!l
Oﬂ
aZ
p

u

rl

. g

n l

om

a

an

'S

k

n

St.

f

0

ys

B°

he

T

4

"gn




fio AR THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

- 4f _
racing storie s
¥, you. coulcf ';'_
£ choose a. |
X§ botter one
than

THE |
BOY |
JOCKEY |

JOHN
GABRIEL

GAY LADY CHALLENGES THE FAVOURITE

Now appearing in

THE BOYS REALM

Contains every week a splendid story of

NIPPER & CO. AT ST. FRAN,

LATEST POPULAR BOOKS. |

EACH A 650600-WORD NOVEL COMPLETE IN ITSELFL’ —

NOW ON SALE.

| . DETECTIVE TALES. | SCHOOL, SPORT AND ADVENTURE 3 -?~
SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY. TALES. g
Sexton Blake f]ﬁ*‘in,f_;ur«es's Pnt)minently in all W' f 5
the following steries : - * | 15
No.128.—THE PALZER EXPERIMENT. No. 510.—QUINTHRED’S QUEST. .7
A story of the Secret ot Life, introduc- Topping Yarn of the Cricke: Field. e
ing Sexton Blake, Tinker, and the By HARRY HUNTINGDON. §3
Hom. John Lawless. ~ iy
No. 129. _T%E CASE OF THE NAME- No. 511.—THE CARAVAN CHAMPIONS !,
LESS MA Splendid School and Holiday Tale s
A Thrilling qtory of M}stery and ) . oy ) =
Intrigue. I‘Y‘ the author of ** The By HERBEERT BRITTON, .14
Branded Spy. - Rt |
’-“"m‘ﬁ#ﬁ‘&";‘égﬁgT GOLD; or, THE No. 512.—THE RED CITY. ii
B BEL : ' Magnificent Adverture Story.
Introducing that Battle-worn Zulu S AT TR -_ _ &
?’arri((l)r,f éhu;:npogaia‘i, thetl Staunch By ALFRED ARMITAGE. 3] ¢
riend of Sexton Blake in the Past. 59
No. 13L.—THE AFFAIR OF THE | No.513.—ON THE WAR PATH. K
BLACKFRIARS FINANCIER. A Magnificent Complete School Ta‘z _
A City Mystery of Superb Situations of “TE"»II!&I‘B
and Deyvelopments. BBy FRANK RICHARDS. .

"2 DONT HESITATE fﬂ"fﬂ NOW

' EAGH; EVERY NEWSAGENT SELLS THEM-




.THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,

THREE-HALFPENCE.

ture at St.

oxd DOVV"'“O\‘@S

uest |

A Story of School Life and Detective Adven-
Frank’s, introducing NELSON
LEE and NIPPER and the Boys of St. Frank's.

By the Author of *“The Split in Study D,”
¢« The Spy of St. Frank’s,” * The Claws of the

Count,”’ etc.

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER I

CHOOSING THE GUESTS.

S RAZIL!" said Handforth
« S solemnly. |
(11 Eh ?n

“The land where {he nuis

from!” went on Handforth,
thoughtfully stirring his tea. ‘“ By
Chorge ! It'll be the best holiday
We've ever had, my sons. It'll whack

]‘l’

Oy g else into a cocked hat!
Churvh and McClure grmned

“We don't know we’re going yet,”’
remarked Church.

“Don’t know we're going?’’ repeated
Handforth. ““ What rot! Why, Lord

- Dorrimore has got everything fixed !
He can leave to-morrow, if he wants to.
His yacht's waziting at Tilbury, with
steam wup, and everything prepared fo.

the voyage. Besides, hes definitely
decided to go on the trip.”
““Well, Nipper said that i1t wasn’t

definite—not positively fixed, anyhow,”
said McClure. ‘‘It’s practically a dead
certainty, but there might be a hiteh.

Quite apart from all tl:at though, we
haven’t been invited. We might not

go at all.” ¢
“Rot!" said Handforth. “IT'm
geme, anyway. " -
L 4% doesn’t do to take things for

“geamded ' said Church.

my hat! You chaps make me

IS ;H

roared Handforth., ** Didn’t

s

H

we go to Africa last year? 1It's abso-
lutely certain that Lord Dorrimore will
include us in the party—at least, he’ll
include me. He can't very well do
without a chap of nry dbl{lly [
always ready to give good advice!"”

Church nearly choked himself with a
mouthful of bread-and-butter, and
McClure scalded himself with hot tea—
both of them in a valiant endeavour t..
refrain from laughing. Handforth was
not a boaster—he really thought that
his advice was good.

““ Oh, well, we don't want to hn talk-
ing about it all day long,'" said
McClure. Let's hope evervthmg turns

out as we want, and leave it at that.
But f everybody who wants to go 13
invited, * Lord Dorrimore will have to
take the whole giddy school! And he'd
want the Imperator to do that!”

“The which?” asked Handforth.

““ That whacking great German liner
that’'s become a Cunarder, or some-
thmg said Church. ‘““ Lord Dorri-
more’s yacht 18 a beauty—one of the
finest private ships afloat—but it’s not
very big. There's a llrmt to its accom
modation, you know.’

Study D was not the only apartmem
where Bra.znl and sea voyages and pri-
vate yachts were being discussed. Prac
tically every Remove study, in fact, had
few other topics to talk about.

‘The summer holidays were near at
hand; iIn a day or two St. Frank's
would break up for the vacation, and
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a long spell of glorious freedom was
It was known . that Lord Dorri-

near.

more—Nelson Lee’s famous friend—
was contemplating a yachting tinp,
across the Atlantic, to Brazil, and
thence up the mighty Amazon, far into
the depths of the primeval forests. It

was to be a wonderful cruise. -

It was also known that a party of
St. Frank’s fellows were to be invited,
and there was mueh speculation as tu
who the lucky juniors would be. A
certain number, of course, fully antia-
pated an invitation,

For example, Tommy Watson and
Tregellis-West knew well enough that
they would go, and Tom Burton was
also sure—simply because his father
was in command of Dorrie’s yacht. And
Sir Montie and Tommy would naturally
come along with me, just as ‘I should
naturally go with the guv’nor.

But some of the other juniors were
not quite sure. |

They half believed that the choice
would be left to me, and I was treated
with the wutmost politeness on every

side. Kven Fullwood and Co., the cads|

of the Remove, were amazingly well-
behaved. Nothing was too much
trouble for them, and their caddish
ways were dropped as a man removes
a cloak. .

The Nuts were especially well-
behaved when Lord Dorrimore was
about, and i1t was quite likely that he
gamed the impression that Fullwood
and Gulliver and Bell were three of
the best juniors in the whole school.

The last trip we had made had been
to Africa. Fullwood and Co. had been
almost mad to come, and they had
nearly succeeded in getting Lord Dorri-
more to invite them, for he was an
easy going, soft-hearted old beggar. A |
couple of words to him were almost
sufficient. He was gemialty itself.

But some of the fellows had dis-
covered Fullwood’s game, and a stop-
per had beem put on his plan. This
year I knew well enough that Fullwood
and Co, wére doubly eager to come with
us. They were almost off their heads
with worry—trying to scheme out some
wheeze which would enable them to be
invited as guests. : “

There was practically no hope of this
happening, however. I should keep my
eyes open, and the other fellows would
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day spoilt by the presence of
biggest cads in the school. « 5.~

But, of course, there were a good n
other juniors who were equally anx
—such as Singleton and Fatty Little
Reginald Pitt. They. were very ‘ke
upon the trip, but, of course, il
couldn’t go wunless tl’ley were asked.

And, meanwhile, the time was going
on, and within a very short period tlie
end of term would be at hand. Arrange-
ments would have to be fixed up at
once.

Tregellis-West and Watson-and I were
just finishing tea in Study C when Tubbs,
the pageboy, put his head into the door-
way. : :

““Sorry to disturb you, Master Nip-
per!” he said. *“ You're wanted in Mr.
Lee’s study immediate.’’ _

“Oh!”” 1 said. ““ What’s the. row?’

Tubbs grinned. . |

“J1 don’t know, sir,”” he replied. ¢ I
don’t think there’s any row at all. Lord
Dorrimore’s there, and that big black
man, too. They're all looking “quite
cheerful, sir,
afraid of.”

“You ass?!”’ I said.

study. I found the guv’nor sitting in
his chair; smoking a cigar, Umlosi lolling
luxuriously on the couch, "and ?_ Lord
Dorrimore was glowering fiercely ‘at the
inkpot. He transferred his gaze to me,"
and tried to bere holes through me.
“Hallo!” I said, in surprise. ‘‘ Any-
thing upset you, Dorrie ?”’ i
“I’m worried !” snapped his lordship.
“ I'm infernally worried ! Why on earth
somebody else can’t do all this botherin’
business positively whacks me! = That’s
why I've called you in P’ | |
** What business ?” I asked, ¢ What's
wrong, guv nor{”’ '
Nelson Lee smiled. - |
““Lord Dorrimore’ is hardly a man of
business, Nipper,”” he said drily. ‘‘He
hates writing letters, he hates touching
a pen, he hates handling correspondence
of any kind. It's almost too much
trouble for him to write a cheque.”’
“By gad! So it i3}’ agreed Dorrie.
“I'm bavin’ a rubber stamp made !”’
“ Your. bank wouldn’t accept that!”’
I grinned. | | 5
- Dorrie groaned. . . ipgElete
‘“That’s just it!” = he complamed.
“ Whenever 1 think of a really briliand
idea to save trouble some silly £8

do ‘the same. We didn't want our holi-}

in and says it won’t do! 1 loathe -bisi=”
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‘ness, as-tle Professor
your: advice.”’

** What's wrong with- the
I asked. S

guv’'nor’s ?”’

© ¢ Your advice is better than his,”” said |

Dorrie—** at least, on this particular sub-
ject. I want to know who the thunder
‘to invite on this trip. An’' I want you
to make oul a list of names.” |

“ Great Scott! Is that all?” I asked.

