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"Miss Agnes was held struggling in a slimy tentacle of some hideous monster of the Sargasso Sea. '
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A Story of Holiday Life and Detective Adventure
in the Tropics, introducing Nelson Lee and Nipper

and the boys of St. Frank’s. By

the Author of

¢ The River of Fire,” ‘‘ Castaway Island,’’ ‘‘The
Prisoner of the Cavern,’’ etc., etc.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NiPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.
A HOLIDAY OF MISHAPS.

EGINALD PITT sipped his iced !'emon-
ade.

I z *“We shall get home in heaps of
time,”” he remarked. According to

the skipper’'s reckoning. we shall have about

ten days at home before getting back to St.

Frank’s for the new term.”

“ After a jolly fine holiday, too,” said
Handforth. “ A thumping fine holiday, in
point of fact. We've had more adventures
crammed into these few weeks than most
people get in all their giddy lives.”

“ Well, that's true enough, Handy,” 1
agreed. * It's been a holiday of mishaps, in
a way of speaking. And yet we've come out
on top in the finish. Everybody is safe and
sound, we've got the treasure, and Captain
Nixon is where he deserves to be—under
arrest, and in irons.”’

“ Begad! It's really surprising, dear old
boys,”’ murmured Sir Montie Tregellis-West,
raising the panama which ‘had been reposing
over his face. ‘‘ Here we all are, as merry
as anythin’, an’ steamin' along as though
we were on a pleasure cruise down the jolly
old Thames. An’ only last week we were
maroonad, with very littld prospect of gettin’
back to civilisation.” .

‘“ Yes, it's been a queer sort of drip
altogether,” I observed. .

We were chatting under the awning on
the deck of Sir Crawford Grey's steam-
yacht, Wanderer. The skies were sunny, the
sea was blue, and the heat was tremendous.
But we were all happy and content.

There were quite a number of St. Frank's
juniors on board—Handferth and Co., Pitt,
De - Valerie, Christine. and a number of
others. We were all the guests of Sir Craw-
ford Grey, who had taken us out, originally,
to Africa.

Lord Dorrimore was on hoard, too, to say
nothing of Umlosi, the giant chief of the
Kutanas. He was booked to be put ashore
at Tangier, which would be our first port of

call.  Um!osi was not in love with the Enciish
climate.

Nelson Lee was with us, of courze, andl
Dr. Brett. of Bellton, was on bhoard., too.
The other members of the party includcd
Lady Helen Tregellis-West-—S:x Montie's e
spected aunt—and four very charming girls.

It had indeed been a holiday of mishap-=.
as I have said. Right from the start we
had met with adventures which had not beei
forescen. This was muainly due to the acti-
vities of Captain Nixon. who had attempte.d
to obtain the treasure which had been the
object of our voyage.

That treasure was safely stowed in Sir
Crawford's stateroom. And it will be
easily understood that our voyage ha:d been
a success when I mention that the treasur:
was worth at least thrce hundred thousard
pounds. It was Sir Crawford’s intenticna to
divide it up; everybody on board would have
a share. :

The original plan had been to pay visit3
to the Canary Islands, to Madeira, and to
the Azores. But, owing to delays and diffi-
culties, there was not suflicient time to carry
out that programme.

We should certainly stay a few days in
Madeira, and perhaps a day in Taangicr, but
after that we should make for England,
home, and beauty—and, incidentally, for St.
Frank's.

For nearly a fortnight we had Dbeen
marooned on a rocky islet in the Atlantic,
and it was really astonishing that we were
making the homeward trip on board the
yacht. For, tharnks to Captain Nixon, the
vessel had been jammed on the rocks.

At first we had believed that nothing
would prevent the Wanderer from br-akinyg
to pieces. But the sea had calmed, and
before it grew boisterous again we were suc-
cessfully towed into deep water.

The yacht had siuffered to a certain degre2;
some of her plates were warped and bent,
but she was sound inteasilly. The chief
engineer, Mr. McBride, had regsorted thaut
the engines were not working with their old
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vigour, but they still had plenty of powecr.
Possibly something had got a bit out of
place, owing to the force of the impact.
But a month or two in dry dock, when she
arrived home, would put everything right.
There was no earthly rcason why we
shouldn't complete the voyage in her.

We were nearing the end of our trip now,
and I think wc¢ were all rather glad. We
should bc pleascd to see the green hills
and valleys of England agaipn. At the start
we had all wanted to get out to sea—to
the tropics. But now, baving had our taste
of adventure and excitement, we wanted to
cee home again. '

‘“ My only hat! Sbhan’t we have a lot of
things to tcll the other chaps on the first
day of term!” remarked Handforth. *‘‘Just
think of it! I'll make their giddy hair stand
on end when I tell ’em about that adventure
of mine amongst the cannibals!™ -

Watson grunted.

‘* Rats !’ he .said bluntly.

‘“* Eh?”

‘““ They wcren’t cannibals, you ass!"”

** Well, thgy looked like it!"” . said Hand-

.forth. I don't sec why you want to raise
any silly quibbles! And those blacks were
murderous rotters. anyhow. They'd have

citen me if they’'d bad balf a chance.”

“ Not likeiv!"” said Pift, shaking his head.
*“*That tribe Jdoesn’'t eat pork!” )

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth rose to his feet, and rolled up
hiis sleeves. '

*“ Are you calling me a pig?”’ he demanded

wrathfully.

** My dear chap, I didn’'t mention 'the
word ! grinned Pitt. ** But if you choose to
iump to conclusions—— Hi! Look out, you

Juffer—— Yaroooh!”

Handforth delivered a punch which sent
Pitt flying over backwards in his chair.
Pitt didn't mind much, but Haandforth did.
For Pitt bappened to be holding a glass of
lemonade, and the liquid shot out and
swamped Handforth thoroughly.

**Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ Grooch!” gasped Handforth.
goodness!”’

“1 don't like to cee those dirty habits
of yours, Handy,” I said severely. ‘ Why
can’t you drink lemonade like a human
being—instead of dipping your face into it?"

‘* Ha, ha, ha!”

Handtorth glared round at the grinning
circle, and then fled. He did so because
two of the girls were strolling over to see
what the fun was about; and Handforth had
a horror of being laughed at by the young
ladies—particularly by Violet Watson. For,
privately, Handy was rather sweet on her..

But LEdward Oswald was quite right im
what he had said. We should have plenty
to tel:r the fellows when we got back to
St: ¥rank's. Our adventures had been
numerous. We were all quite certain that
they had come to an end, and that our
bhomeward voyage would be uneventiul.

‘‘Oh, my
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But, as things turned out,
be so lucky.

Towards the evening of that day we all
noticed that the sky had assumed a leaden
aspect, and the sun bhung like¢ a dige of
ccpper. There was no wind, and the sea was
flat and oily, with a long, treacherous-look-
ing roll.

"* Looks likc a storm of some sort, sir?”’

we were not to

I remarked, as I met Nelton Lee on the
promenade deck after tea.
‘“* Yes, Nipper,”” agreed the guv'nor. ‘' The

glass is tumbling rapidly, and the captam
is of the opinicn that we shall run into a
violent thunderstorm before long—something
in the nature of a cyclone, perhaps.”

** That's cheerful, sir,” 1 remarked.

‘“ There is no reason why we should be
alarmed,” said Lee. *‘* The yacht is quite
capable of weatnering any ordinary at-
mospheric _distwrbance. And she is quite
scaworthy, in spite of her recent troubles.”

Lord Dorrimore strolled into view.

‘** It’s Fate—that’'s what it is,” he ob-
gserved. ‘' As soon us we get micely started
we seem to be booked for another bag of
trouble. But we haven't got Captain Nixon
on board this time, so we might survive.”

Nelson Lee smiled. '

‘* It is quite possible tbat we shall only get
the tail-end of the storm,” he said. ‘' In
any casc, it will make littie difference. You
hoys must all get below at the first sign
of the storm breaking; we don't: want any-
body washed overboard.”

But the juniors were rather anxious to re-
main on deck. We had not encountered a
storm of this kind hitherto, and it was un-
doubtedly an impnsing—if awe-inspiring—
spectacle.

It wasn't long before the sun became
~into the mists near the horizon.
And the sky looked like bronze. The very
air quivered with heat, and not a puff of
wind smote our cheeks, except that which
was caused by the yacht’s own motion.

‘““Who was talking about a storm?” said
Handforth, looking round him. ** What rot'
Why, there’s no wind! And the sea’s as calm
as a giddy millpond. You could float a paper
boat on it!”

“ These tropical storms are queer mer-
chants, Handy,” 1 said. ** They come upon
you all at once—after kidding you that every-
thing is all emooth. But you'll see a change
before long.” ~ '

And 1 was quite right.

Before an hour had elapsed there was a
very great change indeed. Far away across
the sea we could see a white line, and it
was coming nearer and nearer. 1t wag a
line which stretched across as far ag the
eye could see.
~*“My hat!” I exclaimed. ‘‘ We shall cateh
it in a minute or two. There you are!
We're all ordered to go below!”

Mr. Clive, the first officer, came hurrying
along the deck, and the eaptain was shout-
ing out his orders from' the bridge.

Everything of a movable nature hag
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already been taken below, or securely lashed
down. The rnumlm:r had vnmqhod lmm since,
1t would certamly have vanished at the
first puft of the storm, otherwise.

‘““I say, what nonsmse"' exclaimed Hand-
forth warmly. ‘° What's the idea of sending
us below now? There’s nothing to be scarcd
about, that I can see. That line over there
is onl} a little foam——"'

‘“It’s nearly as high as this deck" 1 ex-
claimed grimly. “ There'll be a frightful
wind in a minute or two—and we shall be
tossed about like a cork, You'd better hold
tight to anything you c:m grab.”’

We were all hustled below, and we had
not long to wait before the storm struck us
with all its force.

The yacht seemed to lift right out of the
sea, and we were pitched and tossed aboui
in all directions. But, owing to the =skilful
navigation of Captain Burton, we were not
harmed by that first onalaught

But we struggled on laboriously, and the
storm seemed to become worse and wor:e as
the minutes went by. The rain pelted down
in solid shcets, and the blackneas was like
that of midnight.

“I can see that some of us wyon't want
any dinner to-night'’ remarked Christine.
with a grin. ** The ship’s rolling in the moat
awful manner. It's a wender to me how
she keeps afloat.”

‘““She'd be 4 rottenly-constructed o'd tub
if she didn't Weather an ordinary tropical
storm,’”” I said. ‘' There's nothing very un-
usual about this little picnic. It’ll blow it-
6éclf out before the morning.”

‘“But it’ll take us out of our course,”
said Pitt.

“Yes, I suppose it will,” I exclaiined.
‘“ We're fighting against it, more or less, and
it's certain that we shall be held back a
bit. I don't know where we should get to
it we ran with the storm.”

We all eat down to dinner at the ordinary
time. But several fellows decided not to
eat when the food was placed before them.
Soup was off the menu that evening-—or it
certain'y would have been on the table. and
probably into our laps.

- Everybody was quite checerful, and the cap-
tain came down once to report that every-
thing was all right., although he expected
the storm to laqt throughout the night. It
was a very severe blow.

After he had gons we continued the meal,
and there were many jokes about the pitching
of the yacht. (Good humour reigned supreme,
and there was no thought of danger in any
mind.

And then, abruptly, came a change.

“In the mornin’ we shall find the sea
lookin’ it's best,”” Lord Dorrimore was saying.
‘““ The sky will be as blue as Miss Violet's
eyes—'

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Vi's eyes are brown, sir!" grmned Wat

80N.
‘“ By gad! Is.that so?” inquired Dom-
more mildly. - “I'm fnght.l'ully gsorry, an’ I

apologise to Miss Violet's eyes—"

Crash!
A jar ran through the vesael which shook

everybody in the saloon. 1| was pitched
nearly out of my chair, and Handforth slid
gracefully into McClure's lap. The twe
crashed to the floor, and there was plenty
of other confusion.

“ (Good heavens!”

‘“ What's happened?'’

‘“ We've struck a rock!”

‘“ Oh, my hat!'!”

There were many shouts and yells. We
were all looking rather ascared and startled.
And I aoticed that the floor no longer
throbbed with the steady motion of the en-
gines. Immediately after the crash there
had been a grinding roar, but it had quick'y
ceased, and now all was quict.

“Don't get excited. loys, please,” said
Nelson Lee calmly. 1 don't know what hag
happtned but a panic will not mend mat-
ters—"'

" We've struck a rock, sir!"” shouted some
body.

“I bhardly think <0, said the guv'nor.
“ Ho“e\er, if you all wait, I've nro doubt

that
us.”

Nelson Lee was doing his best to reatore
caimness. But that crash had alarmed every
body. It had been no slight impact . in fuact,
it had not seemed like an impact at all.

And bcefore we could make many surmises
Mr. Clive appeared.

“* There's no danger, ladies and gentlemen,”
he said smoothly.

“Thank goodness!”

“ What's happened. sir?”

‘““ Have we struck a derelict, or something?"

** Have we been in collision?"

“By George!” roared Handforth.
must have struck an iceberg!”

“*You silly ass!"’ hissed McClure. *‘ There
aren’t icebergs in these waters!'”

‘“ We have struck nothing,” eaid Mr.
Clive. ** The accident, however, is rather
scrious, although there is no immediate
danger. The chief engineer reports that the
propeller-shaft has snappoed like a carrot.””

‘“ Oh, my goodness!'”’

Nelson Lee rose to his feet.

‘“1s the propeller lost?'’ he asked.

‘“We don’t know yet, sir,”” said the first
officer. *‘ But Mr. McBride thinks that it
hasn't dropped away. We can’'t do anything,
except run before the wind, with the storm.
She'll ride it out, but we shall be taken a
long way out of our course.”

‘ Another delay,” said Darrie. *“ Well, as
long as we're afloat, it doean’t matter mueh.
But I hope we don’t get blown ashore some-

where.’

‘“ There's no danger of that. Dorrie.’”’ said
Nelson Lee. *“ We shall probably be blown
more into the region of the southern At-
lantic.”

Before many minutes had passed cvery-
body was fecling comfortable and safe. We
were quite helpless, of course, but there was
no danger. The vacht was being blown along,
and nearly all the crew were working

a miessage will soon be sent down to

[ X] “‘c
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like fury, constructing a sea-anchar. This
was to be thrown overboard, so that the
veasel would be able to keep head with the
wind.

** We might broach-to if we don’ t. get the
:ca-anchor over quick,” 1 said. 1 don’t
know a great lot about the:se things, but I
think I'm right there. But I wonder why the
oropeller-shaft went?”

It was the chief engincer’'s opinion, we
lcarmed, that the shaft had been somewhat
weuakened by the force of the impact when
the yacht had been flung between the rocks
on that little isiet. She had been got ofl
sufoly, but the strain had affected her.

Given good weather, we shou'd have got
home all rignt. But that violent storm had
put too pgreat a strain upon her. And the
propeller-shaft had snapped in half, leaving
us helpless.

For two or three hours nobody felt in-
clined to go to bed. But after that it was
fully recognised by all that there was mno
danger of sny sgort. And we all retired to
our cabins, and sept in the ordinary way.

