.”

'** Why couldn’t it?”

‘“* Where the dickens is the machine going
to start from?’’ 1 asked.

* There's not a square inch of flat ground
here,”” said Pitt, nodding. ‘' The machine
could never get off—"

‘* Unbesa she had some floats fitted to
her,”” .1 put in keenly. °* She could be con-
verted into a seaplape, perhaps—it cughtn'y
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to be a very difficult job.
will know all about_it.”

‘“* Where's Handforth got to?" ossked De
Valerie, looking round.
Handforth, Church, and MecClure had

climbed away down the rocks, and we could
see them moving along towards the level
of the sea. At one point they paused, aad
then we lost sight of them.

As a matter of fact, Handforth ard Co.
‘had cntered a kind of cave. Once iuside
they could see practically nothing, for the
darkness was inbtense atter the brithance
of the sunlight.

““ Oh. there's nothing here,”” said McClure.
“Let's he getting on!"” _

“ Wait a minute, you impatient beggar,”
said Handforth. ' Look at the end of the
cave, there,”” he added. pointing. ‘' It looks
to me like the end of & tunnel or something.
Who's got some. matches?”’

One or two boxes were produced. These
were struck, one after the other—at least,
the matches were struck, and the lieht thus
given revealed a doorway—and quite a
natural one—which led, scemingly, into the
very hecart of the hill. -

Handforth considered for a moment.

‘“ We're going fo explore this placc
properly,” he declared. ‘* You chaps row
back to the yacht and bring some candles.
We won't tell anyhody about the idea, and
then we'll give them a bit of a surprise—
sce?"’

*“ Yes, but look Lere——"

“ Well?"” :

“1 don't care about going back to the
vacht——"

““ Are you going to start grumbling, Walter
Church?” roared Handforth. *‘ If you don’t
wanrt to go, say <o, apd I'll go myseli—only
{'Il punch you until you can’t stand before

g0!|.

“0Oh, I don't mind going,” said Church
untruthfully. :

And he set off —to return in- about twenty
minutes with half-a-dozcn candles in  his

ocket. Handforth nodded with approval as

e saw them.

“ And now to expicre the,giddy cave!’” he
said briskly.

EReEm—y  G——

ANDFORTH and Co. plunged into
H they got inside, and it was really
fully convinced that there would be nothing
that a tunnel existed was a mere fancy. But
that there was actually a dark opening which

CHAPTER IIL
~ LOST UNDERGROUND.
the cavern.

It was quite a.large aflair, once
delightfully cool, after the heat which pre-
vailed outside. Church amd McClure werc
doing.

They had an idea that Handforth's belief
they were soon to find that they were wrong.
For, by the aid of the candies, they saw
led out of the cave into the hill. How far
it pcnetrated, however, was another matter.

But thc guv'nor |

“T'll  lead the way,””. said Handforth
briskly. ‘* You chaps can follow on behindl.
And don't start pushing, either. There might

be some giddy hole3, and I don't want to
pitch down one of them. Perhaps you'd
better go first, McClure—''

McClure grinned.

*“1T wouldn’t dream of depriving you of the
honour,” he said gracefully.

*“Oh, all right!"’ growled Handforth.

They all entered the tunnel, in single fil..

It was about five feet high, by three feet
wide, and was cvidently natural in formation
—a kind of fissure extending into the bill-,
and the walls were of solid rock.

After progressing in a short distance the
tunnel sloped steeply downwards, but not too
steeply, and the explorers had no difficulty
in continuing their journey. The air was
quite pure.

The roof of the tunnel varied greatiy.
Sometimes it was so far up that nothing
could be seen; and at other times it de:cended
until the tunnel was no higher than four
feet, and the trio had to crouch in order tv
pass through.

And once or twice the space was so narrow
that it was only just possible to squeeze
past, «hetwcen the two walls of rock. But
they continued their way, greatly interested.
The tunnel seemed to go on for ever.

‘1 say,” exclaimed Church, at last, ‘* dou't
you think we’'d better turn back.”

“You ass!"” siaid Handforth witheringly.

‘““ Yes, but—"'

“But rats!’' said Handforth. ¢ Wc¢'va
hardly started yet. The air’s as cool as any
thing down here—and I always was keen
about cxploring caves and tunnels. I reckom
it's ripping sport!”

‘ But we might get lost—"'

‘““Piffle!”’ interrupted Handforth. *‘ You're
in my hands, ain't you? You don't 3uppous»
[ lose my way? 1 hope I'm not such an

483 as that. Besides, there’'s only one ¢xit
so we can’'t go wrong.”’

‘“Oh, all right,”” said Church. * Qo
nhead."”

And so they went ahead. The tunnel still
continued to slope downwards:; but at last
it grew more level. A kind of c:ivern was
entered—a bare, pitchy black space, with a
high roof and a rough floor. Jagged pieces
of rock hung about on all sides. Standing in
the middle of this cavern, the juniora felt
strangely isolated and alone.

The silence of the place was deadly.

. And the shadows cast by the fHickering
candle were weird and distorted. It way «
somewhat uncanny experience. The tun
ne! was not so bad, but this big caverr
scemed to makc the juniors nervous.

‘““Let's get back!” muttered McClure.
** There—there might be uanimals in herc of
rome kind—and e¢nakes. We're absolutely
isolated, you know—we shouldn't be heuard it
we yelled at the tops of our voices.™

Handforth sniffed.

“Tf you're afraid. I'm not,"” he said. * Go
hack now? Not likely! Why, we've hardly
started yet!”
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‘“ Started yet!”

It wWagethe echo which came back in the
most eccrie fashion from the rocky walls.

“My hat! Did you hear that?’’ -asked
Church. * Uncanny, ain't it?”

*1 suppose you've mever heard an echo
before?”’ demanded Handforth. *‘  Don’'t be
80 jolly scared, you ass!’’ :

He led the way forward before there could
bc any more argument. On the other side
of the cavern there were two or three tun-
nels, it seemed, and Handforth picked one
out at random, and plunged into 1it.

The air was still fresh, and Handforth saw
no rcason why he should not continue the
exploration. He was quite sure that he
would be able to find his way out into the
open onco agam.

And down the tunne! the three juniors
went, one behind the other. At intervals
other openings would be passed—and all of
them were natural formations. The hand
of man had never touched these grim, cold
walls of rock.

The tunncis appeared to be endless, and the
juaiors were really amazed. It was certainly
n most ecxtraordinary expecrience, and one
they had never reckoned upon encoun}ering.

At last Handforth himself began to realise
that it would be just as well, perhaps, to
ind the open air again. They could easily
cnter the caves a sccond time,' if they
wanted to. And Handforth had found out
that he and his chums had been under-
ground for over an hour.

Two of the candles had gone, and the
third one was over half-finished.

** Well, it's jolly interesting,’”’ said Hand-
forth. Perhaps we'd better be thinking of
getting back now. We shall have something
to tell the other chaps when we see them.
['ll bet they baven't had an adventure of
this sort.”

“I'm getting bungry.” said Church. ‘ It's
about time we got back. We shall be late for
tea, cven then.”

hHa(xildforth gazed longingly into the tunnel
anead.

““I'd like to explore the whole place,
tbhough,” he said. ** Still, it can’'t bc done
all at once. We can bring some of the other
chaps next time.”’

They turned back, and both Church and
McClure were greatly relieved. They had
had (uz)itc enough of these eaverns and tun-
ne's last them for one trip; aud they
were vastly anxious to cateh sight of the
Line sky again.

They gocntinued the journey over<he ground
they kad already traversed. The floor was so
hard that there was «o possibility of any
footlprints being seen; the boys had to rely
solely upon their own judgment and
memor:es.

Ten minutes passed, and the trio had con-

tinued walking for some time without spcak-
ing. Then an opening wae reached, and two
tunnel mouths stared them in the face.

Handforth came to a halt.
“l don't remember these two,”” he said.

F
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““ Yet we must have come down one of them
—— Oh, yes, I know. We came down the
left one; | remember seeing something dark
as I came by. It must have been this other
tunnel.”’

McClure shook his head.

‘* You're wrong, Han-dy." bhe declared..

‘“ Eh? Who's wrong?”

“You are,” said McClure. The tunnel we
camc down was the one on the right-hand
side—""

““Rot!" interrupted Handforth. * It was
the other one.” . ‘ ‘

‘“ What's your opinion, Churchey?"” asked
MecClure. )

“ Why, we entered this place from the
right-hand tunnel,” said Church. -

** That's what I think—"' :
interrupted

‘“ And- you're both wrong,”
Handforth. * You asses .don’t know what
you're doing. Follow me, and you'll be all
right!”’ ey

*“1 tell you—="

‘*“ Oh, don’t make a fuss!”

““.Yes, but supposing we go wrong?’’ asked
Church. ** How the dickens are we going to
get to the open if we plunge down the wrong
tunnel? We might go on wandering about
for houres.”

Handforth sighed. .

‘“] wish you wouldn't be such a giddy
lunatic!”’ he exclaimed. “ 1f we're wrong,
can't we come back? Leave it to me, and
you won’'t be disappointed. I'll have you
both out of these tunnels within ten
minutes.’’ .

And Handforth, in order to bring the
argument to a close, strode down the tunnel
which he believed to be the one they had
used before. Church and McClure, knowing
that it was impossible to reason with their
leader, followed him.

They walked on in silence for some little
time. Church and McClure were frankly un-
easy, and they did not attempt to ccnceal
the fact. Handforth appeared to be quite
at his ease. _

But secretly Handforth was uneasy, too.

There seemed ,to he no end to the numerous
fissures which criss-crossed through the very
Lill itself.

They went everywhere—this way and that—
and the further the juniors progressed the
more they seemed to find.

“1 don't remember this marrow placa,
anyhow,” said McClure, after a while. * I'm
jolly certain we didn't come this way, Handy:
You must have made a bloomer, after all.
Why, we can hardly squash thrcugh that
opening up there.”’

Hendforth came to a halt.

‘““I believe you're right,”” he said reluct-
antly. '* We must have branched off at the
wrong place, eomewhere—-"’ |

‘““ At that tunncl we told you about,” said
Church. * The only thing is to go back- and
t?ke the right one, as McClure and I said all
along.’”’

** Oh, all right,” grunted Handforth.

They went back with the intention of mak-
ing their way into the right tunnel. But
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romehow, they cou'dn’t find that place again,
no matter how they tried. They went down
tunnel after tumnel, and with each turning
}.hejlf‘ took they loat themselves more hope-
cssly.

By this time Church and McClurc were not
only uneasy, but positively alarmed. The
fourth candle had been burpt, and only two
remained. Whep that was used up, thic trio
would be left in pitchy darkness.

And what hope would there be for them
then?

Lost in these tunnels, wandering about
without any light2  The possibility of such
‘a thing, quite remote at one time, now be-
came acute. Handforth apd Co. had lost
themselves underground!

“ This is simply rotten!” said Handforth.
‘““ There must be a proper tunnel somewhere.
I vq!:c we try this one. I secem to recoliect

“* You don’'t, Handy,” interrupted Church.
‘“It's your fancy, old son. It’s impossible for
us to remember anything really distinctive.
We shall have to go on, and trust to luck.”

