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CHAPTER 1.
GETTING BUSY !

s HEW! Give me the desert again!”

: exclaimed Lord Dorrimore, as he

OO fanned himself with his panama

hat. ¢ This heat is simply killin’,

by gad! If we have many more days like this
1 shall melt right away!” _

“ Well, you needn’'t grumble,” I grinned.
“* We're jolly lucky to have all the comforts
that this ripping yacht can afford—including
iced lemonades and shady awnings. I reckon
we're having quite a decent time.”

Dorrie nodded.

‘ But when is it goin' to end?'’ he asked.
“ 1t's all very well to talk, but by the look
of things at present, we stand a good chance
of stayin’ here until we all grow white
beards!"” ,

There was, perhaps, a certain amount of
excuse for his lordship’'s pessimistic utter-
ance. Sir Crawford Grey's steam yacht,
Wanderer, was not exactly in a position to
follow out the designs of her builders.

To be quite frank, she was not floating
at all, but was firmly wedged in between
two masses of towering rocks, and she was as
solid as a house. Yet the vessel was very
little harmed. .

She had been thrown on to the rocks during
a storm, and we had all believed that she
would break up. But the little bay was
sheltered, and when the sea calmed down, we
found that the Wanderer was almost intact.
But she was so firmly jammed that Captain
Burton, the skipper, was unable to do any-
thing to free her—to get her out to sea
again.

The Wanderer carried a big party of holi-
day-makers—twenty of us belonging to St.
Frank's. Handforth and Co., and Pitt, and

Grey, and Tregellis-West, and all the princi-{

pal fellows of the Remove were on board.
Watson's sister was with us, too, and three
other young ladies.

And, although our position was serious,

*“The River of Fire ! ““Castaway Istand !

etc.
THROUGI[OUT BY NIPPER.)
considering. The disaster did not seem to

be a real disaster, and a great many of the
fellows could not realise that there wus very
little chance of our being seen or rescued—-
and that our escape from the rocks would
only come about by our own etforts.

‘The vessel had been run aground on =a
tiny island—a bare mass of rocks sticking
out of the sea, without a square inch of
vegetation upon the whole surface. We huil
named it Castaway Island, and it seemed
that it would be our residence for some time
to come.

The place was avoided by all shipping, for
the rock was treacherous, and it was very
seldom that any boat passed in close
proximity. How was it, then, that we had
managed to get ourselves into such a tix?

Captain Burton was not to blame.

During the height of a storm, which hadl
raged at night, Captain Nixon had over-
powered the first officer, and bad taken the
wheel—unknown to a soul. And Nixon, who
knew exactly where he was, deliberately sent
the yacht on to the rocks—believing that is
would be totally wrecked.

But Providence had decreed otherwise.

The yacht, by some miraculous chance, had
driven in between two walils of rock without
harm, and she had finally jammed herseli
without much damage. Captuin Nixon hal
jumped overboard—and his foul work was
quite serious enough, even as it was.

For we were quite helpless. The storm hai
wrecked our wireless transmitting instru-
ment, and we could send out no messages
whatever. 8o we were compelled to reiy
solely upon our own resources.

It was Nixon who had done his utmost tn
kill the lot of us while we were travellinyz
across the African desert, in search of tho
treasure of ElI Safra. Nixon had [failed
miserably in his desizns, and the treasure
was now reposing securely in Sir Crawford
Grey's cabin safe. Nelson Lee reckoned that
the jewels were worth anvthing up to threo
hundred thousand pounds—so we had goed

we managed to keep our spirits up very well, | reason tc be pleused with cursclves.
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Bet Capltain Niton had not Bnished. He
bad concesled himsel! on board the yaat
--with the reswlt | have just mentioned. We
were maronned onf a bare island, and we
Il-:c'lt been in that position for wel! over a
week.

But the Isiand was nol quite 50 bare as
se had first ims For Haadforth and

Co. had discey aR amaszing collegtion of
caves and caverns, which extended far iInto
the rochs.

It wus aniy natural, perhape, that Hand-
forth shou!d lose himselM, and his echums
with him. FEdward Oswald Handforth could
slways Le trusted t0 get bhimself into an
anbholy Mess.

Rowever, ho had Leen rescued., but nob
before the zuv‘'mor and [ and somme others

had met vith a startiing adventure. We
learned. 1n fact, that Captain Nixon was
ailve, and that he oce¢ the dark caves
ams]l caverns.

Nor waa the raseally skipper alone. The
most astounding (feature our discovery
was that Nizon had secured the sepport of
four wild-looking creatores who seare
jookod ke human beings—four men wi
long. tangled hair and coarse bearda.

“ Thete cad be nu doubt,'’ said Nelson Lee,
when discussing the matier. ' that those
four men are the survivore from some wreck.
Posslbly ¢ have beet oa #this rock for
months, (eeding on fishes and birds. Nixon
was the first (o Aind them—and he won them
over by promises of big rewards. [In abny
case, wo nNeed ool fear the rascals—they are
quite powerless.’’

The gav'aor had said that several days
ecartier, and we had seem nothing whatever
of Xixon sidoe, No doubt the rascally
ohl'l‘rpvr was bidinag his time. [ could mot

ove that he was willing to throw up the

sponge.

l"u,l precantions were taken. of couree.

Al night {uvor men were comnstantly on the
wateh, and It was impossible {or anybody to
climb oa board the yacht unseen. And we
remained there, day after day, without any
change in the sitmation. -

The weather. which bad been somewhat
unsettled, changed. The skies became cloud-
less, the winde dro . and the sun blased
dowa with all its tropieal fory. For three
days woe had sweltered—flor three days 2and
nights. For even darkness brought very
listle reiled.

lord Dorrimore’'s remark made me grin. 1
did not think dthere was much prospeet of
our remainiag oa Castaway lsiand until we
grew white beards. | bhad more confideace
in Nolson Lee tham that.

* Dos‘'t yom worry, old son,”” | sald, with
the easy familarity of friendship. * Trust
the guv'mer tu think of some wheese.'

“He's thinkin’ of ane now.”’ sald Dorri{
tasily. * Bomethin' about that aeroplane,
belleve. But it's a frightfully tough proposi-
tion. § don't see how it’s goin' to be done!"

** 1t ean’t be dome,” put in Handforth, who
was lolling near by. * How ean the aeroplane
got off the ground? We might just as well

expect the giddy yacht to fly. It's a hope
less wheese."'
“ m" be an ass, Handy!" said McClure.

*“1 tald you not to be am ass—"'

*“If you're looking for a thick ear, Amold
McClure, 1'll soon find ome for you!'' snapped
Handforth. “1'm blessed if I'm going to

be ken to—"'
‘* Peace, children!"” exelalmed Dorrimore
severely.

* But Handy is an nss, sir,”’ sald McClare.
“Heo seemns %0 think be knows more about
aeroplanes than Mr. Lee dees. He's too jolly
ford of passing his fatheaded opirions!”

Handforth de.

** Yon—you rotter!" he shouted.

Out went Handy’s foot, and bis toe neatly
tapped the cross bar of McClure's deck-chair.
The bar jerked out of its slots, and McClure
collapsed on to the deeck with a crash and
a roar.

‘“*Ha, ha, ha!™

“Ow!’ howled MeClure,
“Ymooh!" joll It right! d

‘‘ Herves you y well right!” grinne
Handforth. :

“Dear me! What bhas happened?’’ In-
quired Nelson Lee, strolling under the awne
ing. ‘“*You sappear to be in trouble,
McChare.”

*It—it's nothing, sir,”" gasped McClure.
“ Hamly acted like an ass, that's all—he's
always playing the giddy ox! He's been try-
ing to make owt that he kmnows more about
aeroplanes than you do.”’.

‘* Indeed!"”’ said the guv’'mor calmly,

* Not—noby exactly that, sir,” said Hand-
forth, turning red. ‘I was oaly saying that
it isn't poseible to use that blemsed
:;enl ituotly knows it. The thing's impos-

e 1 3 ] -

‘** Neverthelesa, Handforth. I shall make
every endeavour to socceed,’”’ said the guv'nor
sweetly. * Poesibly my J is all at
fanlt, and it is quite likely t I may fail
miserably. I shall be gratified if you wih
ulv" me the benefit of your sound and
reliable adviee.’

We all chuckled, and Handy went redder.

“0Ob, [ say, sir!"” he protested. * 11
didn’t exactly mean—"'

** You're finished, old son.” I broke im
‘“You'd better dry. up while you're safe.
The guv'mor knows what he’'s doing—and he
can get on without your criticissn. You're a
great man whena it comes to scrapping, but
you have your limitations.”

Neleon Lee smiled.

“Yet there is something to be said for
Randforth,”” he remarked. taking a seat.
‘“ The task before me is a formidable one—
Yes, Dorrie, I'll have a cigarette. Thanks,
old man! You don’'t Appear to be worrying.”’

‘* Why should 1 worry?”’ asked his lordship
languidly. ‘1 leave that to other pre.
An’ | know you're here. When you hap
to be hnockin' about, Lee, there's no to
worry. I've got tremendous farh in you."’

| 1 shall live up to my reputation.”
chuckled the sgurvr'nor. * But. seriously, thia

as he bumped.
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fs a tough proposition.
splendid machine, I['ll agree, .and it is in
perfect order. But there are dificudties.’’

‘“Tons of 'em,” I agreed. ,

“If we take the machine ashore and
assemble it, we shall merely be wasting
time,”” went on Nelson Lee. *‘ There is not
a straight stretch of ground of any descrip-
tion. The rocks are all rough and uneven.
There is no sand—no beach. To get into the
air would be impoassible.”

P‘t‘We all understand that, sir,”” remarked
itt.

* Therefore, my scheme is ta convert thef|

aeroplane into a seaplane,” said Lee. ‘It
sounds fairly easy—but it won't be. S8trong
floats must be constructed. Fortunately, we
have an ample supply of material, and many

willing hands to perform the work. The dit-
ficulity will be in assembling the whole
machine.”’

** W¢ can do it on the deck—what?'’ sug-
gested Dorrie.

‘“ And then tip the machine into the sea?”
asked the guv'nor. * No, old man, it wouldn’t
do. The seaplane must be assembled on a
level with the water, so that it can easily
be floated. As you know, it is a heavy
machine, and we cannot haul it about exactly
as we would like.”

“ That's just what I meant, sir,”” said
- Handforth. *‘* You might be able to make
the floats, but where can you put 'em .on?”’

‘“ The only feasible plan that I ¢éan think
of at the moment is to construct a large raft
—mauainly composed of our boats,’’ said Nelson
Lee. ' When everything is ready these will
be launched, and the aeroplane will be assem-
bled. At the right time it will be a com-
paratively simple task to roll the seaplane
off the raft into the wate[. One or two boats
will be swamped, perhaps, but their recovery
will be easy.”

‘* That's a stunning idea, sir,” I declared.

‘“ Rippin’, begad!"’ said Sir Montie Tre-
gellis-West. ‘1 never thought of that, you
know—I didn’t, really. 1t's simply amazin’
how brainy Mr. Lee is!"”

‘“* Why, it'll be a dead cert., sir!'’ said
Handforth admiringly. ** A raft! And then
push the giddy aeroplane off it! There’s
uothing to go wrong in a wheeze like that!
It's fine!"”

‘“ There are many possibilities of disaster,”
Nelson Lee reminded us. ‘' Our floats, even
when fitted, may not be suitable, and it
may be imposasible to get the machine to lift.
And if a storm happens to blow up while we
are at work on the raft the aeroplane will
be entirely destroyed.”

““That's looking, on the worst side, sir,"”" I

put® in. ** Dush i1t all, we've had so much
bad luck, that it's about time a change
came. What will you do when you get the

macitine into the air—providing it is pos-
sible?”

‘I shall perform some scouting duty,”
Teplied Lee. ** And within an bhour, probably,
I shall sight a steamer or a sailing vessel.
If the sea is calm | shall descend, and
explain the position.

The aeroplane is a|

matter of a few hours before wo are all
bomeward bound.”

‘“ Oh, fine, sir!”

s mppi,ng!u‘,

‘““But you must not count your chickens
before they're hatched,”” said the guv'nor.
‘“1 have every hope of succeeding, but it is
never safe to be too sure. The work of con-
structing the floats will commence early to-
Imorrow morning."’

“That's the way, sir,”” [ said. * There's
nothing like getting busy on the job.’’

And, sure cnough, there were scenes of
great activity on deck when we emerged
from our cabins the following morning. Half
the crew was engaged in sawing and hammer-
ing and planing—with the ship's carpenter
acting as foreman. Nelson Lee was superin-
tending the whole proceedinges.

Getting the aeroplane into the air scemed
to be our only chance of deliverance, and
cverything depended upon this work being
accomplished thorcughly. Captain Burton
did not overlook the fact that although our
positibn was secure at the moment, it might
not remain so.

The sea was calm and untroubled. But il
a violent gale happened to spring up—and
such an event was by no means improbable—
the seus would dash themselves against the
helpless yacht with appalling force. And,
once she freed herself from the rocks, no-
thing in the world could save her—during a
storm. She would be dashed to pieces in
next to no time.

So those responsible—particularly Nelson
Lee and Captain Burton—worked with anx:-
ous miuds. The juniors and the girls were
quite light-hearted, and regarded the affair

[‘as a first-rate bholiday adventure.

Dorrie took everything a3 a matter of
course—he always did. If death had been
hovering over his head, he would have smiled
in the same languid fashion. It was really

‘impoesible to upset his sublime urbanity.

** Thou art easy of mind, O my father!"”

Dorrie, who was laying back ir the lounge,
smoking, opened his eyes and beheld the
massive figure of Umlosi, chiel of the
Kutanas. Umlosi was not happy on board
the yacht. He loved an active life, and he
felt terribly cramped.

‘“ What's that, old coalbox?’* asked Dorrie
politety. ‘ Easy in mind? Of course I am!
Why shouldn't I be, you gloomy beggar?
You've got a face as long as a violoncello!™

Umlosi shook his head.

“Thou art speaking strange words,
N'Kose,”’ he exclaimed. ‘' Methinks thou art
pulling my leg—as Manzie, the nimble one,
would say. Wau! Have I not reason to
wear a face that is long? Even as the night
is black, so are my thoughts. I like not thii
great floating kraal—"'

‘“ Wrong''' said Dorrie. ‘ We ain't float-
in'—I wish we were. That's just the trouble,
old man. If we were floatin® we could
casily skip back to Africa and land you on
your beloved soil. We could plant you back

It will then be alamong your lions, elephants, and ccotipedea
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and moequitoes—if that's what you're hanker-
ing after.”’

A%_ain Umlosi shook his head.

“Thou art pleased to be light ol tongue,
O N'Koee,'' he said. * Wam! It would be
well if we could he back in the great forests.
But that is not to be—yet. Umtagati, he of
the great magic, will iy ere long through
the great skies, even as the bird on
wind. And Umtagati will meet with suc-
cess.”’

“ Good !’ !

“* But thou art wrong in supposing that
all will then be smooth,” continued Umloal.
“ Maybap you have memories in your mind
of the white man with the heart of a ser-
pent? Mayhap you remember that he is still
at Hberty?”’