[ was one of the first out when dawn was
breaking. I felt at once that the storm had
abated cousiderably. The yacht was now
rolling «luggishly, and did not pitch at all.

I took a glance out of t~hc.gndmv, as I
iressed, and then stared hard e light was
not particularly good. but the appearance
of the sea was ettraordlnary 1 stared
;lﬂ'ﬂln. and [ll@ll l'lll)l)t.ll my eyes.

*What the dickens!” I muttered vaguely.

I wondered if 1 was still dreaming. As far
48 Iy eye could see thore was nothing but a
areat cxpanse of yellowy-green vegetation!
‘he sea had vanished. ]t was as though we
were drnifting through a land of weeds.

And yet we were in mid-Atlantic!

'* What on earth can it mean?”’ I gasped
aloud.

1 was only half-dressed, but I dashed out
of the cabin and hurried on deck, feeling
sure that my eyesight must have been play-
ing tricks with me. The vessel was hundreds
and bhundreds of miles from land. And yet
—— I stared round with renewed amazement.

Yes, the yacht was actually surrounded eedy
dense masses of coarse, slimy-loeking
In no direction could 1 see t.he faintest sign
of the blue of the sea. And the yacht was
embhedded in the stuff. -

For a few minutes I stared, fascinated.

At first sight it seemed that the whole
landscape—or scaecape—was solid. Bat .then
I noticed that the surface, in every direction,
was in motion--undulatirg. It rose and fell
in regular sweills,

1 caught sight of Nelson Lee, and hurried
along the deck. The guv'nor was chatting
with Captain Burton and 8Sir Crawford Grey
and Lord Dorrimore. They appeared to be
holding a confcrenee, in fact.

‘1 may, guv'nor!” I exclaimed, hurrying
along the deck. *‘ Where are we? What—
what's the meaning of all this?”

And I waved my hand, indicating the weed, |

Nelson Lee turned and I saw that he was
looking rather troubled.

** Surely you need no telling, Nipper?”’ he
asked. ‘‘ You know well enough that we were
carried along throughout the night ‘by the
storm—helpless and unable to direct our own
course. We have drifted into that somewhat
dreaded area which =accumulates dense
masses of this Gulf weed—"’

‘“ Great Scott!” I gasped. ‘‘ Are—are we in-
the Sargasso Sea?”

Lord Dorrimore nodded.

*“In it up to our necks, my son,” he said
smoothly. '

CHAPTER II.
THE OCEAN OF WEED.

ORRIE did not seem to be particularly
upset, but Captain Burton and Sir
Crawford Grey were both looking very
concerned and worried.

“**Yes, Nipper,”” said Nelson Lee, ‘ un-
fortunately, Dorrie is right. We are caught
in the meshes of the Sargasso, and we are
drifting deeper and deeper into ity deadly
embrace.” ?

I stared round with wonder.

“We must have drifted into this remon
during the night, sir,” I remarked. * That
storm was to blamer. of course. ‘But can’t
we do anything? Can’t we get out into the
open sea again?”

“‘ By gad, I hope-so!’’ gaid Dorrie mildly.
“I'm not exactly pinin’ to finish my days in
the midst of this frightful-looking stuff. But
I'm not at all nervous. We've been in so
many ticht corners since we started on this
trip, that I regard this further adventure
as a mere picnic.”

Captain Burton grunted.

‘“1'd like to share your view, Lord . Dorrl-
more,’’ he said. ‘' But it strikes ine that we're
in the worst difficulty that any ship could
find herself in. Our shafi's broken, and we
can’'t shift a foot in either direetion—not
under our own steam, at all events. We're
as helpless as a lifeboat without oars!™

‘““ Trust McBride,” said Dorrie confidently.
‘“ He'll fake up something—never fear. With-
in two or three days he’ll have the propeller

working again——"'

*“ Very possibly, Dorrie,”’ interrupted Lee.
‘“ But that is hardly the point. Within a
few days we shall be s0 engulfed in the
weed that a dozen propellers would not help
us—in fact they would be a hindrance, No
screw could possibly turn, with its blades

choked by this thick, tenacious growth.”

‘““ Then we're in a lively hole,” said Dorrie
smoothly. ** A fine piece of news to welcome
a fellow when he turns out of his bunk, by
gad! Well, it's none or my business—so
I'll leave all the worryin’ to you. Just at -’
present 1 am rather anxious abeut break-
fast.”

AYid his lordship strolled off, quite nnper-
turbed.

T think you'd better finish dressing, Nip-
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per,”” the guv'nor remarked. *‘ You don't
appear to have completed your toilét before
coming on deck. You need not be alatmed
—just now, at all events.”

“I'm not alarmed, guv'nor,” 1 replied.
“I'm just a bit bowled over—that's all.
The Surgasso is a terrible place, according
to all I've heard, and if we really get locked

in the weed, we shall never be.able to free’

ourselves. And that means living on the
yacht until the rations are exhausted, and
until we die of starvation.”

‘““ Your picture is not very encouraging,
Nipper,” said Nelson Lee, with a faint smile.
‘““1 do not think our plight is quite so bad
as that——"

‘“But isn't this a place where ships of all
sizes and conditions are drawn together by
the currents?’ I asked. *‘ I've heard that
there are hundreds of wrecks choked up in
the Sargasso weed®—ships as old as the hills,
tramp steamers, and even liners of grcat
Bize.

‘** There is truth in what you say, my lad,
but most of the veesels caught in the weed
are derelict,”” said Nelson Lee. ‘' They have
drifted here after being abandoned by their
crews. Few people have actually been with-
in the Sargasso itself—''

‘“Few people have escaped to tell the
tale—that's what you mean, sir,”” I  ex-
claimed grimly, ‘‘Just imagine it! A sail-

ing ship getting entangled; she drifts into
the weed, helpless. Then she is drawn deeper
and deeper into the net—until there is no
escape. The average ship doesn’'t carry food
to last more than three or four months. And
then—well, starvation and death."

‘T sincerely hope that we shall not meet
with that fuate, Nipper,”” said Nelson Lee
smoothly. *‘‘Mr. McDBride has already re-
ported that the propeller,has not been lost;
and he and his meu are even now hard at
work."”

‘“ Well, that's good news,”’ I said. *‘‘ When
will the engineers get done, sir?"

““It is impossible to say for certain,” re-
plied Nelson Lee. ‘‘ We must .wait.”

‘“ And, meanwhile, we are stuck in this
weed,’’ I grunted. * What does the captain
think, siv?”’

Captain Burton answered for himself.

‘““1 think that we have a slim chance of
getting out info the open sea again,”” he ex-
claimed. * The weed has got right hold of
us, Nlpper—-and there's no sense in minimising
our danger." Even if the propeller shaft is
repaired, it will be-a patched-up job. And
I'm not very confident that - a shaft in that
coudition will stand the strain. These weeds
‘are as strong as hawsers, and if they get
wound up round the propeller blades—"

‘““ Really, captain, there's no need to
imagine dlaasber—let us wait until it actually
diappens,”’ put in Nelson Lee. * Personall\r |
think that we shall conquer the Sargasso.”

When I went below again I did so with the
full realisation that our position was graye.
Captain Burton was more serious than I had
ever secn him, and he was, as a rule, a most

|
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optimistic man. TFor him to be fearful of
failure proved quite conclusively that things

were in a bad way.
I found Tommy Watson apd Sir Montie
Tregellis-West still in their bunks. Sir Montie

was just sitting up and rubhbing his eyes. He
donned them, and
eyed me with interest.

** Dear fellow, is anythin® the matter?” he
asked mildly.
“ What do you mean?” I said. * Have ycu

geen anything?"

“I've seen nothin’ except you—since 1
woke up,” roplied Montie. ‘‘But you are
lookin’ so appallin’ly serious that 1'm rather
anxious. Has somethin’ else happened” 1t
we are sinkin’, pleagse say so, an’ 1 will—"'

‘* No. we're not sinking, old son,”” I broke
in. ‘“But we scem to have fallen out of
the frying pan into the fire.”

‘“Eh? What's that?”’ growled Watson.
turning over, and blinking. ** Time to gei
up yet?”

Tommy sat up in bed.

‘“ Hallo!"" he went on. * We don’'t seem to
be pitching so much—the yvacht’'s hardly got

a roll, even. We must have left that attg.rm
behind pretty smartly. But what's wrong

with you, Nipper?”

‘* Dear old boy, that's just what I'm won-
derin'." said Montie. ‘* Nipper has been say-
in’ some frightfully eer things. Jor ex-

-ample, he mentioned t‘}mt we have fallen out

of the fryin'-pan into the merry old fire!"”

I pointed to the cabin window.
‘“ Have a look outside,”” I said shortly.

Sir. Montie raised his eyebrows, and then
leisurely walked to the window. For a few
moments he stood there, staring. Then he
turned his head and gazed at me like a
fellow in a dream.

‘* Begad!”' he murmured dazedly.

‘* What's the matter, you ass!” demanded
Watson, hurrying to the window. ‘1 can’t
see—— What the merry dickensa! Great
pip!”’

* Well, what have you got to say now?"
I asked grimly. ** I'm not very surprised at
you chaps being startled. 1 nearly had a fit
when I got up, about twenty minutes ago.
We sha'n’'t be homeward bound yet awhile.”

“ But—but what i3 it?"" gasped Watson.

"“e—“e seem to be on dry land!'”
Ettmordlmm—lt is, really!” observed
Mont!e

‘*We have drifted into the region which
lies somewhere between 40 and 75 degrees
west, and 20 and*35 degees north,” I went
on. I remember that much, anyhow—and
this region is known as the Sargasso Sea.”

**Oh. my only hat!"” said Watson. ‘“‘The
Sargasso! I've heard about it, you know,
but I never dreamed that I should see it!
How—how the "dickens did we get into it:

It's startling!”’
I said.

‘““ No, it isn't, “We weren't very
far off when that storm started, and we were
absolutely unable to help ourselves. Driven
by the storm, with our propeller useless, we

couldn't steer our course. The result is,
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we've got mixed up in all this wced; and
it’ll be something like a miracle if we get
out again.”

** Let's go op deck !’ said Watson excitedly.
'* &hove your clothes on, Montie—nover mind
about getting domped up—"'

‘* Have you seen {t?’ bawiled a voloe.

Handforth bad burst in at the doorway,
tial e 3w looking flushed and excited.

* Have you seen it?’ he repeated. *‘ We're
--we're surrounded by water-cress, Or some-
thing!’’

** Ha, bha, ba!”

“It's no langhing matier!” roared Hand-
forth, glaring at me. ‘' The sea’s vanished!
What the thunder can it mean? If we ain’t
careful we shan't get out into the open

again!”

“*You needn't shout, Handy,”” 1 said.
** We know all about it. We've drifted into
the Sargasso, and our only hope of escape
lies below.’’

" Below?" .

*ln the engine-room,” 1 explained. “If
old Mac can get that propeller shaft patched
up we might be able to foroe our way into
i open sca. But if there’'s much fusther

dele:J we shall be too deeply embedded in the
W a

Handforth looked startled.

** Supposing wo can't get out?’ he ex-
Jdaimed. *° We might bave to stop bere for
months—until some ship comes along to
rescue us'’’

'* There's not much prospect of that,’”. 1
said seriously. *°1f amny other ship came
bere, Handy, it would be in the same phght
as ourselves. No vessel weould deliberately
stocam into this weed. 1lf we cam’t help our-
stives, there's not much chance of anybody
else helping us.” /

" Well, that's lively!” said Handforth, as
he bustied off.

Fifteea minutes later we were on deck. All
the juniors were there—Pitt, and Christine,
and De Valerie, and all the rest. We stared
out across the weed in a
of way.

There was no sign of a break anywhere.
The stuff lay on the surface, practicatly hid-
ing the water from view. It was ugly-looking
weed—ooarse and tough, with gigantic cords.

Aﬁd the air was filiod with a heavy, dank
saell. i

**Ub, Tom, whatever can it mean?'’ asked
Violet Watson, touching her brother’s arm.
Stre bad just come on deck with the otuer
girls, and they were all amased and rather
1rightcned.

* We're in a pickle, sis,”” explaimned Wateson.
** There's BO sense in minimising the daager.
This is the Sargasso Sea, and it's quite
likely that we shall be trapped for good in
this awful Gulf weed!"

e ‘)h’ d“l‘!"

“You silly ass!"” maid Hondforth wither-

mglL.h
" Kh?"' asked Violet.

“1—1 was to your brother, Miss
Vi,”" stammered Handforth. ° That's a fBine

L

fascinated kina l

F

|
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way to cheer you up, ien't it? Dom't take

any notice of him—he’'s ‘talking rot! There
l'isn't a ha'porth of danger. Is there,
Nipper?”’ .

** Well, it's bardly the time to pass an
opinion just now,” I replied cautiously. *
helieve we shall get out all ﬁgt, but it'’s
not certain. The great y of ships
which enter the Sargasso never get out
‘g'h.ll

‘“Well, I don't mind betting that we
sec the open sea again before twenty-four
hours have passed,” said Haandferth, wink-
ing at me violdently. ‘' There's no danger at
all. We’'re as safe as houses.”

Handforth was endeavouring to calm the
oung.- ladies, and he fondly imagined that
wink had not been observed. But it was
probably seen by a couple of deck hands,
who were standing right for’ard. When
Handforth winked he did so in a manuner
which could not poesibly be mistaken.

“It's very good of you to attempt to
comfort us, Hamndforth,”” said Agmes Chris-
tine, ‘‘ but we sbould like to know the -Treal
truth. Are wc really trapped? And must
;: ;eal.ly stay here all the rest of our

es?”’

But Handforth was not in the position to
answer that question, and presently Nelson
Lee came along, smiling and cheerfal. Lord
Dorriamore was with him, and Dorrie seemed
to imagine that everything was serene.

*“We get some changes, don't we?”’ he
asked languidly. °‘This weed is all very
well, but the smell jan’'t aill 1 should desire.
1t reminds me of swamps, an' nasty things
of that kind. But it's all right for a
change.” .

‘*1 expect that you young people are all
rather concerned,” swiled Nelson Lee
“Well, you mustn’t be. It would be
foolish for me to state, that our position is
not fraught with a certain amount of dunger.
On the whele, however, there is every pros-
ﬁfct of the yacht reaching safety before

ng."’

**Uh | A

}

‘** Splendid, sir!’’.

*“You may think that I am saying this
merely to oomfort you,” went on Nelson
Lee. °‘But that s not the case. If there
was abeoluteiy no chance of saying the yacht
1 should be the first to state fact bluntly.
But tie engineers are progressing well with
their work, und they hope to be finished
within a ocouple of days.”

**Oh, my hat!”

‘* Noi before then, sir?”

*“ A repair of such magnitude cannot be
accomplished in a couple of hours, my lads,”
said the guv'nor. ‘* At frst Mr. McBride
thought that we sbould be delayed a week,
but he is now more optimistic. And we
bave made a further discovery with regard
to the weed itaell.” .