‘““ That's all we can do,"" said McClure. -

“1T'm blessed if you chaps ain't getting
frightened,”” said Handforth, with a laugh
which was meant to be cheery—but which
only sounded hollow and false in the ears of
bhis two chums. :

On they went again, wearily this time,
but with a feverish, hope that they would
be¢ able to reach the glorious open uir once
again. The fifth candle at last burnt out,
and Iandforth lighted the sixth—the last.

“ We're lost!”” muttered Church hucskily.

‘“ Don’t be an ass—" ,

‘““It's true!”” said Church. *‘ What'’s the
good of trying to deceive yourself, Handy?
Why not admit it at once? We're lost, and
I don't sec how we can get out of these -
these catacombs!”’

‘““ Haitlo!"" said Handforth. * This light
scems to be flickering a bit. There might be
a draught—and that would guide us. Come
on, my bucks—follow your uncle, and keep
¢miling. There’s nothing to worry about.”

But Church and McClure were greatly
worried, and they did not mind their leader
knowing about it.

They had very little faith in getting into
the open space before the last candle burpt
out. 1t seemed impossible that they could be
successful. The endless tunnels terrisied
them. |

Whichever way they turned they were
confronted by a different fissure. And the
more they tcsted, the less chance they had
of tinding the right one. And the last candle
was burning away relentlessiy.

They came to a halt at length, from sheer
weariness and alarm. All were looking some-
what pale.

“ I—I say, this is rotten, you know,’' mut-
tered Church huskily. “ I've heard of chaps
being lost in some disused mine-workings, or
something of that sort; but this fairly takes
the bigcnit."”

!*And we don't know what to do, either,”

r
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said Handforth. ‘I vote wc¢ have a 't of a
rest, and a jaw. ['vc got plenty of matches
—and we can blow the candle out, and sit in
the dark.”

““That's a good idca,’’ eaid McClure.
dead bemt.”

The candle was blown out, and tha three
helpless jubiors squatted themselves down on
the floor of the tunnel. They werc now in
utter darkness, and it was a darkness which
ceemed something solid.

**1 wonder what the other chaps are
doing?'’ asked Handforth, at length. ‘i
suppose they're wondering what's heccme of
us. That's rather rich, ain't .¢?"

McClure grunted.

““ Blessed if 1 can see anvthing partice-
larly rich about it,” le said. * I'd give all
my giddy pocket-money for a year.to come
if I cou'ld only be with Nipper and tho:e
other chaps now."”

‘“ Rather!”’ agreed Church

‘“0h, don’t be so potty,” growled Hand-
forth. ‘* Chucking your money about Ilike
that! You seem to think that we're in a
me:s, or something. There's no need to be

“['m

‘““ Same here."”

alarmed. Trust to me, and—"
** We have been trusting to you,”" said
Church, rather bitterly. *If we hadn't

trusted to you we should have taken the
right tunnel. What'’s the good of kidding
yourself, Handy? We're in a frightful ho'e,
and you know it.”

‘“ But wc shall be rescued—"" hegan Yland-
forth.

“How?"” demanded Church.

‘““ Why, there'll be a search-party,
course.’’

‘ There might be—but that doesn’'t mean
to say they'll come here,”” went on Church.
“You seem to forget that we didn’t tell
anybody where we were going. Those other
chaps haven’t the faintest idea what became
of us. So how will they search in here? [
tell you, we’re in a rotten fix.”

Handforth was bound to comfess it.

“Yes, we are,”” he said. ‘““But I haven't
given up hope yet. Let's light that candle
again, and have another shot.”

A match sphittered, and the solitary candle
was lighted. The juniors were glad of its
welcome radiance, for this darkness was ter-
rifying and ummerving. Rising to their fect
again, the trio set off.

They walked quickly now—frequentiy they
ran. For the more ground they could cover
the more chance there was of finding the
exit before the candle burnt out. But luck
seemed to de dead against them.

They tried tunnel after tumnel, and they
only succeeded in getting themscives more
hopelessly cntangled in the maze.

But thcy were determined not to give in
yet. On and on they went, dragging their
fcet wearily over the rough ground. And
then, at last, the candle guave a é&plutter in
Handforth's grasp, flared up, and died ocut.

The explorers were left in utter darkness.

‘“Good heavens!” muttered Handforth
huskily. ‘‘ We're done now!”

of
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‘““ I—1 expect we shall wander about until
we drop of sheer exhaustion,”” muttered
Church. ** And then we shall die—of hunger
and thirst! Oh, what fools we were to come
into this awful place.’’ .

“It's no good going on like that,” said
Handforth, fighting to remain calm. ‘It
was my fault, of course—I oughtn’t to have
been such an obstinate ass. want you to
forgive me—""

** Oh, dry up,” growled his chums.

“ But it was my fault——"'

‘ Rats!” said McClure. “ We needn't
have come unless we'd liked. How were we
to know that we should lose ourselves like
this?. If we had thought it possible we
shouldn't have come into the tunnel at all.
We're all in the same boat—and it seems
to me that it'll eink before long!"”’

Although they had no light, the juniors
wandered about in the darkness, clinging to
one another rather desperately. They were
so weary that they could hardly drag their
limbs along—but it was a weariness born of
despair rather than of sheer physical weak-
ness.

It seemed to them that hours and hours
passed. And, at last, with their mouths
parched with thirst, they sank down in the
tunnel. They were done. They were hope-
lessly lost in the old fissures far beneath the
ground.

And rescue seemed impossible, for they had_
told mobody of their projected trip, and ne-_
body would know where they had gone. The
otlier fellows were not even aware of the
fact that a cavern existed. 80 no hue and
cry would be raised in that direction.

It Handforth and Co. did not escape by
their own efforts, it seemed most unlikely
th'at. they would escape by the eflorts of
others. .

Utterly tired out and worn, the three un-
fortunate juniors huddled together in the
inky tunnel, and were soon sleeping fitfully.
They were waiting for anything that might
turn up. But in their Learts they had a
dreadful fear that they had looked their last
upon the sun and upon the blue sky.

— el

CHAPTER 1V.
TO THE RESCUE,

IR MONTIE TREQGELLIS-WEST pursed
his elegant lips.
‘“ Dear fellows, I think this island is a
frightfully beastly place,”” he said, in
firm tones. ‘‘It's nothin’ but rocks an’
things of that sort. No green stuff, no rivers,
an’ not a trace of animal life."”

‘*Yes, it's a bit of a hole,”” 1 agreed.
** But we're not compelled to live on it—and
that's one comfort. Thank goodness the
yacht is still intact—even though it is wedged
mto the rocks.”

We were on our way back to the vessel
after our little exploration tour. It was
getting towards evening.

‘“Where did Handforth get to, by the
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way?’' asked Pitt. *‘ Handforth and Church
and McChire? 1 haven't seen the asses for
agee.”’

‘* They were standing near a hole in the
rocks,’”’ I said._ '* That was hours ago, before
we went to the other side of the island. I
believe they went into the rocks; but I ex-
pect they're on the yacht by this time.”

When we arrived on board, however, we
found that Handforth and Co. had not yet
turned up. Everybody else was on board,
however. So Handy and his chums had the
island quite to themselves.

* Silly asses!’’ said Wateon.
ing there all this time!’

When we went ‘n to tea, Nelson Lee asked
where the other three juniors were. He
was somewhat surprised when he heard that
Handforth and Co. were still on the istand.
The others were surprised, too.

‘““ But where can they be, all this time?”
asked Violet wonderingly.

‘“ Blessed if I know, sis,”” said Watson.
‘“ But there’s never any telling what Handy

‘“ Fancy stay-

will do. He's a queer merchant. Don't
worry about him. He’'ll turn up with Church
and McClure before long.”

] do hope 80,"” said the girl.

But after tea there was still no sign of the
missing ones,

Everything went on very much as usual.
The life of the yacht was not altered because
we were compelled to remain there, wedged
in the rocks. We were lucky to be on the
vessel at all.

Umlosi was looking rather thoughtful when
(Ii came across him on deck, in the gathering

usk. - .
‘““ Well, Umlosi, what do you think of
things?”’ 1 ssked. ‘ How do you like being
shipwrecked ?"’ .

‘“Thou art pleased to be humorous, O
Manzie,”” sa’d Umlosi. ‘' How can the great
floating kraal be wrecked when it is st'll
whole? It is strange that we are here to
speak of this matter. For, surely, it was
thought by all that we should plunge into
the great waters.”

‘““Well, we were rather afraid of it,” 1
agreed. ' But we're still safe and sound,
Umlosi, and 80 much bas happened on this
voyage that I'm beginning to think that
we're ‘tagati.'"” -

Umlosi smiled. )

‘“Even a8 thou sayest, Manzie,”” he
rumbled. ‘‘The great ship is surcly be-
witched. Mayhap thy father, Umtagati, will
work some great magic, and set the rtocks
back, so that we may again travel over the

great waters.”
“I wish he could,” I said. *“But I'm

afraid—— Speaking to me, sir?”

‘‘ Yes, Nipper, I am,” said Nelson Lee, who
had just come up. ‘I am becoming some-
what concerned about Handforth and his two
friends. They are still absent, and I am
beginning to fear that some accident has
befallen them. Where were they wheu you
saw them last?”
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¢ 0Oh, near a kind of opaning in the rocks!
I roplied.

‘“H'm! There can be little doubt as to
-what has happened,” said Lee grimly.

‘“ What do you mean, sir?”

‘““One of the boys came on board this after-
noon, and secured a supply of candles.”’ ex-
plained the guv'nor. ‘1t seems certain,
Nipper. that the three boys went on a tour
-of exploration. There must be a big cavern
in the rocks; and I am afraid tbat Hand-
forth and Church and McClure have fallen
into some treacherous gully, or cleft.”

‘““ And what will you do, sir?’’ 1 asked.

‘““ We. must search for the missing lads,”
replied Nelson Lee. ‘ Dorrie and I are goiwg
and you can join in the search, if you wish.
It would be unwise to leave the matter until,
after dark.”

“The silly asses!"’ I exclaimed.
gotting lost!"

It- was deocided that Moiitie and Tomm
and I should accompany the guv'nor an
Dorrie on their little exploration tour.

We were provided with something better
than caundles, to illuminate us on our way.
Carrying powerful electric-torches, there was
not much fear of ua getting lost in the dark-
ness,

But we took a supply of candles, too, in
order to be on the safe side. There seemed
little doubt that Handforth and Co. had
got themselves into a pretty bad mess. This,
of course, was not very surprieng.

“ Trust Handy to get himself into trouble,”
said Tommy Watson. ‘‘It's a wonder to me
how he's survived so long; he's 3uch a
clumsy, reckless ass. that he ought to have
fallen overboard weeks ago!”’

“It's all very well to joke about it,’ 1
.remarked. ‘‘Church and McClure are in-
cluded in this outing, my son. And Handy
.isn't a bad sort, although he is an ass. It'll
be awful if—"

“ Dear fellow, pray refrain from specu-
latin’,”" put in Sir Mentie. ‘' It is quite pro-
bable that we shall ind the bounders hehind
a rock, arguin’ over somethin’ of utterly no

‘“ I'ancy

importance."’