** Meanin' Captain Nixon?”
asked Dorrie.

' Thou are surely jesting, my father,” rum-
bled Umlosi. ‘' That man is thine enemy,
and he is dangerowe. | have seen—and I
know. Mine eyes have not been idle to-
day, or yesterday. And I have seen much.”

‘“Well, it's only natural,”” esaid Dorrie.
‘“ You cad't expect to go about with wide-
open eYes an’' see nothin'—"

“*Thou art jesting still, N'Kose,' inter-
rupted the Kutana chief. [ have seen, 1
tell thee. Listen, O my father.
man of murtierous deeds is even now watch-
ing this scene. He is observing all.’’

‘ 8pyin’, you mean?’’

‘¢ [t is even as thou savest, N'Koee,'’ agreed
Umlosl.

“Well, T don't see anything particularly
excitin® in that,” said Dorriec. ** We can't do
anythin’ to prevent Nixon lookin® én, if he
wauts to. Not that he’ll see much to give
him any eatisfaction.”

“It i2 well that we should be of great
care. my father,” sald Umlosi. shaking his
hend, I warn thee that all will not be
well unlesa we keep a sharp eye open for the
wiles of that treacherous ereatorc. He and
his companiors will do much to bring harm to
all living on this kraal that should float."”

** You Tot it right that time, old man,”
eaid his londship. ' It should float, but it
docan’t. 8till, we may get out of the mess
one day. Umtagati ls gettin’ busy in earnest
—an’ you know what that means.”

But Umiloai shook his head again, and did
not scem paricularly easy in mind. Lord
Dorrimore was as urbane as ever. But,
somehow, Umlosi’'s warning had sunken deep
into his mind. . :

And Dorrie was quite convinced that Cap-
tain Nixon would attempt further miechief
at the slirhtest opportunity.

our [Iriend,

CHAPTER II.

HAXDFORTH'S LATEST !

HAAT evening found the work on the
floats considerably progreesed. Nel-
son Lec reckoned that it would be
comp.eted by the following day—that

‘s. the work of controliing the floats.
There would stiH be a great deal to do

The white |

after that, but the chief thing would be
accomplished.

The glass was high, and there was cvery
groapect of a long &pell of fair weather.

ot in that region there was no telling how
soon & change wonld come. And the sooner
the work could be done the better.

Meanwhile, our garty was compelled to
remain on board. There was noth to bhe
g‘ahnd by poing ashore. Moreover, Captain

ixon bad poescesion of the island. He was
quite at liberty to keep poeseesion of it.

Am: there was a little diversion that even-

, too.
o t:nml Oswuld Handforth was the cause

i | aai.. have you noticed something?'’ in-
quijred Pitt, a:rproaching me as [ stood
against the riil, gazing into the calm sea.

Pitt was grinning, and I wondered what
was in the wind.

‘** I've noticed all sorts of things,”” I replied.

** About Handy. I mean.” chuckled®Pitt.

‘ Noticrdd something about Handy?”" I
asked. ' Well, he's just as big an ass as
ever, and hc is as clumsy as a porpoise—"'

“1 don’'t mean that, you ass!’ grinned
Pitt. ‘* Not so long ago he avoided the girls
as though they were poisonous. Before wo
started the voyage he made a bit of fuss
because the girls were coming at all. And
now he scems to bc smitten on Miss Violet.
Haven’t yon poticed it?’

I ohuckled. *

“No, I'm blesced if T have,” I said.
‘ Smitten on Tommy's sister., eh? You muet
have made a bhloomer, Pitt. Handy’s the last
chap fn the world to fall in love! The very
idea is humorous!”’ .

‘* That's just the joke of it,”” said Pitt.
‘“Look at him now! I'm jiggered if he jsn't
hovering abnwt her chair like a wasp round

"

a jam-pot! ‘

I turned, and gazed down the deck. Violet
Wataom was sitting in a wicker chair, reading
a book. The other girle were below some-
where. But, just nedr by, Edward Oswald
Handforth was leaning against the rail,
apparently completely absorbed in the sea-
scape.

But as I watched he turned, and regarded
Violet searchingly. - A f of wind came
along and blew the girl’s handkerchief off
the arm of her chair on to the deck. Hand-
fo;th pounced upon it like a terrier after a
rat.

*“ What about that?’* asked Pitt. grinning.

¢ Well, it certain'y looks euspicions,”” 1
agreed. ‘' Handy isn't usually so jolly polite
to the young ladies. Oh. my hat! This'll
be a joke, my son. Fancy Handy falling in
love! But I must say [ admire his taste.
Violet i3 the prettiest flower of bunch !**

Pl.t..tl wonder what Watson wlll say?” asked

Watsdn sald quite a lot when we met
him a minute or two later.

‘* Handy in love with my sister?’”’ he said
warmly. “ What rot! Why, [t's impossible!
I don’'t believe Handy will ever fall in love:
but if he triesa any of his rot on Violet 1'll
gsoon tell him eomething! Cheek!"”
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“ Don't get ratty, you ass,”” I said. * It's
not. a crine to fall in love with your sister,
I suppose? You ought to take that as a
compliment. And it'’M be a huge joke if
there's really something in it. I vote we put
it to the test.”

** How?"' asked Pitt.

I soon told bhim how.
to obtain the help of two or three other
juniors. They had all noticed tbhat there
was something wrong with Handforth. It
bhad been coming on all day—{for two or three
days, in fact.

**1'm blessed if I can understand the chap,”
remarked Pe Valeric. ‘ He's been a bit
moony of late. I spoke to him only a few
minutes ago, and he said something about
brown eyes!”"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

. "1 can't ece anything to laugh at,” said
De Valerie, looking round.

‘“ That's because we haven't told you what
Handy's complaint is8,"” I chuckled. ‘' You've
all noticed something difterent about him.
Well, Pitt jumped to the solution. Handy
bas auccumbed to the charms of Miss Violet.”’

** What 7"’

‘““ Ha, ha. ha!"

‘“Jt's a fact,”” I went on. ‘At least, it

tooks like it. And we're now going to put
it to the test. You'd better clear off, Wat-
eon.”’

“What the thunder for?” demanded
Tommy.

‘““ Well, we don't want to offend you,” I
replied. *“* Apd we should offend you if you
remained with us during the experiment. We
shall mean nothing, of course, but it'll settle
the question.”

- Watson walked off, and I looked across at
Handforth.

“[ say, Handy!" I called.

-He took no notice, but stared across the
Bea.

** That’'s another
“Handy!'!"'" I roared.

Still he took no notice.

1 think somebody is calling you, Hand-
forth,”” said Violet, laying her book down.
Handforth spun round like a top—although
the girl's. voice had heen a mere murmur
comi)wred to my shout. L N
“1--1 beﬁ your pardon, Miss Violet!

stammered Handforth. .

‘1 betieve Nipper is calling you," said the
girl, smiling. '

‘““Rats to Nipperi—I—I mean I'll see
what he wants!”’ raid Handforth, with some
confusion. ** Were you calling me. Nipper?"”

“Yes,” I replicd. * Just a word, old man.”

Handforth marched across to the spot
where I was standing with Pitt, Tregellis-
West, and the others.

‘“ Well?'' demanded Handforth.

‘““ My dear chap, yout needn’'t bark at me,”
1 aaid sweetly. I was just wondering if
you'd care to fome down below—"’

‘“No thanks!” interrupted Handforth
pronmiptly. * I'm staying on deck.” :

He comméenced marching off again, appa-
rently oblivious of the fact that his actrons
were tremendously * tramsparent. Dut - I

gign!" 1 murmured.

But it was necessary

rcached out my hand and grasped hkis shoul
der, checking him.

*Just a minute, Handy.’ 1 said. ‘' There's
no hurry. What's your private cpinion of
Feanton's sister?”

Handforth stared.

‘‘ Maggie Fenton?'' he said, with a snifl.
“Why, she's a giggling little fathead—that s
my opinion of her!"' Hc seemed to remember
himsell. ** All girls are silly, of course,”” he
added with elaborate carelessness. ** As you
chaps koow, 1 don't care a snap of the
fingers for any girl!"”

‘“Yes3, I've noticed that,”” [ said dnly.
‘“ Now, Christine’'s sister isn't eo bad—a jolly
nice girl, in fact. She's the pick of the bunch
on board.”

“ Well, rather!" agreed Pitt. * Talking
about girls, if there's one girl I can% stick,
that's Violet Watson! Of all the proud
little prigs she takes the biscuit! 1 pity
Watson!'’

Handlonth's eyes blazed.

‘“ You—you insulting rotter!' he roared.

‘“ Eh?"’ gasped Pitt.
~ ‘“What the dickens do you mean by say-
ing beastly things likc that about the niceet
girl —"" Handforth paused, and turned

crimson. ‘ I—I mean, it's a bit off to speak
{)f ai girl like that, Pitt!”" he concluded
amely.

‘“A bit off?”’ I chimed in. ‘“* Why? There’'s
nobody to hear us. and Violet’'s nothing to
us. Do you like her?"”

‘““Oh, she's not so bad—for a girl,”” said
Handforth with a forced sniff. “ I don't care
a button ahout girls, as you know. But I
must say that Violet i3 -rather better than
the average.”

‘* She's 3o jolly stuck-up,’”” remarked De
Valerie, catching the idea. -

** Stuck up?” snapped Handforth. *‘‘ Rot!
Sheer rot! Violet's  the prettiest girl on
board. and if you say she’s stuck-up, I'R
punch your head!”

‘“Well, I'm bleesed''’ said De Valerie.

“0Of course, I'm only saying that in—in a

eneral way,” went on Handforth, remem-
ering himself again. ‘' i'd say the same if
you insulted any girl. I can't bear to hear
a girl insulted, especially behind her back.” -

‘““ You'd better punch your own nose, then,”
I remarked.

(X} El.l?”

‘“ Didn't you refer to Maggie Fenton jusd
now as ‘a giggling little fathead '?’' I asked
_ptolitely. ‘“If that's not an insult, what i3
l ?l!

Handforth coloured more than ever.

** Maggie is different,”” he said. ‘ Dash it
all, you can't call her a girl! She’s a kid—a
silly infant! Now, Violet is a real girl! Just
look at her eyes; did you ever see such A

glorious brown? And her bands! They'ro
the smallest hands I've ever seen' Her cars
are like little shells, and—and—— Ob, rot'

What do we want to jaw about girls for?’’
he added hastily. * The subject always gives
me a pain. I'm fed up with the conversa:

tion."’
‘“Come below, then.”” I said. * We wan?l
you to—— Hi! Wait a minute!"’
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Bst Hondforth had gone. He marched
obraight acrose the deck, and took uwp his
gv‘m within s few foot of Violet. She

ed up atl bhim, smiled, and went on read-
ing her Bnot She evidently knew the slate
of aflairs juat as well a8 we did, and ] ex.
ueetl she enjoyed the dteatien.

“Well," | sald. *° What's the verdist?”

“ Quity !’ declared De Valerie.

*“He's pot It badiy.’” sald Pitt, with a sod.
‘“He's amitien hard.”

* And be thinks we don't notice anything."
I grinned. ' That'a the joke of it, my eome!
He thinks we're all ignocent. And yet he
goee abont sdvertising the fact every second ;
he's pedting worse and worse. This morming
he only had a mild attack; bhe's serious
»ow."’

** Hamdy, ¢a0!"’ exclaimed McClure dasedly.
“ Handy in love! Vam me, somebody! 1t's
the last thing ce earth [ should bave
poeed. Oh, my omly aunt' Won's Churchy
and | chl&blm in the cabia to-night!"

(1] H.. . M!n

" You'd better go easny.”” | said 'mlnl;f.
** Whem a fellow’s in love he's not responelble
jor his nections, you kmow. If you're mot
ea:\:l. Handp'll punch you before you ean
t e

** We'l be careful,”” grisned McClure.

There waa abnnther sign . at dinaer-time.
Handforth had always been scated between
Chureh and McClure. Aa I8 happened, Viclet's
place was pext {0 McClure's, and Handlorth
oat In McClure's sead.

* Hore, Yy, sald McClore, whem he
entered the dining-saloan, * What's the idea,
Handy? You're in my place—"

“It dbeen't make any differeace, I sup-
prec?’’ mmapped Handforth. * Ome place is
88 good as another, Jou ass! 1I'm not going
to pet u{ now--— As a matter of fucs, 1'll
slways Kkeep this seat in future. It's—it's
mnte comfortable!”’

McClure grinned.

“Oh, | don’'t mind mnch,” he snid.
aol making a fess, anydow.”

There were very few people t who
4id not natice the change mm comne
sboat in Handforth. He hardly tooeched his
mm.w‘l:tlo&mmy pam Violet

(1] .
I'm

everythiag noeded. He wouida't allow
:-:u stewarde to pass a thing, if bhe could help

And yet, all the time, Handlorth was wnder
the impression that he had not changed In
the siightest degree. He didn’t notice that he
was cauvsing general amusement. Miss Violet
herseldl was more charming thas cver, bat
the gave landforth no direct encouragement.
Be dida’t nred any!

Alter dinner the girls went off together.
and Hsadforth bhumg about miscrably.
Nauhﬂ seemed to (aterest Dim. Whea |

(] him he d me up in a second.

Ben Church and McClure attam to
carry him off, be knocked them fiat.

Be bhad boem waiting for nearly am bowr
hefore Violet red, and then Miss Chris
;lu and NMim Church were with her. Hand-
ofth was diagusted, and be went below with.
ouf & word, and pretended to bury bimeelf

in 3 book in the reading-room. It was Wat-
son who politely pointed ous to Handfonth
that be was bolding the book upside-down,
ahhtl:t which Handfor¢h dida’t seem to appre-
clate.

He was still ‘unusually quiet when bedtime
came. Church and McClure, wbo knew all
about it, had been chuckling to themeeives
al the evening. It was extremely rich, to
their minda

MeChure himself bad, on an earlier occa-
slon, made one or two remarks concerning
Missa Vwict —adwiring remarks. And Hand-
forth had jumped upon bhim in a moment,
accusing him of being In love And now the
one & onld-llmd'y was euffering from the
fever himeelf.

Handforth commenced dreasing slowly,
and it was quite obvious that bis thoughts
were Iar away— but perbhaps not a0 far away,
alfter all. ;

‘“Those floats are going ahead all right,
Handy.'’ remarked Church, after a while. * I
expeot they’ll be finished by to-mormow. And
then, il Mr. Lee gcte the acroplane into the
alr, we shall stand a chance of getting home."

Handforth took no notice.

“] was talking to you, Handy'" said
Chareh loudty. '
“EBb?”" said Handforth dreamily. * Her’

eyod are like the stars; they shine with the
glory of Mare—"'

*“ Ha, ha, ha!’

Haodforth started.

** Don’t hotlrer me!’'™ he roared.
you asses!’’ .

“That's hardly a compliment, I{andy,”
said McClure, ‘‘ Mars always shines red, you
know, and iIt’s hardly nice to call anybody's
eycs ’red—— Hi! Look out, you silly ase—

o' .tl [ ]

McClure sat down on his bed with a jar.

* Don't hother me, 1 2ay,” roared Hand-
forth. ‘1 don't feel in the mood to hear
your hareh voices! Go to sleep!”