** A discovery, sir?’’ I asked.

** Exactly,’” said Lee. ‘' You will have ob-
served that the yacht is moving all the
time—she is getting further and further into
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the weed. And yet there is no apparent
disturbance of the weed itself.’”’ .ot

7

party of chaps who came to explore. They
found Spanish galleons, and iron-bound boxca

‘*“ Yes, I noticed that, sir,”” said Handforth.}filled with doubloons and pieces-of-cight —"

1 thought we were all floating together.”

‘““No, Handforth, you couldn't have
thought that,”” said the guv'nor. *“ If you
look over the rail, you will see that we are
moving past the weed—mot with it. And
obgervations taken from the bows prove that
we are actually in a kind of channel.”

‘* A channel, sir?”

‘““We are forcing it open as we progress,
and it closes continyously,” explained Lee.

‘It is quite natural, and the captain is
convinced that if the yacht can.drift down
this channel, it can be propelled back. So,
upon the whole, there is no need for you to
become alarmed. Breakfast is now ready;
and I want you all to go below and enjoy a
hearty meal.”

The guv'nor's words had i big eflect.

At breakfast time we were quite a merry
party. If Yelson Lee and the captain could
be confident and optimistic, it was up to
everybody else to follow their example. It
was believed that the day would be monoton-
ous and uninteresting. But this did not
prove to be the case.

The weed was the same in all directions,
without a change. It heaved in regular
waves, almost invicible until one concen-
trated one's attention upon it. A test
seemed to prove that the weed itself was
many feet thick, and so closely tangled that
it looked almost solid.

On one occasion we caught a welcome
sight of the sea again. The yacht drifted
out of the invisible channel, and floated into
a smooth lake—a clear patch in the midst
of all the weed. .

But it was only for a brief space. The
stuff closed round us as though drawn by
magnets, and once more we were enveloped.
And still we drifted on— deeper and deeper
into the ocean trap.

It was getting on towards noon when the
first bit of excitement came. Down below
we could dimly hear the clang of metal as
the engineers worked. lHammers were busy,
and the sound was a comforting one.

A shout from one of the men for’ard
caused us all to jump to our feet. And
when we looked we saw that the man was
pointing over towards south. We stared,

and then we saw what had attracted the.

look-out’s notice. ,
““ A ship!” bawled Handforth excitedly.

““ Gimme the glasses, somebody!"”

But I was already using the binoculars. In
the far distance a ship had appeared out
of the haze. Focussing my glasses upon it,
I saw that it was an old sailing vessel.

“ Ity a derelict!” I announced.

** Oh, rats!”

“ Well, you didn't expect to find a ship
sailing here, did you?'’' I asked. ‘' We shall
gece plenty of derelicts before long, I expect
—some of them hundreds of years old.”

““I read a story about the Sargasso Sea
‘““It was all ahout a

cnce,’’ said Handforth.

ﬂ

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!" .

‘“Well, that’s nothing to laugh at,” [ said
“It's quite possible that there are Spaniah
galleons knocking about in the Sargasan.
There are never any rough seas here, remem:
ber, and those stoutly built ships would keep
afloat for centuries. And i:’s just as iik:ly
that some of them contain treasure.”

** These galleons I was reading about were
simply chock-full of money—gold,” said H:and-
forth. * But the chaps had an awful job to
get it, because thosze old ships were inhabit:d
by Spaniards, who defended the stuff.”

‘* Spaniards!’’ grinned Pitt. ** Do you mean
to say that the crew lived for centuriez, you
duffer?”

“I'm only telling you what was in the
yarn,”’ growled Handforth. * They were the
descendants of the original crowd—emigrants,
or something. And they spoke half Spanish
and a kind of zibberish—and they went about
wearing nothing but scaweed, and they'.l
grown fins on their backs, and scales al! over
their giddy bodies—"'
~ ““That’'s about enough of that yarn!" 1
interrupted, with a grin. “‘That's fiction:
this is real life. If you expect Lo find a tribs
of fish-men here, Handy, you'll be dis
appointed.”

Handforth grunted, and gazed throazh the
glasses at the derelict. We were -nearer now.
and we could see that the zhip was a fairly
big schooner. A few remnants of sail-cloth
were hanging in shreds from her spars and
masts. She was a scene of utter desolxtion
and ruin, and seemed to be fixed firmly in
the weed. We, of course, were atill driftiny
slowly along the evcr-opening channel.

And other ships came within sight beforo
long. Steamers, with their sides red wi:h
rust, with funuoels falling to piecos; old-
fashioned sailing-ships in various stages of
decay. Everything was deserted and silent,
and the whole scenc made us all feel sub-
dued.

All that desolation was impressive. I could
imagine those stately ships keeping to their
course; I could see¢ them caught in a sudden
storm, and blown into the treacherous cm-
brace of the Sargasso. Many of the shiws,
no doubt, had been abandoned before they
were drawn into the vortex of the great se«
of weed. But others, similar to our own
case, had taken all hands with them.

If we could cnly have explored those hulks.
we should probably have found skeletons on
many of them—the skeletons of the orews
who had died of thirst and :wacvation, It
was not a pleasant thought.

We had food enough on board for at beaat
six weeks. But of what use would thivt be if
we could not escape? Six weeks of life, and
then a slow and horrible death. Fortunately,
we should never be in need of water. In
these modern days most steamships carry a
distilling apparatus, and fresh water i3 alwayva
obtainable from the sea itself, thc saft being
removed by the special process.
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And 50 we waited, interested in all we saw

»we waited anxiously, and with doubt in

spur hearts.

- e e o

CHAPTER IIL
THE PORTCGUESE HULK.

OWARDS evening it was noticed that
the yacht had practically ceased to

drift. The wced had closed in upon
her, and she remained practically
stationary. At all events, an old hulk several

hundred yards distant remained in the same
position after an hour had passed. We got
‘'no ncarer to it.

“1 defy anybody to find that channel
‘now,” said .Hardforth, as he leaned over the
rail. ‘* We're trapped, and we can only get
out by sheer force. Just look at this weed—
it’s as strong as dry land!”

There were threc or four of us by the rail,
and we looked down with interest. The weed
wag certainly thicker and more solid here.
The surface was quite dry and chippy, prov-
ing that it had bcen exposed to the sun for
many days.

** Well, it does seem pretty sirong,” I ad-
mitted. * But that's all the worse for us.
But we don't want to guess at anything
vet. Let’s wait until the propeller gets go-
ing again.” :

“I'd give half-a-quid to be on that ship,”
said Handforth, gazing across at the old hulk,
‘*It's a Spanish galleon, I believe, and there
might be some doubloons——"

‘** Spanish galleon be blowed!” I inter-
rupted. ‘ She’s not Spanish, and she’'s of a
much later date, too. It's no good wishing
you could be on her, Handy; there’s no way
of reaching her.”

*“ But it would be simply ripping if we could
cxplore the ship!”’ said Handforth.

He gazed across at the hulk with longing
cves. In spite of his matter-of-fact habits
and ways, Handiorth was always keen on
romance, and if he could take part in any
adventure out of the common he was in the
seventh hcaven. The thought of danger never
entered into his ‘head.

The ship we were ggzing at was several
centuries old, by the look of her. She was
built high out of the water, and her mas's
had long. since dropped away in decay. Her
wooden sides had rotted away in  many
places, and it was quite likely that her decks
were unsafe to walk upon.

It was all very interesting, but our pleasure
was greatly marred by the uncertainty of
our predicament. If we had positively known
that escape was quite possible and easy, we
should have enjoyed our stay in the Sargasso
Sca greatly..

But we were haunted by the fear that we
should be compelled to remain there—for
cood. And until the experiment was made
with the repaired propeller-shaft, we were not
likely to indulge in much exertion.

But Handforth was more energetic, and he
only thought of the moment. It was not

his habit to look ahead, or to worry about
anything which the future might bave in
store.

At the actual moment, all his mterest was
centred upon the wreck which lay nearest to
us. There were others do*ted about in all
directions, but Handforth didn’'t care about
them. Some of these were big steamers, and
one appeared to be a great liner, fairly
modern.

There was quite an amount of conjecture
regarding her identity, and Nelson Lee
imagined her to be a big passenger-boat which
had been abandoned in mid-Atlantic in a -
sinking condition. It frequently happens that
; shitg does not sink when her captain expects

er to.

Handforth and Co. go! by themselves, far
astern. They were quite alone at the moment,
for Handforth was bent upon an experiment,
and he didn’t want any other fellows to be
on the spot. o

‘“What’s the idea of bringing us here?”
asked Church curiously.

Handforth looked round mysteriously.

‘““ What price an exploring-trip?”’ he asked.
‘“Just we three—eh?’’

‘““ Ch, don’t be an ass—-"

‘““ Are you talking to me, Walter Church?”
roared Handforth.

‘“ You know jolly well I'm talking to you,"”
said Church impatiently. ‘' How can we go
exploring? Answer that question! We can’t
force a boat over this weed, and we can’t
throw a rope—"

‘“ Bu! we've got feet,”” interrupted Hand-
forth flrmly. ‘“It wouldn’'t take us five
minutes to dodge across the weed to that old
hulk. Are you game? 1 may as well tell
you that I'll punch your noses if you don’t
agree to come! There's no danger!” he added.
with delightful frankness.

McCiure shook his head.

““You must be dotty, Handy,’’ he declared.
‘“ This weed may look strong enough ¢to.
stand the weight of a s:eam-roller, but it
isn’t. We should csink in no time if we tried
any games of that sort.”

‘““Rot !’ .

‘“ Besides,”' went on McClure, ‘‘ even if we
didn’t sink altogether, we should flounder
along up to our knees, and I'm not anxious
to get soaked, if you are. Chuck up the idea,
Handy.”

‘“ Are you coming. or are you not eoming?’’
demanded Handforth.

‘“*Not!” said Church and McClure in one

| voice.

Their leader glared.

‘““ And you call yourselves my supporters!”
he said witheringly. ‘‘ A fat lot of support
I get from you, don't I? You're wilijng to
let me go out on to that weed, facing un-
known dangers——"'

““You just said there wasn't any danger,”
interrupted Church. *‘‘ And, if it comes to
that, we're naot willing to let you go. It's alt
rot! You nmright get sucked under, or some-
thing. The weed wouldn't bear your weight,
Handy.” '
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- Oh, it wouldn’'t—eh?'’ snorted Handforth.
‘“ We'll sec about that, you rotters! 1'll show
you!'" ~

‘ Don‘'t—don’'t be such an ass——"

‘““Go and eat coke!’ snapped Handforih.

"He had set his mind upon making the trip,
and only sheer force would have Kkept him
back. Church and McClure were quite ready
to apply force, but Handforth was too quick
for them.

He dodged over the rail, grasped a rope
which was dangling there, and qunckl) low-
ered himself over the.side. His chums leaned
over and stared down at him. They were

rather a2larmed.

‘““Come back, you ass!” hissed \I(.Clurc
anxiously. * You'll rum all your clnthes
“** Rats!”’

. Handforth touched the weed at last, and,
rather to his own surprise, he did no: sink.
He held securely on to the rope, and allowed
the weed to take his weight by dcegrees—
which proved that even Handy himself had
been a trifle uncertain about the experiment.

-He stood quite firmly, released the rope,
and then floundered forward a pace or two.
The densc weed bore his weight without
giving a sign of subsiding. But it was very
awkward to walk upon. |

‘“ There you are, you bounders!”’ said Hand-
forth sriumphantly. ‘‘ What did I tell you?
It's as safe as houses. Come on down, he-
fore anybody spots you, because I don’'t sup-
pose we should get permission.”

‘“You'd bhetter come back, Handy," -=aid
Church. * Look at your white‘shocs—uthey're
all over that slimy green stuff—''

“Do you think I care a rap about ghoes?”
snorted Handforth. “If you don't want to
come, stop there. 1

I don’t care—-rats to you!

And Handforth scrambled across the weed
as fast as he could go. Nobody ‘had notlced
his absence except his own chums. And i
certainly seemed that he would reach the
hulk without mishap.

He covered well over half the distance in
perfect safety. And then, with amazing
abruptness, he vanished! Church an® Mec-
Clure, watching, were horriiled to see their
leader plunge feet foremost through the
weed.

‘* He's gone!”
pale.

turning

. ““Oh, my only aunt!” panted Church.
‘“Look! He's come up, thank goodness! I
thought he was going to be sucked down!
Quick—we'd better scramble across to hlm
and lend a hand.”

gasped McClure,

Church and McClure lost no time in SWarm-

ing down the rope. They didn't want to
call for help, because, if possible, they were
anxious to ge' Handy back to the }dc.lt
unobserved.

The weed was certainly firm near the yacht,
and Handforth’'s chums made their way acrose
it without any difficulty whatever. But they
soon ohcerved something which was lnwsnblc
from the deck of the Wandcrer.

They found themselves crossing small por-
tions of clear water. The

weed became

F

| and firm, was decidedly soft and
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patchy, and it was quite cvident that Hand-
l?rth had blundered through without realising
i

And he was now clinging to a large portion
of weed which was rapidly scparating itself

from the rest. Quite a respectable gap of
water was to be seen, and Church ard Mc
Clure paused.

‘“* This is what comes of trying to bhe
clever!”’ said Church warmly. *“* A finc meas
you've got yourself into now, Handy! We
shall all be soaked to the skin Y

“Don’'t stand there jawing!’ anapped
Handforth. * Come and give me a hand!'”

But it was easier said than done. Church

and McClure saw that the ¢gap of water was
widening ali the time, and they were obliged
to flounder their way round and approach
Handforth from another direction.

They succeeded in getting across the gap.
bu-; e¢ven thea they had a great amount of

dilfﬁcult_v in hauling their leader clear. For
this patch of weed, instead of heing hard

spongy.

It was impossible to keep upright, and the
juniors expcected to plunge through at any
mement. However, they all sat on the sur-
tace at last, and Handforth was not looking
particularly happy.

‘* How the dickens was T to know the
rotten stuff would give wav?” he exclaimed
deflantly. * It's all very well for you chaps
to make a fuss—"'

“ You wait till we get back to the yacht!”
panted Church. * By jingo, we'll mtlu a fuas
then, you—you Ianatic! My clothes are
ruined. and this awful stuft has made me
feel absolutely ill!"’

‘1 say!"’" gasped McClurc abruptly. * Look

what’s happened!"

L The portion ol weed upon which the trio

|

were scated had become entirely separated
from the rest. They were upon na little
island of it, and thc¢ water between them
and the yacht was now many feet across. The
weed, in short, was constantly shifting, but

this was only noticed when one got to clese
quarters.
‘“We can’'t get back!

went on Mce(Clure.

“We're being taken straight towards that
old wreck!”’

‘“ Are we?"”’ exclaimed Handforth. “ Oh,
good! That's just what we wanted. There's

nothing to grumble at, after all'”

Church and McClure could think of nothing
to say in reply to that remark—nothing which
could adequatcly express their feelings. They
wanted to get back to the Wanderer, but
didn't sce how it could be done.

The patch of weed was r?ovmg slowly to-
wards the ancien! hulk. joined up with
the weed which surrounded the rotten vessel,
and Handforth dccided to make a move. He
rose unsteadily to his feet.