I chuckled.

““ It would be characteristic, anyhow,' 1
‘observed. .‘“Come on—the guv'nor and

Dorrie are ready.”’ .

In addition to the torches and candles,
we had a supply of thin, strong rope with
us. And without further ado we entered a
boat, and were rowed ashore. The rest of
t,,;]e party on board took very little notice.
They did not realise that our mission was a
serious one.

‘ Now, Nipper, I want you to lead us to
the spot where you last saw Handforth,"
said Nelson Lee briskly. ‘‘You are quite

sure that you can pick out the ident.icalh

place amongst the rocks?

** Oh, ves, guv'nor,” 1 replied.
up there—where that dark patch
believe there's a cave there.”

We ccrambled ovar the rocks, and soon
arrived at the entrance to the fateful cavern.

“It's just
is. I

ll

It

"It looked black and sinister in the fading

light, but Nelson Lee led the way withip,
switching on his electric torch.

‘“Quite a decent sized place,”” he observed.
‘““One would not suspect that it existed.
And, unless I am mistaken, there is a narrow
opeming at the rear—which seems to lead
further on into the rock.

‘“ Looks like it, old man.”
“Shadl we explore?”

** Most decidedly."”

‘They went forward, and [ followed with
Sir Montie and Tommy. And in a very few
moments we discovered that there was
actually a tunnel leading right away into
the heart of the hill. [or some way weo-
proceeded down the tunmel in single file, Wat-
son bringing up the rear.
“Amazin'—amazin'!" mutterad Lord Dorri-
more, who was just in front of me. *‘ That's
what it is, by gad! Who in the world took
the trouble to bore out these bally tunnels?
An' what's the good of 'em, anyhow?"
Nelson Lee laughed.
~ My dear Dorrie, pray don’t air your
ignorance so openly,”” he said. ‘ These tun-
nels were not made by the hand of man--
they are quite natural. The fissGles seemn to
extend right into the centre of the island--
which is all of solid rock. We have passed
one or two gide openings already, and I am
afraid our task will be difficult. 'There is
really no telling which direction the boys
took."’

*“Can’t you see any tracks on the ground,.

said Dorrie.

sir?”" I asked.

** None, Nipper,” replied the guv'nor
““The rock is solid, and tells us nothiy.
However, we may meet with more success

further on; and 1 think it is safe to assume
that Handforth and his chums proceeded

.down this direct tunnel.”’

‘* They might have branched offl—"
‘“ Quite so, Dorrie; but it i3 more itkely
that they did not,’”” said Nelson Lee.

And we continued our search—all of ws
rather amazed, and certainly interested.
We had never suspected the existence ol
these catacomb-like tunnels. It was o
feature of the island-~which came new to us.

** Jolly queer sort of place, isn’'t it?"’ mur
mured Watson. ‘It would give me the
creeps to be in here dlone. It's all night
with Mr. Lee and Lord Dorrimore; but 1'd
lt;e scared out of my wits if they weren't
ere.”’

‘““ Dear boy, I wouldn't go so far us to
say that,”” remarked Sir Montie. ‘ The pre
sence of Mr. Lee and Dorrie is frightfully
comfortin’, I'll agree. DBut there's nothin’
here to make a fellow nervous, begad!'"

‘“ Handforth wouldn’t be nervous, anyway,”
I remarked. ‘I expect he came in here with
Church and MeClure, and, like aasses, they
advised him to turn back, and get out into
the open again.” o |

‘“* Why were they asses for advising that?
asked Wateon. ** A jolly sensible auggeatiun,
should say!"’
‘“ My dear fathead, don't you know Handy
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woll enough by this time?’ I asked. *“If
Church and McChire pressed Handforth to
turn back, it’s safe to reckon that he plunged
further and further into the tunnel. Handy
nlways does the thing other people ask him
not to do. Church and McClure ought to
havo preseed him to go on—and then he
wowld have turned back.”

* Handy's a [frightful ass,’”’ said Montie.

We wero quite ready to agrec with our
noble chum; but that expression of opinion
did not alter the fact that Handforth and
Co. were lost, and it was quite safe to
assume that they bad lost thewmselves under-
ground.

suddenly T thought of something.

“1 eay, guv'nor!"” 1 shouted.

“ Well, my boy?"”

" Handforth had candles,” T went on.
*It's quite likely that he dropped some of
the grease hero and there—and that woula
thow, wouldn’t it?"”

“It wonld,”” agrecd Nelson Lee. ‘‘And i:
might interest you to know, Nipper, that 1
have already seem several splashes of candle
grease in this tunuel. Indeed, there is one
splash right in front of me now.”

1 grunted.

" And I thought I'd given you a good tip'"”
| growled.

Weo continued our way onwards, and at
l-regular intervals we found traces of candle
gresse, freshly dropped. - Nelson Lee had no
Intention of getling into the same predica-
ment as the unlucky Handforth and Co.

We should have no difficulty in finding our
way to the cerrect exjt; for the guv'nor
rarried a stick of chalk, and at every turn-
ing or opening he marked the wall, indicat-
Ing our course by roughly-drawn arrows.-
~But of Handforth and Co. we saw no
sign.

No mattor which way we turned, no matter
which tunnel we searched we found nothing.
And after a while we lost all traces of the
randlo grouse. We were on the point of
guing back, in order to penetrate a different
filssure, when Nelson Lee made a somewhat
startling discovery. |

The tunnel was fairly wide, and we were
not obliged to walk in single file. Lee had
bent down, picking something from the floor.
He wus now examining it very closely in
the palm of his hand. '

‘* What have you got there, sir?”’ I asked.

“* Tobacco, Nipper,” said the guv'nor, in
n curious voice.

e l“;hrl.

‘** Begad!"

““ IFancy those bonnders coming in here to
emoke !’ muttered Watson.

“You are wrong, my lad,” said Naealson
Lce gnmly. *‘This tobacco is what they
cell plug, and is mostly used by szilors.
Awl this portion here is obviously the half-
charved remnant knocked out of a pipe.
Handforth and his chume do not smoke—and
uider no circumstances would they smoke
a pipe of this strongeet of strong tobacco.”

** Then—then what does it mean, sir?’’ 1
asked in amazement.

NELSON LEE LIBRARY

‘““Obviously that a man has been down
this passage at no very distant date,”’ replied
the guv'nor. ‘' This tobacco is still moist,
and is not even stale, as it would be i it
had been lying here for months.’’

“By gad! This is gettin' rather imter-
estin'!"’ remarked Dorrie. ‘ Have we hit
upon the dwellin’ of some cave man?”’

Nelson Lee shook his head,

‘“ A cave man would not smoke ship's to-
bacco, Dorrie,”” he said. *‘‘ And don’t forget
that Captain Nixon jumped overboard after
sending the Wanderer on to the rocks. And
the sea within the little bay was not very
rough.”

** Do you think Nixon's still alive, then?"
I asked.

** The possibility is by no means a wild
one,”” replied Lee. ‘' And Nixon would
naturally get somewhere out of the way—and
where could he hide better than in these
tunnels? I'm becoming rather worried.”’

““ You think he might have collared Hand-
forth and Co., sir?” I asked. * It's just
possible, but they're pretty hefty fellows—
especially Handy. Nixon couldn't have
licked the three of them.”

‘** Nixon would not be content to fight
cleanly,”” said Nelson Lee quietly. ‘' Aad
foul play would soon mean defeat for the
three juniors. 1 don't say that this has
actually happened—but we must hasten our
movements.”’ '

**Just a tick, sir,” I said. * How could
Nixon light a pipe after swimming ashore,
and getting soaked to the skin?’’

‘“That's a poeer, old man,” murmured
Dorrie.

** Not at all,’”” said the detective. *‘‘Quite
a number of ship’'s ofticers, who are obliged
to be on deck in all weathers, carry their
tobacco and matches in a water-tight case.
Nixon was probably no exception.”

We turned back, but we had hardly pro-
ceeded a hundred yards before Nelson Lee
paused again. He bent down, and finally
went upon his knees on the floor. He stared
at a yellowish spot. .

‘““We missed this coming along,”
marked.

‘“* An’ what is it?’" inquired Dorrie.

‘““ A spot of candle grease.”

‘““Then Handforth must have been this
way——"' began Watson. .

** No, Watson,” put in the guv'nor. *‘ Not
Handforth." -

‘* But you said candle grease!” I remarked.

‘“ There are many kinds of candles,” said
Nelson Lee. ‘* Handforth and the boys with
him were wusing the ordinary white wax
candles; but this Is a distinct spot of tal-
low.”

“* But—but I don't understand——"

‘“ Neither do I, Nipper,’’ said the guv’nor.
‘““ Nixon might have been using a tallow
candle, certainly—for this grease was dropped
very recently. The really surprising thing is
that an impreesion is to be seen on the
tallow, which indicates that somebody
stepped upon it after it had hardened. And
the impression is that of a bare foot. A

he re-
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mero 3Crap, Oi course, but unmistakable.’

“ Thon Nixon must have walked in t.hese
passages without any bhoots or socks!™ 1
exclaimed. “ That's quecr, sir—considering
hov sharp the rocks are.

‘I am puzzled, Nipper,” said Lee. ‘‘ And
I am beginning to think that there were
other human hemoq present in this tunnel—in
addition to leon

‘““ And in addition to Handforth and Co?”

“Yes."

“ But--but it's impossibie!” I
‘““Jt couldn’t be, sir.”

‘"Perhaps we shall find out for certain
before long,”" said the guvmor. ‘At ail
cvents, we shall continue our expioration.”

gasped.

‘““We passed down the tunnel until we
reached a spot whese there were two open-

ings—one clearly marked with
showing the way we should go.
turned down the other tunnel first.

““ We might as well be thorough,”
mcnted briefly.

* After we had proceeded down the tunnel
shme little distance a halt was called. It
was a narrow fissure, and the roof abruptly
came down until it was necessary to stoop.
And it was here that Nolson Lee paused.

“* Mind your heads!” he warned. ° The
rocks are very jagged Hallo! What is
tnis? What have we hcre?'’

The guv'nor was directing the light of his
torch upon the Ilow roof of the tunnel.
‘There were many ugly projections, and upon
one of these I saw-.a tiny wisp of something,
sticking to the wock.

“* Humnan  hairs!”’ exclaimed Nelson Lee
keemly. ' There is a stain of blood, too—
proving that somebody caught his head
very severely. And these hairs are decidedly
interesting.”

** By gad,”
long, Lee!
womanh”

**What!” 1 yelled.

“ Dorrie is wrong,”” sxid the guv'nor.
‘““ These hairs are from a man's head. They
are coarse und unusually long. Nixon is
dark, and turning g¢grey. But thesc hairs are
quite auburn.’’

. _"*Then whose can be,
Watson biankly.
“I dom’t know,

an arrow,
But Lee

he com-

said Dorrie, ‘ they're deucecdly
They must be the hairs of a

they sir?”’
my lad—but I do know
that my first gurmise was correct,” said
Lee. °* Perhaps Nixon has never been nere—
but I can say for certain that other men
have. g It is startling in the extreme; but
we Inust not get excited. This island, it
scems, is not so barren as we first supposed.’’