* Well, theve’s no need to get violent?’
said ;{sﬂu: ’ “! “mo the mt:rtomth
yomu, chap you o go
along and see Dr. Brett! What you need is
medicine of some kind!”

‘* Medicine !’ repeated Handforth. ‘ Me!"

“ Yees, ratler,” said Chureh. ‘' You're ill,
Handy

“.‘goo:’"hndly ate anything at divnee—"
‘“ And you're not yourself at aH,”’ went on
Charch. * Your face is floshed, and there’s
a feverish look in your eyes. It’'s my belief
that you've got an attack of malsria coming

on. e’s something wrong, anybow.”
Handforth looked alarmed.

** Have—have you really noticed anything ™
he asked huskily.

“Of course wo bkave.” said McClura
‘* You've changed.’’ '

'** Changed!"’

** You're not yourself—'"

‘* ot myeell?"’

‘! You're somebody different—""*

** Somedody different?”’

“You must be ill—"

“ Dry up,
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“rme .

‘“ Do you think you're a parrot?’’ inquired
Church. ** All you can do is to repeat every-
thing we eay, you silly ass.”

*“ Silly ass!”’ said Handforth dazedly.

“ Well, it's a good thing you know it,”” re-
marked McClure. ‘“‘I've known oune or two
caaps to get it rather badly, but you fairly

take the bun!”
snapped Handforth. ‘' Get

“Get it!”
what?*

* Just as if you don’'t know!" said McClure.
“ What's the gocd of beating about the bush
with u3, Handy—your own pals? There’'s no
reason why we shouldn't be straightforward
with ourselves. Both Church and 1 can see
that you've fallen head over heels in love
with Violet—-"

““ You—you—you blithering idiot!” roared
Handforth, snatching up a pillow.* Say that
again' Why, yon thundering jackass! 1'H—
I'll smash the stuffing out of you! I’ll pitch
you overboard!'"

‘“ Here, bhold on——'

But Handforth was aroused. He rushed at
his two chums, hitting out left and right.
The pillow was cast aside, and Handforth
used his fiats with tremendous effeot. The
ncise which proceeded from that cabin waz
appalling. .

“ He's mad!" gasped Church. ‘“ le’s off
- lis——Yaroooh !"’ .

Handforth was not inclined to stand any
more nonsense. In vain his chums called
upon him to calm down. In the end they
were pitched headleng out of the cabin, and
they sprawled in the passage only bhalf
clothed.

The door slummed, and the key turned.

““ Oh, the idiot!’ gasped Church. °* What
the dickens shall we do now? We're 'lockg'd
out— and somebody might come along—

‘“ Great pip!” panted McClure.
got any trousers on!"

Something certainly had te be dcae, and
the two juniors hammered upon the door of
their cabin with frantic energy. Handforth,
within. maintained a stony silence.

“ Let us in, Handy, you lunatic!"’ hissed
Church. * Clurey left his trousers in there!
We must go somewhere—"’

‘““You can go and eat coke!” enapped
Handforth. ]

I opened the door of my cabin, and looked

out.

““ What's all the row about?’” I inquired.
“ Hallo! You fellows -don't seem to be
wearing a great deal! What's the idea of
oing about the ship in-a state of undress?
e'on'ﬁl be spotted by somebody——"

Church and  McClure rushed up,
plunged head first into the cabin.

‘* Handy's locked us out!” explained
Church. * rhe silly ass went for us like a
bull goes at a red flag!"

‘* You mentioned something about love, I'll
bet'’ I exclaimed. ‘‘1 warned you not to
get his temper up——"'

‘* How the dickens did we know he'd go
off like—like a Afirework!’ said McClure
wrathfully. The silly idiot. He's half detty.
Haven't you got anything to say, Watson?"

and

““1 haven't }

“ What should I say?” asked Tommy, who
wal in bed.

** Weil, she's your sister-——"'

‘*That's not my fault,” said Watson.
‘** Besides, sahe hasn't even looked at Handy
—she needs something better to look at, |
reckon! If he continuee his tricks to-morrow,
I expect she'll tell him off!”

‘“My bat! I hope 80,” said Church for-
vently.
~ But that prospect did not alter the exist-
g situation. And it was not until 1 had
argued with Handforth—with the woodwork
of the cabin between us—that he opened the

door, and allowed his chums to enter. He
glared at them as they sneaked in.
‘““One word!"” he said grimly. ‘‘Just one

word, yoeu rotters, and I'll pitch you out
again. Not a sound from cither of you,
mind!”’

And Church and McClure, who were quite
anxious to get into bed, took very good care
not to even whisper. They did their utmost
to breathe quietly. When Handiorth was in
this kind of mood he needed humouring!

e e g

CHAPTER ITI.
SOMETHING LIKE A JAPE'!

ELSON LEE was looking very sati:fied
N (tlowards tea-time on the following
ay.
He had reason to look satisfied.

_The construction of the floats, under his
direction, bad been completed. There were
three of them. Two large ones for the main
;bl_:ime. and a small one to be affixed to the

ail.

They were wonderfully-made articles, con-
ridering the speed with which they bad been
designed, and the material whick had been
available. There was no doubt whatevet
that the floats would fultil their purpose once
they were fixed.

“I reckon they're splendid, sir.”” I re-
marked, after examining them. * But this
is only haYf the battle, isn't it? They've got

‘to be fixed on yet—and that'll be a bit of

a job.”

**1 am feeling quite optimistic.” said
Nelson Leé. *‘ The weather is fine, and it pro-
mises to keep flme. To-morrow the raft will
be constructed, and on the next day the
aeroplane pssembled. Let me see, to-day, I
believe, is Tuesday. I bhope to have the
machine ready for flight by Thursday even-
ing, or Friday morning.”

““ That'll be quick work, sir,” I remarked.

‘** No quicker than is necessary, my boy.™"
said the guv'nor. ‘‘Until some help is ob-
taincd we are utterly without hope. And the
only meaas of fetching help is to make use
of the aeroplane.”

‘““That’s quite right, old man,” put -ia
Dorrie. ‘I suppose it'll be easy to find a
ship somewhere pear?”

“If I can once get the machine to 81y, 1
have no doubt that 1 shall ind a ship withia
& few bhours,” eaid Nelson Lee. ‘' Failure
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with the aeropIan‘e must mean failure alto-

gether.”
“T'm willing to het anything that you
won't fail,’" 1 said. * But what about

Captain Nixon, sir? He's given no sign, and
S8ir Crawford is beginning to think that he’s
plotting some deep schcme.”

Nelson Lce smiled.

** 8ir Crawford is naturally rather anxious,”
he said. ‘“ But I dom’'t think Captain Nixon
will be fool enough to attempt any tricks
with the yacht. He is responsible for her
resent position, and he attempted to Kkill
our or
will not dare to show his face.”

* In any case, we’ve got plenty of guards
about,’”” said Dorrie comfortably. ‘ Nixon
ean’t do anythin’ by daylight, an’ at aight
the yacht is watched fore and aft. Nixon
won't bother us.”

And Dorrie’s opinion wag shared by nearly
everybody. -

It seemed that nothing could be done until
Friday, at the earliest; for, even if the acro-

lane was ready on the Thursday evening,
Nclson Lee wouldn't attempt to fly her until
the morning.

So, uptil then, there was nothing to be
done—so far as the younger members of the
party were concerned, at all events.

During the day we watched the operations;
but in the evening we had nothing to do
except find our own amusements. And the
chief amusement at present was Edward
Oswald Handforth.

All that day he had continued to show
marked attention to Violet. It was so
obvious that nobody could help noticing it.
As for the girl, she was rather amused, I
believe, and was too ladylike to give Hand-
lorth any direct rebuff. Besides, she rather
liked him. Nobody could help liking Handy.

After tea that evening he was to be seen
hovering about the deck in the near vicinity
of Miss Violet's chair. He had been her
shadow all day long, and she only needed to
mention amy lLttle errand, and Handforth
was off like a shot. ¢

‘“ My sons, this is too good to be missed,”’
said Reginald Pitt, talking to a group of
[ellows down in the common-room. We
called it the common-room, but it was really
a4 large cabin which had becn set aside for
the especial use of the juniors.

‘““ What's too good to be missed?”’ asked
Watson.

‘“ Handy.”

* Oh, he’s fairly off his rocker!’’ said Wat-
son. ‘““Why? 1 ocan't make out why, you
know. What the dickens is there in Violet
to send any chap oftf his rocker? She’'s only
an ordinary sort of girl—'

‘“ You say that because you're her brother,”
I put in. “ Brothers can never appreciate
their sister’s charms. You can take it from
me, Tommy, that Violet is a jolly nice girl
—and pretty, too!”’

* Great Scott!'’ gasped Watson, alarmed.
‘“ Are you catching it, too?”

1 chuckled.

*“ You needn't be afraid of me,

ve of us less than a week agq. He-

I m
I like ‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

-which broadened.
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your sister tremendously, but I don’t hap-
pen to be an ass of Handforth’s variety.
You’'ll generally find that a fellow who
swears that he hates girls is the first one to
succumb. All the symptoms are¢ more
violent. But what were you saying, Pitt?”

‘“ During tca,” said Pitt, ‘‘ a mighty ideca
came across my brain. We've got nothing
to do this evening, so I vote we have a
little amusement. Look here, Watson.
know that frock of your sister’s?’’

*“ Which frock?’”’ said Tommy. ‘‘ She’s got
dozens! That's what I can never understand,
you know. I'm content with two suits, and
one giddy hat. But girls want hundreds of
different blouses and frocks, and goodness
knows what else!”

‘“We can't be expected to understand
girle,”” grinned Pitt. ‘‘ They're queer crea-
and they like all sorts of different clothes.
The frock I'm referring to is that one she
was wearing iast night. It’s a ripping thing
—with prominent black stripes.”

‘“Oh, I know,” said Watson. ‘ What

Ypu

| about it?’”’

‘Do you think you couid borrow it for an
hour or two?"

Tommy Watson stared.

‘* Borrow it?”’ he repeated.

s Yes.li

‘““ But what the dickens for?’

‘“1 want to wear it,”” said Pitt calmly.

“* You—you want to wear it!” yelled Wate
son.

* Exactly.”

‘“You must be mad, Reggie!” put in Jack
Grey. *“ What on earth are you talking
about? How can you wear one of Misg
Violet’s frocks?”

Reginald Pitt was quite calm.

‘“ You may remember, some months ago,
that I played a little trick upon everyirndy
at St. Frank's. I don’t like to remind myself
of it, because I was a bit of a heast at that
time,” he said quietly. ‘' The dodge was a
pretty rotten one—''

“You needn’t go into that,” said Grey.
‘“ All that’s forgotten by now, Reggie,
You’re one of the best— "

‘““ Thanks,’’ said Pitt. *‘ I was going to re-
mind you, though, that I pretended that I
had a sister, and then cam2 to the school
dressed up in girl’'s togs. Everybody was
diddled.”

“My hat!” I exclaimed, with a emile
‘““I can see the wheeze!
Pitt, my buck, it's the best jape of the
voyage! Oh, my only topper! If you caa
only work it it’ll be worth quids!”’

‘“ Work what?’ asked Watson testily.
‘““ What's the good of talking in riddles?
Why can’t you say what you mean, you duf-
fers?”

‘* Nipper's guessed right—so why can’t yom
guess,”” said Pitt. ‘' I'm pretty decent at
make-up, and we've got plenty of amateur
theatrical props on board. My idea is to
disguise myself as Miss Violet. Then I'll
¢it on deck, and let old Handy make love to

e!!l‘
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Everybody howled. "

- You—you ass!"" grinned Watson. *‘ The
wheeze is all right, but it couldn’t be worked.
Handforth’s not so blind as all that! Dash
it all, he couldn’t mistake you for my sister,
even if you were dressed iu one of her
frocks!"

‘“I don't mean to attempt the dodge in
daylight,”” said Pitt. ‘ We'll wait until-it's
nearly dark, and then I'll sit out under the
awaing alone. That's the idea of the striped
dress. Handy will recognise it in a tick.
And he won't suspect anything. Why should
he? We'll take care that Violet is some-
where else at the time. I needn’'t talk in
anything but a whisper. Besides, you seem
to forget that Handy isn’t himself just now.
The dodge can be worked as casy as pie!”

“1I bhelieve it can!"’ I exclaimed. ‘‘ There'll
be no harm in trying it, anyhow. And if
it succeeds it'll be a lesson which Handy will
remember for weeks. He'll be the laughing-
stock of the whole giddy ship.”

‘““ He deserves to be, too,” said Watson,
with a snitl..

‘*“ But do you think Miss Violet will con-
sent?” asked Grey doubtfully.

‘“My dear chap, she won't have a chance
to consent or refuse,” replied Pitt. ** We
tieedn’'t tell her about it until afterwards.
Watson can easily btone that frock without
anybody knowing——"'

*“Can I?"” said Tommy. * 1 don't think!"’

‘““You're her brother—"

‘““That doesn't make any difference,’”’ said
Watson. ‘‘She's sharing a cabin with Chris-
tine’s sister, and I should be hoofed half
across the ship if I was found in there by
Lady Helen. No, my sons, Vi will have to te
let into the secret. You needn't worry.
She’s a sport, and she'll agree in a second.'’

‘““ Well, you go off and see about the frock,”
said Pitt briskly. * You might bring a silk
wrap, or something, too. I can wrap it round
{)ny face, you know, and disguise myself a

it.” .

Watson went off, and he found his sister
chatting with Agnes Christine. Handforth
had retired to another part of the deck, but
he was still watching the fair one, and wait-
ing for an opportunity to serve her.

. I say, Vi, just a word,”” said Watson.
‘“* You don’'t mind, Agnes, dc you?”

‘““ Not a bit,”’ said Miss Christine. ‘' Don't
mind me!” _ '

Violet joined her brother.

““ What's the matter, Tom?’ she asked.
“I can see there’s something special on, by
that gleam in your eye?’

‘“It's about Handforth,”” grinned Watson.
‘I suppose you've noticed that he’s rather
sweet on you—"

““The silly boy!’ said Violet, blushing
slightly. * Fancy him acting in that way,
Tommy! 1 feel quite uncomfortable, some-
times. I like Handforth immensely, but it
would be silly to encourage him—"'

“ Of course it would,”” agreed Watson. * So
we're going to have a little joke at his ex-
pense. I want you to lend me that etriped
frock of yours.”

9

‘“ Indeed, I won’'t!" said Vielet warmly.
““The 'very idea! What in the world do yon
:nean. Tom? What do you want my (rock
or?"

Watson explained, and Violet's pretty eyes
twinkled merrily.

““Oh, how lovely!"” shc exclaimed, clap-
.ping her hands with gleec. ** But [ wish |
could be there!”

** That’s impossible,”’ said Watson. ** You'll
have to smuggle yourself away somewhere,
sgo that Handy won't know the dilference.
The best idea will be for Pitt to get into
your frock, and be below. You can go below,
and we’'ll keep Handy jawing. Then, when
Pitt comes up, he’ll think you've been down
to change your dress. He can’t possibly guess
lthe truth, anyhow."