** Follow me, my sons'" he¢ said briskly.

In a series 6f hops, jumps, and floundering
leaps he reached the hulk, and grasped the
woodwork. He pulled himself on board, tri-
umphant. Church and McClure, fecling that
they would be safer on the ‘ship, followed
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And they were soon

* Pime ! raid Handforth., °** We've done It,
my sons! Now for the exploring stunt! We
nflh: fAnd some plecea of eight, too! Think
what a sensation we should cauwse if we went
hack to the yacht loaded up with es of
right - with our .pockets bulging with gold!"’

‘* Fathead "’ snapped Church. °° Pleces of
rllh:‘ weren‘'t made of gold!”

* Rot ! :

““They were silver coins, worlh about four
bob,”" said Church. “It's really the old
Spanish pias re, of or, to bring it down
to your understapding, a giddy dollar!”

“If we weren't standing on 8 rotten floor-
ing, I'd give you a pnunch on the nose!” sald
Handforth warmly. *° This deek is like paper

1 can feel it hending as | put my weight
on It-— Whoa! That was a near ome!”’

A portion of the hulwark crombled away in
Hlandforth's grasp. and be jerked himself
hack. It was soon found, however, that the
main portion of the deck was quite sound,
and it easily bore the weight of the three
juniots.

Even Handlorth made no attempt to ex-
plore the interior of the vessel. He was quite
ready 1o do so at first, however. A» sont as
he put hia foot on the companion-ladder it
fell with a crash, breaking into atoma.

“ Pon't go down, yom idiot !’ raid Chureh.
" The whole floor will smash through, and
vou'll be drowned in the bilge!™

“1I'm not moing.” said Handforth.
dop’t take me for an asy, 1 suppose?”’

His chuma didn’t answer: it was safer to
remain guiet on that point. And Handy
lnoked Tound eagerly: be wanted to accom-
phsh something. ¢ saw that ome of the
masts wan still spright—a third of it, at least
projected from the deck.

“I'm guoiag to climb that mast!” sald
Handforth crisply.

" look here——"'

“ Dey up, you hounder!”

Handforth picked his way carefully through
the wreckage and rubbish, and arrived at the
foot of the mast. Then he swarmed up,
higher and higher. At last be reached the
":;i and took a scat there, quite calm and
COOl.

* There's a fine view from beve,”* he-panted.
* Ralln! 1 can sce another ahip mow—it’s a
a long way away, hehind that rusty-looking
liner. You can’'t sce it from the deck., and
it can't bw scen from the .gaeht. either.”

* Never mind about the ship,” said Church.
‘*Come down!'™

" But this looks ke a good ooe,” said
Handforth. *“It's a steamer. Bhe’s stern
down, dnd her bowe are sticking out of the
weed ;: it's a wonder abe hasn't sunk. Faney
al these wreeks heing here! There must be
hundreds of ‘em, really! It makes s fellow
think—— Why, what the—"

Handforth paused, and plpea.

“ What's the matter now?’ demanded Mo-

ure.
Gl“ I-1 must be mad,”’ panted Handforth
huskily.

‘heir lcader’s example.
hweside him.

* Yom

THE. NELSON LEE LIBRARY

*“ (Jreat Bcott!'’ said Chaorch. ‘ Didn't you
realise it before?’’

But Handforth took no notice of his cham’s
sarcasm. He was staring out beyond the
rus y liner. And a3 he watched his excite-
ment grew.

**1 can see somebody moving!"™ he roared.
‘** Yes, there they are—-two ar three figures!

They're moving !
Church and McClure looked scared.
*“*Come down, Handy!" pleaded Church.
* You—you must be petting fanciful, or some-
thing! You know as well as we do that all
these wrecks are empty and desolate. There's

no: a soul within a hundred miles of the

yacht—"'

“1 tell yam 1 can sep figures'™ bawla}
Handforth, shifting his {)oaition vinlently. **
can't say exactly what they are, but—
Whoa'! Help!"

Crash!

The maststump was not capable of s‘and-
ing that violent movement, and the rotten
woodwork gave way, eollapsing upon the deck
with a thnnderous roar. It was a marvel
*;ut.lhndfovth did not plunge through the
plank.

He landed somehow, and was not even
hurt. That ecrash, however. had been dis-
tlnetly hbeard aboard the Wanderer. Hand-
forth’s shouts had been heard, too, snd a
gnond many fellows hnrried to the stemn
of the yacht, and were just in time to eee
Hawndforth collapee. | was amongst the wit-

Desecd,

“Well, T'm hanged!” 1 exclaimed.
“ What on earth will the idiot be wp to
pext? [t's Handforth—on that old Portu-
guese hnlk' And Church and McClure, toa!
How the dickens did they met there?™ .

‘“They must have walked'® said Pitt. 1
didn’t think the we-d was s'rong encugh

to bear all that weight!” :
frowned

Neleon Lee oame along, and he
when he maw what was in the wind. Dorrie
was there, but Dorric amnly chuekled.

“ Upon my sonl!” exclaimed the guv'nor.
“ Whad next will Haandforth he up to?
The reckioss young raseal might have
kilied himself! There are two other juniors
with him, tno. Does anybody know how they
got there?” '

“We didn’t esee anvthing of it, h,”
remarked Wateon. ** The si asse’ muit
have slipped off while we were all below.
Handforth was sitting on the stomp of a

m:a.ct. ulk.).utln( like mad, but the thing
N ) . '

Ne'son Lee tumed to vne of the deck
b“drttch phone,”” be dered
‘ me a mega . order

briefly.
The man ned and hurried off. retum-

ing after a  long interval with a big mega-
pbme. XNelnon Lee put i to his mouth.
* Handforth!” he shouted.

“It's all right. »sir,’" ecame Handforth’s
valce. ‘“ Nobody’'s hurt—omnly a bit of wood

fell down.'
Handforth's voice was tremendous, and

he peeded no megapbone to ald him, as
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Nelson Lee did. We stood in a group, watch-
ing and listening, rather amu2ed by the
whole incident. |

‘“Come back to the yacht at once!”
shouted Lee.

*“We can't, sir,” bawkd Handforth.
‘“ We're goaked and there’'s a big stretch
of water dividing us from the weed near the
vacht, but I think we can swim it. if you'l
stand by in case of accidents, sir.”

“1 will bring ropes,”” shouted. Lec.

He placed. the megaphorle aside, frowning.

‘“ That boy is always doing something
There is no telling what perils lurk in
this weced. 1 would never have allowed the
boys to go across if I had known."

He hurried awayx. in order to obtain ropes.
But before the guv’'nor was anything lise
ready, Haudforth and Co. had made a
start. Having received one soaking, it made
very little diference whether they received
a second. And the water was quite warm.
The three juniors plunged in and struck
out for the opposite side of the pool. Within
a few moments they reached the weed.

Hauling themselves up, they were soon
scampering across the weed tewards the
yacht. And Nelson Lee knew that it would
he unneceisary for him to lend a hand:
Two minutes later Handforth and Co. were
on deck, svaked througu, but unnarmed.

They were grceted by a chorus of derisive

cheers.
* Disgusting. I call it,”” remarked Pitt
loudly. *‘ 1 don’t believe in people who bathe

with all their clothes on!”
‘“* Ha, bha, ha!” -
It isn't the right thing,”” wemt on Pitt.
‘“ Besides, think of the e¢xtravagance! Three
flaonel suits ruvined, to say nothing of a few
watches and socks and white boots, and—"'

‘* You silly ass!"’ roared Handforth. *' Do
you think we went into the water on pur-
po3e?”’

‘** Be quiet, boys,’”” said Nelson Lee sternly.
‘* Handforth it was very wrong of you to
lcave this yacht without telling me. 1 can
quite understand that Church and McClure
n;-'u.n?t to blamec—you led them into this
aflair.”

‘ That's right enough, sir,”” admitted
Handforth. *‘° As a matter of fact, they
came to my rescue. 1 slipped into the

giddy water, aosd they buzzed down tc haul
ane out. Then we found ourselves floating
on a patch of weed, and we drifted to that
o!d hulk and crawled aboard.

‘““You are very lucky to escape so

lightdy,”” said the guv'mor. *“ It i3 quite an
e’y matter to be trapped under the water
by this weed. You had better go along
and change your things—"
. ** Hall a tick. sir!"” irterrnnted Handferth,
*“ There's another :hip right cver there—
beyond that b:g liner wreck. We can't wee
it from here, but I saw it when I was up
tirat mast.”

** Yes, Hundforth, -there are quite a number
of wrecks——"" - :

¢ But this ope is ditTereat, sir,”" went cn

ir

Handforth quickiy. “1 saw fignres moving
about on the deck —

“ What 7"

“ Figures, sir—men,” aaid Hand{orth.
““They were walking about—"'

“ Nomsense¢!”' interjected Lee. ‘ Don't be

absurd, Handforth'"’
‘“But I did, sir!
“Gammon !’
‘““ Ratg!”’
“Te!l that to the marines!”
‘“ Ass!"’
The juniors voiced their opinions
frankly, and Handforth glared.
“Don't you believe me?” he roared.
‘“No!"
““ AH right!” snorted Edward Oswald. “1
know what I know, anyhow! 1 saw two ar

I aaw them—"

quite

. three figures on the deck of that ship—and

they were moving ahout. You think 1
imagined dit, but I didn’'t.”

“I think you made a little mistake, Hand-
forth,”” said Nelsoa Lee smoothly. *‘ You
must surely realise that it is impossible for
human beings to be alive on a ship in this
ptace of desolation and decay. Use your own
wits, my boy——"

‘“That's what T have done, sir,”” inter-
rupted Handforth, ‘ and I'm still convinced
that I saw real figures.”

He and "his chums went off to change their
clothing, and we all went back to, our various
pieasures. Handforth’'s delusion —as every-
body believed it to be—was not discussed
for long.

Handy was too well known as an excitable,
imaginative fellow; nobody was ready to
credit that he hud actually ecean anything.
Too often had he spread a story—quite in
good faith--which turmed out to be largely
an invention of his own fertile imagination.

But, in spite of firm opposition, Hand{orth
persisted in his story. And bhe was only
silenced at last by being squashed againat
the wall and tbreatemed with dire punish
ment unless hk dried up.

So Handforth, to 3ave troubic, dricd up

CHAPTER IV.
THE MONSTER OF THE DEEP.

‘w’'LL no say that we're feenished, Mr
Lee, but we're gettin® on verr:
weel,”" said Mr. McBride, wiping hie
bands on a piece of cotton waste

“It's been a tough job, an’ I'l hae ye

know that the wee propeller will soon be

turnin’. But I'm thinkm’ the wce shippie will
hae a hard fight to get clear o' this awfu’
weed."’

“I've no doubt about that, Mr. McBride,”
agréed Nelson Lee. ‘* But it is somcthing to
learn that the work i3 proceeding apace.
When, in your opin‘on, do you think we shall
be able to get a move on?” .

The chief engineer scratched his ciin.

** Weel, not before to-morrow morning,
he replied. * We shall be working through
the nicht. I'll hac ye ken it's been a lig
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Lr;h.d At one timoc 1 thocht we should never
one."”
When MeBride spoke in that way it was

always safo to assume that the job was a'

very sound one indeed. And the yacht would
certainly be ready for her fight for free-
dom by the morning.

The news was not long in getting .ound.
Tea was over, and the du:k of the even-
ing was beginming to settle. Everybody was
feceling somewhat sabdued. The w and
the sight of the many stark wrecks cast a
feeling of oppresston over the whole party.
It was not a joyful eetling for the yacht.

* Thank goodness we shall be able to try
our hick before the sun sets again!™ T ex-
claimed fervently. ““If we get out of this
all right 1 shall think we're all blessed in
some way. It's a comfort to know that
Umloai is optimistie.”

The Kutana chief, who was cn board with
us, had not taken much intcrest in the
voyage. Umlosi did not care for the sea—
he liked the big forests of Africa, and it

hiad been our Intwotion to set ham ashore at

Tangier. But that cyclone bhad altered
«verything for us, and for him.

* Wau! It is even as thou sayest, Manzie,”
sald the black giant who was g Dearl
me. °‘‘ N'Kose, my father, would have gou
belicve that I am even as the pessimist. But
when the sky is bright I am light of heart.”

** Well, the sky’
Handlorth, guzing at the heaveans.

* Thou mistake me, O youth of the great
clum-iness,” said Umlosi gravely,

“Ha, ha, bha!"

‘“ Are you calling me clumsy?’ demanded
Handforth warmly.

Umlosi smiled broadly.

*“*Were 1 to call thec gentle, |1 should
surely be lying,”” he replied. *° Thou art
eved as the clephant, O Handforth. But it
is well. 1 like thee. Thou art a mighty
fighter, and a great warrior.”

*“*Good!" e Handforth, nodding.

“The sky is bright even as 1 spoke a
mompeut ago,”’ weat on Umlosi. 1 am nrot
frightened by this gigantic growith of
nccursed wced, which covers the zurface of
the wondrons watars. EBre long we shall
ecscape from its elutches. Mayhap we shall
bave trials and troubles; but we sball win
through. 1 have spuken.”

** And that’s the right stuff to speak, too,
old son;”' | said approvingly. * Of course we
sball win through. Bot it’'s put an end to
aR our other plans. 1 doubt if we shall be
able to get back to 8t. Frank's in time for
tha new term.”

*“Oh, ‘that doesn’'t matter,” griamed Pitt.
“1t we're a week or two late, it'll be afl

the better."”
** Hear, bhear!” salid the other juniors

heartily.

We were all feeling in better epirits that
evening, and, at my suggestion, we decided
to hold an jmpromptu boxing display. We
were, therefore, quite busy down in our own
large cabin, which we called the common-
foom.

right enough now,” said .
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Mcanwhile, the deck was quiet ad almost
deserted. The men werc m the fo'¢c'sle, for
there was noth'ng for them to do at the
moment. The officers were below, and the
engine-room staff was hard at work.

gnes Christne and Violet Watson bad
the stermm of thc yacht to themmseclves. They
had taken deck-chairs there, and were busy
at some fancy-work or other. I dom't know
what it was, fancy-work being out of my
province. But | bave an idea that they
were working with colowvred silks, or some-
thing of that kind. .

The two girls were quite cheerful. Ethel
Church and Magpie Fenton wcere below, help-

Lady Helen—Sir Montie's aunt—wit
some other feminine task. :

‘*l think we shall get out of this terrible
weed all right, don’t you, dear?” asked
Violet, rs she laid her work down. ‘' Mr.
Lee seems quite oconfident, and Lord Dorri-
mcre is just as jokey =ns ever.”

**Oh, he’d be jokey if the ship was sink-
;ing!"”" said Agnes. *“ But I do think that
we shal mamage it all right, and we ahall
start to-morrow, by the look of things. Why,
you're not going bclow. are you?”

Miss Watson had nisen_to her fe:t, and
she podded.

. ' Only for a moment,” she replied.
ran short of pink—"

“But I've got coms here. you :illy,” said .
Agnes.
| It's not the right shade.” said Vielet,
shaking her head. *l've gao. heaps of it
in my cabin, and 1 sha’n’'t be a jilly.

8he tripped off, lcaving Agnes Christine
working away alone. It was very quiet op
deck, and the girls wounld not ‘have been
there, only they were working with colours
unil they needed all the daylight ttey coutd
get.