“ Al Ain’t 1t enough?”’  asked
" Dorrie, glaring. | ' )

“I thought it was something vital,
judging by the way you're yelling,” 1
said. ** Why, that’'s an easy matter!
I'm the Remove skipper, so perhaps it’s
just as well for me to suggest the
guests. Dozens of fellows want to come,
of course, but I don’t think we shall
go wroug if we take the same crowd as
last year, with a few additions.”

““ Any old thing,”” said Dorrie. ‘“As
many as you -like. I'll invite the ball
lot, if you wanl me to—only we shal
have to put some of ’em down in the
holds !"" . -
~ “You mustn’t take any notice of
Dorrie,” smiled Nelson Lee. ‘‘ He’s as
irresponsible as a child, and he wants
looking after constantly. What you've
got to do is to make out a list of names
—about a dozen names, exclusive of
yourself and your chums. = Of course,
there will be Stanley Kerrigan, of
the Third, and two of his own Form-
mates. He has been told he can choose
whom he likes.”

“ Well. that won’t take me long,” 1
said. | '

I sat down, and wasted no time in
writing down the names. The list, when
Lomplete, was like this:. C. De Valerie,
Ii. O. Handforth, W. Church, A.
McClare, R. Pitt, J. Grey, T. Tucker,
Hon. D. Singleton, Duke of Somerton,
T. Burton, N. Trotwood, C. Trotwood,
J. B. Farman, and J. Little. There you
are,”” I sxid. ‘“ How's that, Dorrie ?”’

. ““ Splendid "’ said Lord Dorriumore,
without looking at it. ‘‘ All my worries
are gone now. I'm simply going tod
write an invitation to each of these
fellows, and that’ll be the finish. ®*Two
members of the Sixth are coming, too,
an’ three members of the Third—to say
nothin’ of one or two members of the
gentle sex. So, altogether, we shall be a
prelty lively party.” | |

- “That's great!” I said. “ I'm glad
you've done this, Dorrie.
be any more speculation and quarrelling

‘says. So I want]

There won't|

3
among the fellows. When are you going
to let them have the invitations?’’

“Now!”” said Dorrie. * You
take ’em round !’

He pointed to a heap of sealed enve-
lopes on the table. They were all blank,
and Dorrie added that it didn’t metier a
toss about that. I could deli%er tle
invitations, and that would be good
enough. |

But they wouldn't do like that, so I
sat down and addressed each one—so
that there could be no mistake. Then [
sallied out of the guv’'nor’s study, and
went straight to the Common-room.

A good many fellows were there, and
I waved the envelopes aloft.

“Invitations !” I said cheerfully.
““Oh, my hat!” roared Armstrong.
“Am I invited?” a

“I'm afraid not,” I said, shaking my
head. |

‘“ Rotten !’

Armstrong was not very disappointed,
because he had never- expected to go.
‘Reginald Pitt was there, and Jack Grey
and De Valerie, and most of the others.
They were delighted, and they tore open
their invitations eagerly. '

Iach fellow was provided with a letter
from Dorrie to forward on to his people.
In this letter Dorrie undertook to care
for the boys in every possible manner
during the voyage, and to bring them
back safely. - : |

This was not really necessary, for Lord
Dorrimore was well known, and his
luxurious yacht was a very faimous -
vessel. Anybody lucky enough to take u
trip in her was envied by all.

*“ Souse my scuppers! This is great !”
exclaimed Tom Burton. *‘There won't
be any more squabbling after this. It’ll
all be plain sailing with a fair breeze,
and with everything in good trim,”

““ There was no need for you to worry,
‘Bo’sun, anyhow,” I said. ‘‘ You were
certain to come. Considering that- your
pater i1s the sKipper of the Wanderer, it
vould be a bil rough if you were left
behind.”

Handforth and Co. marched into. the
common-room shortly afterwards,. and
they were at once aware of the unusual
stir. Pellows were excitedly showiny
their invitalions to other fellows—who
were not 1nvited. '
~‘“ Hallo! What’s all this commotion
about ?”’ asked Handforth.

““ Great pancakes! Don’'t you know ?"’
asked TFatty Little, his plump face glow-

can
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ing with delight. “T’ye been invited to
go to the

fellows are going, too. It's all settled.” !

Handforth’s face was a study.

“ All—all settled !”” he gasped. “ Ain’t
we gomg ?”’

“ Haven't we been
manded Church huskily. |
“ Not that I know of,” said Fatty.

“ Nipper’s got the bundle of letters
from" Dorrie,” said Pitt. ‘““"You’d better
ask him. If he’s got three for you
fellows, he’ll hand them over.”

Handforth and Co. rushed at me.
““Are- we going ?” panted - Handforth
anxiously. .

““ Lemmme see,”” I said, looking#through
the remaining letters. ¢ Tucker, Far-
man, Somerton, Trotwood—— No;
you’re not here, Handy. 1 can’t see
either Church or McClure. Looks pretty
‘bad, I’'m afraid.”

‘“ Haven’t—haven’t you got any
) tai'iog\l]s for us?”’ roared Handforth.
‘ h 0.)) -

invited 7”’

Invi-

““ Oh, my goodness !”” groaned Churgh. |

““ This is swful !’ . iy
"I thought we were a bit too opti-
~mistic,”” said McClure miserably. <

I grinned. - e |

= Igf you ask Watson, he might find
iwo or three invitations,”” I chuckled.
““T just gave him three to hold, and your
names might be on ’em.”’

Poor Tommy was simply bowled over.
Handforth and Co. did not wait for
Watson to produce the -letters. They
-simply hurled him over, threw them-
selves upon him, and tore the invitations
out of his pocket. : e
. ““Hurrah!” yelled - Handforth. ¢ It’s
all serene, after all!”’ .~ |
. Church and McClure were equally de-
‘ighted, and before -they--had got over
their excitement, .Timotg.y. ‘Tucker wan-
dered aimlessly into the common-room.
-I knew that T.T. would not spend a very
happy time at home during the holidays,
so I had included his name in the lhst.
He was a curious junior, but it would be
- worth while taking: him,: if only to be
“amused. TFor Tucker was an uncon-
scious comedian. He was funrmy without
knowing, and without. intending to be.

“Something for you, T.T.,” I said
genially. '-

“My dear sir, I am quite delighted
to-accept this,”” said Tucker, blinking at
the envelope mildly. ‘1 sincerely trust
~ that "this 1s no practical joke.” I have
great objections to that type of amuse-

Amazon—and- lots ‘of other | —

de" |

@
kroom,
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ment. Admitted. The position is this

“ Open the letter, you “ass!” said

Pitt. ‘ |
““Dear me!

said Tucker.

He tore open the envelope, and ex-
tracted a double sheet of notepaper. He -
.gazed at it curiously, and then he
‘flushed, and his eyes gleamed. He looked ”
up at me in a dazed kind of way. -

“Do I see aright?” he asked, in his
high-pitched voice. ‘¢ Is it possible that
this 1s the actual truth? H'm! H'm!
I am invited to form a member of Lord
Dorrimore’s party! Dear me! It—it 1s
most extraordinary! The sight of this -
letter sends a warm feeling throughout
my frame.” '

“ Yes, you're invited,” I said: ‘* And
mind you behave yourself, my son. And
there’s one thing I've got to warn you
against. If you start any of your spasms
on board, we’ll take you by the scruff of
your neck and pitch you overboard !’

“ T sincerely trust not, my dear sir—I
sincerely trust not,” said T.T. muldly.
““It would be a most unpleasant experi-
‘ence to be pitched overboard. Quite so!
Really, I am so excited that I scarcely
know what I am doing. Do you not
thigk I am handsome, my dear sir? Do
'you not think I ‘am positively hand-
some 7”7 : -

[ . *““Ha, ha, ha!” " | L

T.T. went off like that quite {re-
quently, and now he proceeded to let
himself go in a way that surprised the
other juniors. He capered up and down
the common-room 1n a kind of tri-
umphant jig. By the time he had fin--
ished he was hof and perspiring, and
the other fellows were aching: with
laughter. gt

“Dear me! T am feeling quite
thirsty I’ panted T.T., gazing round amsi- "
ably. ““I think a glass of fizzy. would ™
be most aceeptable. Admitted. Fizzy -
is a wonderful drink, and I shall cer-
tainly have a large supply on board.”
- ‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’ |

Tucker wandered out of the commons-
and wended his way to Mrs.
Hake’s tuck shop, where he had several
glasses of *‘ fizzy >’ lemonade—a special
product whickh Mrs., Hake “stocked 'in
large quantities. He celebrated thé”occa-
‘'sion by partaking of half-a-dozen drinks
‘straight off. Very shortly afterwards
‘he was complaining Woefuﬁy_ of strange

Of c¢ourse—of course!”

and mysterions pains below his belt.
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Corsidering his over-indulgence in liguid
refreshment, this was not to be wondered
at. : -
"~ There was a gool deal of excitement
all round that evening. But in Study
A, in the Remove passage, gloom reigned
supreme, . .

Fullwood and Co. sat looking at one
another almost balefully. Gulliver got
to his feet. and gave a short laugh.

“Well, it’s no good mopin'!"" he said.
“We ain't goin'. I knew we didn’t
stand an earthly, right from the start.”

“ After we've been puttin’ on our best
manners, too!” said Fullwood disgust-
-edly, as he lit a cigarette. 1l b
Nipper put the stopper on us bein’ in-
vited—the sneakin’ cad. But I haven't
given up hope yet.”

“Oh, rats!” said Bell. “ What can
we do?

“T don't know—until T've thought
something out,” said Fullwood, puffing
slowly at his cigarette. *“ But I don't
feel much like spending the vac. at
home this summer. My pater's got gout,

an' he'll be as crusty as the deuce for

weeks.” '

Gulliver nodded. :

““T don't care much about goin’ home,
either,” he said. * My people are fright-
fully strict. We can manage to enjoy
ourselves here—bnt at home I can’t do
a ‘bally thing. T’d be half-skinned if
I was caught sinokin’.  Besides, I'm
frightfully keen to go on that yachtin’
cruise,’’

“ Well, it's no good being keen,” said
Bell.: “It's off!” . : ‘
“Ts it?” said Fullwood grimly. W”e

shall see about that, my son!”

nd there was something in Ralph
/ Léslie Fullwood’s tone which made his
chums look at him rather curiously. It
was quite clear that the leader of Study
A was determined to go to Brazil on
board the Wanderer.