Ten minutes later Watson came below,
htriumphant. He had brought the required
articles with him, and Pitt and T and Jack
Grey lost mo time in going off to Pitt's
cabin. The other fellows were sen{ on deck.

‘“If we all stick below, Handy will gue:s
Isomething," [ declared. ** So you chaps had

better buzz off. Some of the fellows had
suggested that I should play the trick on
Handy; but it was Pitt's idea, and, in any
cage, Pitt was more suitable, for he waj
slimmer_ I couldn’t have worn tac frock, for
one thing.

A full hour was occupied in preparing Pitt
for the joke. And whean he was finished the
| result was astonishing. He looked exactly
like a girl—and he looked remarkably like
Violet, too. This wae because he wore bher
frock. His face, of course, was not like
her’'s in the slightest degree. But that
wouldn’t matter. In the dusk Handforth
wouldn’t have a chance of seeing clearly.

{ “You'll do!" I said approvingly. *'It's
nearly dark enough now. Wait dowa here
until you get the word. Tommy will come
down when his sister comes; and we’'ll keep
Handforth engaged.”

‘The programme was carried out easily
enough.

When the shadows were growing very dim,
Miss Violet rose from her chair, and went
below. Handforth was about to foullow—
probably under the impression that the girl
was bound for the drawing-room. But
Church and McClure and two or three others
stopped Handforth on the way, and kept
him talking.

The electric lights were blazirg below
decks, and the piano was playing a waltz in
the drawing-room. And them, in the dJdim
light of the deck, a elim figure appeared,
and tripped daintily across to an easy-chair
under the awning. It was very dim there,
but the figure could be scen, owing to the
distinctive stripe of the [rock.

Handforth was gazing over in that direc-
tion, and we could all see that our prcsence
irritated him.

‘“ Well, I suppose we'd better get below,”
i eaid. * Coming down, Handy?"”

‘** Not just yet, thanks,”” said Handforth

Lcarelessiy. “ft's cool on deck, you know,
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and I hate being stuffed up. I'll stay here
for a bit."”

** Just as you like,"” T said.

We all went down the companion-way noisily,
but within two minutes we crept up again,
and silently made our way round to the rear
of the awning. We wouldn't bave missed
the fun for worlds. .

Handforth was standing against the rail,
pretending to be interested in the stars;
and under the awning sat the pseudo Miss
Violet. There was nobody else on deck, in
that particular portion, at all events. We
were there, but we were unseen. There were
about ten of us altogether.

‘“ Not a word!' 1 breathed. ‘‘ And, for
goodness’ sake, don’t laugh. Whatever you
hear, keep quiet, or you'll give the whole
show away.,”

‘* Dear old boy, well be like mice,” said
Sir Montie eoftly.

Pitt was acting his part well. A silken
wrap was placed loosely over his wig, and it
hung down on both sides of his face. A
dainty fao corcealed the rest of his
features. If 1 had known nothing of the
trick, and I had come on deck at that
moment, I ehould have sworn that the person
in the chair was Violet.

Handforth was slow; even now tha¢ he had
an opportunity, he was not taking advantage
of it. Perhaps he required an opening. Pitt
soon provided one, for he dropped a maga-
zine with a flutter.

" **Oh!” he murmured, in a girlish voice.

Handforth was round in a moment, and
he hastened across the deck, and picked up
the magazine from the floor. The actual
test had now ceme. Handforth gave the
magazine to his *‘ fair '’ companion.

* I—I think you dropped this, Miss Violet,”
he said nervously.

‘Oh, thank you, Handforth,” =said Pitt,
in a soft whisper, which could easily have
been mistaken for Violet's voice. * You
shouldn’t have troubled yourself, really. 1
wasn’t reading.” :

“*No, I suppose not,”” said Handforth.
* It—it’s rather too dark, isn't it? I say,
aren’'t the etars ripping. Have—have you
ever exafnined them?”

'* Not particularly, Handforth,” said Pitt.
‘*Won't you sit down in this chair here?
That's right! Draw it a little closer.”

Handforth sat down, and edged his chajr
.som?r\:lhatineare}'. I

' This is awfully sporting of you, Miss
Violet,” he said huskily. 8 Yot

“Don’'t call me *‘ miss’,” murmured Pitt
coyly. *“ And I don't sce why I should call
you Handfoeth, cither. Isn’t your npame
Edward?”

““Yes!” gasped Handforth.

“Do you mind if I call you Edward?”
whispered Pitt.

** Nun-no,” said Handforth. *“I—I shall
be delighted, Vi-Violet! It's jolly good of
you to trcat me like this, you know. I—I've
been waiting for a chance to speak to you.
1—I think you're the most ripping girl 1've
ever met!l"
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*“Ob, Edward!"’ said Pitt shyly.

“It's a fact!" went on Handforth, grow-
ing bolder. *‘I've met a good few girls, but
I'd always thought that girls were silly, and
all the rest of it. But you're so jolly dif-
ferent to every other girl!”

‘““Yes, 1 suppose I am!”’ murmured Pitt.

We nearly burst our sides as we listened.

‘““ And thcre's no reason why you should
sit so far away, Edward,” went on Pitt.
“ That chair will come nearer, won't it?
Bring it quite close to mine—so that it
tguches. We can talk &0 much better,
then.’' )

Handforth’'s heart was beating fast. He
was amazed at his own audacity—and still
more amazed that Miss Violet should treat
him with such kindness. It was beginning
to dawn upon Handforth, in fact, that his
love was reciprocated.

‘*“ Ah, that's better—ever so much!” said
Pitt, in the softest of soft whispers. *‘ Isn’t
it fortunate that we are alone? I don't
want any of those horrid hoys here now,
Edward! It is so lovely to be alone with
you."”

Handforth blushed {furiously.

‘ Is—is it, really?’’ he asked breathlessly.

‘“Yes, of course!”

‘““ Do you really like being alone with me?”
asked Handforth.

*“1 think it is heavenly!" lisped Pitt.

“Oh, I say! I—I hardly know what to
say!’ exclaimed Handforth nervously. *1I
didn’t know you'd be so—so——"'

‘“ Loving?"’ asked the false Miss Violet.
‘““Did you think I hadn’t noticed, Edward?
And did you think I didn't feel towards you
as you fecl towards me? Oh, it is simply
glorious to know that one is loved by some-
body!"’

‘““Oh, my hat!”’ gasped Hapdforth.

‘* Especially by somebody so handsome—
so hig and strong!” went om Pitt, with ad-
miration in his voice. ** What splendid eyes
you have, Edward. They are such a delica‘e
shade of blue, with just a touch of purple
now and again.”

Handforth was quite speechless. He didn't
know what to say, and he was 8o excited
that he could only sit and quiver. This was
altogether more than he had anticipatced,
and he hardly knew how to cope with the
situation.

“J—I—I—"" he murmured hicidly.

‘ You must not be shy!" whispered Pitt.
‘“ We are alone, and we might not have
another chance like this for a long while.
I'm going to be very kind to you, Edward,
You—you may kiss me if you like!"

Handiorth swallowed hard.

“I—l— You—you—— Oh, grecat pip!”
he gasped frantically.

This was too much altogether! Sie ha@
offered to let him kiss her! The progress
was altogether too rapld for Handforth, ang
his nerve gave way. He simply hadn’'t the
courage to remain. '

He rose from his chair and fled.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

With one mighty yell we let ourselves go.
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It was wonderful how we kept ourselves in
check for so long. We simply held cur
sides and roared. .

‘“Ha, ha, ha!'"

‘““Oh, talk about a pantomime!'"

“It was worth hundreds of quids!"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth paused as he fled along the
deck. He couldn’t possibly fail to hear that
terrific yell of laughter which rang out in
his rear. And Edward Oswald was utterly
bhorrified.

Somebody had been listening.

- He turned round, and his blood rose to
fever heat. Was it possible—was it con-
ceivable—that Miss Violet had made herself
a party to such a trick. All Handforth's
love was swallowed up in the indignation
whieh surged within him. He guessed that
the listeners had been there unknown to the
girl; and it was his intention to comm:t
wholesale slaughter.

Pitt was on his fect by this time, grinning
from ear to ear.

Handforth came up, and stood before him
with clenched fists. .

‘““ Did—did you know that all these cack-
ling idiots were here, Miss Violet?” he askcd
-in a quivering voice.

“Of ccurse I did, Edward, -you prize
chump,” said Pitt calmly, removing his wig.
‘“Don’'t you think the stars are lovely,
Edward?"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth nearly fainted.

“ Why—what—what—"'

‘““ How did I strike you as a girl?"" asked
Pitt, in his ordinary voice. ‘* Oh, Handy,
how could you refuse me? Why couldn’t
you give me a kiss—"' .

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ You—you spoofing rotter!”’ roared Hand-
forth, the truth dawning upon him with a
flood of horrible reality. * It was you all
the time! And—and I thought that—
Oh, great pip! If you're alive after I've
finished with you, it'll be a wonder!”

He dashed at Pitt, but he was intercepted
by many hands, and firmly collared.

“Only a joke, old son,” I said cheerfully.
**There’'s no need to get wild about it.
You've given us thc best entertainment of
the ycar! The way you talked was quite a
revelation! We didn’t know that you could
use such pretty words!”’

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!’”

Handforth felt that he would give all he
possessed for the deck to open so that he
might be swallowed up. As that was im-
possible, ht chose the only other coursc.
And he dived below, amidst further shouts
and laughter, and locked himeelf in bis

cabin.

Edward Oswald Handforth's
was effeotively cured!

love spasm

m—__-_—

Ix

CHAPTER 1V.
CAPTAIN NIXON ACT3

FTER two days had elapsed, Hand.
forth feclt that he could look the
other fellows in the eye without re-
sembling a beetroot. For twenty-

four hours he had scarcely been seen, but
hunger bhad compelled him to emerge.

He braved the smiles which greeted him.
It was rather a surprise to find that he was
not chipped unmercifully—as he had expected.
But we had all agreed that the joke was
over. It would have been unfair to carry it
on any longer.

And on the evening of that second day--
the Thursday—other important events were
claiming our attention.

The great two-engined aeroplanc had been
assembled on the roughly-constructed raft
which was floating near the stern of the
Wanderer. The floats had been afixed, agd
the machine looked very business-like.

~ There was some excitement aboard when
it was known that Ne)son Lee meant to
launch the seaplane without delay. And
after that, providing she floated well, he
would give her a trial flight.

The launching itself was a comparatively
easy matter. Special slips had been con-
structed on the raft, and the machine’s own
engines, when she opened out, assisted
greatly in getting her into water.

The raft was partially submerged during
the process, but this was not of much
account. Nothing bhad been. harmed. And
when the seaplane was floating on the sur-
face of the sea she secmed to be perfectly
balanced, and looked fit for anything.
“My hat! The guv'nor's made a flne jot
of her,”” I remarked admiringly. ** She's splen-
did! I'll bet she'll get of the water at the
ﬁrst"attempt-. And she’ll land just as easily,

‘“Let's hope s0,”” said Pitt.
Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore were
already on the machine, and the engincs
were running evenly and well. Darkness
would soon be coming on, and therec was
only just time for a test flight.

On board, we were all lining the rails,
watching. And we saw the propellers whizz
round at an increased speed, and we heard

the throbbing roar of the motors. The big
machine swept away across the sca, her
floats causing caacades of foam. B8he

careered along for several hundred feet.

Then she jumped into the air, touched the
water again, sending up showers of spray,
and finally lifted clear. A second later she
was rising rapidly, and then she came sweep-
ing over the yacht five hundred feet above.

** Hurrah!” .

Everybody cheered—thc boys, the girls,
and all the members of the crew. It was a
cheer that rang out with triumph and joy.
Nelson Lec's experiment was a suocess; the
aeroplane was converted inte a seaplane.

After rising to a height of a thousand fect,

Lee throttied down the motors, and glided
once more to the surface of the sea. He
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tligléted perfcctly, without straining a single
itrut.

‘1 am more than satisfied,”’ he declared,
when he came aboard. ‘“ In any ordinary
sea she can get up or alight with ease. To-
morrow morning 1 shall start on my cearch
or assistance.’”’

““Shall 1 come with sir?”’ } asked
eagerly.

** No, Nipper, I think not,” said the guv’-
aor. * There is no telling what may happen
to the aeroplane, and I should not f{eel
justified in allowing you to take any risk. 1
shall merely take Mr. Clive with me—and he
will act as pavigator.”

And this was the plan which was decided
upon.

On the [following morning, soon after
breakfast, the aeroplane was finally Yuned
up, and Nelson Lee and Mr. Clive took their
places. The first officer had been ill for
some little time, but he was now quite him-
self again, and ns eager as a schoolboy to
accompany the guv’'nor on the flight.

“I've no doubt that we shall be back
within three or four hours,”” said Nelson Lee.
* But if not, you must not worry. Sighting
a few sailing vesscls will not satisfy me. 1
want to obtain the help of some. big
steamers, if possible. For 1 believe that,
at high tide, there is just a chance of
floating the Wanderer safely into deep water,
'All she requires is powerful tugs to pull her
ree.”

The start was quite uneventful. As before,
the machine got off the Water quite easily,
and circled about for some time until she
attained a good height. Thert, with a final
dip of her tail, she sped away across the
ocean.

‘“ Well, they've gone,” said Dorrie. ‘* An’
now all we can do is to wait until they
come hack. It's my belief we sha'n’t see
anythin’ more of them——"’

“Eh?" 1 gaspced.

‘** Until to-night,”” said Dorrie calmly.
“ They won't be able to pick up ships in an
hour or two. 8o don't you boys get impa-
tient. You've got to wait until this evenin’
before you get excited.”

We were all settled to the fact that a
fairly long wait was necessary. And, in
order that the time should pass quickly, we
occupied ourselves in various ways. Cricket
was indulged in—for there was plenty of
space on the deck to play the great game
in a restricted manner.

Lord Dorrimore amused himself with a
shot-gun. There were plenty of seagulls and
other birds about and Dorrie was a fine
shot. And it was while he was engaged
upon this recreation that an incident
occurred which was to lead to very dramatic
consequences.

One of Dorrie's shots brought down two
birds right on the deck. Anothcr bird flut-
tered down slowly, and finally came to rest
on the rocky shore, where it flapped its
wings helplessly.

** Oh, the poor thing’s injured!’’ exclaimed
Violet indignantly, * I think it's a cruel

you,
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shame to shoot the poor, harmless birds like
that! I expect it’s in terrible pain now!”

Dorde looked concerned.

“I'm awfully sorry, Violet,”” he said apolo-
geticaily. °' I, didn't mean to do the job o
badly as all that. Perhaps the poor beggar
will die within a minute or two. There's
nothin’ I hate worse than maimin’ a bird
or an animal. I like to either kill it, or miss
it outright.”

“I don’t think you ought to shoot them a¢
all!” said Violet warmly.

She continued to watch the shore, but the
bird still fluttered about helplessly. Quite
obviously, it was wounded, but not dying.
It seemed that one of its wings had becn
broken.

“I want to go ashore at once!' said Mi:s
Violet firmly.

‘“ Eh?"’ asked Dorrie.
ashore?’’

*“*Yes, I do!"”

‘“ But, my dear young lady——"

‘] mean to rescue that poor bird, and to
bind its wounds,’”” declared the girl.