“*Well, iny hat!” I muttered. *‘ This is a
rum go! We came here to find Handforth
and Co., and we find traces of long-haired
strangers, who smoke ship's tobacco! This
is a mystery, my sons!”

** Dear old boy, it's a frightful.mystery,"
declared Montie. ‘I ain't a coward, but
I'd feel a lot safer out in the Open——l
would, really.”

‘“What about ‘me®’ growled Wautson.
“ ['m bringing up the rear—and I keep think-
ing that something is going to spring on me

asked |

Come on!
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from behind.
the creeps!”

And then, before we could discuss the
matter any further, the guv'nor snapped out
his light and uttered a wuarning,

‘“ Quiet—all of you!"’ he hissed.
oft your lights!"’

All the torches were extinguished,
were in pitchy darkness.

‘““ What's the idea, sir?'" I breathed.

*“Come here—cautiously!”

We all moved up until we were in =« ciump.
Nelson Lee had halted at a spot where two
tunnels formed a junction. We did not need
telling this; for, amazing!y enouzh, we could
see down the second tunnel—although all our
torches were out. A dim light was glowing
far down the tunnel!

And. as we stood quite stiil.

This rotten place is giving me

2t Switeh

and we

holding our

breath, we faintly heard tie sound of huma,l
voices.
But not thec voices of tlandforth and Co.!
[ J
CHAPTER V. '
- THE FIGHT IN THE CAVERN.
EANWHILE, dramatic cvents had
been taking place.
Handforth and Churchi and
McClurg, dazed with alarm and

despair, lay huddled together in the darkness
for what seemed to them an eternity. They
had certainly been rather tired, and the rest
did them a lot of good.

It was cool down in the tunncls, however,
and after a while the three lost juniors be-
came rather chilled. Their condition was a
grave one. Hopelesely out of their bearinga,
with no licht save a Tew matches, they had
practically no chance of reuching the open air

in safety.
“I—1 say, Handy,”” muttercd Church at
last.

** Eh? Did you speak?”’

“I'm getting as cold as ice!" said Church,
“Don’t you think we'd l)LttCl‘ get a move
on, Handy? I don’'t supposc we shall get any-
where but we might as wecll try—and it's
better than lying here, to perish with cold!”

*“* Yed, we'd better walk on,’”’ said McClure.
“f Theres no tclling—we might strike lucky,
after all.”

Handforth made a pcculiar noise.

“I—I don’'t know what you chaps think
of me!”’ he muttered brokenly. *‘ It's all my
fault! T was mad to bring you down here.
And now we shall all be killed! We shall all
dic of starvation——"’

** Oh, rot!”’ said Church. “ I haven't given
up ho-pe yet. That rest has done me a lot of
egood, and I don’'t feel half so rotten now.
Buck up, old son!"”

' “ By George!" exciaimed Handforth, in a
changed voice. ‘‘ We're a fine set of funks'
Squatting down here and giving way to
despair! We ought to be wandering abdut
—trying to find our way out into the opun.
I'm ready!"”

So, their gpirits revived, they roéc to their
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fcet, and Handforth struck one of his pre-
cious matches. The light was blinding after
the intense blackness, but the juniors were
able to see down the tunnel.

And they started off slowly, clinging to one
another, and Handforth leading the way.
They had no real hope of getting out under
ttl}tlaleky; but arything was better than eitting
still.

How long they wandered in that fashion
they never knew. Handforth afterwards de-
clared that he and his chums walked along
the tunnels in pitchy darkness for six eolid
%ours on end. But this was a big exaggera-

on.

Possibly they felt their way along the dark
tunnels for two hours—but not for longer.
And then they received their firet gleam of
hope. Handforth, who was leading, noticed
that the walls of the tunnel fell away, and he

;:]oulél feel nothing with his outstretched
ands.
‘‘ Hold on!” he said huskily. *‘ There's

something queer here.
strike a match!’’

The flare of light showed that the trio had
entered a big cavern, far underground. The
other side of it was beyond the circle of light
cast by the match. And then Handforth gave
a startled gasp.

** Did—did you seec it?’’ he asked faintly.

‘“ See what, you ass?’’ panted Church, in a
scared voice.

‘“ Why, a tub—a wooden tub——"’

‘*“ A tub!” snorted Church. *“ I thought
you'd scen a skeleton or soinething! You
gave me quite a turn, you duffer!”

“ But—but you don’t understand,” ejacu-
lated Handforth. ‘It was a tub—made by
human-hands! How could such a thing get
into this cavern? It proves that somebody
¢lee must have been here!”

‘““My hat!’ exclaimed McClure breathlessly.
‘* We might be near another exit—a cave, or

Just wait until 1

something! Perhaps this cavern was used by
smugglers, hundreds of years ago! Strike
another match—quick!”’

Handforth was about to do.so, but he
paused.

A dim, flickering Iifht had become visible
on the further side of the cavérn; it was o
subdued that the juniors would not have
noticed it but for the intense blackness which
syrounded them.

hey waited, their hearts beating rapidly.

And the light grew stronger as they
watched, until it flickered clearly upon the
grim walls of the vast chamber. And voices
were heard, too. Some human beings were
coming down one of the passages!
¢ Oh, my goodness!’’ panted Handforth. ** A
-a rescue party! They've come to save’ us,
after all! Thank heaven!”

He was about to rush forward, but his
chums grabbed him, .

‘“Let’'s wait here,” exclalmed McClure.
‘* There’ll be no room in that giddy tunnel—
and we shall want to hug everybody!”

** By George, yes!” said Handforth. ‘‘ Mr.
Lee, 1 expect—and Lord Dorrimore and Dr.
Brett, and all the f¢st of 'em! Keep your
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pccker up, you know.
that we've been ecared!”

They warted, their hearts flled with thank-
fulness.

And the light grew brighter, and the voices
became louder. Handforth and his chume
were 80 excited that they did not notice any-
thing strange at first. But, just befure the
approaching party stepped into the cavern,
Handforth began to have a suspicion of the
truth.

‘* Those voices!’’ he '"* They
don’'t seem familiar—"’

‘* The tunnels echo, you ass!’’ said Church.

‘“ Yes, but—— Oh, great pip!”’

Handforth fairly staggered; and his chums
gave cries of amazement and alarm.

For the party which enlered the cavern
was not a rezcue-party, after all! A man led
the way—a burly-looking man, attired in
rough, seafaring garh.

But the juniofs hardly glanced at himn.

They were staring at the four others.

For there were flve men altogether. The
sailorman was normal, but his coumpanions
were weird and wild in appearance. They
all wore long, straggling beards, and their
hair was long—so long that it nearly reached
their shoulders! They were dressed in rags
and tatters, agd their feet wergbare.

Then Handforth gave a roar.

** Nixon!"' he shouted. * Captain Nixon:."

““ Oh, corks!”’

“ Well, I'm blessed!”

The juniors stared at the men, and tho
men stared at the juniors. Captain Nixon—
for the leader of the party was, indeed, that
rascally individual—uttered a string of oaths
which would have made a Billingsgate ftiah.
porter blush.

** Some o’ them blamed boys!’’ shouted the
skipper. *‘* How in the name o’ thunder did
they get into this place?”’

‘“ Oft the ship, arec they?'’ asked one of tho
wild men.

“ Yes, durn them!” snarled Nixon. * Didn't
I tell you to be careful? They're spyin’
already! They'll go back an’ bring Leo
anl__'l

“We'll kill 'em fust!'’ put in one of the
others.

Handforth and Co. listened as if in 4 dream,
It was a tremendous shock to find that they
were not to be rescued by their friends, after
all. But they had been so long aloune—they
had given up hope for euch a timme—that they
were not at all frightened. It was a reliet
to be in the company of other human beings,
and to see the welcome light of a candle.

Don't let 'em see

muttered.

The juniors felt quite content at ‘the
moment. Their position was not as bad ag
it had been.

And Handforth recovered his nerve rapidly.

‘“You awful scoundrel!”” lLe eaid warmly,
laring at Nixon. ‘' You murderous rotter!
%ou tried to smash the yacht on to the rocks,
and we thought you were dead! How did
you escape—and who are these chaps? They
look as if they’'d just stepped out of Bar-
num's show!"” .

Captain Nixon scowled, and then grinned.
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“You ain't far wrong, kid,”” he said.
‘“* They do look a rummy crew, don’'t they?
But thiese friends are wny friends—savvy? An’
vyou'd best keep a civil tongue in your head,
young shaver! I won't stand no lip——"

** We want to get into the open again,’’ put
in Chiurch eagerly.

Thue akipper nodded.

‘“ Yes, [ dessay you do,” he said. ¢ But
you'll get into the open air agin when it
pleases me—an’ not afore. 8Savvy? You've
got to tell me how thinga stand. What
damage was done to the old hooker when she
struck? She seems f.&rly sound, but I'll bet
she’s full o' water "

‘“The yacht is hardly scratch——'' began
MoClure.

- Shut up, you ass!”
“ Don't tell this murderer anything!
going to answer his questions, anyhow!
to him!'" .

Nivon swore again.

* Catch 'old of the young dogs, mates!’ he

gnarled.

‘““Hi!"" roared Handforth. *‘‘ Don't you
touch Leggo! Take your filthy paws oft
me! You—you rotters! . 1f you don't leggo——
Yaroooh!"

roared Handforth.
I'm not
Rats

Ow!

Edward Oswald sat down abruptly, with
¢two men on the top of him. Church and
McClure, although they fought gamely, were
soon dealt with. Their attackers werc pos-
sessed of brute strength.

‘““ Hold 'em down!"" 3aid Nixon harshly.
“ We'll teach the young whelps!”

Handforth and Co. could do nothing; they
were helpless.

And they were utterly startied and
amazed. The events of the last few minutes
had taken their breath away. It was splendid
to be out of that awful darkness, and to see
other human beings; but this was rather too
much of a good thing.

Nixen was a desperate rascal, and he was
quite capable of sending the juniors back
into the tunnels—to lose themeelves and
perish in the darkness. The boys were help-
less against such odds. -

Who were the strange-looking men—the
four who were with Nixon?
Where had they come from? Obviously

they must have been on the island for some
time. But it was altogether astounding. How
could those men have lived on the bare rock?
And why had they not hailed the yacht with
aiadness and enthusiasm when it first
appeared on the scene?

Captain Nixon, it seemed, had found the
men first and for some c¢xtraordinary reagon
they were supporting him. It was a puzzle
which Handiorth and Co. could not fathom.

‘“ You've got to do as we tell you, my young
shavers,’ eaid Captain Nixon grimly. *‘ I ain't
standin’ any nonsense. There's a little
matter concerning the treasure—what was
hrought from the African desert. You've got
to tell me where that treasure is hidden.
Speak up!”

The juniors maintaincd a stony silence.

*“1 give you ten ecconda!"” said the
skipper.
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“ You can give us ten years if you like!'"
snapped Handforth warmly. * If you think
we're going to betray Mr. Lee and Sir Craw-
ford Grey and Lord Dorrimore, you're }olly
well off-side!”

‘* Hear, hear!” said Church stoutly.