- But would .he be able to work the

trick ?

e '

CHAPTER IT.
THE VISION OF AUNT JANET.

A T ELSON'LEE and Lord Dorrimore
N strode briskly ont of the Ancient
A N House, and walked towards the
- magsive gates. © With them was
Kerrigan, of the Third—looking ex-
tremely small and insignificant. ©

would be much work done.

“I'll bet}

purpose.

I happened to spot them just as T was
coming from the playing fields. It was
the following afternoon, and less .13 were
almost due to commence—not chat there
Lessons
were always something to face during
the last week of term.

“ Going out, sir?”’ I asked, as I came
up.

b Yes, Nipper, we're going to Tone
don,”” replied Nelson Lee. :
“To London!"” I echoed in surprise.

“Only a flying wvisit,” explained
Dorrie. ‘ We shall be back by the last
train, woung ’'un—you needn't look
scared. We're not running away. IU's
a matter of great importance, an’ we
can’t stop and explain it to you, or wo
shall lose our train.”

They went on their way, leaving me
rather puzzled. I wondered why the
guv'nor and Dorrie should be taking a
trip to London—and I wondered why
Stanley Kerrigan should be with them.

He was only a fag in the Third, and
a most unimportant person, Bul then
I remembered that he was really closely
connected with the whole undertaking.

And he was booked to go on the yacht-

Ing cruise,

For Stanley’s father had died on the
Amazon, four or five years earlier. He
had been bent on an exploration trip.
but' he had never returned—and theve
had been a great deal of evidence to
show that he ﬁad perished of fever.

Stanley had no mother, and his only
relative was Miss Janet Kerrigan, his
aunt—his father’s sister, r it

She had given full consent, and so the
fag was coming with us all, and he was
particularly delighted because he could

see the very ground where his father had

last been seen alive.

And Lord Dorrimore was taking Nel-
son Lee to London for a very definite

_ He intended, in fact, taking ’
Lee to Miss Janet Kerrigan, because he
wanted the famous detective to hear

| what Aunt Janet had to say.

Dorrimore himself had originally. con-
cetved the idea of going to the Amazon
after a conversation with the maiden
lady. He had been greatly impressed
by that conversation, but he was anxious
for Nelson Lee to visit the lady, too.

“You see, old man, I'm not quite
sure of myseif,”” admitted Dorrie, as-
they sat in the train. “Personally, I
think that Miss Kerrigan is‘a wonder-



6 N THE NELSON

fal woman, and 1 honestly believe that
she's got powers that ordinary people
don’'t know anything about.
tieve tn spiritualism—1 call 1t a lot of
mischievon: twaddle—but, at the same
time, there's something in this particular
case,”’ |

“T'm not quite sure that I agree with
vor, Dorne, sard Nelson Lee. * There
}‘m\w_ been caszes of clairve ancy, and
sweond sight, and similar phenomena—
but, at the <ame time, it has always
been someothing of a matter of chance.
You say that Miss Kerrigan believes that
her brother ¢ alive?”

“Yes, but 'm not going to tell you
anything about it,"” said Dorrie, shaking
hie head. *“ You asked for details be-
fore, but [ wouldn't give you any. 1
Cdon't mean fo. My plan 13 to let you
hear Mise Kermgan's story yourself,
Fhen you'll he able to judge it better,
aril you'll e able to tell me whether I'm
supplied with horse sense, or whether
Um going dopey.’

Nelson Lee <imniled.

“ 1 thank it is quite possible that you
have been a trifle carried away,”” he said.
“But vou are a level headed chap,
Dorme, s | won't say anything more at
presernt, Whether T believe in Miss
Japet or not, we shall have to geo on
this trip to the Amazon. After inviting
w many people, you can't back out of
1

“1 don't intend teo,”” satd Deorrie.
- But you don’t get my point, old man.
I it's a pleasure cruise, pure and simple,
well just dodge about the civihsed part
of the Amazon, and see all the pretty
ughte, But if yow think this vision
stunt 1= the real goods—well, we'll pene.
teate right up the river and do things,
rogardless of danger, That's what 'm
thinking of.” ,

For the remainder of the jonrney the
patr did not discuse the subject, and
when they arrived in London, at about
tes time, they at ance chartered a taxi
and drove straight to Hayswater,

Here, m 2 quiel avenune, hved Miss
Japet Korvigan, the sister of the famous
explorer, Colonel Kerrigan, D.S.0.
Youny Btanley was quite excited, and

he rushed into the house as soom as the |

dooy wasr open,

Within a few minutes [ord Dorri-
more and Nelson Lee were ushered into
a comfortable mitting-room, and they
did not have to wait long. The door

I don’t be-|
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opened, and a tall, somewhat angular
lady entered.

She was dressed in a somewhat out-of-
date fashion, and she looked very prim
‘and eold. It was hardly to be won-
dered at that Stanley was not over
‘anxious to spend his summer holidays in
the midst of such gloomy surroundings,
and with such a stern relative as his sole

companion, - e
“ m xd to meet you, Lord Dorni
pset, Miss

more,”’ she said gracefully.

“I hope you won’t be u _
Kerrigan,” said Dorrie. *“I've brought
Mr. Nelson Lee, and I want you to
talk to him. I can assure you that he
is a most charming man, an’ you will
be delighted with him.” .

Leo soon discovered that Miss Ker-
rigan was not so prim a3 she looked.
 She was a typical old maid—about forty-
five years of age, but looking somewhat
' older, owing to her out-of-date style,of
dress, - '

“You wish to know about mv
brothee?’ she asked, after they were all
three settled down. * U'm &fraid T can’t
tell you very much, Mr. Lee, but 1T will
say at the outset that I am convinced
that Stanley is still alive.” :

“He has been missing for four years,
I believe.” | ' .

““Longer than that,” replied Aunt
Jaret, “ It is getting on for five years
now. He went out to the Amazon soon
after he returned from Africa, and he
had the most aptimistic plans of pene-
trating e unexplored forest in order to
seo what lay beyond. T strongly advised
him not to go, but he would not listen.”

“1 think we know most of the facts,
Miss Kerrigan,” said Nelson Lee. “ Your
 brother penetrated right up the Amazon
{ m a small yaeht, and he took the fever
‘before he could earry out his plans. De.
finite information was brought down the
river by many people that Colonel Ker-
nﬁnn had perished. There were somae
who declared that they had actually seen
your brother’s grave.” ¢ |

Aunt Janet was quite undisturbed.
-~ “T beliewed them at the time, but I
do not believe them now,” she said.
“ Stanley s alive.” |
S8he made this statement with an air
of finality there was no mistaking. ©One =
might have suppesed that she had seen -
her brother alive :with her own eyes,
Rut Nelson Lee was not convinced vet,
During the 'great war he had met




< ?

many mothers and sisters who had been
absolutely positive that their dear ones
were alive—but who had been bitterly
disappointed later. -

. There are some people who love to
cherish a belief that those who have
passed away in some distant land are
still living. - . ‘

T only trust that your belief is true,
Miss Kevrigan,”' said Nelson Lee gently.

“ However, I fancy that you have more |

to tell me, and I shall be quite delighted
if you will keep nothing back. I am
greatly interested.” - |
“I will certainly explain to yon why
I am so certain,”” said Aunt Janet
quietly. “I am prepared for you to
scoff at me, and to laugh. at. me when
you are alone. But I do not .care. for

that—I do not mind. I am convinced,
Thank:

and it is sufficient for me. .
Heaven, I have convinced Lord Dorri-

more, and he has promised to make a|

trip to the Amazon which may prove
my dream to the world.”

“ You may possibly convince ne, too,”
said Nelson Lee. .

“Well, to begin with, Stanley is my
twin brother, And he and I have always
had that peculiar faculty, often noticed
between twins, of knowing one another’s
movaments instinctively.

‘have had the conviction brought to me
that he 1s very ill, or that -he has met
with some painful accident. I have told
ople of these convictions, and they
ave laughed.”’,
“ But they have turned out to be
true?” | o . |
“In every case,”’ replied Miss Ker-
rigandquietly.  Once, when Stanley was
in Borneo, I knew that he was ‘in peril
of bhis life—I knew that he had been
captured by some savages, and was on
tne point of death. That was on the
first of March, a good many years ago.
Months later a letter arrived from my

brother, and in i1t he informed me that

on the first of March he had been in the
hands of savages, and had only escaped
a terrible death by a hair’s breadth.”
“ There You are, Lee; what do you
think of -it?”’ asked Dorrie. .
“ 1t is certainly most convincing,” said
Nelson Lee. “f have heard of similar
cases—particularly between twins.”
. “You may think that this is merely
idle fancy on my part,” proceéeded Aunt
Janet.
have spoken to people weeks befere it

y

When he has
been thousands of miles from home I
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has been possible to get definite infor-
mation.”’ | - ; i
“ A kind of mental telepathy,” said
Nelson Lee. ““Your case is undoubtedly
an unusual one, Miss Kerrigan.  You
certainly seem to have powers beyond the
ordinary.” S
Miss Kerrigan smiled. B
““And yet I am no different to other
people,” she said. “I am not one of
those fanatics. I do not go crazy over
spiritualism, and, in fact, I am-totally
opposed to the idea that we are capable
of comrmunicating with departed spirits.
The very thought is abhorrent to me,-
and I reject it. We are not speaking of
the dead. My brother is alive—and I
know it. - Were he dead, I should know
1t at once.” ‘ How,’ you will ask? I can-
not tell you, because I do not know my-
self. T simply know, and that is all I
can tell you.” - . |
“* And you are basing your fixed belief
that your brother is alive on the fact
that you have that conviétion?” asked’

Nelson Lee. |

“That is one point,” replied Aunt
Janet, “ But I have more to"tell you;,
Mr. Lee. Not otce, but a hundred
times, T have seen my brother during "
the last four years. I have had visions
of a most extraordinary nature. Some-

times they have come night after night

‘with disturbing persistency.””