‘““It wouldn't let you do it,”” said Lord
Dorrimore patiently. “It isn't a tame
;:hlllckenv,.you know. It would peck {right
ully—"" -

‘““Oh, you're not going to make any
exguses?" said the girl, with scorn in het
voice. ‘‘ Will you please take me ashore,
Lord Dorrimore? If you won't, I'll ask some-
body elsec—somebody who is more humane!™

His lordship sighed.

“I'm perfectly willin® to go,”” he said.
“But I don't think you ought to come,
Violet. 1 will rescue the hird for you—-"

‘““Indeed, I shall come!’’ declared Violet
firmly.

She could be quite imperious when she
liked, and Dorrie was not the fellow to ignore
the requests of a lady. There c¢ould be no
possible danger, for Dorrie meant to take
several memnters of the crew with him—and
they would all be armed. Even if €aptain
Nixon was watching, he would have no oppor-
tunity of acting.

And so the boat set out from the yacht's
side, Miss Violet looking very concerned.

The bird was still in the same position, but
it was quite alive. The rocks in all direc-
tions were deserted and bare, radiating the
heat of the blazing morning sunshine. Tho
whole scene looked very peaceful. '

“* You'd better let me get the bird for
you,” said Dorrie calmly. ‘' It’s got a beak
as powerful as wire-cutters—" ‘

“Oh, I'm not afraid of it,” said Miss
Violet. ‘‘ Besides, it’ll know that I mean to
help it, so it will let me pick it up.”

“ Will it?"” said Dorrie. ** By gad! That’s
a surprisin’ piece of news. You must allow
me to differ, Miss Violet. That bird will
be quite savage, and——  Good gracious!
There’s a wilful littlec minx for you!”

The bows of the boat had touched the
rock, and, on the instant, Violet sprang
ashore. Dorrie was in the stern, fo it was
not possible for him to forestall the girl's
intention,

“You want to go



1. ‘“ I-1 think you are the most ripping girl | have ever met '’ said Handforth

2. ‘‘ 1 should advise you to put your hands up, Captain Nixon !’’ rapped out
-Nipper, removing his wig.
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S8he waa running across the rough rock to
the spot where the injured bird was lying.
8he was rome little distance away already.

“Let me get ashore! Quick!” exclaimed
Dorrte quickly. * There's no tellin® what
that confounded bird will do!™

But before his lordship could set foot on
the rocs something of a  very startling
nature occurred--and it was not connected
with the injured bird.

As Viokt waa approaching the spot, a
ehort, burly figure shot out from behind
some  rochkas. Isy taking four long strides
the hgure reached the girl, and the next
moment two  powerful, hormy hands were
grasping  her shouiders.

“Youd best hold still, missy!" snapped a
voice.

“0Ohb!" shouted Violet, in alarm. “ Let
me go —"

“Captain Nixon!" roared Dorrte, white
with alarm and anger. “You dénfernal

scoundre!! Take your tingers oIl that young
lady'! Take them off, you cur, or I'l shoot
you as jyou atand.”

Captiun  Nixon  Jaughed  harshly and
pointed a revolver at Miss Violet's head.
She garzed at it, terrified.

" The fArst man who attempts to move in
this direction will cause the death of this
charming young gal!” roared Captain
Niron.  That aip’t a hollow threat, mind!
I mean what I tay' One move, mind you,
uid she'll die!"’

- e e

CHAPTER V.
THR PRISONER OF THE CAVERN'

[OLET WATSON was a strong, brave

girl, but to be in the grasp of a

brute like Captain Nixon utterly

terrified her. And the knowledge

that a loaded revolver was pointed at her
bead was maore terrifying still,

She fainted in Nixon's arms.

“Yon confounded cur!” shouted Dorri-
more fuariously. °* Release that young lady
at ance—"'

" You can give those orders to those
who'll obey!"” yelled Nixon. * Don’t forget
what I told you! This revolver's still
handy, and it might go off. If you want
tlt\_ilsl"gnl to be aale, you'd best rom.in
still! '

And to Lord Dorrimore's horror, Nixon
commaiiced moving off backwards into the
Tooks, carrylng Violet with perfect ease in
oinc brawny urm. The cumning rascal took
care to place the girl between himself and
the boat’s party.

To shoot was imposesible, for it was just
a8 likely that a bullet woulkd hit the girl.
Not a man dared shoot.

And Dorrimore was compelled to witneas
the galling sight of Mise Violet being car-
ried away by that rascally skipper. She
was absolutely in his power, and nothing
could be done to help her—at the momoent.

Nixon disappeared mto a crevice amongst
the rcocks—and Lord Daorrimore lLecame
active at once. e seprung forward, in-
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tending to dash to the roscue. He only
covered about ten yards.

Crack!

A bullet whizzed past his left ear, and he
paused. There would be no sense in getting
nimself killed; he couldn’t help the captured
girlll in that way. 80 Dorrie stood quite
still.

Another shot came, and it was quite
obvious that the only safe plan was to
retire. And Captain Nixon .had got Miss
Violet an his clutches!

The situation was serious! _

And, meanwhile, Nixon was penetrating
onhe i the long tunnels which h9ney-c0mbed
the hill., He proceeded down it for some
little way, and did not pause until he had
carried his fair burden into a large, irregu-
larly-shaped cavern. Then he placed her
down, and left her. _

''en minutes elapsed and thcen the girl
opencd her eyes. For some moments she
did not know where she was or what had
happened. Then, in a flood of remembrance,
slie rcalised the truth.
*Oh!’" she murmured,

her feet. ‘
Vivlet saw that she was in a cavern, with
irregularty formed rock walls. High up 1ip
the roof was a long slit, and at the very
top of it the sky was visible. The cavern
was lighted naturally—by the light of day.
But the place was very dim and gloomy,
nevertheless.

The girl looked about her nervously.

She thought ahe saw a shadowy form
over in the other corner of the cavern,
and she crouched back against the wall,
territicd. She knew that Captain Nixon had
three wild-looking men with bim—three meb
who had beeu on the istand before the
arvival of the party.

They were probably castaways who had
becn thrown on the rock during a storm.
And they had been compelled to remain.
Nixon had found them, and he had probably
promised them large rewards if they helped
his own schemes. .

Was it one of these men who lurked in
thce shadows?

Brave as the girl was, she felt utterly
unnerved jubt then. To be in that awful
cavern, in the power of these ruflians, was
enough to strike tceror into any girl's heart.

A sound came to her ears, and a moment
later Captain Nixon himself entered the
cavern from a narrow opening in the wali.
Hcl gazed across at her and nodded cheer-
futly.

** Ah, missy, I'm glad to see  that you're

rising unsteadily
to

well agin,”” he remarked. * How are yeo
feelin®?  Better, 1 bope?”

‘“Oh, you brute—you brute!” panted
Violet.

‘“ Steady " said the captain. * What have
I done? Come now'! What have I done to
desorve that? 1've hamlled you carelul,
and [ haven't touched yeu, my tine young
lady! That sounds a bit Irish, but you
know what I mean. 1 ain't touched a hair
ol your hcad—not to harm it!”

Violet controlled herself with an effors.
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‘““Why are you keeping me here?” she
asked steadily. ** What good will it do
ou to hold me a prisoner? Let me go,
aptain Nixon—let me go! 1f you don’t you
will be terribly punished—— No, don’t come
near me! I shall scream——"

Nixon laughed.

‘““You can scream all you like, missy,”
bhe said. *“ It wou't alter nothing. Your
sweet voice can't be heard. An’ you needn't
think that I mean to play any silly tricks.
l‘vedgot you here for a purpose—unde¢r-
stand?’’

*“ What—what purpose?’” asked Violet
tremblingly.

**Oh, nothin’ that'lt hurt you,”” said
Nixon. - When you came ashore 1 just

hugged myself with joy.
on the yacht act sensibly you won't be
touched. DBut if they prove obstinate—
well, I'm afraid that things'l] be different.
But 1 just want to tell you that jyou
needn't be afeared.”

Nixon Jaughed softly and walked away
again.

The girl crouched back against the wall,
her heart beating fast. She knew welb
¢nough thbat there was no escape for her.
What could she do against this armed rutfian
-—to say nothing-of his confederates?

And, meanwhile, consternation rcigned on
board the Wanderer. .

The boat had returned to the yacht—
but w» knew the truth dlong before it
arrived, for we had seen the whole incident
fromn the deck. And we were all in a state
of excitement and concern.

‘““ Miss Violet kidnapped!” panted Hand-
forth—*‘ kidnapped by that horrible ruftian!
Ob, my goodness! Something will have to be
done! Why didn't Dorrie shoot the beast?”

‘““ He couldn't,”” I said. * He held Violet
in front of him, and Dorrie didn't have
4 chance to shcot. I don’t know what the
dickens we can do!’’

Watson paced about nervously.

‘““ My sister!”” he exclaimed. *‘* We must
go ashore at once, and—"

If your friends

‘““ The boat’s just alongside,” called out
D¢ Valerie.
There was a rush at once, and we all

collected round the accommodation-ladder.
Dorrie came on beard, looking much paler
than usual. And there was a grim gleamJ
jn his eyes.

‘““The brute!” he exclaimed—'‘the tricky
brute!”

“Can’'t we asked
Watson huskily. -

‘“1 don't know—yet,”” said Dorrie. 1
must speak to the captain and to Sir Craw-
ford. Something must be done certaimly.”

Dorrie went off, and was soon in deep amd
earnest conversation with Captain Burton
and Sir Crawford Grey. They knew the]

do anything, sir?”

facts, and they were vastly worried. But
what could be done?

What prospect was thére of rescuing Violet
from those dark cdaverns and tunnels? The
task was well-nigh Impossible. Captain
Nixon had scored, and he had scored
bheavily.

Yét the whole incident had been unfore-
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seen. The rascal could not bave made any
plans beforehand. He bhad simply taken,
advantage of the circumstance, and bad
captured Miss Violet on the spur of the
moment.

Her imprisonment meant a great deal to
the yacht’s party, for Nixon would undoubt-
edly use the girl as a lever to gain his
own ends. Dorrie was at his wits’ end;
annd so were the others.

‘1 really do not kpnow what to do,” said
Sir Crawford Grey anxiously. It s
terribly unfortunate—terribly alarming. The
dear child must be rescued without delay,
and yet—and yet 1 do not see how it can
be done. It is appalling to think of her—
that sweet girl—in the bands of such vile
ruflians!”

““And this happens when Mr. Lee is
away ('’ growlled Captain Burton. ' We
must act in some way, that is certain.”

‘** Perhaps Nixon will act first,” suggested
Dr. Brett grimly. 1 am expecting him to
make a move, at all events. And [ do not
thunk you need alarm yourselves. Nixon
will not dare to harm the girl.”

“By gad, I wish I could believe you,
doctor!”’ said Dorrie. ‘“‘ But I'm frightfully
alarmed. I've been wrackin’ my bra:ns——"

*“ The boys seem excited about sumething,”’
interrupted Sir Crawford.

A mcment later they were gazing down
the deck. Tommy \Watson was dancing
about frantically, and several other jun:ors
were equally excited. 1 was there, but I
remained quite calm.

The cause of the commotion was the sight
of a figure on the shore.

It was Captain Nixon.

He was standing in full view, waving a
large square of white material—which was
obviously intended to scrve as a flag of
truce. He continued to wave it as he
stood there.

“*We must see what he wants,”’ said Brett
promptly.

‘* Rather!” agreed Dorrie.
come with me, old man.”

Within three minutes the boat was off,
containing Lord Dorrimore and the doctor
and several members of the crew. All were

‘“You'd better

fully armed and ready for treachery. But
it was important that Nixon should be
heard.

The boat réached the rocks and. rested
there.

““ You don't need to come no nearer,”’ said
Nixon calmly. * 1 reckon we can talk

nicely like this. An' I might as well point
out right at once that you'd best not
try any tricks. That gal is in the hands
of my mates, an’ if anything happens to

me—well, something’ll happen to her. For
one thing, you won't see her no more. So

1 ai’l']'tv frightened of all that display o’
guns!”’ _

**For thte moment, Nixon, you have the
advantage,”” said Dorrie grimly. * Tell us
in as few words as possible what you want.”

*“ Well, the fust thing I want is a cigar
an’ some -cigarettes,”” said Nixon cooliy, "
“’And ’em over, my lrd.”

‘* Infernal impudence!” smapped Dorrie.
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But he was not in a position to refuse,
and he tossed over to Nixon two cigars and
a handful of cigarettes. The captain caught
them and soon lighted one of the cigars.
He puffed away at it with great enjoyinent.

‘“ Ah, that's a real treat!’” he exclaimed.
‘“Now I can talk a lot better. The idea
o' this parley is that I'm keen upon makin’

a bargain., Understand? That gal is in my
possession, an' you can have her back—on
conditions.™’ .

“*What conditions?”’ demanded Dr. Brett.

‘1T wasn’'t aware that 1 was speakin’ to
you,”’ said Nixon rudely. ‘‘* My conversation
18 addressed to lris lordship. You can have
the girl back, but my conditions will have
to be carried out fust.” .

“ You must tell us what they are,”’ said
Dorrie.

‘““ Well, to begin with, 1 want two boat-
loads of food delivered. You can send a
general cargo—-1 ain't particular about that.
A8 long as it's good foodstufft it’ll be all
-right. That's the fust demand.”

**Oh, so thcre are others?”

‘““You can bet your sweet life on that,”
said Nixon. ‘‘ 1 shall want a case of whisky,
an'. also somethin’ which you brought out
of the El Safra oasis.”

“I knew it!” murmured Dorrie.

“In other words,”” said Nixon p!eisantly,
‘““ you've got to deliver over to me that
there treasure. An’ you mustn’t play no
tricks, neither. You've got to send cvery-
thing—savvy? The whole collection.”

Lord Dorrimore nodded.

**That is very interesting,”” he said
smoothly. *‘“ An" do you really expect that
we shall meet these—er—reasonable demands
of yours?’’

Nixon shrugged his shoulders.

“If you don't meet ‘em—well, you'll be
sorry for it,”’ he said. *‘* You can think it
over, my lord. I ain’'t tellin’ a lie when 1
say that if the stuff isn’t delivered it'll
mean the death of that little gal. I've got
no grudge against her, but she just happcens
to be a lever. If you don't do as 1 order
she will never see you agin, an’ you’ll never
see ’er."”

** You confounded scoundrel!” roared Dr.
Brett. .
‘* Maybe I am,” said Nixon. ‘' But you

all know it by this time, so I don’t take
that as an insult. I sct out on this trip
with the intention of gettin’ that treasure—
an' I mcan to have it, too. I ain't
particular about scruples. It won't do me
any harm if two or three of you get killed
in the process—it’'ll only do you harm. So
you'd better take heed o' what I say.”

* It is impossible for me to give you a
definite answer now,”” said Dorrimore. ‘1
must consult with Sir Crawford Grey——"

‘*“ You needn’t be scared,”” said Nixon.
““ I'm prepared to allow you a certain
amount of time to talk things over. I'll give
you three hours ‘exactly. You can decide
sooner, if you want to—the waving of a
white Hag will be all the signal I shall- need.
Three hours is the time limit.”