Violet got her further supply of silk, and
was leisurely walkimg down deck when she
was startled to hear a tewrified scream. She
knew, i a aecond, that it was Agnes who
ba} cried out.

**Oh. what can have happened?” she mur-
mured.

Another scream came—louder and more
- urgent. Violet ran forward down the deck
with all ber specd. She came within sight
of the two deck-chairs. Both were empty,
and Agnes was close against the rail.

Violet paused, almost overcome
horror. B |

For she saw somethiog awful. A .long, skimy
teptacle was projee over the rafl, and
 the end of it was coiled around Agnes’s
shoulders! The tenmtacle was of enormous
size, and it quivered as it moved.

*“*Oh, Violet' Help me—help me!”
acreamed Agnes pitifully.

Violet ran forward again, but even as she
did =0, Agnes was radsed high in the air.
For one awful moment she remained poised
above the other girl, and then she was
drawn down over the stern of the yacht
into_the weed. ‘ .

‘** Help, help!’ shrieked Violet frantically.

8he ked round wildly, for she, alene,

*“I've

F
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as the gap of water widened bstween them.

2. The trall of fire curved in the heavens and was followed by a burst of stars.
It was a signal of distress!
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could do nothing to ald her unfortunat-
companion. The firat screain had  been
heard, and members of the crew were

tumbling out of the fo'c’sle, officers were
coming on deck, and practically every
junior scuttied pell-me!l up the companion.

But Nclson Lee was the first to ar‘ive on

the ecence.

“Mr. lac, you must do somethirg!”
panted Violet. elutching at hiz  coat,
‘“Agnes has bceen drawa down by &nme

terrible monster! I—I saw her lifted right
into the o'r by something which look«d like
4 thick rope —"

Neton Lee doshed to the rail.

I did =0 at the aame moment, and a dozen
other feliows followed my example. Aund
what w¢ saw made u3 gasp with sheer
horror.

Misa Agnea wai struggling in the «grip. of
a  long, greeny-black  tentacle  which
stretched acroca the weed like some &ca-
serpent. At first I thought tne thing was
a gigantic conger-eel.

But then 1 saw something else.

Fully twenty yards away something huge
lay on the surface of the weed—something
with two horriple-looking eyes. And there
were scveral other tentuchsr wriggling over
the weed in the direction of the yacht,

“It's an octopus!’”’ exclaimed Pitt huskily.

But he was wrong. The creature was not
an octopus -and it is impossible for me to
kive the frightful monster a name. It was
something peculiar to the Sargaseao perhaps.
Or, again, it might have be:n & deep-sea
creature which had heen flung to the sur-
face by rogpe volcanic disturbance on the
sca bed. _

At aH evint:, the thing was ghastly. Its
tody was like some huge gas-bag, only half
inflated. It heaved and Dbillowed as we
watched, and the whole surface of the weed
quivered under the monster’'s weight.

And therc wasa Agnei in ita clutches!

1 didn't waste a second. 1 don't know
what I thought, but I only knew that a
very swee! girl was in dire ril of being

drawn dovwn to a shocking death. And I
woent cican over the raldl in one jump.
‘“Begad:'” shonted Sir Montie. * Dear

fel'ow, it's madness—

‘*Clear out of the way, there!' bellowed
Handforth.

He came chargilug down after me—for
Handforth's pluck was of the finest qua'ity.
ife must buve knowan that horrible danger
existed, but he didn't cure a snap of his
fingera for st. A3 for me, I didn't think of
dunger, g0 | can't possibly claim that 1 did
anything plucky.

And cur cflorts were utter'y useleas.

I managed to reach Agnes's side. She was
etill conmscious, and there was a light of
torror in her cyes which almost drove me
into a frenzy. So far, she was unhurt. The
tentacle was clutching her so that she could
not move, but it had donc her no actual
bharm. '

** Kcep calm,- Mias Agnes!”

I panted.
*“We'll soon have you free!”

F

|
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1 grazped at the foul thing which encircled
her, but I might just as well have attempted
to pull a telegraph pole down. It didn’t
shift; my eflorts made no impression what-
cver.

Handforth joined me, and we both did our
best. Then I gave a shout of warning.
Another tentacle was wriggling across the
wced. I dodgod, but Handforth was caught
up like a striw in the wind.

He gave a yell of pain as the thing crushed
him, and then he began kicking and punch-
ing with all his strength—which proved that
he was not hurt very much. Before 1 could
do anything a third tentacle grasped me.

[t caught me round the waist, p:iuning one
arm to my side. For a moment I thought
that my arm would break: the monster was
quite capable of using far more power if its
ugly will decided upon it. It was merely
playing with us (o far—confident, perhaps,
tn its superiority.

Handy and I fought for our lives, but
Agnes remained still, and perhaps hers was
the most scmsible course. For while she
remained motionless in the monster’s grasp,
Handforth and 1 were whirled about until
we were half dazed.

I really and truly thought that my last
minute had arrived; I thought that we
should all three be drawn down into the
cea beneath the weed. But the seconds
passed, and still we remained prisoners—but
unhurt.

On deck a trem¢ndeus commotion was go-
ing on.

‘t'he juniors had bheen ordered back, &nd
Nelson Lee, Mr. Clive, Capta‘n Burton, and
Dr. Brett were preparing for ,an aa3sault.
They swarmed over the sides armed with
sharp hatchets.

Their first care was for the girl.

And didn‘'t we know it:

Slash! Slash!

The hatchets fell flercaly, and it was like
striking rubber. Only after per:istent effort
did the rescuers succeecd in cutting through
the awful tentacle. It relaxed, and Miss
Agnes was freed. Ipstantly she was caught
up by willng hands and carried to the
deck.

But Handforth and 1 had been going
through it. Perhaps the monster felt pain.
At all events, we were swung up and beaten
down upon the weed several times. It was
a mercy the stuffl was soft and spongy,
otherwise we¢ shoukd have been battered to
death. Even as it was, we were bruised
and temporarily blinded and dazed. Lt was
a bhorrible experience. -

And I have no doubt that bhoth Handy
and I would have perished but for a brain
wave which had attacked Lord Dorrimore.
He had not sprung over the side with the
others, for he wa: intent upon trying a
daring experiment. e

¢ commotica was at ita height, and our
danger was at its worst, when Dorrie per:
formed his trick.
I have forgotten to mention that Umlosi
as amongst the fighters. He wielded his

W
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hatchet with tremendous etrength, and as
soon as Miss Agnes was freed, he transferred
his attention -to me.

But before he could even strike ene blow
a4 tentacle came shooting across the weed,
and even the mighty Umlosi was lifted off
his feet and raised helpless'y into the air.

Nelson Lee was at his wits’ end, and in his
heart he believed that our rescue was im-
possible. At any moment he expected to see
the monster sink beneath the surface, draw-
ing us with him.

But thijs did not happen..

And then, with a mighty roar, something
happened. A powerfuli rocket had been
hastily fixed to the rail. This was Dorrie's
idea. The tremendous firework was pointed
straignt at the weed-creature's body. |

Sizz-2-2-z!

The fuse went off rapidly, and then a roar
followed as the rocket rushed at its target.
Fired in the ordinary way, that rocket
would have risen to a tremendous height.
Fired at the monster, it struck its target
with truly appalling force."

And, as it struck, it burst. There was 2
blinding glare of coloured sparks, and a re-
port which deafened neariy everybody. A
dense cloud of smoke obscured the whole
scene from the view of those on board.

But Dorrie’s experimenl was successful.

As the rocket struck the creature, I felt
the tentacle which held me tighten. 1
thought I should have been crushed ; but then
the thing quivered, and suddenly became

limp. I rolled free, half-sinkihg into the
weed. :

A dull plop near by announced the fact
that Handforth was released, too—for he had
been’ held aloft. Umlosi had been freed
first, and the black giant was far more
startled by the firework than by the monster.

We never saw the thing again. :

Quietly, without making a sound, it slipped
beneath the weed and vanished from view.
Whea the smoke eleared it was no longer
to be seen—it had gone back to its native
elemaent. :

But there was no telling when it would
come up again. Perhaps it had been hurt,
but it was far. more likely that the fire,
work had only scared it. And this, consider-
ing the blaze of fire and the report, was not
very surprising.

Handforth and Umlosi and I staggered over
the weced to the yacht, and we were hauled
up by eager, thankful hands. A mighty
cheer arose from everybody on board—a
-cheer which was™ almoést a sob in some cases,

‘* How's Miss Agnes?’” I gasped, as I fell
abeoard. : .

‘“ She's fine—hardly burt at all!” ex-
claimed Christine, with glowing eyes. ‘It
was wonderful of you fellows to dive over

like that. 1 was going, too, but Mr. Lee
wouldn’t let me. She is nearly herself
agaip.”

This was an exaggeration, for Agnes was
pale and trembiing. She smiled at us, how-
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hurt. But she was hurrled below by Lady
Helen, and we saw no more of her that
night. ,
** That was a ripping idea of somebody's.”
I said enthusiastically. **I'll bet yon
thm'lght of setting that firework off, guv'
nor!"”
** You're wrcng, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee.
‘“ It was Dorrie's scheme.”
“Good for you, Dorrie!” T said heartily.
“ What noncense!” said his lordship.
‘“ There was nothin®  in it. Everybody was
doin’ somethin’, so I thought I might as weil
take a hand. We might as well have fired
peashooters at the thing as revolvers—it
wou:dn't have taken any notice. And we
couldn’'t have used the one-iach gun at
slllch”close range without Kkillin’ everybody
else.
“ Your idea was the oanly possible zolution.
Dorrie,” said Nelson Lee. ' The rocket did
no harm to anybody else, but it certainly
harmed the enemy. But you must come bo-
low, boys, and Dr. Brett will examine you."
““ We're all right, sir,”” said Handforth.
But we were compelied to go helow: and,
actually, we needed medical attention. Our
bruises were many, and we were su!lcring
from more than one nasty scratch. But
there was no serious injury to be mended.

The whole experience had been terrible,
and Handforth shuddered when he realised
that he and his two chums might have becn
attacked by the sea-monster when they
vigited the old hulk.

Strict orders were given that nobody was
w0 venture upon the weed again, and several
men were posted on diferent quarters ui the
deck, Kkeeping a shurp look-out for uany re-
turn of the unwelcome visitor.

-
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CHAPTER V.

THE LIGHT OF MYSTERY.

I1GHT had come on.

" The star: overhead were brilliant

and gorgeous. Not a cloud was in

the sky, and scarcely a breath of
wind stirred. It was a perfect night in
every way, and it was not marred by the
clanging of metal which echoed from far
below. That sound was like music to our
eArS.

The engine-room staff .was beating its own
record for work. The men were only snatch-
ing sleep at short intervals—just a pap now
and again. And the stokers were willingly
doing everything in their power to assist.

After dinner the incident of the fight with
the monster was gtill almost the sole topic
of conversation. Both Handforth and I had
enjoyed our dinner immensely—even surpris-
ing ourcelves.

For we had expected to be in hed. Um'osi
was not hurt at all—at least., he wouldn’t
admit that he was. His muscles were like

bands of steel, and he laughed when he waa

ever, and bravely declared that she was un- | asked if he bhad apy bruises.
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Misa Agne-, of course, was in her cabin.
and many were the Inquiries which were sent
down. All reporta which the other girls
brought made ua feel content. For Agnes
wasa slecping peacefully, and wonld pmhabl{
be herae'l again in the morning. But
fancied that a week would pass before -he
fully recovered.

Nelson Lee and [ etrolled on deck after
dinn~r. Hondlorth and Co. were there, too:
but all the boyas were ordered to keep well
amidahiﬂo. and were atrictly forbidden to
approach the ralls.

“*What a glotious night, guv'nor,” [ re-

martked. " We're having a few adventurss
v thia trip., aren’'t we? It's a marvellous
thing to m: that we ecscape from every

pecil as we do. It makea me all the more
confident that we ahall get out of this hor.
ribie place of weeds. The Sargasso isn't
vuctl{ n spot where u fellow can :pend an
‘ajnyable holiday.”’

* Well, hardiy,”” agreed Nelson Lee. ‘' Yes,
Nipper, | think we ahall be a'l right. An
hour ago | was down be'ow, and [ can ax-
-ure you that MecBride Is making a splendid
job of the repair, He calls it a botch, but
:th in really a wonderful piece of workman-
’ |p.il

“I don't want to interrupt. old man.’”
said Dorrie, coming up, * but perhaps you'll
tell me what that &lckerin' light is over
there. It can’'t be a star, becaunac atars
don't flicker- they twinklie. An' it ecan’t be
a fire, because we're the oanly Inhabitants of
this portion of the globe.”

* Whieh light, Dorrie?”” nzked the guv'nor.

His lordship drew us aside, an then
wated anay toward: the hulk of the dere-
iet liner, which loomed dimly in the semi-
darkness of Ahe starlit night. And. sure
enough, a ghostly kind of flicker appeared to
come from the rear—ftom A spg invisible
owing to the liner's bulk.

I.";"ll. is ccrtainly curious,’”’ admitted Nelson
* It's fickerin’—do you see?"”

“Yes, of course,”” said the guv'nor.
** Quite remarkable, in fact. [ am at a loss
to acconnt for it, Dorric. Yet there must

be some natural explanation—"'
** 1 say, you chape.”

It was u roar, and the voice was Hand-

forth’s. We all kpew that Edward Oawald
was highly excited. and he came rushing
down the deck.

“What's wrong?'’ shouted Pitt. ‘ That
monstor again—"'

* Blow the monster!” exclaimed Hand-
forth., ** Theros a light over there—beyond
that big ship' Can't you eee ity

“Well, I'm blessed!”

All the juniors saw the flicker.

“1'lIl bet all my pocket-money that therc
dre rone .rorle over there!” went ce@ Hand-
forth. “ That's wherc that steamer is lying
—where | saw some figures moving about'’
They'w m"a fire to attraoct oar attention.'

(1] . 0 LK
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" Don’t talk out of your hat, Handy' :
rather

But Nelson Lee looked at me
curiously.
‘*Can it be possible that there i3 some-

thing in Handforth’'s wild story, after all?*’

he asked. ** That light certainly resembles

the glow of a fire, and it is in the exact

spot that Handforth named this afternoon.’’
] shook my head.

* There can’t be anybody, eir,”” I dec'arcd.
“This is a place of death and desolation
And how can we make sure, anyhow? We
can't g over the weed, and we can't see
that ahip from here—it Isn’'t even visible from
the masts, There's no way of finding out.”

“1 will agree that we cannot venture
Across the weed,” said Nclson Lee. * Under
ordinary circumstances it would be impos-
sible at night—and it would be madness to
attempt anch. a thing when we know that
some awful monsters may be lurking about.
But there i3 another method, Nipper.”

“ What's that, «ir?”

‘“We can fire one or twe rockets, and note
the  result,”” said Nelson Lee. “If the
flicker remains just the same, with no altera-
tion, we can he sure that it is not caused
by human agency. For an answer of some
kind would certain'y be made.”

“That's a fine idea, sir,”” 1 exclaim-d ea-
thusiastically.

" By QGeorge, rather!” said Handforth.

‘“ Hear, hear!” .