‘ Can you tell me the nature of these .
visions?'” . . . s b

* At first they were somewhat vague.
I simply saw my brother alive, and
everything about him was hazy and in- -
distinet,”” replied the old lady. * Mind
you I am not pretending - that these
visions were anything sugernatural or
sychical. They came to me in the
orm of dreams. I may as well tell
you that I saw my brother last night—
and his attitude was exactly the same.”’

“ His attitude?”’ repeated Lee, curi-

ously. et G
“Yes,”” said Aunt Janet. “For

months past” these visions of mine have

always been the same, without the .

slightest variation. 1 bave seen things
with such startling distinctness that 1.,
know almost the nature of the groun:l
upon which my brother stands. I am in
ng way terrified by these strange dreams.
They comfort me, and when I awake’
in the morning I -am generally very xe-
freshed.” " - -
‘““ But you were saying something about

your brother’s attitude.” | |
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" Yer, I will tell you, * qaid Miss Ker

“ He always stands on the top|
Kerrigan,

13
l’ A Ingh pinnacle, with rocky crags sur-
rounding him. He is attired in peculiar
rmimetit—half savage, half civilised. Hts
beard is long, and he looks haggard
And my brother ix standing wrtg eut-
strotehed arms, appealing for help
“ It s certainly extraordmary,”
Nelcon Lee.

saxcl

myrniads of creepery,” said Aunt Janet.
“ And behind all \tandﬂ the most mar-
vellous rity one could imagine, A vast
Jace of wtnngo buldings-—unhke other
wildings, but nevertheless built with
skill ami a wonderful senso of propor-
tion. It is a wonder city, and my
“brother standa before it, wit
stretched, mutely nppenhng
resencd.”’
“ And dm this vision never change "’
““Never,” replied Aunt Janet. . 1
have seen it so frequently that it has
“almost become real to me. [ deo not sup-
pose for one moment that T am con-
vincing you, Mr. Lee. 1 can hardly ex-
pect vou to believe this queer story of
mime. It will vound wild and impos-
tble to you, and yon mll set me down
us a fanciful ereature.” |
“On the contrary, Miss Kerngsm. I
am greatly improssed by what ou have
told me,” said Nelson do not
ridicule your atory—T bahevo it. 1
belinve every word of it. It is not the
~only instance which has come to my
knowledge. Soch phenomena do_some-
times oceur in the case of twins. I don't
terul to know why, but it is just a
act. This power of knowledge nppearn
to be ht:uts:*l? develéped in your case,”
“1 am very glad that you take
view, My. Im.
“1 have not told
visione,

ta be

1 learnt a on. two or three

yeurs ago—after 1 had been laughed at

;m? ridic u;i;f,d to my fua.ths have bg:n
iving in hopes—prayin t some day
tny brother would m’?her escape, or

mmld be rescued hy an exp!onhon

asked Neolson Leo. _
Mis Korn ﬁﬂ
. "1 do not mm md’ 1

" Apow it, Mr. Lee, 1 kmw it. Tharo m"

not the shightest ‘shadow of doubt . )}

am as certain of it as I am eertain umt- |
Staoley is a.hm, and |

Ahe un i u!nmniﬂ
Ip.

lm iy in need of "

THE NELSON LEE LJBRA:'RY

‘we don't fin

iaodcf you

“T1 ean seo forests—gigantic trees and |

in_ignerance - of
‘believes that his father is dead, T d(i

‘woul

of it as T am alive.

m&_ conviction.”

said Aunt Janet wnrmly I
people about mg'.

I like & fairy tale than real life.”
"’.‘ im‘l fou ranlly thmk he is aln'e ?"’"

Lm-d Dornmom slupped hxs thngh

“ That’s good enou h for me, M:ss
" %e soid.“ I am . taking out
straight away——an’ if

(}m your brother this trip, I'll -

from

that search

ga out agein, an’ semh Bra:le
corner to corner!”
Aunt Janet’s eyes ap&rkled

“Oh, it is good of ou-—wonderfully
1 she exdmmed clasping .

hands “ And you are ta.kmg Httle
Slnn with- you. I am so pleased, be-
cause he has always longed to go to the
Amazon, and 1 shall know that he 15 m

safe hands.”’

“.Oh, he'll be all ri ht ** sald Dorne
“ And just think of ti e joy if we ﬁnd

hia dad for him."

arms out- |

' Please say nothmg just yet,™ smd
Miss Janet quickly. “I have kept Him
my convictions. He

not want to raise false hopes in him.

know that Stanley is alive ; but the point
which worries me is whether he will -ever.
obtain his freedom. He is held a captive
in some marveﬂous cxty, -and that is all

1 know.”

*Of course,
kmwn——” |

‘“1 quite realise that Mr Lee—-and *I
am fu convinced - that nwst dpea»
d laugh me to ' scorm,” is8
Kerrigan. “ These fabulous mhes only
exist in fairy tales and in dreams. But
my dreant is a true one—that cit {
—ithat city is standing to-day oW xt
—F am convinced of 11;--1 am a.s cert.nm
No amount of geo- -
graphical a.rg'umem will sh:it me from

there ' is no such crty

elsont Lee smxled | -
1 admire you for your ﬁrmnesss, Mms

Kerrigan,” he sﬁid ‘T entirely endorse

Lord Dorrimore’s plan, and I shall be

most honoured to accompany him in hm
 somewhat unusual quest—a ¢
‘man whe is supposed to be
quest for a city which is as yet unknown -

juest for & -
ad, and a-

to civilisation. = Truly, it wunda mofe |

o You have filled me with ho “and
joy,” said*“Miss Janet gladly. * I would
Lave fitted out an expedition myself &
year or two ago. But I have mever had
the means; a yacht costs an enormous
amount of money,” she added wistfully...
14 Nothm&' weule havo gnen me greater

“Wm? it's being done. ﬂow” seid
Dor?ie m.ng to im eet. i 6011‘11



think we need bother you any longer,
Miss Kerrigan. We've brought Stanley
up with us, an’ he will remain here until
we all meet on board the yacht. I sup-
pose he’ll have his time well filled, pre-
parinz for the trip.” 5 |
Shortly afterwards Lord Dorrimore
and Nelson Lee took their departure,
and as they were driving away, Lee,
turned, to his companion. . .
“I'm glad you brought me, Dorrie,”
he said. ‘I wouldn’t miss this trip for
anything. We're not going on a

pleasure cruise—we’re going out into the |

heait of Brazil to find Colonel Kerrigan,

and to make history.” :
Dorrie gripped the detective's hand..
“By gad, old man,”' he exclimed,

;‘I believe you!” - -

oy W— —

“CHAPTER I
FULLWOOD AND: CO., TOO.

ALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD sat
R’ in the easy chair in Study A, with
his hands

stuck deep in his

pockets. - Gulliver and Bell were |-

there, too, and they looked -equally
thoughtful. Fullwood was the first to
break the silence o

““ Everythin’'s fixed.”” he said. )

““ What?’ grunted Bell.- T

“ Fixed!” snorted Gulliver. “T like
that! Why, we've got no hope of goin’
at all—not the faintest chance! What
do you mean—fixed?”’ - ,

“J was talkin’ about our people,”

- .sa.id
Fyllwood.
¥ Sﬁ, that's fixed all right,”’ said Bell.|

“ Rather a dotty idea, I call it; but you |

made us do it. What the dooce was the
‘good of writin’ home for permission to
go when we haven’t been invited?
‘“I's better _to ‘be prepared,”’ said
Fullwood. ‘ We all wrote home, an’
we've all got permission from our people
that we can go on this trip, an’ thgt
everythin' is all serene. We've only got
to get Lord Dorrimore to invite us—an
there you are.”” o
“ (Oh, that’s all!” sncered Gulliver.
“We've only got to get Lord Dorrimore
to invite us! There's nothin’ easier!
You—you silly ass! We shall never get

those “invites if we wait until we're{

ninet
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Fullwood’s

| F,nﬁ‘wood -grinned.
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“ We'll - see,” my so,ns,i'_ he said. “ It

won’'t be easy; I know; but I'll bet you
a level fiver that I do the trip. 'Lord

‘Dorrymore is a good sorf, an’ we've

been good little
Bell grunted. _ |
“I'm fed up with it,”” he said. *‘ Every
time we’ve been in his presence we've
acted like good little Georgies! We've
done all sorts of kindly actions so that
he could see us, an’ 1t's got on m
nerves. I'm fed up to the neck witﬁ
acting the part—particularly as nothin’
will come-of it.”" . - | |
“ Don’t be so darned impatient,” said
I'ullwgod. ~ *“ The- school breaks up to-
morrow, .an’ all the fellows will g0 home.

‘boys since ‘he came."

‘To-night’s our last chance—absolutely

the final chance. If we don’t work the
trick to-night we shall never “work it.”
““What- do u propose, anyhow?"’
asked Galliver. yo \p ¥ PR
- “Well, Lord Dorrimore’s got a habit
of \takin™ a stroll in the Triangle last
thing at night,”” said Fullwood cun-
ningly.  ‘“He generally goes out iwhen
b i supper—I’'ve  noticed
it. ' ' :
T don’t see
said Bell.
“You will in a minute,” said Full-
wood calmly. ‘““It’s a lovely evenin’,
an’ it’s a ten-to-one chance that the old

what you're gettin’ at,”

ass will ‘go for his usumal stroll. My
| scheme will work out’ all right—if you

chaps back me up.”- . - . |

““Well, what ‘iz the scheme?” = R

Fullwood told them; but they were
not particularly impressed—in fact, when
their leader had done, Gulliver shook .
his head. DT |

““No good!” he said firmly.