““ And what if we make no move?’’
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will cease to live—that’'s all,” said Nixon,
with perfect cahnness. "*That .sounds
callous, don't it? Well, I dare say it is
callous. But I'm hardened. By jinks, there’s
one thing I was nearly forgettin'—an
important thing, too!"

** Would you like us to deliver the yacht,
for example?’” suggested Dorrie.

‘1 reckon you're bein’ sarcastic,”’ replied
Nixon. - ** No, my lord, I don’t want a usc-
less old hulk like that. But you'll have to
bring me ten rifles an’ a thousand rounds
of ammunition.”

“No!"” said Dorrimore firmly. “1'll give
you my answer to that straight away. You
won't get a single cartridge—"' |

‘“*Then the gal will die!”

““Don’t keep up that same yarn!" snapped
Dorr:rpore.. ** You're rather good at blutfing,
Captain Nixon. At the same time, we'll con-
sider your terms, an’ we’ll let you know
something before three hours have elapsed.”

““That’'s a promise,” said Nixon. 1
knew 1 could rely on a gemt like you to act
fair and square. Don’t forget that the gal's
life hangs by a thread. An' that thread
13 In your hands. So be careful.”
~ Nixon turned away, and the boat made
its way back to the yacht. When Dorrie
and DBrett came aboard they were at once
surrounded, and they brietly explaimed what
Captain Nixon had demanded.

"‘He wants - the treasure!” I exclaimed.
' That's what 1 expected all along. And
it seems to me that he'll get it, too.”

“ g}et. it!"" shouted Handforth.

6 fcs.il

‘“ But it's worth three hundred thousand!"

I nodded grimly.

“Isn’t Miss Violet worth more than
that?” 1 asked.

** Rather!”’ said Handforth promptly.
‘“ She's—she's worth millions, and—-
Ahem!"”

Handforth paused, turned slightly red, and
was glad that all the other fellows were
busily engaged in conversation.

““ Of course, the treasure will have to be
sacrificed,”” Watson declared. °‘‘ Dorrie had
better hand it over at once, 80 that we¢ can
get Vi back. Then it'll be easy to get the
trecasure again.”

““ Will it?"” I asked grimly. ‘' Nixon is a
cunning beggar. He won’'t releasc Violet
until those rifles and ammunition are handed
over. And what then? With those cavces
he'll be able to defend the island against a

hundred.” .

“ My hat, yes!"” said Watson. ‘' Then—
then we shall have to lose the treasure
altogether.” _ .

‘* My dear chap, do you think that Nixon
will keep his part of the bargain if we keep
ours?"’ I asked. *‘ Do you think he'll release
Violet as snoon as he gets the stufl he has
demanded?”’ .

*“ Of course he won’'t,”” said Pitt.

‘““ That's my idea,’”” 1 agreed. ‘' Nixon will
make fresh demands, and there’ll be no
end to the aflair.” .

“ Well, it's a joMy good thing he didn’t

« At the end of three hours my prisoner | capture two of the girls,” remarked De
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Valerie.
then.”
‘* He didn't capture two, so what’s the
good of talking,”” snapped o Handforth.
** We've got to settle this problem!”
Handy apparently thought that it was his
business to decide the affair, and he exer-
cised his mighty brain to the utmost limit
—not that exercising it had much effect.
But De Valerie’'s remark, unimportant
though it scemed, had suggested something
in my own mind. I stood quite still for
several minutes, thinking deeply. Then 1
Jooked round with a gleam in my eye.
‘“1 say, you fellows,” 1 exclaimed,

“ He'd have had a double lever

‘ supposing one of the girls got into a boat I

all by hersef{—" ’

(]} Eh?"

* There's a little canoe all ready,” I went
on. ‘‘ Supposing one of the girks got into
that canoe and drifted ashore—"'

‘“ 8She'd be captured by Nixon, wouidn't
she?”’ 1 asked.

‘“1 suppose she would,” said De Valerie.
“ Nixon would welcome the chance of
making another capture. But as there's no
fowbility of anything like that happening

don't see why you should waste time.”

“1I'm not wasting time,” I said grimly.
‘“ As a matter of fact, it is going to happen,
my sons. And I'll tell you how!”

And I drew my chums round me.

‘““ What the dickens—-" {

CHAPTER VI.

A PERILOUS UNDERTAKING !

4 HE idea isn't mine, strictly
speaking,”” 1 began. ‘‘'It really
belongs to Pitt!l” .
“To me?"’ said Pitt, staring.
“ Exactly,” 1 replied. ‘“You may
rcmember that you played rather a neat
little trick on Handforth the other evening,
when you dressed up as Miss Violet—"
“ Here, | say!’ growled HMHandforth.
‘“* What’s the idea of raking that up? I
don’t see the sense in—"’
* Wait until 1've finished,
in. *“ I'm sorry il 1've touched a sore
point, but it can’t be heiped. My idea is to
disguise myself as a girl.”
‘“ What!"
‘ And, go ashore—""

Ht;ndy," I put

Y] Great J’ip !!!

‘“* Pretending to be helpless—-"’ :

‘“ My hat!” '

“ That's the wheeze,”” I went on. * Don’t
you see?’”’

““ No, 1I'm blessed if I do,”” said Watson.
“Who could you impersonate?’’ '

‘“ Nobody in particular.”

“ But——"' ,

“ Nlxon doesn’t know what giris there are
aboard,”” I said. *“ As long as I look like
a girl it'll be sufficient. I needn’t pretend
to be anybody else. And I think I'm fairly
good at disguises.”

Everybody grinned.

** Fairly good!’ echoed Pitt. * What about
the time you had the nerve to como to

e

'7

St. Frank's az a new boy? Noboldy detected
that, and I'm jolly certain that you can
disguise yoursef a3 a girl without the
slightest trouble.”

" Well, 1 dare say he could, % said De
Valerie. ** But what's the idea?”

“1 shall get mysell captured,”
plained.

** Get—get yourzelf captured?”

*“ Exactly.”

‘* You 1must be dotty!”

‘“Mad!”

‘* Ciean off your rocker!”

I looked round me with a smile.

“If you'd only think for a minute or
two, you wouldn’t make those remarks,” 1
said. “ 1 sha'n’t deliberately go ashore,
you duffers. If I went out in a boat,
paddled to the shore. and landed, Nixon
would be suspicious in a moment. [ shall
have to drift ashore b%accident. Sev?”’

‘“ Not exactly,”” said atson bluntly.

‘“ Well, I've got an idea how it can be
managed,” I said. ‘* The whole thing must
he planned and engincered thoroughiy if
it’s going to he a success. And once I'm
ashore, captured, 1 shall almost certainly
he ptaced with Miss Violet.”

“That'l do you a lot of good, won't it?”
asked Christine, ‘* Why, you'd both be in
the same position. You'd be hopelessly in
the cart, with no chance of rescue.”

‘““That’'s what it looks like, doesn't it?" I
said. ‘** But Nixon won't expect his second
priconer to carry revolvers on him, will he?
And he won't expect her to be equipped with
an electric torch, and—"'

“My—my only hut!"” gasped Watcon.
“ You—you brainy bounder! Of all the rip-
ping ideas! Why, it's stunning!”

‘“ But—but——""

‘“Let moe explain it with more detail,” T
suid to the others. ‘1 shall drift ashore
in a boat, and it'll seem to everybody that
I'm a fIrightened, helpless girl. Nixon will
think that luck has pluyed into his hands
again. He'll capture ine, and [ shal scream
for help. But I shall he taken into those
old tunnels before anybody on hoard can do
anything. It's almost a dead cert that
Nixon will put me with Miss Violet, think-
ing that we're both girls. Well, the very
instant I find her, I shall act—and I =hall
shoot, if necessary.’’

All the fellows were enthusiastic.

“But it’'ll be [frightfully risky, dear ol
boy,”” declared Sir Montie, with an unxious
note in his voice. ‘‘ You’ll have a shcekin’
time of it, you know. I don’'t altogether
think that I shall approve—"

‘“ In that case, old man, I'm afraid [ shail
have to earn your displenu‘e(;" I said calmly.
*“It’ll be awful if I have undertake the
job without your approval—but perhaps I
shall survive!”’

‘“Pray don't rot. dear fellow,”’ protested
Montie.

Having practically settied the details in my
own mind, 1 lost no time in laying the whole
roject before Lord Dorrimore, Sir Crawford

rey, and the others. At first they were

I ex-
®
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tnclined to scout the very idea as prepos-

terous. . _

“Mr dear 1ad, It is quite impossible—
quite.” said Sir Crawford gently. " You are
cxcited, and I duv not blame you for get-
ting these wild ideas.”

“ But it's not wild, sir,”” I said calmly.

*- Surely it is, Nipper,” sald Nir Crawford.
“ Such a subterfuge could be easily worked
with Handforth—in the gloom of the even-
ing. But this is nu joke. T'his Is grim reality.
We bhave to cope with a very serious situa-
tion - —*'

*That's my idea, sir,” 1 said. * I'm quite
certain that I can work the whole game suc-

ceesfully. It only needs plenty of cheek and
nerve.'’

‘“ Well, you posseas both those qualifica-
tions,’’ said Dorrie drily. * An’, what’'s more,

by gad, I believe you can work the wheeze,
too!”

** Really,, lord Dorrimore—"' .

“I'in serious, Sir Crawford,’” said Dorrie.
“1 know what a smart young Dbounder
Nipper is. An' when it comes to disguises
he's a mnsterpiece. Absolutely a master-
piece!”” Dorrie repeated, patting me on the
back.

“It's then?' 1 asked eagerly.

a go,

“* Don't forget that we've got under threel

hours. We shall be compelled to give up a
Jot more than the treasure before we see
Mias Violet agnin. It may be days before
Nixon will give his prisoner her freedom—-

 Heaven forbid such a possibility!” ex-
claimed 8ir Crawford huskily. ‘‘ But Nipper
is certainly right. -We hiave no guarantee
that Nixon will keep his part of the bargain.
The chances are that he will do nothing.
Yes, the only way is to act immediately—
and to act with decision.”

80, after n few further minutés of con-
versation, I hurried away to get prepared
for tho great adventure. .

Pcrsonally, 1 was quite in love with the
prospect. 1 dido’t think of the danger at
all. 1 was to set out on a piece of real
detective work, and the thought of it thrilled

me.
I had no diflculty in borrowing all the
girls' clothes [ needed. 1 performed the
work with record speed, and my disguise
was complete at the end of an hour. Mean-
while, othor preparations had bcen going for-
ward.

Two of the girls had been paddling in the
neighbourhood of the yacht, in a little
ecanoe. Jt was almost certain that somebody
was watching the scene. And the watcher
would think nothing when he observed the
two girls board the yacht, and another girl
get into the canoe by herself. :

 Wonderful—wonderful!”’ exclaimed Sir
Crawford, whea I preeefted myself in his
cabin. * Amazing, in fact! And is this—
this young lady really Nipper? 1 cannot
beliove the evidence of my own eyes! An
astoundingly clever disguise! Dear, dear!
Upon my soul!”

Bir Crawford was certalnly struck, and the

F

|

| what seemed to be an accident.
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otl.ers all agreed tbat my make-up wase.top-
hole. And | must admit that when I looked
at n;!yselr in the glass I didn't see myself
at all. .

‘** Everything is rcady,” said Dorrie briskly.
““I don't like you going, Nipper, but just
at present we're all ready to try anything.
Miss Violet must be rescued—that much is
certain.”

‘1 am very anxious indeed,” declared Sir
Crawford. ‘It seems terribly wicked of us
to allow this brave lad to go into such dan-
ger while we remamn here, in safety. I am
not at all sure that we have doue right in
giving our consent—"'

“My dear Sir Crawford, don't let that
worry you,”' imterrupted Dorrie. ‘‘Mr. Lce
has sent Nipper on many an errand far more .
perilous than this. And the young bounder
has always come ount on top. I'vc got an
idea that he’ll win through on this occasion.’’

*“Thanks,”” I said. *“I've got that idea,
too, Bertie. Captain Nixon is only a crude
sort of crook, and the best way to deal with
him is to pit cunning against cunning. And
I think we’ll succeed in getting the better
of him.”

There was no time for further discussion.
Perilous or not, 1 had commenced the thing
now, and it was my intention to go through
with it. Even if I failed there wouldn'y be
much harm done. .

1 bad a small revolver concealed about me,
an electric torch, and several other articles
which might come in useful. I was attired in
a light summer coat-frock—I tbink that's
what they call them—ahd I didn’t look at all
dasty. Some of the fellows declared that
Handforth would have fallen in love with me
if he hadn’'t known the truth. Incidentally,
there were three or four noses punched on
that occasion.

The canoe was only a small one, and I
tripped down the accommodation ladder, and
stepped into the little craft. For some few
minutes I cruised clumsily backwards and
forwards, as though I were a mere novice
in the art of paddling.

When I was about midway between the
yacht and the shore I had an accident—or
. The water
in that little bay was quite calm and peace-

ful, with no more ripple on its surface tha
disturbs a tiny lake. "

In turning, [-dropped my paddie. ‘Frantic-
ally, 1T looked over for it, but purposely
{:rked the canoe so that I could not: reach

_ The current, such as it was, was carrying
me steadily towards the shore. 1 knew that
it would do so—the whole success of the
plan depended upon that. For some few
minutes I pretended to ignore the shore
altogether. '

And I drew further and further away from
the paddle, and nearer the shore.

Then suddenly I seemed to realise that I
was drifting on to the rocks.

*Oh, help!" I screamed.
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I half stood up in the canoce, staring about
me wildly.

** Help, help!” I screamed again.
lost my paddle, and I'm drifting to the
shore! That horrid man will get me!
Please, please help me!”

I made enough noise for a dozen, and even
if Nixon had not becen watching, he must
certainly have heard me.

There was no sign of anybody on shore.

But, from the direction of the yacht, came
many shouts. = A great commotion was
caused, and I saw that a fairly large boat
was being got ready with all speed. But the
members of the crew tumbled over one an-
other, and delayed themselves.

eanwhile, 1 was getting nearer and
nearer to the shore.

‘“ All right, Phyllis!” shouted Dorrie in
loud tones. ¢ We'll soon have you safe!
Try and paddle with your hands—keep the
canoe away from the rocks!”

It was. all very realistic. 1 was in a panic,
and they seemed to be in a panic. And when
1 paddled with my hands I made a frightful
bloomer, 1 twirled the canoe round, and it
went the wrong way!

Before 1 could remedy the defect, I'd hit
the rock. Of course, this was what 1 really
meant it to do. But it seemed t0o an on-
looker that the whole thing had come about
by accident. _

The boat from the ship was already on its
way, Lord Dorrimore shouting to his men to
burry up, but it was still a good distance ofl.

And then, to my terrific joy, Captain
Nixon appeared with two of those wild-look-
ing men whom he had found on the island.

‘“ Collar 'er!”’ rasped out Nixon. *‘‘ What a
piece of bloomin’ luck}$’

‘“* Help—help !’ 1 shrieked.

Before I could escape, Nixon and his men
had seized me, and 1 was rushed over the
rocks towards the tunnel entrance.

‘“ Got you, my fine lady!”’ panted Nixon.