All the juniors had been listening cagerly
to Nelson Lee's words, and there was quite
an amount of excitement on board. The
firing of the tockets would be entertaining
alone. And the possibility that they might
be answered was decidedly attractive.

‘“ What rockets will you send up, sir?’” §
asked. .

‘“ Oh, spectacular ones--merely for the pur-
{-‘?e of attracting attention,” said Nelson

¢. 1 will send down for them at once.”

Several rockets were soon on hand, and the
juniors gathered round eagerly as they were
prepared.

A rocket had betn used opnly a few hours
earlier, but the ones which were now fired
were being put to a very different purpose.
The first one went up with a glorious roar.
aBd burst high above the yacht in a shower
of coloured stars.

The next was of a similar nature, but
there were eeveral loud reports high in the
air, accompanied bev fiashes of blinding light. -
One more was sent up, and the display was
quite interesting.

And then we waited—watching that flicker
of mysterious light.

For several minutes it remained the same.
There was no change whatever, and we were
forced to the conclucion that the flicker was
caused by some purely natural phenomenon
which would never be e:&:llned.

And then came the astdunding surprise.

Everybody held their bweath when a trail

of fire rose high - into the sky from-some
spot fully two miles distant. The trail
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formed an arc in the heavens, ‘curved round,
and then a burst of stars followed.

‘* A rocket!’ roared Handforth.

**Oh, my goodness!”’

*“It was a real rocket!”

‘“ A signal of distress!” :

‘* Was that imagination?’’ bellowed Hand-
forth triumphantly. I knew I caw some
figures this afternoon! And yet everybody
shut me up, and said that [ was talking
nonsenge! And I was right all the time!”

‘1 beg your pardon, Handforth,” said Nel-
son Lee smoothly. ‘It was I who charac-
terised your story as nonsense! It is om.y
right that 1 should apologise.”

** Oh, go easy, sir!"’ protested Handy. ‘1
don’t want you to apol—'’ ‘

** There goes another!' yelled Somerton.

“My hat!”

Another rocket soared high—a signal of
distress! .

There was no longer any doubt in any mind
that other human beings were entrapped in
the weed in addition to oursclves. Hand-
forth’s eyesight had not played him false;
he had actually seen figures on the deck of
the distant derelict. .

And while we watched a third and fourti
rocket went up. Without. deiay Nelson Lee
sent up several in repiy, indicating shat we
had &#e2n, and that we understood. But it
was impossible for us to go to the rescue.

‘““We must do something, sir!”’ exclaimed
Handforth excitedly. * We can’t leave the
pcor people in the lurecb—"'

“* We shall certainly do something, Hand-
forth—but not until the morning,”” inter-
jected Neleon Lee. ‘‘ The strangers will not
expect us to, for they probably know of the
perils which would beset us if we attempted
to cross the weed during the hours of dark-
ness.'’

** Then there’s nothing doing, &ir?’’ I asked.

‘* Not at present, Nipper.” '

~ And we all realised the wisdom of the guv’-
nor’s decision. It was really impossible to
act in any way until daylight came. Two
more rockets were sent up im the distance,
and we answered them.

But, after that, everything remained quiet
and still. :

Many of the juniors wanted to stay on
deck, but they were advised to go to bed,
and to get up, if they wanted to, at dawn.
For there would certainly be nothing worth
geeing until then.

I went to bed with Sir Moontie and Tommy,
and we were all rather excited. Weo didn’t
feel so absolutely cast out from the world.
There were others in that dreaded Sargasso
Sea. .

**It’'s a big surprise,”” I remarked, as I

got undressed. ‘I could hardly believe my
‘eyes when 1 saw that answering rocket go
u -!’
P I wonder who the dickens they can be?”
said Watson. ‘“Some old tramp steamer,
perhaps, that was blown into the weed by
the same gale that brought us here,”

T“ You boys are out early
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“Or it might be a sailin’ ship,” suggested
Sir Montie. ‘' Somec remnants of a crew who
came along ten or twenty years ago, begad!'”

“*1 suppose they've been feeding on sea-
weed?” I suggested, with a grin.

** Begad! I fergot that, dear old bey,”
said Tregellis-West.

_ *‘ Besidcs, they're on a steamer—Handy saw
it,” put in Watson. * It seems more likely
!that”the ship was blown into the Sargasso

. *“It's no good making gue:ses,” I inter-
rupted. ** They'll all be wrong, I expect.
The best thing is to wait until we know
something for certain. Comjectures are
always unsatisfactory.”

** Good gracious!” exclaimed Montie.
“Your arm is in a frightful state, Nipper—
it is, really.”
| I looked at my arm. The fiesh was bruiaed
considerably, and my ribs, on one cide, were
very sore.

“I'm all right,”” I said, donning my
| Pyjamas. ** Bruises aren’'t serious, anyhow—
and I might have had a collection of broken
bones. reckon we got off very lightly,
considering everything.”

* Rather!"” agreed my chums.

We did not take long in settling down to
sleep. I timed my alarum-clock to awaken me
at dawn—and I knew that it wouldn't fail.
My alarum-clock was not an article of cogs
and springs. It was my owa mind. 1 Mad
the knack of awakening at any minute I
liked to set. It was very seldom indeed that
the mechanism faiied; and then it wasg only
by a minute or two.

Soon after dawn had broken I awoke, and
commenced to fulfil a series of promises I
had made before retiring. I awakeped Sir
Montie and Tommy, and then went along

to the other cabins, rousing all the other
juniors.

For about the first time on record they
were all  willing to turn out without a
grumble. And scarcely more than ten
minutes later we appeared on deck in a
bunch. The sky was looking glorious, and
everything was fresh.

Nelsor Lee had not turned out yet, and
the only people on deck were two or three

Lmembe-rs of the crew, who were on watch,

and Mr. Ciive, the first officer, who was ob
the bridge. .

‘*“ Any sign of anything yet?’’ I called up.

‘** Not yet, Nipper,” replied Mr. Clive.
this moming. [I'll
warrant you're not so lively at St. Frank's!”

We grinned, and gazed across the sea-
weed in the direction of the liner—behind
which had appeared the rocket eigmals. But
we could se¢ nothing now. The vast ex-
panse of weed was looking more desolate than
ever,

Aad we found that our early rising was
unrewarded. For an hour we wandered about
the deck, and nothing happened. Nelaon Lee
and Lord Dorrimore appeared, and soon after
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that Dr. Brett and Captain Burton turned

outl.

“It's an frand, sir,” 1 grinned. *‘‘ We've
becnn here for an hour, and there hasn't been
a movement.”

Nelwon Leo emiled.
“Well, 1 dare say you can do with a little

leas slerp for once In a while.,”" he nalul o
hardly expected anything to happen—-
“1 see strange fNgures, Umtagati!” inter-

rupted Umlosl
from
weed !
All eyes were fixed upon the spot to which
Umlosi pointed. Iis eyes were like needles,
and for several moments we looked In valn.
Then | made out one or two dots moving on
the weedi Two or three shouts announced
:ho fact that other fellows had seen the dots,
00,
“They're human figures!” shouted Hand/
forth.
This was pol a very startling armonncm—
e, for we had not expected to see a pack
ol dogs coming across the weed. The p rO?
the strangers was very slow, ulily
lm; minutes had passed before we could
they were twenly in number-—all

abruptly. ' See, they come
afar, acrossa this place of accursed

l focussed my binoculars on the approach-
roup, and I saw that the leaders wore
¥y uniforms with brass bu!.tau Many

of the other man appeared to be in. raga.

| progress was 80 slow because they

* were all wearing flat pleces of board Hxed
1o their m

rovent them
It naturally

l{‘?had

evice to

d dtlaylu thed
m m nllne-room
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CHAPTER VL
OUT INTO FREEDOM.

APTAIN BURTON was standing at tha
top of the accommodation-ladder when
the firat stranger climgbed labarioualy
up to the deck level. He was a man

with a grey beard, and his blue reefer suit
wad lhtbhy and worn. The brass buttons
were dull, and there were signs of more
than one pateh in the threadbare material.
But the man was clean-shaven and apruce.

“Thia I» a queer place to meet strangers,
but you're heartily welcome,” eaid Captain
Burton warmly. *“This Is Sir Crawford-
Grey's yacht, and Sir Crawford himself i3
atandin-c bealde me now!”

The bearded man took a deep breath.

- *“It's the most wonderful thing that ever

apcncd.” he exclaimed, in a deep voice.
“We recioned that we were loat for good,
and we hadn't the faintest hope of ever
seeing another human face.”

“Perhaps it would not be a3z well to cele-
brate too soon,” put in Sir Crawford gently.

L Por this vessel is trapped in the weed,

and there is no certainty that we dball get
free, although we hope to do eo.

“Hhe's floating on an even keel, at all
events,” saild the stranger, ‘*and my craft
is stern down, with her bows clear of the

water—~thanks to those accursed IHun
 pirates!”

“Oh, indeed!’” sald Nelson Lee. ‘1 sus-
pected something of the :ort l gat-her that
your ship was tor;m:lo«l1 at her pro-
 pellers were shot away?’

The man nodded.

“s gear and everything,’”” he de-

clared. e didn't sink, but we drifud into
this Ilulo packet. My name is Capiain John
Richmond, and my ship is the Halldale,
bound for Swansea-—although ehe’ll never

got there now."
* Well, Captain Richmond, II: glves nl
easure to mget you in this ;
you on board our yacht,” said
Sir Crawford Grey. “1Ii m succeed in

ot into the open f‘h our
:': g«m will be Iully rep- s

“That's a nice thl?; uh m" utd'_
Captain Richmond. d e '.9 know
zwm_vurhldum. you don't mind

MWI”MM . “My

an’ months ago—last .
‘s words vuihat - all, and a
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Dorrie. It wouldn't he polite, cld man ! |
Diplomatic reiationa have been restored.
Prosianism is dead. I sm it’11 remain

dead just as long as the Huns—er—the Qer-

mans— are kept picely in order by us. The
meed lonkin® after, hy’gad!" d d

It appeared that the Halidale had bheen
torpedoed in the Atlantic over eightren
inonths earlier. Por a yesr and a half Cap-
tain Fichmond and his crew had been out-
coaau in Iﬂl: hd.e;uldlon":f the Sargasso Sea'

ur com been wondr:
Proviseoing e a ous act of

_‘"But how on earth did you manage to
bve—twenty of you?" aah!l Nelsn Lee.
“ How did you find sufficient food, captein?
You u'e"all looking well and hearty, I must

Captain Richmond smiled

*“ We ocould have lasted out for anmother
two years,”” he declared. * You see, Mr. Lee,
we were carrying a lorge cargo of food to
England; we werc ane of the food ships the
Uermans delighted to destroy. cargo
was mixed, but it was mostly tinned stuff—
meats, fruits, and even vegetahies. There
were a few thousand cases of tinned Irish-
ltew'"n.boud. 00 we even had conked pota-

We could understand how the twesty men
bad existed so eacily. and why they were
looking =0 well fed. The fact that their ship
Phad been carrying food was theér salvation.

Al the mea were made welcome on the
yacht. They went forward, and Captain
Richmond and his offcors were invited aft.
And, soon after the excitement bad died
down, therc came a fresh interest in Mfe.

The r(J»ai:s to the propelershaft were
oom picted.

Steam was up, and the Wanderer was o
attempt the great feat. Would she sucoeed
In getting hereelf free from the dreadful
embrace of the Quif weed? That was the
question whieh was in everybody's mind.

The areat danger was the posibility of the
rreedh Itm]'malm edcnt-:ngted inbethe propeller.

that happen it would hecosmary to
scndd men down in order to clear away the
obstructian.

We were aR on deck when the great
moment arrived.

The cangine-room telegraph sounded. and

Almost at once the deck commenced to

vibrate—a senation we had almost for-
gedten. The vibration was slightly greater
than befere, but the engines were running

smoothly.

Slow:iy and rcluctantly the yacht moved
forward. As she did s0 the weed parted,
and we ploughed our way aleng. |

But omly for a short distence did we keep
straight ahead. We very snon found our
seives dowly moving into the clesr poot of
watcr —an expamse which widened as we
entered it

The weed surged and heaved with the
wash cauveed by the yacht, and then we cdged
round umtil we were  in the direct!

Captain
likely avenue of escape
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Twice we made the attempt to get out
of the pool, and on cach occarion we simply
forced our way against the temacions weed,
and there was no pro-pect of gotting t h.

After having reversed engi

Ithne. we all noticed that the weed had parted

cobsiderably just over the atarboard how.
And at the fourth attempt we edged our way
into the channel which was thus revealed.

We all feared that it would omly be a
trap, and that we should no further
than a few huodred feet before we were again

stopped.

But our fears were unfounded.

The yacht econtinued to force her way
along the channel, the weed parting as she
forced her way through, inch by inch, and
{'::dby yard. And as we progressed, oo

weed clos~d up again in our rear, leaving
no trace of owr journey.

The hours passed. and we all began to hope
that our task would not be ro difficult as we
had imagined. But then, at mid-day, the
great propeller became elogged, and a halt
WA DECesary.

I was a tough job to clear the weed from
the blades, and three men., who were slung

Hn:lmm ob special cradles, were occupied for

over two hours. But the propeller wae
cleared at length, and again we progremsed.
“1f the screw gets choked like that pretty

Burton bhad chosen as the most | had gone forward

often we shall be weeks hefore we get out,”
I remarked after luncheon. °* Still, we're
rogreseing, and that's the main thing.
tter be slow than not progrees at all.”
“Yes, rather, dear old boy.” said Sir
Moritie. “But I have an idea, you know.
that we shall enon be gettin® on S |
remomber, a8 we were comin’ along—when we
were driftin'—the weed wasn't balf =o thick.'’
‘“That's quite right, nld son,”” [ agreed.
“ The greatest trial will be in getting our
:llﬂ G.its thick pateh. It's n% good :nlo"yi"?i
‘s 1o good gueesing. e can Yy wa
until the result is known.”
During the remainder of that day we con-
tinued ut the same rate of epeed, and when
darkness set in we jeemed to be as closely
sprrounded by the terrible weed as eves.
Many of the .feHows were beginning to look

disheartened. _

‘*“ Buck T Christime,” 1 said, dapping him
on the back. ‘‘ There's mno need to pull that
' long face.”’

“ There’a no sign of the open fea !’ growled
Bob Chrirtine.

“Did you expect us to pet out of the
weed on the firat day?'’ I asked. ' Why, if
we do it in a week we shall be lueky.™

But most of the juniors weat to bed that
night «lent and glocomy. Even Tommy and
Sir Montie were not quite themselves. 1

ﬂrenujned cheerful, for no fatal check had

occurred, and it scemed to me that there

was every prospect of our meeting with ulti
mato secccss.

In the morning, when the felows roused

hu:mnlves, the ;?demed'aa uaii?dm::

way throogh the weed. midday >

4 uite a gist.nncv, and

nothing had bappened to mar her progress,
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except another choking of the propeller. This
had soon been cleared.