“You silly fool—' -

“No good at all!” repeated Gulliver.,
“You can’t spoof a chap like Lord Dor-
rimore. He’ll never swallow "t Full-
wood.”’ s s ' UL~

“Well, we can try the dodge, any-
how.” | T
- ““Might as well save ourselves tha
trouble,”” said Gulliver. * We shall only
get into a row over the whole business.” .
‘““Hang it! Can’t you do anythin' else
but grumble? " Think of somethin’
better, if my wheeze doesn’t suit you.’’

But, although Gulliver ' objected ta
plan, he  had no better
scheme to suggest. And the Nuts finally
decided to support him. | S

8t.” Frank’s - was -in something. of a -
nommetion. Lessons “were -completely

-
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over—the next day would be a complete
holhiday, and all the fellows would take

the. train for their various homes. It
would be a day of general rejoicing.

Lord Dorrimore and Nelson Lee had.

returned from London on that same
~day, and the guv’'nor had already In-
formed me of the interview with Aunt
Janet. And I was filled with wonder
and delight.

By all appearances, this trip was to
be something very special.

Stanley Kerrigan, of course, had not
returned to St. Frank’ We should
meet him later on, when the tlme came
for us all to get on board..

And this evening, when everything
was bustle and disorder,

ef'mt to obtain invilations, The suc-

cess of the whole scheme would. depend

upon whether Lord Dorumore took a

Jate stroll or not. .
As luck would ha\e it, he did.

Dorrie_was out.in the Triangle, and
he had the place to himself, to all ap-
pearances. From the open mndows of
the Ancient House came many voices—
vells of laughter, and all manner of
sounds.

Dorrie smiled to himself as he puffed
thoughtfully at his cigarette. He wes
very. content. He knew that this: trip
would be something  special—something
particwlarly, interesting. '

“ By Jove, it'll be a great trip!”’ mut-

tered Dmue, stro]lmg near the shady |

old elms. *‘° Nothin’ ‘could be better.
It'll be a holiday cruise, everybody will
enjoy themselves, an’ there’s a
chance of findin’. some first-class excite-
ment. Gad! I'm anxious to be off !’

He paused, and went off into a little
dream. He pictured the-yacht -on .the
broad bosom of the great Amazon. He
saw himself wpon the <deck in a cool
white drill suit.
happy and content—
~ Then his train of thought was inter-
rupted. .

A sound, quite dlstmct and audible,
had come to his ears. v

He looked ‘up wonderingly, and stared
into the gloom beneath “the elms. It
seemed to him that the sound was a
sob—and.a very pitiful one at that. 1t
was repeated, and Dorriec moved for“ ard
quetly.

‘““Some poor youngster in trouble-"
he murmured sympathetle‘aﬂly.a ERRL T

"

ing.to locate the trouble.

Fullwood and
Co. were intent upon makmg a big.

happen

rare:

He saw everybody

LEE LIBRARY

Dorrie’s nature was one¢ brimful of
goodness. He hated to see anybody m

pain, and i1t made him miserable to sce

If 1t 'was pos-
to- anybody,

a,nybody else miserable.
sible to bring- happiness -
Dorrie was always there.

So he crept forward silently, attompt- |
He had only
moved a few paces when he saw:a form
leaning against one of the trees. It was
the ﬁgure of a junior, and his shoulders.

‘were heaving as he sobbed.in a very dis-
_trecsmrr manney.
ful sobs that went direct to Dorrie’s

They were great, pxtu

soft heart.
‘“ Hang

muttored 2
But before he could reach the ]umm 'S

side, two other Removites came up from

it all, I'can’t stand this‘” he.

‘behind the trees. Appmently they were

unaware of Lord Dorrimore’s presence,
and  he paused to see what would

‘1 say, Fully, old man buck up!”
came a voice, in gentle entreaty X
- ““Go away, Gull I—TI don’t feel like
talking just now,’ sobbed the voice of
Fullwood. “I'm miserable—I’m feehn
absolutely rotten !”

- “ But somebody might hear you
said apother voice. “ Don’t snivel, old
man.’
Lord Dorrimore knew that the juniors
were Fullwood and Gulliver and -Bell,
of Study A. He had seen them qunte
often, and he “did not hold a very high
opinion of them. At the same txme, 1€
was all-sympathy now. -
Dorrie did not know. their chara,ctels
thoroughly, or he would ~ have been
suspicious. He had been told that Full-
wood and Co. were cads, but he had
never taken much.notice of it. Besides,
Dorrie was the kind of man who would
find good in the worst specimen of
humanity. He couldn’t help himself.

"‘Dorrie also remembered that Fullwood
had grossly insulted Umlosi whén that
black gentleman arrived at St. Frank’s.

True, Fullwood had paid dearly for his

caddishness. At the same time, Dorrie

felt that the youngster might have been
misguided. - He was only a boy, and all

boys are liable to make asses of them-.
selves, Dorrie was always ready to
excuse misdeeds. ‘

He stood quite still, hstemng to the

low conversation; He ‘had no scruples.

about doing so, “beeause’ he wanted to
find out what the irouble was, in order
to mend rt. and to make thmors rlfrht



. He certainly-did'not imagine that the
"whole affair was a put-up job especially
_for his benefit.. _ >

“J1 say, TIully, do buck up!’ said
‘Bell appealingly. . * There’s no sense in
mop:in’ about like this. It’s the last day
of term to-morrow, an’ you ought to be
happy——" :

“ Happy!' said Fullwood, with a
hollow laugh. ‘“How can 1 be happy
when I sha'n’t enjoy a minute. of the
holidays? My people will do all th

e
can, I know, but it’s nothin’ like what i —

was hopin’ for.”

“JIt’s the same with us,’
miserably. -
. Fullwood sobbed again.
- “ We've all tried to be decent.,”” he
said.  ‘““ We've done our best to act
straight and be true blue. It’s fine, too

)

said Gulliver

—thera’s nothin’ like goin’ straight, an’ |

helpin’ other chaps when you can. But
nobody will believe in us.” -
- “ Not a soul!” said Bell glumly.
““ They misunderstand wus - all ti
time,” exclaimed Gulliver. ‘‘ An’ as for
-askin’ Lord Dorrimore what you sug-
.gested, Fully—well, it’s impossible. - We
couldn't have the cheek; it would be too
much.”’ o ' | '3
“I know 1t would!” said Fullwood,
with a gulp. ‘ That’s what makes it so
awful. Lord Dorrimore’s one of the best
men in the world—his heart’s like gold,
“an’ he’s absolutely fine. But I daren’t
ask him to let us go on that trip—he’d
~simply refuse, an' we should only make
- ourselves look silly.” .
" Gulliver nodded. | |
#“And we all want to go so6 badly!’
.he said sorrowfully.  *‘ Lord .Dorrimore
~will refuse, so we can't ask. JIt’ll nearly
#bréak my heart to see all the other chaps
goin’. It means such.a lot to us, bein’
without a decent holiday to look forward
to. Oh, I don’t know what to do—it’s
terrible!” .~ |
“Oh, it's no good!’ groaned Full-
“wood. “I'm a fool to give way like this,
I suppose; but I couldn’t help it. . It’s—
it’s so awlul to think of that yacht goin’
_off without us. .I—I thought we might
have .been invited——"’
““ You spoilt it all, Fully,” said Bell.
II. *¢ The

¢ I—I speilt. it?"’i ‘

-~ **Of course you did!”" said Be

way you treated Umlosi—the way you
got up a petition, asking the .Head to
~have TUmlosi sent away from St.
Frank’s—"" : .

-
-
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Fullwood groaned again,
“ Don’t rub it in!”’ he sobbed. '“1
know I was a cad—a rotter! I don’t

‘know what came over me to do a thing
like that.. I am goin’ to apologise to-
morrow to Umlosi, and ask him to fer-
give me. One of the best men breathin’—-
an’ I insulted him to his face! I sup-
pose vou're right, Bell—Lord Dorrunore
thinks I'm a cad. and he won't have
anythin’ to do with me.”

¢ gouldn't we ask him to let us go
¢ No,"" 'said Fullwood fGrmly. * We
can’t do that, old chap! It wou!du’t be
the thing—it wouldn’'t bz good form.
We haven’t been invited, and it would
be simply terrible to ask. We must gr:n
and bear it bravely. There’s rothin' clsc
to do.’’

“But if we asked, he might let us’
go!” said Bell. . |
‘“He would let us go, I believe—I'm
sure of 1t,”” exclaimed Tullwood.
““We've only got to ask, and he’ll. invite
us—he’s such a thundering good sort.
But we can't ask—a thing like thals
irnpossible.’’ ' | |
- It—i1t means we can’t go, then?”
“Yes.”

‘TFullwood sobbed again, and his chums
turned away miserably. There was
silence—and Lord Dorrimore  was
trapped.  He fell intg the plot with the
utmost ease—just as %‘ullwood had anti-.
cipated. : '
- Dorrie was not a suspicious individual
—he was just brimful of goodness and
cheerfulness. It made him feel bad 'to
listen to anybody sobbing. He thought, -
moreover, that he was listening to a -
conversation which the juniors thought
was private. Dorrie never dreamed that
it' had all been rehearsed. . -

“Poor kids!”” he muttered. * They
don’t seem such bad sorfs, after all. They
seem to be in a pretty bad way, too!”’ .

He remembered what they had Dbeen
saying—how Fullwood had expressed his
earnest regret for acting caddishly to-
wards Umlosi—how Fullwood had de
cided against asking for an invitation,
although he felt sure that it would be
granted. He was prepared-to deny him-

[ |

| self because it wouldn’t be good form.

That was the right spirit, at all events,
and Lord Dorrimore admired it. He ad-
mired it so much-that he came to a
 decision on the spot. His impulsive
nature  asserted itself, and he walked

s UEENE AR
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«“ Whats the trouble, young ’uns?”
he asked kindly.
Fullwood turned with a start.

“Oh——"- he gasped. “I—I didn’t
know——"" " B ;
“It’s all right—you needn’t be

scared,” said. Dorrie.
qmetly, didn’t I? I think I know what
the matter is here. Don’t blub like t.h'lt
my lad—it makes me feel bad.”