‘““0Oh, you beast—you brute!' 1 panted
frantically.

“ Them sort o’ complimente don’'t hurt me
a bit,”” grinned Nixon. * I'm surprised at
you, missy—I'm real surprised! Just fancy
you losin’ your paddle, and driftin’ ashore!”

*“Oh, let me go—let me go!"” 1 wailed.

“*You'll go when your friends pay up,”
said Nixon. *‘ This’ll mean another ransom!
1 sha’'n’t be content with the fust bargain.
Two prisoners—two lots of booty!"”

‘“Oh, I'm so frightened—do, please let me
go!"’ I exclaimed weakly. ‘' 1—I didn’t mean
any harm——"

*1 don’t say as you did, miss,’
tain Nixon. ‘‘And you won't come to no
’arm  here, unless your friends refuse 0
obey my orders. It all depends upen them
whether you get back safe or not.”

He pulled at my arm.

* Now, eome along, my gal!" he said.

** Where—where are you taking mae te?" 1
asked, horrified.

‘“You're goin’ to join your little gal
friend,” said Nixen, to my secret joy. 1l

“*1've

s

said Cap-

.elaimed framtically,
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wouldn't be so cruel as to place you apart.
You’ll be nice company for one another.
An’ you won’'t be so lonely, neither. Before
night, if everything goes well, you'll be safe
an’ snug on board the yacht agin.”

“Oh, I do hope so! You wouldn't be so
cruel as to keep us here for long,” 1 said
tearfully.

I was like a limp rag, and Nixon had no
dificulty with me whatever. As I had sus
pected, he had been duped in the most eom-
pletec manner. He had swallowed everything,
right from the very start.

And he fondly believed that he had two
girl prisorers—two helpless creatures who
counld do absolutely nothing.

But Captain Nixon was to learn his mis-
take!

After going along the tunnel for some
little distance we took a sharp turn to the
right, and then entered a curiously-shapea
cavern. A slit was in the roof, admitting the
daylight.

And as we entered, a slight form rose from
the other side of the caverm, and stood
staring at us.

‘“ I've brought you a companion, my lady,”
said Nixon genialiy. * She’ll be nice com-
pany for you——"

*“Oh, is that you, Ethel?”
Violet, running over towards me.
ever did yon get—— Oh!
Ethel! I—I don’t think I know you—"

“Yes, you do, Miss Violet!” I roared,
jerking off my wig, and pulling the revolver
out of my dress with a swift movement.
“I'm Nipper, and 1've come to get you out
of this hole!”

Captain Nixon staggered.

‘ Why, what—-"" he began.

‘1 should advise you to put your hands
up, Captain Nixon!” I rapped out sharply.
“Fm not inclined to stand any nonsense.
If you attempt to touch me, 1 shall shoot!
Don’t forget that.”

Nixon recovered himself.

* You—you cunning young whelp!” he ex-
letting fly a string of

exclaimed
“ How-
But you are bot

oaths.

Miss Violet flushed,
teeth.

**Close that foul mouth of yours!’ 1
shouted. ‘' Another word, Nixon, and I'li
shoot you!”

** You—you——"

The captain was quite incoherenf, and he
hardly knew what he was doing. Perhaps he
thought ] wasn't in earnest, for he pulled
out a revolver and pointed it at me, snarling
fiercely at the same time.

Crack! - |

It was not Nixon's weapon which spoke.
My bullet entered bhis arm, and the revolver
went crashing down. Nixon himself, how!-
ing with pain, danced over to the other side
of the cavern.

‘“ Now, Miss Vi!'" I said sharply.

‘*Ob, Nipper, I—I——" she began.

“No time for talking,” 1 whispered,
** Please come with me!”

We bastened, down the tunmel, and irom

and I clenched my
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behind we heard the stamps and roars of
Captain Nixon as bhe gave chase.

Crack!

Again [ fired, and this time the bullet hit
the floor; it was only my intention to
frighten the rascal, and { certainly did that;
for he gave up the pursuit.

But we were not out of the wood yet. In
the dim light of the entrance-cave I saw two
figures. I knew that they belonged to
Nixon's companions—and we had to pass
them.

“* We must charge!” 1 murmured. * Fol-
low me clogely!"”’

I didn't want to hurt the fellows—they
were probably harmless enough, under ordi-
nary circumstances. And so, with a series of
flendish yells, 1 dashed Iorward firing my
revolver str:xight out into the open.

In that confined space the noise was ter-
rific. and it was hardly surprising that the
fellows were staggered. Violet and 1 were
|.u_as.t(.l them before they knew what was in the
wind.

And as soon as we were out in the open 1
fired my revolver threce times in the air. But
those on the watch had heard my previous
shots, and a boat was already dashing across
from the yacht. -

‘* Hurrah!”' went up a periect roar. ‘' He's
done it—he's rescued Miss Violet! Good old
Nipper!"”

CHAPTER VIIL
HOMEWARD BOUND ONCE MORE,

L URRAH!"
‘““Three cheers for Nipper!”
The shouts rang out as I stepped

into the boat, Violet with me. The
girl was looking flushed and excited, but she
had obviously come to no harm. Owing to
“the promptness of her rescue, she had
scarcely had time to get frightened.

She and 1 sat in the stern of the boat as
we rowed to the yacht.

‘“I—1 don’t know how I shall ever thank
you, Nipper,”’ she said, looking at me with
grateful, sparkling eyes. * Oh, you ,were
splendid—you were wonderful! The way you
settled that terrible man was glorious!"’

‘1 had to -shoot him through the arm—it
was the only way,” 1 said. ** And I thought
it better to act at once, without any delay.
I had my chance then—and I always believe
in taking chances when they appear!”

‘] don't know what I can say——"

‘“ Please say nothing at all,”’ [ interrupted.
‘ Captain Nixon has been beaten, s0 you
needn’t worry in the slightest degree You
can be quite sure that he won't have an-
other opportunity of collaring a prisoner!
He's found two at a time rather too many
for him!" _

When we got on the yacht 1 hardly knew
whether I was on my head. or imy heels.
Weirdly dressed as 1 was, I was hoisted ‘up,
and carried round the deck in triumph.
Dorrie was roaring with delight, and Sir
‘Crawford beamed.

“] knew you'd do it, my lad!” roared
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Dorrie. ** Good business! You deserve half
a dozen medals for the way you lost that
paddle of yours! It was one of the best
bits of work 1 have cver seen!”

** Good oild Nipper!”’

I was certainly the hero of the hour—al-
though I didn’t particularly care for assum-
ing vhat role. 1t was rather too energetic
tor my liking! And then came further ex-
citement.

1 was glad, because it shifted the attention
of the fellows from me.

‘* Look—look!"" bawled Handforth sud-
denly. ‘ You chaps are making sO much
noise that we didn’'t hear 1t' Look, you
asses!"”’ |

Considering that Handforth had been mak-
ing most of the noise on his own account,
it was rather ‘ nervy " on his part to speak
in that way. However, we didn't mind. Kor
there, soaring into view out of the sky, came
the seaplane!_

Nelson Lee was returning.

Nothing else mattered once he had Leen

sighted.
We all waited eagerly for the great
machine to alight upon the water. Ir did

so, landing gracefully, with scarceiy a splash.
Less than ten minutes later, Nelson Lee and
Mr. Clive were on board.

‘** Well, sir?"” roared a dozen voices.

‘“Dear me! I cannot speak to you-all at
once,”” 8said the guv'nor. *If you'll allow-
me—— (Good gracious! What on earth are
you up to, Nipper? What have you got into
that extraordinary costume for?"’

‘ Ob, there's been some excitement to-day,
sir,”” I said calmly.

‘* Miss Violet was capturcd by Nixon, sir,’
said Handfarth.

“What?'' shouted Lee.

‘““ But Nipper rescued her——"

(1] Oh'll

Nelson Lee was surprised and relieved. And
he insisted upon hearing the chief details of
the affair before he told us a word. He was
delighted when he had heard all.

‘ Oh, cut it out, sir!" I protested. when he
commenced praising me up. ‘‘ I've been hear-
ing nothing else but that sort of stuff ever
since I came back! And there was ‘nothing
much in what I did, anyhow.”

“ Modesty is a grcut virtue, Nipper,' said
the guv'nor. *‘‘ You have acted in the most
chivalrous and courageous manner, and we
all muet join in thanking you for thc great
service you have rendered—"'

““ Oh, my hat!"” I groaned.

Ewrybodv roared, and the cheers
renewed.

*“ Haven't vou done anything, sir?”’ I de-
manded warmly. *‘Or have you come back
here empty-handed?’’

‘““I have centu,mly returned empty-handed,’
said Nelson Lece. ** The seaplane is a large
one, but I didn't think it was capable of the
task of carrying a fifteen thousand-ton
steamer, so I've allowed it to come on- in
its natural element.”

“You've arranged things?'' asked Dorric
delightedly. .

we re
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“Yes,'” said Nelson Lee. ‘* A liver will be
off the island during the might—"

‘** Hurrah!”’

“*Ob, good!”

‘* Rescue at last !’

There was further excitement.
‘ There are two ships coming,” went cn
Lee, when be could make himseif heard.
*One is this liner, and the other a tramp
steamer of copsiderable eize. I could have
obtained help from smaller vessels, but 1

wanted all the power 1 could mamage to
gather.”” ¢

**Why?” I asked.

‘* Because there is a slim chance that the
Wanderer can_be towed clear of these rocks,”
said Nelson Lee. * Her keel, I believe, is
quite clear. She is simply jammed, and with
sufficient power, and high tide, there is just
a chance that she can be floated away. In
that case we can return home without shift-
ing our quarters.”

There was much joy on board that evening.

Whether the yacht was salved or not, we
should all be bound for home on the morrow,
for the liner was booked for Pkymouth. She
was coming out of her way, but the expense
was of no importance.

Unless the yacht was saved at once she
would never be saved at all.

And, after much dancing and rsinging and
general jollity, we all went to our cabins,
and when we awoke in the morning we found
two big ships almost» within shouting dis-
tance of us. They were standing Ly, wait-
- ing for the tide.

““ What's the betting?’” asked Pitt, ae he
came on deck. ‘‘Shall we get off, or shall
we break in half when they start pulling?”

1 grinned.

** Well, we sha'n’t break in half,” I de-
clared. ‘“L can safely tell you that. The
hawsers will probably ghap once or twice,
but there’s no tellipg. AIl we can do is
to follow the cxample of a once famous
etatesman, and—wait and cee.”

‘““ Oh, we &hall do the trick all right,”” de-
clared Handforth confidently. ‘' We've had
so much good luck this week that it can't
possibly change now. I'm a great believer
in luck. We shall get off, you mark my
words."’

But actually it was all a matter of guess-
work. Aud when the time arrived for the real
test, there were still many doubts.

All Sir Crawford’'s guests were taken off
the yacht.
liner. For there was just a chance that there
would be mishaps. and Captain Burton would
not have anybody but his own crew on board.

We rather enjoyed that visit to the lLnrer,
too. for we were the heroes of the occasion.

The eoperations were watched with great
interest.

And at length the critical moment arrived.

The hawsers wenre all fixed, the tide was at
its full, and both the great ships commenced
tucging with all their power, The Wanderer's
own engines, t6o, were churning away.

It was an anxious time.

For several minutes nothing happened. The
hawsers twanged and shivered under the
terrific straio

We all transferred to the big}
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Then, with a sudden grinding nolse, the
yacht shifted. She heeled stightly, dipped her
stern, and then plunged forward, the spray
shooting from her stern in cascades.

The sudden jerk snapped two of the hawsers

like cotton. But a terrific roar arose from
hundreds of throate

** She's off !"* '

‘* She’'s towed free!”

And that was the actual truth! The Wan-
derer had been reacued from her position
on the rocks of Castaway Island.

**There you are!” shouted Handforth
triomphantly, ‘' What did I tel you?”

‘“ Well, you needn't crow!” said McClure.

" You're not the only one who thought that
the yacht would go free.”
An examipation of the yacht proved that
sbe was waterticht. One or two of the
plates had leaked while eéhe was jammed,
but the engineers had repaired that during
their enforced idleness.

And whenr we all went on board agan,
Mr. McBride, the chief engineer, was look-
ing as pleased aa Punch. He stood on the
deck, rubbing his hands !ingly with a piece
of cotton-waste.

Everyhody was in a good humour, in fact,
The ships which had helped us so well did
not wait. They comtinued their own voyages
that same day, but not until a little addition

. had been made to the passenger-list of the

liner.

Nelson Lee was determined to settle with
Captain Nixon cnce and for all. He led a
large party ashore, all fully armed. And
although nobody could be seen. lLee was
quite sure that eyes were watching.

** Come Nixon!" shouted the guv'nor. *1
will give you one chance fo surrender. If
you come out now, without causing any

trouble, you wlll be escorted home to Eng-
land——"'

Crack!

A revolver bullet whizzcd past Nelson Lee’s
head, and it was quite evident that Nixon
was still murderously inclined. But a little
surprise came then, f[cr the three men who
had been his companions came runaing into
view.

“* We enrrender!” cshouted one of them.
The wretches were only too willing to give
in. But Nixon was not captured until many
of the tunnels had been traversed. And
then it was rather a risky business, for the
rascally skipper showed fight.

However. Nelson Lee succeeded in the
finish, and Nixon was placed on board the
liner, to be put in irons and taken to Eng-
land straicht away. The other three, as veo
had surmised, were men from a shipwrccked
British vessel. They had been on th~ island
for some months.

Nixon Lhad found them first, and he had
told them many lies, and had promiced thas
if they stuck to him thev would be rich men
when they got hack to England. They were
more fools than knaves, and their punishment
was certain to be light, if, indeed, they re.
ceived amy punishment at all.

The Wanderer stcamed away from Cast-
away Island in glcrious weather. The sca-
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lans had been atowed away on board again,

ving scrved itea purpose well. And we
were & merry party whoen we started ofl un
the homeward trip.

“Well, we had a good few adventures
while we were on that n'uld{ islkand,’”’ re-
marked Watson, as we stood by the rail

watching the last of the roek. **In lact,
we've had a lot of adveitores ever since we
started the vovage.'

“ But we've got to the end of them now,”
eaid De Valerie, and | don't think T'm
sorry. | waa craving for adventores before
we started., but a fellow can have too much
of a good thing'"’

“Don‘'t you be too sure,”’ 1 said. * There's

LEE LIBRARY

“That's cheerful,”’ 81id Handforth.

“ Well, it's a fact that volcanic disturb«
anced on the occan bed sometinles cause a
| tremendous whiripootl,”” [ eald. * Still, [
don’t anticipate anything of that sort. But
there’'s no telling.”’

And, as it bappened, our homeward voyage
was not to preve mso uneventful as we
| imagined. We didn't get sucked under by a
whirlpool, or anything of that kind. But we
went through an adventure which, it not
terrifying, was cortainly most alarming and
uhusnal.