And doring the afternoon ih was generally
noticed that a change had come about in
the appearance of the weed. It was not of
the same colour, but darker and far less
CONAe
“A:ﬂ then came the most welcome aight

A clear pateh of sea was visible on our
port side. Afler another hour we ran out
of the weed into a quiet lake of sea, only
o cocounter the weed a mile further an.
And now, as lick would have it, it seemed
to be thicker than ever,

Night found ws in another clear streteh,
and heee we remained until the next day.

With small stoppages now amd again, we
continued. Nolhlrw happened to stop us
altogether. And during that first day the
spirita of Lthe whole company on beard were
raiscd to the highest pitch,

For we steamed almos’ continnously through
tlear channeds, By skilful piloting the yacht
was able to keep clear of the weed for miles
omn end. Skirting round little islands of the
treachorons stuff, we pressod on.

The speed of Lthe yacht was increased, and
when evening came of that day it was a
definitoly established fact that we had con-
quoted. We had escaped from the dreadful
clutches of dthe Sargasso! On the fourth da
we sighted the weod on every hand until
midday.

And then we lost i for hours at a streteh.
We would come ugoa a small isolated pateh

and there, t nl found us abzo-
futely clear, and no furt prospect of see-

ing the Golf weed again.
"AM we commed &ner hmw'atd t.rip'.‘
W or ya 0O go 2
her mﬁ"&u—n all events, Captaln
Burton would not to run her at
such a rate. He was af of the propelier-
shalt, sound as the job had’ been. And so
we made for at a pace which was little
0'" w" . . 4 |
Bul we t care a jot.

Our perils were really over at last, and
arcive 'l'il. and long over-
. o
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be largel
o | and em ‘.‘Aﬂdﬂlﬂe |
by | e was nothing further known that day,

norning Dr

“Yea, it’s a good thing the accident hap-
pened,”” said Pitt slowly. * Perhaps it was
srovidential. Who knows? In any case, we've

en to the Sargasso, and . wo've rescued
some helpless victims of Gearman piracy. So
I think we can reckon that everything in
the garden is lovely!”

Amnd everybody said ' Hear, bear!"

CHAPTER VIL
THE RETURN OF THE WANDERERS.

“ HEEK-—absolute cheek!”

» It was Hubbard, of the Remove,
who made that statement.

*“ Umadulterated nerve!" declared
Doyle. “They're not content with spend-
ing the blessed summer holidays at sea. but
they haven't got the decency to get back in
time for the now term!" )

“It's the limit!"

‘“ Rather!"

.The discustion was taking place in the
lobby of the Ancient House at St. Frank's,
It was the second day of term, and a num-
ber of Removitea were somewhat warmly
din:tunlng the non-return of the yachting-
party.

The Ancient House was somewhat emply—
A oot unusual state of affairs at the begin-
ning of term. Two prefects were missing,
and quite a host of Remove felows: in,fact,
all the moat important members of the form,

* Lucky bounders!" said Grifith. * That's
what I ecall ‘em! 1 don't see why you
fellows dhm.:ld get wild about it. It's

* Rot <

“Of course it's jealousy,”” went on

GriMith. *“If you were in the same position

‘gu'd be only too pleased to keer on the
lidays for a few days longer. know 1
shouwld, anyhow."

“Yes, but when are the bounders coming

back?" asked Owen major. * That's the
stion. Mr. Lee's absent, too, and old
rowell is  looki after us for the time
being. [ asked him when the party would
turn up, and he didn't k‘:m:'.‘ I don't think
yet.”

e gttt b, theyt

“So we hear?” said Owen.
in a storm, or something, and drifted a lon
I'IJ out of their course. I know the He
had a . from 8ir Crawford Grey
- It was only natural that the subject should

reussedh.  With 30 many
ve

‘-

ws who had come

yers the following
Ao the whole

A CLATRR 1. NN

“ Got caught ‘

| juniora
¢ looked deserted

..
¥
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“ Horrah !"' - '
‘“Is Mr. Lee coming too, sir?”
...""Yes, Mr. Lee is also coming,' said the
Head. It s unfortunate that the party
could not ged4 into England a week or twa
soouer, in accordance with the original plan.
Rut, comsédering everythiing, it is providential
that they have returned at aM. For the
!acrgh :p’et, with many perilous adventures.’”

“1It is not my intention to go into any
details; you will doubtless learn the whole
astory from the hoys themselves when they
arrive,”” went on the Head ‘It is sufficiem
for me to esay that the yacht was cact upon
an islund, and the whole party was marooned
for a considerablc time hefore escaping.
After that they had the misforture to run
iMo a violent storm, resulting in the bhrcaking
of a vitul piece of machinery. Hetpless, Lhe
yacht drifted into that dead region of the
Atlantic known 03 the Sargassn Sea. The
party only escaped by a 9eeming miracie,
and it i3 wonderful that they have heen able
to- arrive in England omly a few days late.
They have had =ome amazine adventures.’

The Head only said a few werds more,
and the achocl was left to tatk about the
news.

There was a feeling of general satisfaction

throughout both Houses, and it was uni-
vereglly decided that a great crowd shoukhd
go down to the <tation to meet the return-
Ing wanderors. , .
" Morning legsons that day were rather a
fiasco.
riccess during the first week of term, .in any
case; it generally took the juniors a week to
shake down after the holidays.

But on this particular day there was prac-
-lically pothing. doing. The  Remove, in par-
ticular, was no Form at all. All the principal
juniors were missing, and the others were not
at oll inclined to work. o
.. Mr. Crowell was only too pleased when the
time came for him to dismiss the class. After-
noon leseons were jus* as had, and the Form-
master breathed a sigh of great relicf when
he got rid of his unruly charges.

"*Thank goodness!'’ exclaimed QGrifith, as
be tumbled out nf the Form-room with the
others. 1 should have gone dotty if I'd
stopped i{n there another ten minutes. If the
Head had had a spark of decencv, ha would
have given the chaps a half-holiday to-day.”

" You can't expect the Head to have any

senge on a subject like that,” remarked
Owen major. ‘' Well, we've got heaps of
time to get down to ﬁlo statlon. The train

doesa’t get in hefore a quarter-past-five.”

Removites were not the only fellows who
made a pligrimage down to the little station
g‘l_ Relltom. A gnod many members of the

xth went, too, in order welcome Fenton
apd Morrow and the other prefects.

. By five o'clock one might have supposed
t the: station was suffering from a siege.
he platform was packed, and there were
erowds outside, t00. And everybody was im
a gcod humour.
Meanwhile, the London train was bringing

Lessons were never very much of a |
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the ubsent ones speedily towards their
destination. I was among the crowd, and

we were all in the best of humours, as
healthy as sand-boys, and as brown as berries.

"“Well, we've had a jolly fine holiday, and
we shall have a hit of a job ‘0 settle down
to the school routine again.” T remarked.
** 8till, it’s good to he back in England again.
I'm fed-up with foreign parts for a bit *

‘“S8ame here,”” said Pitt. *“ Give me St.
Frank's!'” .

“ We've had a lot of fun there,_in our
time,'™ remarked Watson; ‘*and 1 expect we
shall have a lot more, too.”
~** Rather!” _ |

Since our arrival in port. all the fellows
had been home—or, at least, they had seen
their people—for rome of them had s ayed in
London. There had only been one brief day
hefore it had heen necessary to rcturn to St.
Frank’s.

We had parted from Lord Dorrimore in
London—and from the girls, ton. They had
to go to their own schnols. O'd Umlosi had
left us when we called a; Tangier, on the
homeward voyage.

Qur exploits had not yet appeared in the
newspapers, hnt ceveral reporters had heen
interviewing Dorrie and Sir Crawford Grey
and the guv’'nor, sn it was pretty safe to
assume tha- a lurid ver«inn of cur travels
would soon appear in print.

The one fact that we had =wed Captain
Richmond and his men was sufficient to give
ns prominence. Not that we wanted any.
Handforth was one of the chief fellows who
had vo ¢d the idea to he eveellent. '» had
cven offered to send a rennrter one of his
photoeraphs—an onffer which was prontly
accepted, much to Handforth’s eratification.

* I expect there’ll be a few fellows to meet
us at -he station,”” remarked De Valerie.
‘““ That is, if they know abont our arrange-
ments. 1°l! het the Remove has been gnash-
ing its teeth for a couple of days. The chaps:
will be as jcalous as monkevs because we've
had two days extra holiday!”

Shortly after that we drew into Bellton
Station. [ had my head oot of the window as
the train rolled in. ..

** Great Scott!'’ 1 gasped.

. ** What's the mat'er, dear old boy2"

‘“ There's half the giddy school waiting on
the platform,”” - I gricned—‘‘ and the other
half is outeide!"” .

“ 0Oh, my hat!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!'”

“ Well, the more the merrier.'” said Hand-
forth. ‘“ Isn'* it right that we should be
honoured? Think of the adventures we've
been through! Why, 1 don't sappose any
other fellowg have had a tenth af the excite-
ment we’ve experienc=d'™

The train came to a :tandstill, and then
came the rush.

** Harrah!” .

‘* Welcome back to St. Prank's!'’

There were very,K many shouts, and fer a
time I hardly knew whether 1 was on my
head or my heels. I was rushed down the
platform, rushed threugh the booking-office,
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‘and rushed down into the station yard. All
the others were rushed out in the same way
—even including Nelson Lee.

It was not until a quarter-of-an-hour had
elupsed that the excitement began to die
down. Then we were released, flustered and
rufiled, but quite good-tempered. Nobody
was hurt, but several of us were rather
battered about.

‘* Boys, you really S$hould control your-
selves!”” pro:ested Nelson Lee genially. 1
have strong objections to being turned up-
side-down!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha'"

“ Sorry, sir!”

“1t i3 all very well to be sorry,” went on
the guv'nor. ““Three minutes ago 1 was
tipped from the shoulders of severz]l unstable
juniors, and I am auite sure that 1 have
lost all my lecose cash. However, T am very
pleased to be back amongst you all—"

“ Hurrah!'” :

“We're pleased to have you back, sir!

“And I've no doubt that we shall get on
well during this term,” continned the guv'-
nor. * Some of my boys will find it hard to
don harness again, but they must make up
their minds firinly. T wish to thank you for
vour very nice welcome

But Nclson Lee was interrupted by another
series of cheers, and after that we all got
up to the school somchow or other. Every-
thing was looking cxactly the same as when
we had left, and. it was hard to realise that
we had passed through so many stirring
adventures since we had taken our departure
at the commencement of the summer vaca-
tion. )

Everybody told us that we were tremen-
dously brown, and we were honoured when
we learned that a tremendous feed had been
prepared in the junior lecturc-hall. 1t was
a great success, and one might have supposed
that a acene was being rehearsed to repre-
sent the Tower of Babel.

A dozen or more fellows were relating our
adventures in different parts of the room,
and the listeners were constantly shouting
inquirics and making interjections. However,
it was all over a! last, and we once morc
went to our own studies.

““ Well, 1it's jolly good to be back,”” I said,
as I sank into a chair in Study C. “I won-
der how we shall fare this term.”
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“Blow the term!™
want to get to bed!'”

But that term was to prove one of the most
rcmarkable we had ever experienced, had
we only known it. And one of the principal
reasons for the queer state of affairs which
was to resul. was duc to a fellow who was at
that very moment seated in the armchair in
Study M.

That study belonged to De Valerie and
Somerton. And {hose two juniors went alone
after the banquet in 1he lecture-hall, and
they naturally cxpected to lind Study Bl
empty and deserted.

But- the electric-light was glowing, and a

yawned Watson. *“I

strangzer was seated in the apar:iment. De
Valerie and Somerton eyed him curiously. He

was a slim boy of about fifteen. His skin was
sallow. His hair was jet-black, and his cyes
were almost piercinz in their intensity. At
a clance it could be secen that he was a
forcigner.

‘“ Good-evening!"’ said De Valeric politely
< I suppose you are aware of the fact that
this study belongs to us?’’

The new boy didn’t even smile.

““ It belongs to me as well,” he said, with
scarcely an accent. * You, no doubt, are
Somerton and De Valerie? I am plecased to
ste you. You are quite welcome to share
this study with me."”

The original owners stared.

““That's awfully jolly decert of you!' said
Somerton sarcastically. " Your gencrosiiy,
old chap, 13 quite overwhelming. And who,
{)f I may venture to ask, do you happen to
e?"”’
L “My pame 18 Titus Alcxis,” said the new
oy.
“You don't say so!”" exclaimed De Valeriee
“You sound like a character out of Julius
Caesar! If you've heen appointed to this
atudy, you're welcome to remain, but if
you've planted yourself here, you'll get the
order of the bhoot!'"” '

It was soon found, however, that Titus
Alexis had been placed in Study M by Mr.
Crowell; he was there for a fixture. He was
a Greek, and De Valerie and Somerton were
not exactly pleascd with their new study-
mate.

When they grew to know him better they
were even less pleased!

END.
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The Finding of Robert Qresham.

LU E dinnah am sarbed, Massa Frank.”
** Right, Abhie; we'll come at
once,”” replied Frank Hiilsworth,
nodding to the huge negro who

stood respectfully on deck.

The place was a svcluded spot on a Central
African river. The time, evening. The sun
had already sunk to the level of the tree-

tops, and in less than an hour the short

African twilight would be swiftly followed by
night. The amall steam yacht had dropped
her auchor some half hour previously, and

now everything looked peaceful and at rest.
Birds of every conceivable deecription and
colour flew overhead, and settled on the twigs
and branches. L

On the vessel anchored near inshore two
young fellows were sitting under an awniog,
smoking and chatting. They were Frank
Hillsworth and his bosom chum, MacDonald
Guthrie, a Scot. They were both rich—the
gons of millionaires—and had everything in
this world they wished for. At present they
were on an expedition up river with their old

" college friend, Professor Montague Palgrave,

a renowned ecientist. He was below at the
moment.

The oniy other person on the tiny yacht
hesides those jist mentioned was an American
negro, whom they had picked up a year bhefore
in Alabhama. Ile was a huge muin, standing
well over six feet in height, and had become
greatly attached to Frank and his chum. His
pnamec was Pete Coleborn, but he was invari-
ably referred to as ‘* Abbie,” a nickname
which had stuck to him ever since he had
entered their service. On his announcing that
dinner was waiting, Frank rose to his feet

“and tossed away the cnd of his cigarette,

‘“ Well, Mac, we’d bhetter get helow,”” he

;said. stretching himsellf.

“ That’'s 0.’ Mac answered Dbriefly.
*“ Though, I tell ye, I shallna be long down
in the stuffy cabin; it's mair refreshin’ orn
deck in my way of thinkin'.”

With that they adjourned below. The pro-
feesor was already seated, and he looked up
genially as the two entered the room.

‘“ You're late, my boys,” he cried. **Sit
down and <ommence, for I assure you it
won't be 80 long hefore 1'm out of this oven!”

IN TRACKLESS
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He wiped the perspiration fromm his high
forehead, and took a zuip of lukewarm lemon-
ade. He was right. The saloon was almost
unhearable, despite the ports and skyhght
being wide open. The scientist was a smail
man, short and slim. He wore hi: hair rather
long and his chin was clean-shaven, though a
large military moustache grew on hisa upper
lip. He had a broad, intellectuul forehead
and shrewd, merry eyes. Thia was the first
real holiday he had permitted himself to
indulge in for over five ycars, and he was
enjoying himself immensely.