- *“I—I'm sus-sorry, sir!’’ sobbed Fu]l-
wood.
ou needn’t be sorry,” exclaimed
his lordship. ‘“ Look here, I heard what
you L;nd just now—some of it, at all
events.’
“ You—you heard, sir?’ panted Full
wood and Co. in one voice.

“Yes, an’ I’'m feelin’ a bit sorry for

vou,” said Dorrie nrenexou.sly e If
" you're so dead set upon comin’ on this

trip, you're quite welcome. You can
come along if you like—there’s plenty
of room.

“Oh!’ gasped Fullwood. ‘‘ You—
you’ll let us come, sir?”’

“ Of course!”

“ We—we didn’t know you were lis-
tening to us, sir—"’

“Of course you didn’t,”” agreed
Dorrie. ‘“1It’s a good thing I strolled
up, or you wouldn’ t have had the oppor-
tunity of getting an invitation. . If your
parents will agree to it, you can regard
vourselves as booked for “the trip.”’

- The wily Nuts gasped with joy.

‘““ Oh, sir, it’s—it’s too good of you!”

cxclaimed Fullwood. *“1I know our
~ people wrll agree—we’ve already hinted
el 1t, an’ they seem quite all right. We

cgmpﬁx it up easxly, SIT. Thenks awfully,
sir !”’

“T came up rather

" You're a brick, sir!” said Gulliver
and Bell.
Lord Dorrimore lau hed :
‘“ Nonsense,”’.-he said b It.’s all-right
—nothin’ more to be sa.xd
‘“Can—can, I speak a minute,
asked Fullwood nenously
~*Go ahead!”
“ We—we’ ve been trying to bhe really
. decent, sir,’ sald Fullwood humbly.
“ Sometimes we’ ve been rather beastly,
I know——-and we're- awfully- sorry. But
“now that- we're doin’ the nght. thing the
other fellows won’t believe wus.”

. ‘“That’s hard luck,” said Dorrie. ** It
reminds me of the story of the wolf and
the lamb, you know. If you hadn’t

,blgpem,rnaughty young -bounders ini -the

sir?’ }

|
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past you wouldn’t be suspected . nOW.
You'll soon get over it.”

““ Yes, sir, but—but ,

“ Well 7°*

“ When the other chaps get to know
that we’re going on the yacht, they’ll -.
kick up a fuss,” said Fullwood W1th
rare cunning. ‘ They’ll try .to make
out all sorts of thmgs and they’ll ask
you not to let us go—"

“ That’s a.ll right,”” said Dorrie.
deal with ’em! "’

“T know, sir—it’s splendld of you?’
went on Fullwood. * But—but we don’t
want the others to get up an agitation.
It wouldn’t be nice. Besxdes
to avoid a row of any sort. I was -

wonderin’ if we couldn’t keep it- dark——
about us comin’, I mean.’

His lordshlp grmned

“Well, I won't say anyﬂnn
promised. ‘¢ If you keep it dark, T W’lll
Simply turn. up at Tilbury—at the last
moment, sort of thing. The other
fellows can’t make a fuss then

““ Oh,thank you, sir!”’

“Ig's wonderfully good of you, srr"’
‘“ Rather !’

Lord Dorrimore nodded a.nd turned

)

“Tll

away
¢ I’ll keep the awful secmt’ he saad
cheerfully. =~ “ Mind you, I shall want

your people’s -permission, an’ all that.

But we can fix that afterwerds. You’d :

better cut indoors now.” = ¢ '
““ Yes, sir!”’ chorussed Fullwood. and’

Co. *‘Good-ni ght, sir!”
‘*“ Good- mght boys 1»

Dorrie strolled aWay, feeling cOotft-.
tented.

“ Not such bad scn!ts after all,” he
told himself. * These other kids exag-
gerate a lot. There’'s nothin’- much
wrong with these three.” :

Which only proved how comple*ely

the Nuts had hoodwinked Dorrie. He
was quite innoeent of the fact that his
g had been pulled—and pulled hard.
He did not” even suspect tha.t the three
young rascals had been acting specially
1e|;l ared and rehearsed parts.
ey watched him as he went into the
Anclent House. Then they gazed at one
another somewhat ¢reamily. |
“ It worked!” muttered Bell.
“1t actually Worked i murmured
Gulliver.
“ Of course it worked " said Fullwood
calmly. “ When 1 plan a thing, I plan
1t properly We ve got our mvxtatlons,

——

. f

we want-
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and we're booked for the trip. Every-
thin’ in the garden 1s lovely!”’

“ It—it seems too good to
said Bell. |

“Oh, it's true enough!” exclaimed
Fullwood, with a grin. ‘“We've got
the invites, and Dorrie won’t say a word.
The other fellows can’t put a stopper on
the game, because they won’t know any-
thin’ about it. How did I do the sobbin’
stunt? Did it go down all right?”

“Great!” grinned Gulliver. “1In
fact, I thought you were really overcome
for a minute or two.” |

‘““ Rats !"” said Fullwood. *“ It was only
spoof. You chaps did it well, too.”

Bell nodded.

““I reckon we deserve to go, after all
the trouble we’ve taken,’” he said. “ We
shall need to be a bit careful on board,
too——"’
~ “Rol! Onge we've left England, we

~can do as we please,” said Fullwood.
“It'll be too late to send us back then.
We're booked, an’ that’s all that matters.
By gad! What a soft fool the.chap is!”’

Fullwood laughed sneeringly, but
Gulliver shook his head. ;

‘“ Hang 1t all, that’s not quite square!”’
he said. ¢ After we’'ve spoofed the chap
‘like this, I don’t call it right to insult
him. Lord Dorrimore isn’t a fool.@an’

_he’s not soft. He’s easy goin’ and——-""
““0Oh, dr up !”’
*“ Dorrie’s all .-rig%t, ‘an’ we've dished
‘Nipper an’ his confounded lot. They'll
have a fit when we come on board !”
- And the Nuts of the Ancient House
strolled 1indoors, supremely contented
and at peace with the Worlg. )
Their wheeze had worked !

be true!”’

q‘——‘—

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE LAST DAY OF TERM.

| USTLE, disorder, excitement!
H It was the last day of term, and
-& St. Frank's was quite upside down
with commotion. Kverybody was
running about, packing things up, seeing
that boxes and trunks were labelled cor-
rectly, and a hundred and one other
malters. . '
Juniors and seniors were all alike—
they all had the holiday fever. Lessons
‘were over for many a long day, and
‘the best weeks of the summer lay ahead.

saitd Fullwood.4
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_Fortunately, the day was glorious, and
the long journeys which many fellows
had to go upon, in order (o get home,
were undertaken with keen enjoyment.

Naturally, the most exciled feltows ol
all were those who were booked to go
with' Lord Dorrimore 1o the Amazon.
The party was not starting at once.
There were all sorts of preparations to
be made, and it was only right that the

juniors should have a chance of going
home.

Still, it was a long trip, and the sooner
the yacht left British shores the betler.
It was not as though time was unlimited
and the return could be made just when
Dorrie pleased. It would be necessary
to get back in time for the beginning ot
the autumu term. Therefore, an early
start was necessary.

‘The . juniors were going home for
exactly a week. St. Frank's “ broke up ”’
on a Thursday, and on the following
Thursday the Wanderer was due to up-

anchor at Tiibury and slip down the
Thames.

All the members of the party were to
be on board, at the latest, by Wednes-
day evening, unless some urgent matter
intervened. Very early on Thursday

nﬁrning 'was the. latest mowent avail-
able.

Every train that left Bellton that day
was filled with shouting, joyous fellows.
Even the seniors forgol to be stately and
dignified; they kicked up practically as
much rfoise as the juniors.

Sir Montie Tregellis-West, being an
orphan, did not thmk it necessary to go
home to Tregellis Castle.  His aunt,
Lady Helen Tregellis-West, was naturally
coming on the trip, for she would have
all the girl guests under her wing. She
would come up to London some time the
next week, and would go down to Til-
bury with the rest of the party on
Wednesday. So Montie was coming t{o
Gray’s Inn Road, with Nelson Lee and

| me.

Tommy Watson would have to go
home, for he had lots of things to do,
and he would bring his sister Violet to
London later.

Naturally, Lord Dorrimore and Umlosi
were coming with the guv'nor and me.
Dorrie had a splendid country seat some-
where, but he only visited it about once
every five years, and he much preferred
lo stay with Nelson Leec. In fact, he
had no objection whatever to. accepting a
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;:Iba.bﬁe;do“'n\on the couch, if such an ex-
- Mfecaent- was. necessary.

: losi was rather partial to sleeping
: -oh‘._t_iﬁ%f floor.: Civilised beds were not
‘quité e his liking. He preferred some-
thing bare, On several occasions_ when
_he "had been given a luxurious bed he
had been found sleeping underneath it
1 -the morning ! Beds were of no use
to him,. Mg

The other fellows—Handforth and Co.

5 )

Tknow an’ we've got to find out.
) g
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“ Pramalic musie, please!” 1 said
solemnly. , .

“If you start any of your rot, my son,
you'll find yourself under the table in a
jiff,”’ said Dorrie, wagging his finger at
me., ‘“ What was I sayin’? About the
colonel—that’s it. Where is he? We do\rxl;tv

©
might strike lucky, or we might have an
infernal task before us. “In any case, he
must be miles beyond ecivilisation—some-

and Pitt and. all the rest of them—were [ where out through the forests. Then

off henig as soon as possible.

many eof W8 went up to London together, | nificent place—

and parted at Victoria Station.

Of cowrse; .there had been many fond
good-byes at; Str Frank’s.
had wished us Tuck, many envious juniors
Lad wistiully expressed a desire to come
too. But it was impossible to take the
whole crowd.- .

Young Stanley Kerrigan came up lo
London with us, and we saw him home
to Aunt Janet’s before going along to
Uray's Inn: Road; .

Lord Dorrimore was,in a cheerful
mrood, and, as we sat down to a hearty
mreal, which Mrs. Jones had prepared to
perfection, . his _lordship looked round
with an air of complete contentment.