Fate had evidently decreed that we should
panss through as many dangers aa poasthlo
bafore arnwving back at St. Frank's!

no telling what might happen in these waters.
We might be sucked into the sea by a whirl-
pool '

— s

THE END.
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What a host of experiences the boys of that holiday
party will have to relate to their parents and their less
fortunate chums at St. Frank’s who were unable to go.
They khnew that they would see strange lands and
peoples, that they would have a rattling good time,
but that some of their number should have nearly
perished om more than one occasion, no-one had
counted upon. Happily, they had all come through
safely, and once more the “ Wanderer ” is homeward
bound. But their adventures are by no means at an
end, as will be seen in another stirring narrative next
week, entitled * The Sea of Doom.”

The new serial, by Robt. W. Comrade, “In Trackless
Space,” is something quite new in the realm of adven-
ture. It tells of a wonderful journey to the solar
planets by means of a marvellous airship, the inven-
tion of the age. You must not miss it. The first
instalment begins next week.

If any of my readers wishes to write to me about “The
Nelson Lee Library ” or any other matter, he is cordially
quited to do so and is sure of a readgn:'esponse from
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JUNG

A Tale of the Adventures of an English Lad and a Young American in the
Wild Heart of Africa in Quest of a Mysterious Valley.

By ALFRED

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.
ALAN CARNE, a young Britisher captured by
the Germans in East Africa. is east out al the

end of the war, to wander in the jungle. He
18 joined by a Holtentot servant named

JAN SWART. After a few days of Aardship
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 Johin Ham-
mond, who tells them a weonderful story of a
house in the jungle, where an English (tr!
s Lept captire. The chums set out to find
this mysterious house situated inthe Hidden
Valley. They meet with a series of adve¢n-
tures, including attacks from the Bajangas,
led by Tib Mohammed, a noted slave dealer.
After crossing a lofty range of mountains,
they suddenly come upon the Hidden Valley.
where they meet Lorra Ferguson, hes invalid
father, and a man named Taverner. who i3
discovered to have attempted the murder of
Ferguson by poi:onrus drugs. OQverpowered
and imprizoned, he escapes, and it is feared
Ae will diselnse the subterranean passage to
Tib Mohammed. The sick man rallies,
and recognises Alan as his son. Fergusonr’s
yeal name is Harold Carne. Wrongfully
believing his wife to have been disloyal. Ae
came to Africa to forget his troubles. Alan
gives him a letter which discloses the truth,
and Harold Carne s persuaded to return to
Ris mife. The expected attack begins, ard
the smull party of defenders makes a brave
stand cgair.st cv- rohelming odds. At length
the situation becomes critical.

(Now read on).

CHAPTER 28. :

How Chanka Held the Ledge—The Fate @

Ralph Taverner—The Death of the Masai

—The Destruction of the Dwelling—On to

Safety— Down the Stream to the Bana—
On the Homeward Track,

LL looked in wonder at the Masai.
How could he talk in a cheerful
strain, offering emcouragement to his
companions, when the situation was

go desperate?
‘““ What do you mean?” asked Mr. Camme.

Again Chanka rattled his spear against his

Author of “ Red Rose and White,” * Cavalier and Roundhead,” etc., elc.
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shield, and pointed inte the murky glocm
below him.

** All will be well with us,”” he rcflected.
‘Do you aud the others go :mside, Bhagwaun,
and hurry on to the place where is the steep
rock you have spoken of. If I live I will
join you there, but not until I bave made
such a fight that there will be pone with
courage to pursue us.’”’

“You would hold the ledge while we
escape? Is that your meaning?”

“Wab, I have said!”

[t is impoesible, Chanka!
madness!”’

‘* No, Bhagwan, my words are good. I am
a warrior of warriors, with the blood of
ancient X%ings in my veins. 1 will stand

It would be

against these black dogs, and I will smite
them bhard. You will see. And now go, all
of you. Be quick, for time presees.”

Be

Mr. Carne made no further protest.
bad been led to think that the Masai’s daring
plan might succeed, and the lads were of the
same mind.

** Let him try it, father,” said Alan. *“ He
can at least delay the epemy, and that will
be greatly to our advantage.

‘“ He i3 as brave as a lion,” declared Dick,
‘“and he will bave a lomg reach with that
huge spear of his. I am afraid he will te
killed, though.”

Leaving Chanka outside, the rest of the
party went a few paces inside of the mouth
of the cavern, and Mr. Carne tock from a
shelf on the wall the things that had teen
put there a year or so before—the rope
ladder, the torches of resinoue wood, and the
cork bottle filled with matches.

When he had set one of the torrhes alight
he handed the remainder of them to Dick
and Alan, and cave the rope ladder to Jan
Swart. Lorna was frightened, but caim, and
the Llttle Hottentot, who was not & Dit
afraid, wonld have lent assistance to Chunka
had he been allowed to do so.
! “No, it would be too risky.,”” Dick told
““You must come with us, Jan, lest
should be killed. We wil have peed of
tong jourmey to the coast, when

him.

'you .
you in tlre
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rils to contend with.”
The tugitivas ought to have departed at
ance, while they had the opportunity. But
the, attack had now hegmm, and it was such
n woaderful sight. ro tbrilling a spectacle,
that the fescimation of it kept Mr. Came
and hisa companions rooted to the spot,
though they uld have been on their way
to safety. dUro within the cavem, in
cnmparative shelter at ome aide of it, they
witnewnsed all that orcurred by the red flare
from the burning torch. hey could see
plainly, as the fioor of the subterranesn pas-
sag: had an upward alant. The Arabs and
Bajangas were mounting the rvgged track
wtich was sn parrow, and s0 dmnly-uhlruti
bushen, that they had to advance oy
twos The larger band which bad govne
towards the house mnst have included all
those who bad guns, for amongst thie
smaller foree, which had approac by the
morthern borders of the valley, there was
fartunately not cme with Arearms. More-
over auch weapons a8 they had were of short
length, and the advantage was with the
Mase:, who was on u lofty pereh, and had
tds mregt shield and apear. His volce rang
loud ahove the cfamour. With one hand he
protected his body with the shield, and with
the other he dealt blows In rapid succession.
(me by one he picked nfl the mu&.u they
same with:a range of hm, driving the harded
potnt of bhis spesar tmth their ridbs and

throatas, Imrlin, them back to fal writh

and bleeding n their desath agodis, wi

harrid ahricks on their lips.

Chanks shouted

* Wah, wah doge !’
..:c.m it i« thus a

ngain .1’ ** Wah.
warmior gives battle to the bhowling curs of
Lhe ]u&

The patli was woon choked with the dead,
but stiil the savagce asecended over the bodies

ibere will be many

of tbe: alain with ferocicus yells and still
they dropped. apitted like larks, as the
Masai's long spesr lunged at them. At

length there was a lull in the attack, and
now the apell that had gripped them bhad
broken, the fugitives realised that they had
bcan wasting precicus time. They did not
thunk they anything more tov fear, how-
ever,

The eoemyv had suffered heavily, and it was
not likely that they would have the heart
to make another attempt.

“ Delay no loager, Chamka!”’ Mr. Carne
called to him. ** Come with us! You have
dune epough'!”’

“No, | have aot finshed yet!'”' Chanka
roplied In a booming voice. - Why have

stayed here, Bbagwan., when | bade
#: gv? Hasten ca. all of you, and 1 will
come as soom as | have— -’

ul:noh father'” jnterrupted Alan.
¢ i : :

“ By heavens, it i3 that ecoundrel Taver-
wee' Dick evelaimed.

The evil, swarthy face of Ralph Taverner,
stam with hatred. had just lonmed out of
the darknces a little way down the path. He
had beem with the party, and d been
lurkmg in Lhe Ineltrouod. while the Arabs
and Bajangas attacked. He mounted over

)

|
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the beap of dead, into the glow of the toreh,
until be was within three yards of the edge
of the rocky shelf, and then he stopped, and
whip out a revolver from his beil.

‘“ You black devil!" he cried in a fury.
“I'l have a reckoning with you now!"

*“Come om, white man!"’ Chanka shouted
at llr.im. * Come and be killed, dog tbat you
are!”

What happened next was #0 swift end
sndden, donte and over in so brief a time
shat Mr. Carne and bis companions looked on
in stupelaction instead of using their
weapons. Nor had they any chance of doing
so eflectively, for from where they stood they
comld not hgve fred at the villain without
hittimg the Masai. Ralph Taverner had die-
charged his revolver in rapid succeeslon,
emptying the six chambers of it; and every
bul penetrated Chanka’s tough shield of
thinocerous hide, and pierced his body.

The great warrior was mortally wounded.
He ataggered and reeled, swaying %o and
fro. but by a hard effort he kept his feet,
and by a more sWenuous eflfort he lifted
his huge epear, held it poised for an
instant, and hurled it from him with
what strength he had left. He did not miss
the mark. The heavy weapon struck Ralph
Taverner in the breast. with such force
hat the stee! point of it went clean throtgh
bim and came out of his back. Hec dropped
ke a log, his hand tearing feebly at the
haft of the spear. Chanka bellowed with
mumgh. and thewn. after a vain attempt to
Xeep his footing, the shield slipped from his
grasp. and the death cry of his tribe burst
from his lips. He fell with a mighty crash,
and at the same moment the ledge of rock
yielded to the strain and enapped off, top-
pling down u the corpse-choked path n
a shower of broken stones, and taking the
body of the Masai with them. The did
warrior bad died a hero's death, fighting to
the last. And now, having wi the end
of Chanka, and the richly-deserved fate of
Ralph Taverner, the little group of fugitives
thought of themeselves. The torch was burm-
ing low, and wben & couple of others had
been hurriedly lighted from It, and Mr.
Carne bad given the word to start, a tre-
mendous shattering explosion was heard. AM
gazed from the open, across the wide valley,
and for a few seconds they saw a dazsling.
blood-red glare, and faintly heard the sound
of falling debris.

(1] Tln

** That's done it!"’ exclajmed Alan.
house has been blown to bits, and I dare say
a lot of the Arabs and Bajangas were in it!"™

** No doubt they were, my b0y.’’ his father
Rplied. ' If s0, Tib Mobammed must have
been with them, and be has met with his
death. It is a great satisfaction to me to
think that he has. And now to make our
escape,”” bhe added. ‘' We must nol waste
any more time.”’

*’"

“The danger Jo over, said Dick.
““ Chanka kited a (ot of thoee black flends
who attacked himm, and the rest of them

(Continued on page ili af cever))
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must bave had enough of it. And what's
more, | don’t befteve they can climb up to
the cavern now ‘hat tbe ledge hus been
broken of!.” -

Mr. Carne shook his heud.

I am not so sure of that,” he answered.
"1 am afraid we shall be pursued by our
enefnies. They won't be ahle to follow us
very far, though. We can depend on that.”

With hcavy hearts, deploring the loss of
the gallant Masai, the fugitives pressed cn
their way. They heard a clamour behind
them as they threaded the subterranean pas-
sage, and it uad swellel a little louder and
nearer, telling that the Arabs and Bajangas
were groping in darkness in chae of them,
when they came to the edge of the sheer
drop ol twenty feet. They were not long
delayed here. One end of the rope-ladder
having been made fast to a projecting spur
¢t rock, and the other lowercd into space,
the two lads descended hand over hand. each
cilnging to a torch, and they wcre followed
Ly Lorna and her father :ind Jan Swart. All
rcachcd the bot‘om in cafety, and when they
had jerked the ladder free of its hold above,
they hastened on through the continuation of
the cavern. They felt that they were safe
2row. They were pretly sure that at lcast
rome of their enemies would blunder into a
death-trap, and so it happened: for when
they had gone for a short distance, with the
faint clamour still ringing in their ears,
they heard heavy bumping sounds, and a
habel of yells and shrieks. In the pitech
darknees a number of the savages must have
toppled headlong down the precipice, and the
remainder, warned in time. had halted cn
the brink. There was nothing to be feared
from those who had fallen from so greai a
he‘ght.” Some of them had certainly been
kiiled, and the others must be =0 badly in-
mred that it was impossible for them to
hnld to the pursuit.

The criea of distress gradually ebbed, and
they had faded to silence, when, at length,
after they had traversed the pastage for a
quarter of a mile, the fugitives emerged from
a cleft into the open. They had come through
. the lofty barrier of cliffs, and close in front
of them, bathed in dim moonlight that shone
through the clonds, was the brawling stream
that flowed along a parrow valley vhich led
to the Bana River.

There were two canoes here, lying in a
hollow space between hig boulders that were
screencd with bushes; and they were still in
sound condition, though they had been
exposed to the wenther for several years.
Botb were not needed. The bottom of cne
was smashed in, so that it could not be ured
for parsuit. The other was launched from
a s=andy spit, amd with Mr. Carne and' his
danghter scated in tbe middle of it, with
the Hottentot crouched at their feet, and
Diek and Alan wielding the paddles from the
sterm, the slender craft sped rapidly down
the winding stream, which flowed in 3 deep
channel. ' '

Nothing was secen of the Somali servants

| puarsued.

i

| who had escaped by the water passage, so
they had doubtless landed somewhere before
they had gone far. As for the Arabs and
Bajangas, it was to be presumed that Tib
Mchammed had been killed, and that thaoce

ﬂ“ I'>» had survived the explosion had returned

to the Arab stronghold and to the Banjanga
village.

Be that as it may, the fugitives were not
Having travelled down the Bana for
a week, by day and night, they landed one
cvening on the right bank of the vast stream.
They went into camp for the night. and the
next morning, in good health and in fairly
cheerful spirits, they set their faces to the

‘south. and began their long journey back to

civilieation.  What- food they had brought
with them from the valley was all gone, bat
they could shoot game on the way, as they

had firearms and ammunition; and they also
had the sack of diamonds, which were worth
a considerable fortune.

“We have much to be thZnkful for,” said
Mr. Carne, as the march was begun. ‘‘ We
have eluded our bloodthirsty focs, and we can
he sure that we will see no more of them. .
Thousands of miles of the Dark Continen: lie
hefore us, a trackless wilderness that is to a
great extent unexplored, and on our journev
we will be in peril from wild heasts an«
savage men. Yet I believe that with the help
of Providence we will live to see England
again. I have the feeling in my heart.”

THE EPILOQUE.
Out of Perils into Safety—Back to England
—A Joyful Re-union—Dick Selby Sails for
Home—The Promise of the Future.
ANY wmonths after they had set forth
from the Bana River, Mr. Carne and
his compapions arrived in safety at
Mombasa, and in the course of a jew
days they sailed from there for home, leaving
Jan Swart behind them. It was on a summer
morning that they landed at Liverpool, and
when the train on which they travelled rolled
into the London terminus that evening, Mrs.
Carne, who had been waiting there in responze
to a telegram, was cldsped in the arms of her
dear ones. With tears in her eyes, speechless
with emotion, she embraced them one by one
—the husband from whom she had been so
long separated owing to a misunderstanding,
the son whom she had sent to South Africa to
ficht for his country, and the daughter who
had been torn from her when she was little
more than a baby.

It was a joyous reunion, and Dick Selby
shared the happiness of his friends. He was
their guest for a week, and thien he sailed for
New York, but not with the intention of re-
maining thcre. He meant to come back
shortly to Lorna, whose heart he -had won:
back to marry the lovely Emglish girl, and
take her hack to an Ameriean home, where in
future years the memories of the house in the
African jungle. and of the savage Arahs 11 d
Bajangas, would be to them like the shadows
of dreams.
THE END.
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