Dinner was very soor over, and the trio
retired to the comparative coolness of the
deck, where Abbie was alrcady sitting,
solemnly holding a flahing-line overside in the
evident endcavour to get a hite. He bhad no
bait on his hook, so could hardly expeet to
have mamy catchez. It amused him, how-
ever, and that was the main question. The
twilight was now rapidly darkening into
night, but the full moon promised to dizsperse
the darkness with its silvery ravs, fur it
was due to rise soon after sundown. The
mosquitoes huzzed ahbout them incessantly,
and neta were an absolute necessity.

On the marshy shore thousands of glow-
worms could he seen, and the air wuas filled
with the voices of grasshoppers and the croak-
ing of frogs. Frank and his companions
listened to these sounds uninterestedly ; they
had heard the same scores of timea before.
Syddenly the voice of the old bull hippn-
potamus thundered out, and inunediately
afterwards hundreds of finch-like hirds and
weavers made their appearance at the river
for their evening drink. Their flicht was
accompanied by a weird humming noise,
which, the first time Frank had heard it, had
considerably startled him. Then came guinea-
fowl and pigeons; after them a score of violet.
crested cranes, bringing with them that pecu-
liar crcaking noise, not unlike the 2ound ot
unoiled whecis. Whichever way the cccupantas
of the yacht turned their eyes saw the gleam-
ing lichts of the flreflics, swaying to and fro,
like fairy lanterns. Near the shore an old
striped hyena commenrced howling, and far
away could bhe heard the cry of two jackals
ag they answered back. -

Suddenly this peaceful scene wgs brokem
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by the voice of Abbie, the negro, who called
out to the others. Frank and Mac hurried to
the spot where the nigger aat, and inquired
what the trouble happened to be.

** Jeat yo' look oud dere, aah,’’ cried Abbie,
pointing to the water a few yards away.
“ (Can yo' make out what dat ting is?"’

I'rank looked at the spot indicated, and
eaw, slowly floating down stream, a bottle—a
leather  bottle —-with the satopper securely
screwed in, and apparently Alled with air, for
it was drifting on the saluggish tide like a
mimature balloon, and three parts out of the
water.

By Jove, that's
&taring at the thing.
druee it can be?”

“1'm no sae certain that it doesna contain
a measage,’””  exclaimed Mac cxcitedly.
‘" There'll be no harm in taking it oot o' the
watter, anyway.”

“Good idea,” said Frank, “ though I'm
rather doubtful about therc heing a message
inside. Here, Abbie, hand over that rod and
line: I'Hl try to hook jt.”

The nigger did as requested, and looked on
with a grin overapreading his liberal features.
Frank Hillsworth grasped the rod and swung
the line out, but zucccecded in missing  the
bottlie by a few inches.

‘“Ye'll need tae bLe aharp, Frank,” ex-
claimed the Seot. v The bit thing'll be oot o’
reach in a minute.”’

This was true. for the leather hottle was
alowly but surely drifting past the yacht.
Frank made another cendeavour to get the
thing, and, by a stroke of luck, this time the
hook caught. He cantiously drew his lirffe in,
and A moment after the mysterious object was
in his hand. Had it slipped off the hook this
story, in all probability, would never have
been written. They all collected round it,
the professor haviang joined them. The thing
was an ordinary drinking bhottle, such as they
themeelves possessed, and It was doubly
secured hy cords bound round the neck. Amid
some little excitement Mac' got out his
pocket-knife and cut through them. The air
rushcd out of the mouth as he unscrewed
the stopper, and held it bottom upwards.
The scientist laughed.

““ Hans it turned out a * frost * after all?’’ he
quericd, as nothing appeared. .

‘I don't know yet.”” Frank returned. He
took the knife and slashed the bottle down,
and put his hand into the cavity. Then, * By
Jove!"' he cxclajmed excitedly. * Mac was
right. Look here!”

He held up for inspection a piece of dirty
rag. on which some pencil tracings could he
distinguished. Mac and Professor Paigrave
‘Jooked at it curiously. It was not more than
eightecn inches square, and on closer inapec-
tion they found it to be a handkerchiel.

Frank bent over it, and then looked up with
flushed face.

*“*It's in Eaglish,’”' he told them, *‘ and 1
can read it quite distinctly. Look at thie.”

They craned their heads over his shoulders,
and KFrgak commenced to read the ecriwl.

cried Frank,
wonder what the

curjoua,’’

1
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It was fuint in the extreme, but, neverthelcss,
quite readable.

““If, . by any chance, this falls into the
hands of a white man, 1 pray Heaven that
he will do all in his power to help me. [ am
an Englishman, and am in the hands of a
hand of six caniaibals belonging to the Sayepi
tribhd. They intend to torture me to-nigit. 1
renlise that it will be uscless to hope 1 shall
he spared; but even if they half xill me 1
have something to tell which is of great im-
portance and which might mean great
changes in the world’s history. I shall throw
this over the side of the canoe I am in, and
pray that it may reach a Britisher's hands,
s0 that he can reach me before 1 die. My
captors intend camping to-night at the junc-
tion of this river and the Baldini. —ROBERT
GRESHAM, Feb. 20th.”

There was a brief silence as Frank finished
reading ; Mac slapped his thigh excitedly.

‘““ Hech, mon, 'tis the twenty-ninth tae-
day,”’ he cried. ** The brutes may be torturing
the puir beggar this verra moment—’'tis tae-
nicht, he says!” A

‘“ And the camping-place he refers to is only
ten miles further on,’”’ broke in the professor,
cager as anybody. *‘ Abbie, get steam wup
immediately., and we’'ll see if we can’t rescue
the poor fellow. There are only six blacks to
contend with, it seems.”

Abbie scuttied below, and soon, while they
were atill talking to one another excitedly,
the tiny [unnel began to belch forth denee
masses of amoke. Half an hour later they
were ateaming full speed up-river, the pro-
fessor and his younger companions cleaning
their rifles and revolvers in readiness.

It took them an hour and a half to com-
plete the journey, and then they sighted the
spot where the waters of the Baldini joined
forcesa with the larger etream. On the shore
close to them the occupants of the yacht
could see the flames of a camp fire blazing,
and the silent, moonlit night was made
hideous with thte howling and screaming of
natives. From the sound it would have been
pardonable for a stranger to bhelieve there
were fully two score of the cannibals, but
Frank and Mac were used to the African
natives, and knew that, on occasion, they
conld kick up a truly appalling din. The
gentlemen on the shore were keeping up their
reputation at the present moment.

Frank was steering, and the professor and
Mac on either side of him, all three looking
grim and businesslike. Abbie was doing his
duty below, in the hot and steaming engine-
room, sweating from every pore. His jovial
black face was streaming and glistening as he
popped his head above deck to get a breath
of fresh air. Frank twirled the wheel round,
and drove the yacht close in-shore, amon
the weeds. He touched the little bell, an
Abbie shut off steam and reversed. Then he
came on deck and cast the anchor overside.
They were 8o close that they could leap to
the bank witvhout the aid of a gangway.

(Continued on p. lil of cover.)
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““ Walk as silently as possible,” whispered
Frank, ‘' and when you epot the Sayepi just
blaze away at them, and we’ll ask questions
afterwards. This isn’t a time for play-acting,
and -we want to frighten the brutes off. I
there’s only bhalf a dozen, as this fellow
Gresham says, we'll soon settle their hash.”

“I'm thinkin’ we’'ll need tae be caretu’,”
Mac commented, as they jumped ashore. '* We
dinna want to kill the puir man himself.”

The fire was quite close now, and a few
yards brought the yacht’s crew in sight of it,
Abbie having armed himself with a heavy
piece of iron from the stokehald. They
paused for a moment to gaze on the scene
befnre them, and then broke into an involun-
tary exclamation of horror. The poor Eng-
lishman whom they had come to rescue was
lying with his back strapped to a tree, while
one of the Sayepi had just placed a band of
red-hot iron round his naked thigh. They saw
Gresham open his mouth to cry out; then he
recovered himself and shut it like a trap. But
Frank could see that his ‘eyes were shining
with an unusual brilliance, and that he was
not far from the borders of madness. His
chest and legs were a mase of livid, raw burns,
and it was a wonder the man was conscious
at all. He must have possessed a frame of
iron and a constitution equal to two ordinary
men’s to bear the agony.

Even whilst a native was on his way from
the fire, holding in his hand another white-
hot piece of metal, Frank, who had taken
charge ¢f the a'tair, gaye the word to fire.

Crack! Crack! Crack!?

The three rifles spoke simultaneously, and
three men dropped dead. The rest, number-
ing about a dozen—evidently the band of six
had been riinforced—gazed about them in
consternation and drew their spears. Reck-
less of the consequences, Abbie, his eyes
blazing with fierce anger and loathing, made
a dash towards them, swinging his rod of
irgn, <nd yelling at the top of his voice. He
was amongst them almost before Frank and
Mac could realise it, and in a moment the
iron in his grasp was swinging round, dealing
death liberally.

Four men fell under it before they knew
what had hurt them, their skulls smashed in
like eggshells; and the remainder, undecided
what to do, stampeded towards the very spot
where the professor and his companions lay
concealed. Seeing that Abbie was out of the
line of fire, they pulled their triggers, and
three more of the tnhuman monsters fell
writhing to the. ground.

‘“ Don’t let the others escape,”’ cried the
professor. ‘‘ If they do, they will only bring
angther band down upon us before the night’'s
out.”

Frank fired twice in quick succession, e«nd
two minutes later the entire party, number-
ing sixteen armed  warriors, lay stretthed on
the ‘grass, sleeping their last long sleep. They
had paid- dearly for their evening’'s sport.
Taken by surprise as they were, they had no
opportunity to:even use their weapons, and
it is not. surprising that they fell so easy a
prey to the up-to-date Winchester rifles,

J
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After the racket which had heen iisturhrz
he forest the place sectned strangely siles. .
Even the usual night sounds, which arc aiwiya
heard in the African forest, were husl: |
and secmed absent. Frank shook himself a4l
swung his repeater over his shoulder. [t wa,
the signal for Mac and the scientist to do Lise -
wise, and they fullowed him to the trec-
trunk to which Gresham was securcd, Ablioe
bringing up the rear., lcoking satistied with
himself; for he dearly loved a ‘' scrap.” and
he had just been indulging to his b-art's cuu-
tent.

The prisoner, seeing that he was to he
rescued, had swooned off, and was now quite
unconseious, breathing faintly. Mac tenderiy
cut the ropes, and then helped to carry
the poor, burnt body to the¢ yacht, where
they placed him in the best bunk. 7The pro.
fessor carefully and gently washed the wounds
which covered Gresham’s body, and then
applied a soothing ointment, tinally wrapping
hiln up in bandages. When this was com-
pleted he seecmed to be breathing more eatily,
30 they left him and collected on deck.

‘““ We'd better get back down-river as quick
as this old tub’ll take us,’’ suggoceted Frank,
as he lit a cheroot. ‘' 1 shouldn’t be at ull
surprised if our shots were heard by somv
neighhouring village or other. Perhaps at
this very moment they arc¢ hurrying to the
spot to investigate.’’

‘ Probably,’’ said the prcfeseor gravely.

He turned, and called to Abbie.

‘““ Yes, sah?”

“You'd better get up steam and take us
back down the river with all possible expeili-
tion. Stop for nothingz. It's 2 matter of life
and death, and we must reach a doctor.”

““I guess de steam am already up, sah, so
we'll soon hab dis heah little hoat under
way,”’ returned the negro cheerfully, diving
down below.

4
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Ten daye later Frank Hillaworth, Mac
Guthrie, and Professor Palgrave were cal-
lccted round the hed of Robert Gresham, at
the main hotel in Kazyati, a little river
settlement, some five-and-twenty miler from
the scene of the rescue. The tortured man
had lain 1n bed for over seven days, and was
now strong enough to see his preservers. He
had first regained coneciousngss the day after
his coming on board Frank's yacht. but had
been so weak and in such agony that to speak
was an impossibility. Now, howcver, owing to
his iron constitution, he was rapidly gaining
strength and for fhe first time was allowed
to speak to his reecuers, who, so far, had
only seen and attended him. When they
entered the room his eyes rested upon them
with grateful thankfolness. For a moment
he did not speak, then he cleared his throat.

‘* My friends,”" he exclaimed huskily, and
taking Frank by the hand. ‘' My dear friends,
1 should say—before I lay before you what 1
intend to, I must tell you that it will be use-
less for me to try to express to you my
thanks. I could not put my thoughts into

(Continued on p. iv of cover.)
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the adequate words—words that would de-
scribe my feelings towarda you.”

He paused for a moment, and Frank and
Mac made as if to say something, but
Gresham waved them into eilence. ** Had you
been in my position,” he went on, “ had you
undergene the flendish tortures which I have
undergone. then, and only then, would you
have understood the great regard in which 1
hold you. Had it not heen for your interven-
;inn. where do you eupposc I should have been

ow?e'’ .
< Dead!”" Mae 3aid brieflv, and to the point.

““ Ah. I thought you would say that,” ex-
rlaimed the aick man. ‘* But you are wrong.
1 shonld bave been far from dead. I should
have been ahive. . Those fiends —they cannot
be called human beings—intended torturing
We until 1 was all but dead. Then they would
bave atopped, and waited until 1 was almost
well azain. Then again they would repeat
the process till; the tnm- came when they
had drivén me 'into a raving maniac—mad
with pain and agony. -~ When (that - came
abnnt I should no longer be a human being —
8o altered by their torturing should I have
been that men would have taken me for eome
\nld denizen of the forest.” ..o )

"Gresham paused, and the others could
hardly repress a-shudder . as they realised
what would have been his fate if left in the
handa of thc Sayepi, canmbals "

' But we will banish these unpleazant sub-
)u‘ts from our minds,” Gresham said with a

-
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smile. ‘' Since you have done me this great
service I will show you what I can do to
express my gratitude—for, remember, never
had a man a greater reason for living than I
have. I am an inventor. I am not very rich,
and so have becn unable {o do everything 1
should wish. - In return [or your kindness 1
intend to take you into my confidence and
tell you my.secret—such a secret that will
startle the whole civilised world!”

Gresham 'took a sip of. water, and Frank
looked at the professor questxonmgly What
was coming next?

“ To put the matter briefly, my invention
ia a vessel—an airship, in fact—the like of
which has ncver hefore been produced.”

‘““But there are numerous airahips in the
world at the present moment,’”’ said ¥Frank.

‘“Those?’” said Gresham scornfully.
“ What are they, anyhow? - Perhaps I was
wrong in saying my invention was an  air-
ship. It i3 two things—an aeronef and a pro-
jectile in one. My vessel is one that is
destined to fly through the realins of trackless
space!”’

‘“ Space!”’ the professor echoed excitedly—
he was an enthusiastic amateur astronomer,
** My dear sir. what do yon mean to imply?
You surely cannot have produced a vessel
that will fly to—to the moon or the planets?”

‘““ That is the . case,” -returned Greshan
gravely. * My ship will find no dlfﬁculty 1n
reaching Mars or Venus!' -~ «

(To bo contlnued.) -
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