“I've got a feelin’ that we're goin’
to have a record trip,” he said gemally.
*“ There'll be heaps of excitment, and all
sorts of adventures, an’ a nice little spice
of danger. It's goin’ to be first-class!”

‘““ Are you becoming a prophet?” I
ginned, N _

** Not exactly a prophet, my son
scid Dorrie.  “ But I've got a feelin’ in
my bones that everythin’ will be glorious.
This adventure will be somethin’ 1 the
starilin’ line—not merely a wishy-washy
hioliday trip. There’ll be troubles and
dangers, an’ there might'be some blood
spilt.  All round, it's goin’ to be great!”

*“ Begad !”’ said Sir Montie. *‘ I must
remark that you are hot very cheerful.
Dol you call 1t rippin’- te bave blood
splt 777
le;d Dorrimore grinned.

‘““ A hittle scrap now and again im-
proves things all round,”” he said.
““ What's the good of a holiday without
some excitement? Think of the peculiar
circumstances of this affair. We're not
goin’ out to the Amazon on a surveyin’
stunt, or anythin’ like that. There’s
more than a chance that Colonel Kerri-
gan 32 alive, an’ we've got to find him.
But where 18 he? Ah! That's just
where it comes "

Everybody |

A good |there’s that wonderful city—that mag-

»

‘“But that’s only a vision,” I inter-
rupted. - ,

“Very likely—but I've got faith in
it,”” said Dorrie. ‘‘ It’s queer for me to
believe in a thing of that sort, but I do.
I don’t know why, but there you are.
Visions ain’t in my line, but Aunt Janet
was so thunderin’ businesslike and sensi-
ble that I'm convinced that there’s some-
thin” in her yarn.” PR,
- “I'm inclined to agree with® you,
Dorrie,” said Nelson Lee. ‘“ Who wants
some more ham? Speak up before Nip-
per devours the last slice.  Yes, old man;
Aunt Janet impressed me greatly. If.
she had been of a nervous temperament,
addicted to hallucinations, I should

al
not have given her ‘story one second’s
consideration. But she is a level-headed

woman, straightforward and alert. She
told us of her strange dreams in a clear,
concise manner, with out any hysterics.
I certainly believe her. And you must
remember that the colonel is her twin
brother.” .

““ That’s everythin’,”” said Lord Dorri-
more. ‘‘I've often read that there’s &
kind of mental telepathy between twins,.
an’ now I know it. But, as I was sayin’,
it’s a sure thing that we're on a good
egg this time. It's gcin’ to be a trip
packed full of excitement., Ask Umlosi,
He knows.” e

“Umlosi  knows?”’ I
‘“How ?”’

Lord Dorrimore shrugged his shoulders.

““My dear chap, it’'s no good askin’
me that,” he said. ‘‘ Umlosi does know
things. It’s just a little habit of his.
His gnake tells him, or somethin’ equally
squirmy. He sees red mists, an’ all that
sort of thing. Every time he sees a red
mist it means fightin’, excitement by the
yard, an’ gore.” '

*“How cheerful I'” 1 remarked.

““Thou art inclined to be jesiful,
N'Kose,”” said Umlosi, from the other

repeated.
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side of the table. ‘ Methinks it is not
well to jest over serious matters. Thou
art pleased to be humorous, but may-
hap there will not be many humours
later on.” ' |

“We'll take 1t all as it comes,” said
Dorrie. :

““I have had wondrous dreams, in-
deed,”” went on Umlosi. ““I hLave seen
great perils and untold difficulties. Tt
will not be easy all the way. Wau! I
am of ‘good heart, since I know that
there will be many battles.”

“It’s rather early to talk of battles,
old friend,” said Nelson Lee. ¢ Per-
sonally, I don’t anticipate anything. I
prefer to wait until the trouble comes
before dealing with 1it.”

‘““ That’s the idea,” said Dorrie. *‘It’s
no good moonin' about, an’ waitin’ for
trouble, but to get busy. I take things
easy, an’ there you are. An’ I was just
thikin’ that it would be a good—— By
gad! What the—" - .

Crash ! .

“What on earth——""

6 Why, I______u p

We all jumped to our feet, ultering
startled exclamations. For a somewhat
surprising thing had occurred.

It was a warm, sultry evening, and the
window was therefore wide open. It
was a rear window, overlooking an un-
sightly series of backyards and ugly
buildings. Everything was quiet and
still, except for the never ceasing roar of
traffic in Gray’s Inn Road and Holborn.

The thing which had startled us so
abruptly was a long stick which came
shooting through the window with enor-
mous force. It crashed into a picture on
the front side of the wall, smashed the
glass, and fell to the floor. Nelson Lee
was on his feet, looking considerably in-
censed. 3

““The confounded impudence!” he
exclaimed. ‘‘ Some boys, ‘I suppose,
playing about in one of those yards!
It.’s”rather too much of a good thing
. ““Wau!"” interrupted Umlosi. * This
13 indeed strange, my masters.
thou upon the floor! An arrow, or
mine eyes are growing‘ useless.”’

““An arrow !” I echoed.

‘“ Look thou, Manzie !”

Umlosi pointed, and as he was doing
39 Nelson Lee picked up the thin object
which T had taken to be a stick. And
we could all see at once that it was really
a perfectly shaped arrow.

' by boys.

lonly a few words.

Look

I5

It differed in one respect, however.
The point was not sharp, but was
covered with a stumpy pad of felt.

“Well, I'm hanged!” I exclaimed.

““There’s nothing very remarkable
about 1t,”” said Dorrie. ‘‘ Some kids
playin’ about, as the professor just said.

I suppose they thought it was a good

joke to shoot one of those things into
this window. What they require is a
number one sized tanunin’. It would do
'em good.” .

Nelson Lee was examining the arrow
with interest.

““One moment, Dorrie,”’ he said. “1I
don’t think this is the work of a party
of boys. It seems to be something
rather more significant., In fact, I am
quite interested.” .

““ Why, there’s a piece of paper
wrapped round i1t!” I exclaimed.

‘““ Kxactly,”” said the guv'nor. *“ As you
can see, it 1s carefully rolled round ihe
thin stém of the arrow, and secured by
means of three elastic bands. I am be-
ginning to suspect that it was deliber-
ately propelled into this room—and not
There 1s another point, you
will observe.” .

“ Yes, it's rather blunt,” said Dorrie.

Nelson Lee was pointing to the felt
pad on the arrow.

“Yes, it is certainly blunt, Dorrie,”
he agreed._ ‘‘, This was done, no doubt,
in order to prevent the thing causing an
injury if it happened to strike anybody.
??g’mysterious friend is quite thought-
ul.

““ Well, what has it got on the paper?”
I asked impatiently.

Nelson Lee.was unrolling it, and for a
moment or two he stared at the paper,
and then he smiled.

" ““ Quite novel,”” he remarked calmly.

Dorrie and I stared at the paper to-
gether, and what we saw on il was cer-
tainly unusual. The paper contained
a, | They were type-
written, and perfectly legible:

- ““Do not go on the tirip lo the
Amazon. If you value your life, stay in
England. This is a piece of very ex-
cellent advice. Heed it.—A FRIEND.”.

Lord Dorrimore whistled.

“By gad!” he said. *‘ This reminds
me of one of those thrillin’ cinema
dramas. There'll be somebody comin'
along soon with a hooded face, or some-
thin’. The plot thickens. old man!
Who, in the name of all thal's -insane,
could have sent this?” |
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Nelson Lee shook his head.

*“ T haven't the faintest idea,” he said.
“'Fhe unknown has gone to considerable
trouble to deliver this message in a dra-
matic fashion. The arrow was appar-

eutly sent on its journey from one of |

those windows opposite. I'm afraid it
won't be any good making inquiries, for
it might have come from one of fifty
windows, and I think the majority of
those houses are filled with lodgers.”

“ It might be a joke, sir,”” I remarked.

“ T don’t think so, Nipper,” said Nel-
soi Lee. * Somebody seems to have an
idea that there’ll be danger on this tnp,
and the whole undertaking becomes far
more significant, to my mind.”

“ How do you mean ?”’ asked Dorrie.

‘““Well, my dear fellow, it 13 fairly |

obvious that somebody unknown 1s
anxious to prevent me going to the

Amazon. He would not do that without
a reason. And the reason, although ob-
scure, 18 capable of being deduced.”

“I ecan’t dedooce anythin’,”
Dorrie.

“1 would hardly expect you to, old.

man,” smiled Nelson Lee. It would
grem that somebody is .very anxious to

prevent us going on  this search for
Obviously {

Colonel Kerrigan., Why?
because the same somebody does not
want Colonel Kerrigan found—he does
not want any information at all to be

brought back to England. ¥m begm

utng to suspect a plot of some kind.’

“My' hatP? I said. *‘This alters the
whole aspect of the case, guv’nor. Do
you think it possible that Colonel Ker-
rigan 15 heing kept in Brazil by some
cnemies, and they don’t want any in-
cuirtes to be made——"

““"Steady, Nipper, you mustn’t imagine
things,”” said Nelson Lee. “ I shall
werely take this warning for what it
15 worth. Needless to say, 1 shall
ignore" it completely, but at the same
tin:e there 18 1o reason why we should
nob keep our eyes open.”

““ Oh, we'll do that all, right,” said

]) or I‘ie.

““ But who could this friend be, sir?”’ |

I asked. ,

**I'don't know any more than you do,
Nipper,” replied the guv'nor. “ But 1
certzinly suspeet that he 1s an enemy

rather than a friend. We have had |
warning messages of this kind on other] | nHer
: there was a good sprinkling of parenis

ovcasions.  Sometimes they have beén

wisdom. -

"18 In

with a plate.
thinking_how terrifically hot the sun is.”