‘““ Rather!"” muttered dicClure.

‘“ And you can put that in your pipe and
smoke it!"’ said Handforth, with relish. *'[
don’t suppose it'll tastc very swect!"

Nixon laughed harshly.

‘** Very brave, ain’t you?'' hc sneercd. *' But
we'll see about that, my young cubs! You'll
change your tune afore long—when me an’
my palse here get busy. [ reckon you kid3
need a lesson!”

Handforth and Co. said nothing. They sat
still and silent while Nixon talked in low
tones with his four wild-looking companions.
They were certainly British, and this was all
the more astonishing. They appeared to be
sailors, but they must have been living a
ciglitary life on the island for a considerabie
ime. :

At last Captain Nixon came to a decision.

‘“ Now then, move yourselves,”” he ordered
sharply. “ I'm goin’ to give you a choice,
my lads. You can either speak up, or you can
aet shoved into the tunnels agin—further
down, where there ain’'t any chance of escape.
[ dessavy you'll be in a diffcrent mood arter
twelve hours!”’

Handforth and Co. were:- startled: but they

were even more startled a second later.

““I'm sorry to upeet your scheme, Captain
Nixon, but I'm afraid it cannot go cn,” ex-
claimed a well-known voice. ** You will please
remain quite still. I can assure you it will
be healthier to do so0.”

Nixon swung round, gritting his teeth.

For there, just within the cavern, stood
Nelson Lee! A revolver was held in the
great dctective’s right hand, and the next
moment a white beam of light shot out across
the cavern. Owing to the glare, Nixon could
no longer sce the detective, who held the
electric torch. |

“ You—you interferin’ ewah!"’ roared Nixon

furiously.

““ Hurrah!"’ yelled Handforth, in a cracked
voice. “IJt's Mr. Lee! We're rescued!
Hurrah!"'

‘“ Keep your pecker up, Handy!’' shouted a
voice.

‘“ My hat! That's Nipper,’ gaspcd McClifte.

‘“ Good old Nipper!”

I could not help grinning, although the
situation seemed to be fairly scrious. 1 was
just behind Dorrie and the guv'nor, who had
entered the cavern. Tregellis-West and Wat-
son werc with me, and we were all curious

and on edge.

We had little suspected that we should
come upon such a scenc as this. We were
prepared to see Nixon, and we had hoped to
find Handforth and Co. But the other four
men took us completcly by surprise. Who on
earth were they?

They stood in the full glare of our electric
torches, surrounding Nixon and the boys. Big
men they werc, with hairv faces and with



but rags and

clothing which was nothing
and most

tatters. They were all dirty,
repulsive in appearance.

o dy ﬁad! Who are these gentlemen?’’ in.
quired Dorrie politely. “ 1 don’t remember
seein’ them on board the yacht—an’ yet they
scouldn’'t have come from anywhere else. It’s
frightfully mysterious—""

“1 ain't afraid o’ your durned gun!”
shouted Nixon abruptly. ‘* What the thunder
do you mean by comin’ here and interferin’ in
an affair what don't concern you? Clear off
while you're safe!’

* Thanks!'' eaid Handforth—'‘ we will!"

Nixon had not been addressing the trio of
Study D; but they lost no time in scrambling
up and dashing over to our side of the
cavern. They charged into us, and Montie
and Tommy were nearly sent flying.

‘“ Begad! Pray Dbe careful,
lowg—""

‘* That you, Montie?"’ gasped Handflorth.
‘“Oh, my hat! What a time we’ve had! But
we're all right now——"

Crack!

It was the guv’'nor’s revolver—and that
shot, curiously enbugh. was to bring dieaster
upon us. Nixon had suddenly pulled a square
tin from his pocket; and he flung it with all
his strength at Nelson lee’s electrico torch.

His aim was bad, however, and the tin
struck the guv’nor’'s right wrist, tearing the
gkin rather severely. Lee’'s hand jerked, with
his finger on the trigger, and the weapon
naturally exploded.

Crash!

The bullet struck the rock just behind
Nixon and his four strange companions. And

1e rock splintered, and ecores of small
chunks fell to the floor with a clatter,

Nixop twirled like lightning.

‘“* Now's your chance!'’ he roared.
on!”’

He grabbed up several chunks of rock, and
hurled them viciously across the cavern. We
had not been prepared for such an onslaught,
and the guv'nor had no time to use his
revolver. : *

The very first piece of rock hit him on the
head, and he staggered forward. dazed and
dizzy. Dorrimore met with a similar fate. As
he was charging, a jagged piece of rock struck
him on the shin. ¢ stumbled, crashed over,
and was instantly pounced upon by two of
Nixon's men.

There was now a tremendous uproar pro-
ceeding.

The only light was that of the flickering
candle. 1 rushed forward, ably supported
by my chums and Handforth and Co. Hand-
forth received a swinging Ulow from Nixon as
he came up; and poor old Bandy went over,
nearly stunned.

The rest of the fight was short and sharp.
With the odds now heavily against us, we
could do very little. We hammered away
until we could hammer no longer. Heavy
“bhlows were rained upon us, and at length we
were beaten into surrender.
. Within three minutes our own rope was

dear fel-

‘“ Come
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uged to bind our hands—and there we were,
the prisoners of Captain John Nixon!

We had found Handforth and Co. and a pile
of trouble in one swoep!

CHAPTER VI
THE UNDERGROUND LAKE.

APTAIN NIXON laughed pleasantly.

* Quite a nice little bunch of you!”’
he remarked, as he calmly lit one of
Nelson Lee's cigarettes. ** Ah! That's

I haven't had a decent smoke

C

1?}' 'd’aye. Much obliged, Mr. Lee, for the
gift !’
The v'nor said nothing. Nixon had

Nelson Lee’s cigarettes—casge and all
—a few moments earlier. We were a!l sitting
in a clump, with our wrists bound. Nixon
had not thought it ncceseary to sccure our
ankles.

‘* You walked right into our hands,’” went
on Nixon. *‘ Rather a pity you need that
gun of yours; it provided us with a few
handy bits of rock. But if you keep nice and
quiet I sha'n't do no harm to ye!”

“* You frightful rascal!’' exclaimed Dorri-
more. ‘* You talk about doin’ no harm! Ap’
yet you have been tryin’ to kill us for weeks
past—ever since you arranged that ambush In
the forest. You've failed all along, an’
you'll fail now. An’' you'll finish up, hy gad,
by spendin’ a nuumber of years in gaol!”’

Nixon laughed again.

‘“ Think &0?"" he said. * Mebhe you'se
right, my lord; but I'd lay heavy odds that
you're wrong! I've had a few sethacks, but
this time I'm certain ¢f winuin' through.
Understaund? I ain’t takinz apry more
chances. I've got the lot of youn now—an' I'm
going to keep you where you won't do no
harm."”

* In—in these tunnels?’’ gasped Church.

** Oh, somewhere better than that!" said
Nixon. ' I’'m out for victory now, an' with
the yacht’'s erowd robbed of your services, 1
reckan I can deal with the sitnation eaaily.
There ain’t no law on this blamed islwnd-.
except my law. An" what 1 says goes—every
time!"’ -

‘* You have certainly gained the upper
hand for the moment, Nixon,” said Nelson
Lee smoothly. ‘* But you must not deceive
yourself. There are still many formidable

rsona on hoard the yacht, and you will not
nd your -task easy—-"'

**You don't know what game I'm goin’ to
play,” interrupted Nixon. ' An’ I don't feel
inclined to explain, neither. So I'll just put
you all in a safe place—where you can't do
no harm.”

** You—you
Handforth. )

“It ain’t fair to call me that,”’ said Nixon,
“1 ain't & hard man, and 1 doa't mean to
harm a hair o’ your heads. In fact, L'in
going to show you a NDice little exit, an’ you
can get back to your friends.”

annexe

murderous rotter!”’ roarced
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Nixon laughed softly to himself. Then he
took Ncelson lee¢’s revolver from his pocket,
und levelled it. .

“Up you get—all of you!” he ordered.
‘“ It there's any mutiny, I'll shoot!’’

“* Rats to you!" said Handforth flercely.
“I'm not goineg to take any rotten orders
from a bLeast of your stamp! Go and eat
coke!"”’

Neison Lee rose to his [eet.

** Boys, you must obey Captain Nixon,” he
8aid quiotly.

** But—but-- ' began Handforth.

*“I am svcrious, I[fandforth,” said Lee.

‘““Obey coverything."”

“That's what I cal! sensible,”” remarked
Nixon. ‘‘Lee's got a good respect for bhis
innards—he don’'t want to feel a bullet get-
tin’ mixed up with his heart and lungs. It
wouldn't do 'em no good!"

The guv'nor gave me a meaning glance.
Coptain Nixon was absolutely callous, and
ke had proved on several occasipns that he
was capable of murder. He certainly would
not hesitate to use that revolver. With the
slightest e¢xcuse, he would shoot, and one
death would be followed by others. Humili-
ating as it was, we could do nothing but
obey the orders of this desperate rascal.

When we were upon our feet he regarded
us with a queer smile on his rugged, cruel-
featurcd face. His four companions stood by,
looking on with great interest, and whisper-
ing occasionally among themselves.

**Now then!" said Nixon. ‘‘You'll go
down that tunnel—etraight in front of you.
And tho tust feller that jibs will fall in his
tracks. March!”

Neison Lee led the way, with Dorrie by tis
sde.  We entered the tunnel, and Captain
Nixon brought up the rear, forcing us along
like a herd of cattle. As the guv'nor had
*s:nid, our safest plan, was to obey.

And then something startling occurred.

~ Nelson Lec and Dorrie, who were walking
in front, cnveloped in darkness, suddenly
guve two sharp gasps. There was a slithering
noise, and then a dull, far away splash. 1
guessed the truth in a second. There was
i hole in the floor of the tunnel! And the
gav'nor and Dorrie had plunged into it un-
knowingly! Captain Nixon had deliberately
forced us into the terrible trap.

‘“ March!'' he roared.

But Montic and Tommy and I hesitated.
We were next, and we fcared to take that
unknown plunge into the depths. We halted,
shivering with horror. Not a sound came
from ahead or Lelow.

‘““If you don't march within three seconds
I'm going to shoot!'’ snarled. Nixon, in a
voice which could not be mistakem. ‘It
don’'t make much dillerence—except that
this deaath will be a bit quicker!"”

“*We must go on!l” I whispered huskily.
‘“We can't allow ourselves to be shot down

lixe dogs. Come on, you chaps!’’
‘* Dear follow, I'm ready!"” said h{on-tie
Guietly. '

Crackl
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Nixon's revolver went off with a roar, and
a terrific yeli came from Handforth. 1 fully
believed, in that moment, that poor old
Handy had bcen shot dead. And I walked
forward with Montie and Tommy on either
side of mec.

We only took three steps, and then dowp
we went.

The fall was not sheer at first. We slith-
ered dowu a sloping shelf of rock, surrounded
by utter blackness. Then we dropped sheer.
Down, down! It seemed a ternible drop.

Splash! We struck water, and plunged
under, uphurt. I don’t exactly know what
happened, but I felt myself being hauled
along and the cords binding my wrists un-
fastened. And then, when I rosc to the sur-
face, I heard other splashes, accompanied by

s ‘““ Whero

‘*“Oh, my hat!" said somebody.
are we?’”’

‘o gs that you, Handy?" I spluttered.
[ 1] ?cs.li

“I thought you'd heen shot——"'

‘““ That beast fired his revolver right againat
my ear,’” said Handforth. ‘‘I'm scorched, I
believe, and I'm as deaf as a post—I can't
hear a thing!”’

Naturalty, this was an exaggeration, and I
took no notice of it. I was swimming round
in little circles. The water was not very
cold, and it was only about ten feet deep.
But, as far as I could judge, we had all
plunged into a small underground lake, or
pool, with emooth rock sides. Death seemed
inevitable, sooner or later,

‘*“ Are you there, Nipper?'’ came Nelson
Lee's voice. *‘‘ Are the other boys there?”

We could not see, of course, but it was
soon discovered that we were all presents—
and aH unhurt. Captain Nixon had gone—
even he was not brutal enough to watch us
perish. -

‘““Is there any chance for us,
panted.

“I don't know, Nipper,’”' replied the guv'-
nor. ‘' I've already been round the walls of
this pool. They are sheer, like those of a
well, without even a crevice. There is no
escape that I can see.”

‘““ We're in a frightful mess—that’s all about
it!"” exclaimed Lord Dorrimore. ‘1 hope
all you fellows can swim decently? If not,
I can support a couple of you for a bit.
Just say the word.” .

It was good of Dorrie, but we were all
strong enough at the moment. And Nelson
Lee, who knew that our position was as bad
as it could possibly be, losi no time in mak-
ing investigations.

Nixon had eent us into this black lake
because he reckoned that we should die with-
in an hour. There was no escape, he con-
sidered, and there would be no trouble with
our dead bodies. We should just vanish for
ever. It wag the easiest way to get rid of
us.

‘* Have you noticed a curious fact, Dorrie?"”
asked Nelson Lee keeniy. _

“I've noticed several, old man,’”’ said his

sir,”” I



lordship. *For instance, I'm wet through,
an’ I've swablbowed pints of salt water—"'

*““That is the curious fact!’’ said Lee
grimly. ‘ This water is salt! In fact, it is
sea water!”

* Then—then it means that this cavern is
supplied by the sea!” 1 gasped. * There
must be an outlet, sir! Perhaps it's under-
neath——"' .

*I intend to find out,”” said the guv’'nor.

He proceeded to dive, and after four or
five unsuccessful attempts he found a sea-
weed-choked cavity near the floor of the
pool. Regardless of the consequences, Nel-
eon Lee forced his way through. It seemed
ages before he completed the rassage. Then
he rose swiftly, bobbed out of the water, and
took in a deep breath.

He could see daylight!

Lee murmured a word of thankfulness. He
was in an outer cave, and he could hear the
sea breaking on the rocks. He could see the
daylight through a low opening. There was
a chance for us yet!

The night had passed during our search
in the old tunnels. Necison Lee judged that
the tide was coming in, and although the
water was calm within the cave, there was
not a second to be lost.

He dived again and forced his way through
the slimy passage—which, actually, was very
short—and again reached us in the inner
pool. We were all thankful to see him again,
for he had been absent so long that we had
feared that the very worst had happened.

** Well, sir?’’ asked three or four of us.

“Our position is not so serious, after all,”
said the guv’'nor in a whisper. * Don’t shout
—Nixon might be within earshot. This cavern
is connected with an outer cave, and we can
all escape—if you boys can negotiate the dive

successfully. A passage leads into safety.”
"‘Oh, thank goodness!’’ muttered Hand-
orth.

‘ An’ I was beginnin’ to wonder how many
lawsuits there’'d be in connection with my
property,” said Dorrie. ‘‘I haven't made a
will, an’ there might be some squabbles—"’

‘““You can talk about that later, Dorrie,”
said Lee briskly. ‘* Follow me!”

I don’t exactly know how we got t.hrou%h
that passage. It nggded a bit of finding, to
begin with—and although Dorrie and I 'and
Montie were good divers, th: other fellows
were not so. expert.

However, with assistance, and after swal-
lowing varying quantitics of water, we all
sutceeded in reachinz the outer cave.
McClure was nearly done for once, for he
became entangled iu the seaweed, but he
was freed by Nelson Lee, who acgted
promptly.

We could see the welcome daylight, apd
after a short rest we determined to get out
into the open with no loss of time. Our
adventure had been a startling one, but it
was turning out all serene now. Filled with
hope, we fallowed the guv’nor. :

The roof of the cave was onl
heads, as we swam. At hig

just over our
tide, in all
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prébability, there was no exit at all. The
cave was flooded right out, and it would have
been impossible to swim from the under-
ground lake to the outer air itself without
collapsing en route.

_But the under-water swim, in the present
circumstances, was not very terrifying. And
we all accomplished it safely. and with euse
—in spite of the fact that we were tired.

- ** Thank goodness!'’ gasped Handforth. as
he struck out for the ciave exit. ** Daylight
at last!”

“1 thought we were never gaing to rcc the
sky again,” said McClure huskily. ‘* Doesn’t
it look glorious? And fancy it being daylight
now. I thought we were still in the middle
of the night.”

We passed out of the low exit, one behind
the other.

Nelson Lee had climbed on to a pile of
rocks, and he sat there in the sunlight, drip-
ping, but cheerful. And he ticked us all off
as we emerged into the open, nodding with

approval.

‘ Dorrie, Nipper, Tregellis-West, Hand-
forth, Watson, Charech, MecClure!”” he ex-
claimed. ‘‘ Seven of you—that's right. We've

all managed to get out—and we have much
to be thankful for.* /

‘“ What a frightfully cheerful fellow Cap-
tain Nixon is!"" remarked Dorrie. *‘ I'irst of
all he tries to finish off the lot of us by
wreckin’ the yacht; an’ them he amuses him-
self by playin® this game. The way he
chucked us into that shaft was quite enter-

tainin’, by gad!” :

‘““ Nixon meant us to be kiled,” I said
grimly. ‘" He thinks we all pegged out with-
in ten minutes—"

‘““And he’s now congratulating himself that
we're dead,” said Handforth. ‘' By George!
When I meet that rotter again, I'm going to
punch him until he can’'t stand straight!
The cad! The awful rogue!”

‘* 8till, we've escaped,” I said cheerfully.
‘“That’s the main thing. my sons. It ought
not to be such a hard job to capture Master
Nixon, and to put him neatly into irons.
What do you say, guv'nor?”

Nelson Lee shook his head.

‘““It won't be so easy,”” bhe replied. ‘' All
those tunnels and caverns are like a maze
and it will be no easy task to rout Nixon out.
We might lose ourselves again, if we ven-
tured into—'"'

‘““ But Nixon might lose himself, too, sir.”

“1 hardly think so—for he has the guidance
and help of those four mysterious-looking
men who attacked wus,”” said the guv'nor.
‘“ They know the tunnels by heart, 1 pre-
sume.”

‘* Who can they be. sir?' asked Watson.

- ‘“ Really, Watson, it is a difficult question
to anewer,”’ said the guvnor. ‘1 should
say that the men are castaways from someo
wrecked ship—they have kved on the island
for a good few months, It would seem.
Nixon must have encountered them quite
early—and he loet no time in poisoning the'r
minds against us. So they arc enemics.
But why they should listem to Nixon, . nd
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why they should be hosiile, are matters
which nesd much attention, The affair ia a
mystery.”

“Quite 80, mid Lord Dorrimore. - An'
80 8 A aamage.”

‘e ml?"

" Ransageas are mysteriea, an’ [ beliove

thoy 're on the menu for break{ast thia morn-

ing.,” explained Dorrie calmly. I we're
‘goin’ ™ invealigate any myateries to-day,
[ ean tell you the kind we'll atart on. I'm
starvin't”

The guv'nor c¢dmckied.

“ AN right, Dorrie,”” he said. “ Wa'll get
to the vacht at once. We seem to bho quite
isolated round here, amid these rocks. Buab

il we cilmab over that ledge yonder, we shxll
probably be able (o get a better idea of our
posxtion.””

And, without further ado, wo followed the
load of Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore, and
made off ‘acrosa the rocka.

-— | —

CHAPTER VIL
TIH MYSTERY OF CASTAWAY ISLAND,

" Q UBER—infornally queer!”

Dr. Brott made that ramark as
towarda the rocky shore.

he atood om the yacht's deck, lean-
ing againat the rail. He waa gazing
But his goze met
nothing eoxcept those frownimg walls, No
human beng was visible. =
““Yea, Brett, (b is decidedly unsetthing!
exciaimed Captain Burton. *“ Broad. day-
light, and still no sign of Mr. Lee or his
party. - What can have become of them!?
Why asbould 4hey have remained on the
island all night?” -
Brett looked thoughtful. |
“They went ashore, captain, in order
to find out what had become of HNandiorth
and two other juniors,” he said, * It seems
thay Mr. Leo I3 finding his task a dificult
one. And | am beginning to gel anxiouns."
“ Yon cannot be more anxious than 1 am,
Bratt,” dechared Captain Burton. “ The
scarch-part long absence - proves quite
cloarly that something of an alarming nature
wust have occurred. It seems that we are
never to be free of perils and anviety. This
yoyage has not been at all smooth. 0
doctor nodded grimly. :
v Smooth!” he echoad. * Well, hardly.
We're high and dry on the rocks, in a
manver of speaking, and I'm hanged if | can
‘s0® how we are to get aflgat agan.” -
3.

fittle ship, nnd
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“That's not very choerful, anyhow,® re-
marked Brett. “ However, we might be abls
to receive help from some passing ship—-
Hold on! Didn't I see somebody pdaving
against the rocks just now?'" S

" Where?'' asked the skipper, taking his
‘gnsses. '

“ Just over towards the left of the bay."

The two men looked intenthty, And they
certainly did see a figure. It was impos-
sible to tell who it was, or what it was—
until it turmed rdéund, and faced the yacht,
Amd as ¥ did 3o something white fluttered.

The man stepped down towards the sea,
still waving the white rag. :

** What on earth is the meaning of this?"
multered the captain. ** That man is not

| Leo, or Dorrie, or—— Why, good heavens!
It's Nixon—Captain Nixon himself! That
vile wreteh is alive, after all!*

“Wel, I'm hanged!" shouted Brett, .
They both stared at the shore more alertly

than before, Captdin Nixon had come to a
hatt, and he was waving the white rag
continuously —obviously to attract atlention.
And Brett suddenly jumped to the truth. -

‘““He wants us to accept that as a flag of

truce!” he exclaimed. *“ The impudent
rascal! No doubt he is on the point of
starving, and—— By jingo! 1 wonder il

Nixon knrows anything about our
Captain Burton looked grave.

“*We can't afford to rigk it,” he said.
| “ We can't ignore this man, Brett. Uunder
the circumstances, we' had better go ashore
| without delay—just |yon and L. 1t is for-

tupate that everybody elee i3 still below.””

Fhe captain was referring to Sir Crawford
and his guests. It waa sbill earlg morping,
| and nobody had emerged from their eabins

as m. The  crow were all asl for the
O:jrl ry work of the yacht was at a stand-
| R, e ey
r Just at the moment Brett and the céaptain
bad the deck completely to themselves. A
boat was lying alongside, in the smooth
water. And in less than & minute the pair
had tumbled into it, and were pulling for the

'l'h.ei were both armed, and knew well
m that they could tackle Captain Nifen
~ Nixon waited with ® grim
lips, and’ he seemed to be amused
two. me.h‘éd' c'?‘:bod"-'ou;_"._a!, the ¢
 he removed his bedraggled cap.
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tell you to your face, Nixon, that hanging { the moment,” said Dr. Brett grimly. ‘ Well,

in altogether too good for you—you murder-
ous dog!'!’”’

** Thanks!'’ sneered Nixon.

**You tried to send every soul on board
that yacht into Eternity!’ thundered Captain
Burton. ‘ You began by seriously injuring
my first officer, and then you pile my ship
on the rocks. One day, Jobhn Nixomn, you’ll be
punished for that act!'*

‘* Mebbe,”’ said Nixon carelessly.

‘* Not content with that, you have the
startling audacity to approach me,” went
on Burton. * Well, what do you want? If
you ecxpect me to give you food, you'll ex-
pect in vain. A hound of your calibre
deservea to starve!’

Captain Nixon laughed bharshly.

‘*We'll see about that!” he exclaimed.
‘ You won't have everything your own way,
Burton—nor you, neither, Dr. Brett. It so
happens that I'm in a position to dictate
m—_'.

**To dictate!”

** That's what [ said, an’ my orders must
be obeyed!’’ | _

** Your orders!"” roared Captain Burton.
“Upen my soul! The man must be mad,
Brett—absolutely mad!'™”

*1 have suspected it all along,” nodded
the doctor. ‘ Nixon, you had better calm
yourself. 1 will examine you—"

“You'll go to blazes!" snapped Nixon.
“ 1I'm not standing no nonsense—understand?
You're just wondering what the game is?
Well, I'll explain. Last night a party of
five came ashore—a party consisting of Mr.
Nelson Lee, Lord Dorrimore, Nipper, and
two other boys. They'd come ashore to
search for three other young varmints, what
bad got lost.”

'* Well?”” snapped Brett.

**It so happens that all them gentlemen
walked into a little trap,”” continued Nixon
calmly. ‘ They're prisoners—every man of
them. And you'll never find them, even if
you search for a solid month.”

Captain Burton and Dr. Brett were greatly
startled. There was a ring of truth in
Nixon's statement. Indeed, the very fact
that he knew everything proved that his talk
was not idle.

And here was an explanation of the party’s
long absence!

Dr. Brett and Captain Burton could do
nothing but, accept Nixon's statement as the
truth. In any case, it would have been risky
to ignore the man. He stood watching
calmiy, and with a sneer on his face-

‘“ Well?"’ he said, at last. ‘‘ Scared you a
bit, ain't 1? 1 don’t wonder at It, with Mr.
Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore in my hands
—well, I guess I've got the drop on you!”

And Nixon laughed triumpbantly.

As & matter of fact, he firmly believed
that we had all died a miserable death by
now. The callous brute, however, was deter-
mined to make capital out of our disappear-
ance.

'* You may have got the drop on us for

|

what are your terms?
release your prisoners?”

‘* Certainly—at a price.”

‘“I don't believe your. story!”’ thundered
Captain Burton. ‘I don’t believe that Mr.
Lee and all those others would fall into a
trap! The job couldn't have been done
single-handed——"’ .

‘* Then perhaps you’ll tell me where the
Mttle party has got to?" sneered Nixon.
‘“ Perhaps you'll tell me why they ain't
turned up? You don’t seem to understand,
Burton, that this island is no more solid
than a blamed honeycombh. It's full ot
cracks an’ tunnels—and I was ashore before
anybody else. When Lee and bis party came
along 1 was ready—and they all walked into
the trap before they knew it. An inviting-
looking tunnel, an’ a slab of stone all ready

Are you prepared to

to drop. In they goes, the whole crowa,
and down comes the stone! Savvy? Was
it an easy job? Don’t ask me such foolish
questions!"” ’

And Nixon spat contemptuously into the
sea. His brief account of what had hap-
Fened——or, rather, what he wanted his
isteners to believe had happened—was con-
vincing enough.

‘* They're prisoners,’”’ he wewt on. ‘ They
can't get out until I let 'em out. If you
handle me now you’ll be a durmed Hun!'
You'll be violating the white flag! You can’'t
do it, Captain Burton. You'll have to agree
to my terms, or them pals of yours will
starve.”’

Captain Burton took a deep breath.

‘“- What are your terms?’’ he demanded.
“] want three boatloads of food brought
ashore,”’ he said—** sacks of flour, sugar, tea,
jam, tinned meat, and all things o’ that kind.
Three boatloads cram full. As soon as the
stuff is handed over, I'll keep my side o’ the
barga.,i . '

*“What guarantee have we got?’’ asked
Brett sharply.

“My word of honour.”

“I'm afraid that won't suit us—but we
are hardly in a position to choose,”’ said
Captain Burton. I will speak with Dr.
Brott for a moment before giving you my
final answer.”

“] give you two minutes,” said Nixon
truculently.

Burton and Brett drew aside, and looked
at one another with faces which were expres-
sive of their secret alarm.

““ What is to be done, Brett?” asked the
captain huskily. *“1 don’'t like to believe
this scoundrel’'s story; but what else can
we do? Mr. Lee has not returned, and it is
clear that somethinF bad has happened. And
it we accede to Nixon's demard, and hand
over the food, we shall seriously shorten our
own aupplies.’”

Brett nodded.

“It's dificult,’” he said. ‘‘ And even after
we have handed over the prize, we have no
guarantee that Mr. Lee and the others will
be released. To deal with a man of thig
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sort ia well-high impossible. Having gained
his fAirat victory, he will make other demands

—he will probably refuse to relesse his
prisoners until we have handed over  the
treasure of El Safra.”

“By thunder!” exclaimed the captain.
“ You're right, Drett! Nixon has been afler
that treasure all the time. But he wants
the food first—it (8 a ruse. Our plan must

be fo refuse point-hlank.”
“ Exactly,” sald Dretl.

course.’’ .
They turned back to the waiting scoundrel.

“It is the only

“1 have deeided,” said Captain Burton
grimly.

“Yon give in?"

“1 do not!" snapped Burton. I will have
nothing to do with your plan, Nixon. You
will not gel one particle of food-—"'

‘““ By )inks!" anarled Nixon, taken by sur-
prise.  * You won't hand over? I'll show

you what I'm made of! If that stuff ain’t on
the ahore within an hour, Lee and all the
others will be ‘killed like yaller dogs—an’
sou'l see their bodies floatin’ around the
yacht! Them's my last words!’

“You daren't—"

“Bah! Didn't 1 dare to send the yaoht
on the rocks!” roared Nixon. ‘1 don’'t care
what hdppesa now! You've gol* lo agree,
OF —Of ="'

The words died away in Nixon's throat,
and his face went deathly pale. He stared
with horrilled gaze over at the rocks to-
warda the left. Then a hoarse cry of terror
camo from bolween his hps.

He turned on his heel and fled—fled as
though a thousand devils were on his brack.
Captain Burton and Dr. RBrett were amazed,
and they turnad to see the cause of Nixon's

terrible fright.

And there, in fall view, stood Nelson Lee!

“Mr. Lee!" roared Brett, running forward.
“Thank goodness!"’

In a few moments we were all in view—
a sadly bedraggled and weary crew, but

1

all whole -and cheerful. - Dr. Brett and the
captain were strangely excited, it seemecd,
and for a time we didn't understand. NE

But Nelson Lee soon explained, and then
there was a [resh surprise for those on
board the yacht,

By the ordinary breakfast-time,
forth and Co. were sound asleep in their
cabin. © Tregellis-Weat and Wateon sought
their bunks, too—for they had had no aleep
during the night—but I felt quite brisk. -

There 'was a certain amount of consterna-
tion when Nelson Lee explained to all that
Captain Nixon was still a dangerous man,
arndd that there were four other enemies
apon the island—four wild-looking men, whose
presence on Castaway Island was a singular
mystery.

“I intend to discover the truth as soon as
possible,”” said Nelson Lee, talking to the
company in general. * There is another plan
[ have in mind. We have the aeroplane on
board, and the crew will soon be set to work
constructing floats, 30 that the machine may
he converted into a seaplane.
I8 not quite so bad, after all, and I think I
can safely guarantee that we shall all be
homeward bound within a fortnight. -

“Hurrah!" - .

““There was a good deal of handelapping
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Hand-

Our position -

from the girls, and everybody was feeling in

a good humounr. But, at present, the whole
ghip's company were prisoners on Castaway
Ishband. And it seemed that we had not yet
done with Captain John Nixon—although I
really fail to understand how he could do us
any further harm: .

But what was the mystery of that strange
rocky island, with its many underground
tunnels and passages?

We were destined to fathom that little

matter in a very short space of time—but . °

not before we had passed through a further
period of peril and excitement! Our summer
holida%a were certainly proving to be adven-
turous!

THE END.
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TO MY READERS.

Our famous detective, NELSON LEE, has been up against
a few desperadoes in his time, but I doubt whether he has
ever had to contend against a villain at once so cunning, so
daring and ruthless as Captain John Nixon.
he is plotting another dastardly scheme of revenge.
Week's Story, entitled,

we shall learn in Ne

PRISONER OF THE CAVERN,"” when the mystery surround-~
ing the four wild=looking men of the catacombs will be

unfolded. : .
Next week I hope to be able to announce the title of a

splendid new serial.

Again at large,
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

ALAN CARNE, a young Britisher captured by
the Germans in East Africa. is cast out al the
end of the war, to wander in the jungle. He
18 goa;wd by a Hottentot servant named

JAN SWART. After a few days of hardship
they fall in with

DICK SELBY and his native servants. Alan
and Dick become great pals. They wilness
the death of an old man named John Ham-
mond, who tells them a wonderful story of a
house in the jungle, where an English girl
18 kept captice. wa chums sel out to find
this mysterious house situated in the Hidden
Valley. They meet with a series of adven-
tures. including gttacks from the Bajangas,
led by Tib Mohammed, a noted slave deuler.
After crossing a lofty range of mountains,
they suddenly come upon the Hidden Valley,
where they meet Lorna Ferguson, her invalid
Jather, and e man named Taverner, twho 18
discorered to have aitempted the murder of
Ferquson by poisonous drugs. Overpowered
and tmprisoned, he escapes, and it 18 feared
he will diselose the subterranean passage (O
Tib Mohammed. The sick manr rallies,
and recognises Alan as his son. Ferguson's
real name s Harold Carne. Wrongfully
believing his wife to have been disloyal, he
came to Africa to forget his troubles. Alan
gives him a lelter which discloses the truth.
and Harold Curne is persuaded to relurn to
his wife. The expected atlack beyins, and
after brarely defending the pass, Dick and
Alan make for the cavern to find no trace of
Lorna and her futher, whom they were to
rejuin there.

(Now read on).

QGrave Fears—The Invasion of the Valley— |
What Can Have Happened 7—A Welcome
Ory-—Why Mr. Carne Delayed—On to the

Cavern—The S8ituation j8 Orltical.
HERE was good reason for Chanka’s

I sions that had gripped the lads.I
Mr. Carne and Lorna had no prepara-

grave words, and for the apprehen-
tions to wake, and if they had observed

the signal fire—as, of course, they had—
they would have been ready to start at once
with Jan Swart and the Somali servants.
They had not very far to go, and they:
should have arrived at the cavern a quarter
of an hour ago. What, then, could have
delayed them? What peril, if any, could
they have encountered? It was impossible
that any of the Arabs or Bajangas could
have already got to the dweling.

““ Wah, it is bad!” the Maaai repeated.
‘“ Some evil has befallen them!™

There was a sickening fear in Alan's heart,
and Dick, knowing how he felt, put his hand
on his shoulder.

‘“ Don't worry,” he said. ‘‘ Your father
and sister will turn up before long. They
couldn't have travelled as rapidly as we
did, you must remember.”

““Yes, 1 know that,”” Alan assented.
‘“ They should be here by now, though, even
if they had moved slowly.”

‘* Well, the on'y explanation I czn think
of is that your father has been taken ill.
The excitement might have brought on a
sort of a relapse.”

“I have been thinking of that myseif,
Dick. We’'ll have. to hurry over there and
see what's wrong. Or we may meet them
on the way."

‘“Yes, that's what we'il have to do. But
if we don’'t meet them coming, and shouid
have to go as far as the house, we probably
won't be able to return to the cabin.”

‘“No, I dom't suppose we will. Listen,
Dick !”

The Arabs and Bajangas, after swarmrng
through the hills and past the sigral fre,
mu3t have split into two rties. To the
right, along the side of the valley, could
be heard a swe!ling clamour which indicated
that some of the enemy were approaching
from that direction, and from other ccn-
fused sounds, on the opposite side, It
appeared that another band of the raiders
wa3d nioving towards the dwelling.

‘* Things are scrious,” said Dick. * Wo
can't wait here. We must decide quickly
what to do,"

-
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““ There is only one thing for it,” Alan
declared. ** We must dash over there, and
if it should be too tate for us to return, wc'lk
all have to escape by the water passage.
Come along.” .

Without any further delay, followed by
Cbanka, they scrambled down amongst the
bushes to the base of the olif and struck
across the valley.

I'or two or three hundred yards they
hurried on, now traversing timber and scrub
where they were in black shadow, and now
emerging in open spaces that were steeped
in the red glare of the fire that was still
burning to the westward. At length, to their
relief, they heard a shout from not far in
front of them. )

“They arc coming!” Dick said eagerly.
‘“That was Jan's voice!”

They pressed rapidly on, calling as they
ran; and when they had gone a few more
vards, and had burst from a clump of trecs.
they met the fugitives. Mr. Carne was lean-
ing heavily on Lorna, and by the glow of
the fire it could be secn that he looked
'white and ill. The girl was carrying the
lcather bag that contained the diamonds,
and Jan Swart was burdened with a couple
of rifles and the two aacks of food. There
were only the three of them. They were
not accompanied by the Somali servants.

‘““ Ab, herc you are!” cried Alan. *'I have
been terribly worried. 1 couldn't imagine
what had happened!”

‘* Father wouldn't come at once,” Lorna

told him. '‘‘He remembered something he
wanted to do, and we waited for him. ‘I'hen
he was taken suddenly ill as we were about
to start, and we had to wait again until he
was able to walk.” -

‘*Yes, that is what delayed us,” said
Mr. Carne. ‘‘You needn’'t be worried, my
boy. 1 am better now and will soon be quite
all right. 1 exerted myself too much, I dare
say. 1 was determined not to leave until
I had—"'

‘““You can tcll us later, father!” Alan
interrupted. * There is no time to bc lost
if we are to escape by the cavern, for some
of the cnemy are pushing in that direction.”

The lads had stopped, for only a few
scconds, and they now retraced their steps
as rapidly as they could. They could not
travel very fast, for Mr. Carne was weak
and faint. Alan and Lorna helped him
along, holding his arms. The Masai strode
in front, and Dick brought up the rear with
the Hottentot, whom he had relieved of a
part of his bueden, Alan gave his father a
brief and thrilling account of the fight with
the Arabs and Bajangas, and of the means
by which they had forced the cleft in the
hills and put the defenders to rout. Mr.
Carne's eyes blazed with wrath as he
listened. .

‘* So you were right about Taverner!'' he
exclaimed. ‘I heard the grenades exploding
and knew what it meant. What a fiend
that man is! How basely he has repaid my
kindness to him! I wish you had shot him.
But thero is a chance of his bRing punished

as he deserves, for I have ignited a slow |
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fuse which connects with a cask of powder
that is stored in the cellar under the dwe?-
ling. It will burn for half an hour or so,
and when the house is blown to fragments,
a3 it will be, Ralph Taverner. may be
destroyed with it. He would have hastened
there at once to get the diamonds.”

** And he would have taken d'ib Mohammed
and others of the raiders with him,"” said
Alan. ** 1 hope they will be in the house
when the explosion occurs. But where are
the servants?” he added. * Why did you
Icave them behind?"”

‘* The cowardly dogs fled,”” replied Mr.
Carne. * They faileq me at the last, when
I needed their assistance.”

** Yes, they deserted us,”” Lorna to!d her
brother. ‘' They were frightenred by the
lighting of the signal-fire, and when a couple
of the Somalis came with the news of the
defeat, just as we were ready to start, the
servants went olf with them to the lower
end of the vailey, They mecant to get away
in canoes through the water passage, and
they must have done so by now.”

“I don’t like that,”” Dick put in. *If
the Somalis have fled out to the Bana in
those canoes we¢ may find ourselves in an
ugly fix.”

** What do you mean, my boy?'" asked Mr.
Carne. ‘‘Surely we have nothing to fear.
There are other canoes in readiness for us
by the stream beyond the cliffs.”

**But there i3 a likelihood of our bheing
hcaded oftf from the cavern, sir.”

**1 don't thihk so. Tib Mohammed and
his band have no knowledge of the cavern, so
thcy must be advancing towards the house.”

**No doubt some of them are, but not all.
Aian and I heard a part of them approaching
by the north side of the valley.”

** Theen they must have changed their
course, Selby. 1 don't hear any sounds of
danger in front of us.’{

The fugitives had got to within a hundred
yards of the cliff, and they now stopped
to listen. To the westward the light of
the signal-fire had faded to a dim glow.
From over on the south side of the valley
floatéd a vague clamour which appeared to
be close to the dwelling, but on the opposite
side all was quiet. Of a sudden, however,

the Masai_ lifted a warning hand. And at
the same instant Jan Swart spoke.
*“1 hear a wnoise, Baas,”” Le said in a

whisper to Dick.
" What of you, Chanka?” Mr. Carne in-
quired. ‘Have you also heard something?’
The Masai nodded.
“Wah, bad mens come!" he replied.
‘““ Are they close by or at a distance?"”

“They not close yet, Bhagwan. Move very
softly, same as lions.”

The keen ears of Chanka and the Hottentot
had caught some sound which was inaudible
to the others. Uniess they had been deceived,
which was not likely, a band of the Arabs
and Bajangas were stealthily and noiselessly
skirting the northern rim of the valley.
But what could have brought them in this

(Continued on p. iii of Cover.)
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direction? Why had thecy separated from
their companions?

'* There's something queer atout this,” said
Alan. ‘* Has Ralph “¥averner any knowledge
of the cavern, father?”

** No, I have never mentioned it to him,”
Mr. Carne answered.

**But he may have heard you and Lorna
speaking of it on some occasion.”

** It i3 possible that he did, my boy, I wiil

admit.” .

*Then that accounts for it, fathcer.
Taverner knows all about the cavern, and
he is quietly leading some of the enemy

there to prevent us from escaping through
the clifis.”

The Masai lifted his hands again and Jar
whisperéd that he could still hear the sounds.
The girl was pale with terror.

‘““0Oh, what are we to do?" she asked,
clutching at her brother's arm. ‘ There
doesn’'t seem to be any hope for us.”

*“It isn't so bad as that,”” Alan replidd.
‘“Don’t- be frightened. It would he useless
for us to strike across to the water passage,
since the Somalis have fled in the canoes
that were there. But we will have time to
escape by the cavern, I think. We haven't
much farther to go.” :

‘“ Come along, then,”” urged Dick.
minute is precious.”

The little party had stopped for no more
than a few seconds. They pressed on again,
wondering if peril lurked ahead of them,
dreading lest they should fall into
ambuscade. Chanka led the way, and Mr.
Carne, who had recovered his strengtls,
walked without assistance. From far bcehind

‘“ Every

them across the valley they could hear the }

shouts of the bloodthirsty raiders who were
presumably sacking the house.

They moved swiftly and warily, hcaring
nothing to confirm their apprehensions. The
gilecnce remained wunbroken, except for the
murmur of the wind, until they had reachled
the base of a clif. And when they had
scrambled up the rugged trail and gained
the flat ledge of rock they felt that they
had nothing more to fear.

**We are safe at last, thank goodncss!™

panted Dick.
© ‘" Yes, we're all right now,” Alan replied.
“Jan and the Masai must have been
deceived. I don't believe any of those black
rufflans .came this way, after alb.”

“ But we had better not wastec any time,”
said Mr. Carne. "It is a considerable
stretch through the cliff, and there is a
drop of twenty feet to be descended. A rope
Indder is in readimess for that purpose.
It is on a shelf inside, and there are also
matches in a tin box and a couple of torches
I have prepared for flight. I foresaw that
some day we might be compelled to——"'

‘“ Wah!”’ broke in Chanka., ** Wah, they
come, Bhagwan!" ,

‘As he spoke a burst of frenzied yells rent
the air, and the fugitives, who were still
grouped on the ledge, beheld a sight that

lled them with consternation. Down in
the valley, from out of the dense cover that
fringed the northern side of it, swarmed a

an:
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hand of at least a. score of Arata and
' Bajangas, who had been stealthily approaeh-
ing. It was 8o dark that they were not
distinetly revealed, and it was impossible to
tel if Ralph Tavermer and Tib Mohamm-d
were with them. They were within thir v
yards of the foot of the path that ascende!
the clitf, and with a bloadcurdling e'amour
they rushed towards it, brandishmg ther
weapons and looking up at the little group
on the ledge, whom they had perceived,

“*Come, all of you!” bade Mr. Carre.
“Don’t be alarmed, Lorna' These scoundre!'s
won't follow us through the cavern'"”

“1 am afraid they will, father!" dcciarel
Alan, as he unslung hia rifle. ‘[ am cure
they will! We'll have to make a stand bhere:
and ficht!- If we don't——""

Chanka interrupted the lad with a, worl
He tapped his great spear agzainst hns ghiecld
and pointed to the narrow path that shelved
down steeply from the ledge and was over-
arown with bushes.

“ Wah, it will be well with us'
declared.  * You will see, Bhagwan!”

(To De continued.)
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