‘in the tropical zone,’ _ _
“You'll get heat there that’ll melt you

said

 that other forces were at work..

 quite impossible.

e
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foolish jokes, and at other times they
have been®deadly serious. But I never
heed what they say. All we can do 1s
to be on our guard.” |
* Wise words, O Umlagati,” rumbled
Umlosi. ‘*Thou art speaking with raro
It 18 well to keep on thy
guard, for one never knows when one
tizmger. There will be great doings,
methinks, and my heart will be glad
when we reach the great forests where

 the sun shines with wa_rmth-i;—and not
‘with a 'chilliness which freezes ones mar-

row in ones bones!” -
% Phew !’ 1 whistled, fanning myself
‘“And I've just been

Lord Dorrimore grinned.
* Wait until you get on the Amazon—
? he said cheerfully.
into a grease spot. ‘Well, we’ve had a
bit of excitement alrecady. It’s a good
beginning.”’ ) '.
 Nelson Lee was rather thoughtful that
evening. He was beginning to - realiso
. Who
was the mysterious person—or persons—
who were anxious to prevent Nelson Lee
leaving British shores? It seemed clear
to me that the unknown feared the
gov’nor’s activity. |
There was no sense in guesswork, how-
ever, and it was idle to surmise with no
data to go upon. All we could do was

 to wait, and sec if anything further

occurred. Any action on our part was

That week soon passed. It p'asseci—.

.amazingly quickly, m fact, and almost
I before we knew where we werc ib was.
' Wednesday.
| been made, and the whole yachting pariy

Full had

arrangements
gathered at a famous West End restau-
rant for luncheon. After that we were.
to take the train from Fenchurch Street
to Tilbury. | :

Everybody turned up at the restau-

rant. Tommy Watson brought his sis-
| ter—a very charming young lady of

about sixteen, with her hair in eurls.
She looked extremely pretty, and was
attired in some light fluffy material in
kéeping with the weather. Church
brought, his sister, too, and therc wero
one or two other girls, _ :

The hincheon was a huge success, and
in addition to the members of the party
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or brotherz—who were coming along to
sce us off. Aunt Janet arrived with
voung Stanley, and she expressed her
inlention of coming down to Tilbury,
too.

It's not neccssary for me to go into
any details regarding the journey down.
Tt was a jovous kind of trip, and every-
bedy was happy and gay. We half-
ﬁllod the train, and when we arrived at
Tilbury we found everything ready.
Lord Dorrimore had given full instruc-
tions to his employces.

The afternoon was sunny and hot, and
the Wanderer, lging out in midstrearm,
looked simply dazzling. It was a fine
vacht, and she had been repainted and
decorated in a wonderful manner. Her
brasswork glittered like gold, and she
seemed fit for a king to sail in.

o By jingo. doesn’t she look fine!” ex-
claitmed Handforth. ‘““ Good old Wan-
derer?  She'll tako ns right across the
Atlantic, and to the mouth of the
Amazon.’

“Up the Amazon,
('hllf'('h.

“Ass'. A sea- -going boat can't go up
a l:ttle river

“Ha, ha, Im."'
“You cackling fatheads——"" -
“ A little

vou mean," said

viver!" grinned Walson.
“ What’s become of your geography,
Handy? The Amazon is the largest
river ingthe world, and near the mouth
1s two hundred miles broad—it's like 2a
sea ! The Wanderer will be able to
steam upstream for hundreds of miles—
thousands, if necessary.”

“Oh, well. it doesn’t make any dif-
ference,”” said Handforth “We're going
there, and we’ re going to have a fine
time. My hat! I'd like to have a

bathe now——tho water looks jolly in-
viting.,”’

We were laken arross to the vacht in
little parfies, the ladies and 'rentlemen
coing first. of course. The juniors had
to wait until last. Handforth was still
anxious for a bathe when he and his
chums and a few others were streaming
across to the Wanderer.

Handforth looked at the watm long-
ingly,
“It’'s a bit muddy, bul I dare say it's

clean,” he said. T've a dashed ‘good

mmwl to have a dip as soon aq we oot
on board——-"’

THE NELSON LEE
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“Don't you be an ass,” said Pitt..
“The cuurrent's jolly- stromr You'd
never be able to fight against “it??

“What rot!” said Handforth. “IT'm
a good swimmer, and I only propose to
splash about near the yacht. Of course,
1t s impossible to swim far—fm example,
nobody could swim from the shore to the
vacht, It would be too much for an
expert.”’

Tom Burton smiled,

“T could do 1t,” he said ca.lmlv.

“Kh? You could swin from the shore
to the yacht?”

“Yes.”
Handforth glared at the son of Cap-

tain Burton—the skipper of the Wan-
derer.

“You boasting ass!” said Handforth.

‘1 didn't think you were that kind,
Bo sun—"'

“I'm not boasting.” interrupted Bur-
ton. ‘““ Souse me! If I can’t swim half-
way across the Thames opposite Tilbury,
I'll scuttle myself! Splice my tops’l!
It'll be as eaxy as swabbing the decks!”

““ Rats! You can’t do it!"” said Hand-
forth.

“1 can!”

“The current’s too strongz, Bo'sun,
said Chuarch. * Be rensouable."

“ Souse my scuppers!” grinned Bur-
ton. 1 could do that swim in the dark,
at any time you like. T'll do it to-night.
if you want me to! That'll show you
whether I can swim or not!”

“Don’t you be an ass, Burton!” said
McClure sharply. |

““ Keep your hair on,” said Hondforth.
““ He daren’t do it!”

“ Daren't!” shouted the* Bo'sun.

“OFf course you daren’t,” said Hand-
forth, “It's only jaw——"

“Swab my fo'c'sle!"” exclaimed Bur-
{on, warmly. *“ Jaw, is it! TI'll do that
swim to-night—and show you! I'll do 1t

“Don’'t be mad, Burton A
Irrnore IIandfor[h-———-—

“T'Il be zoused if I will!” dﬂ(lm"d the
Bo'sun. ‘“He's dared me to swim
from the shore to the vachit—and T'll do
it—current or no current! We'll have
the test to-night, and after cverybody is
in bed."”

And notuing would shift Tom Burlon
from Ius decizion,

1

said,
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CHAPTER V.

THE MYSTERIOUS HUNCHBACK.

is, Jim. I’ve never seed a yacht
in this ’ere river which ’as been
alf so pretty.” .

Mr. Bill Stacey put down his pot of
beer, and wiped his mouth with the
slceve of his jacket,

“ You ain’t far wrong, Bill,”’ said
Jim, with a nod. ““But I don’t hold
with these ’cre swells going alout in
them yachts. ’Tain’t right. The likes
of you an’ me have got just as much
right as wot he has.”

Mr. Stacey grinned. .
“Them ideas ain’t no good, Jim,” he

( ! RARE fine boat—that’s wot she |

said.  ‘‘* Mebbe you’re right enough.
It don’t seem fair -that blokes like us
should! work for mnothink, ' practically
speaking, while them people are goin’

about with pocketfuls of money, an’
doing nothink. We're all equal on this
ere earth—or would be, if things was
right 1”’ '

Lord Dorrimore would hardly have
been complimented by this remark. He
would certainly not consider Mr. Stacey
to be his cqual—particularly when it
came to a matter of looks. |

The two men were a villainous look-

ing couple—drink soaked, and with
rough, coarse features. They were
attired in a nondescript garb with, how-
ever, a leaning towards the seafaring
fraternity.,
«Both men, in fact, were dock loungers
—fellows who were too lazy to work re-
g'uiarljr, but who picked up odd jobs
here and there when the fancy seized
ithem—or when they were in urgent need
of liquid refreshment. |

It was late in the evening—getling on

towards closing time, in. fact, and the |
pair were seated at a wooden bench in |

the bar parlour of the Blue Barge Inn,
somewhere in a none loo salubrious part
of Tilbury. | -

The pair had the corner of the par-
lour to themselves, and were evidently
talking about Lord Dorrimore’s yacht,
The Wanderer. It was also clear from
their copversation that they held some-
what extreme views,

“* Come to think of it”’ remarked Jim,
producing a clay pipe and blowing

through it—thercby causing a frighiful |

'that,”’ he said.

see their companion’s
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g smell of foul tobacco to arise—*‘ come

to think of it, Bill,
have no luck at all.

you and me don’t
Why should these

’ere people be going off to enjoy their-

selves while we ’as to stay here, work-

ing for our blooming bread, an’ a drop

of something to wash it down.”

The other man grunted.

““ There ain’t nothing surprising in
“ All them folks on
hoard that yacht are profiteers and such
like. It’s about time it was all stopped.
I reckon we ought to have equality. I'm
as good as you are, and you're as good
as I am—and we’re both as good as the
biggest millionaire what goes swankin’
about in his own 7yacht. I’d like to do
something to make this ’ere Lord Dorri-
somethink give up ‘all his money, and
divide’ it among honest, hardworking
men!” ., o
“ Well, it ain’t no good talkin’, said
the other.. ‘‘1 reckon that-kind of thing
will come some day-—but not in our time.
It wouldn’t take me two minutes to'give
the bloke a saipe over the jaw if he
got uppish!”’ _

‘“ Hear, hear, my friend—hear, hear!”
exclaimed a wheezy, high-pitched voice.
“You’re talking real common scnse.
Why, indeed, should these bloated upper
classes have the' best of everything,
while the poor man must grind and
grind 1n erder to oblain an all too
meagre living ?”’ |

Bill Stacey and his companion looked
at the owner of the voice with some
curiosity, he had come in a minute or.
two before, and had been quietly drink-
ing a glass of }vine at the bar,

But now the man stood in front of
their little table.. It was not possible
to see his features distinetly, owing to
the poor lighting arrangements in the
establishment. But the two men could -

outline quite
clearly. | -

He was bent and deformed, a hugh
hump projecting from his back. .His
hair was coarse and rather tangled, while
he owned a straggling grey beard. Two
eyes gleamed with a good deal of«fire:
but it was impossible to get ‘a clear,
distinct view.

Judging from the conversation, it
would seem that these men possessed
ideas of an advanced Bolshevist flavour..
But the hunchback was probably acting
the part in order to obtain the sympathy
and support of the other pair,
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Bill Stacey looked at the hunchback
inquisitively. He was a stranger to
Tilbury—a! least, as far as Bill knew.
His face seemed to be creased and yellow
—and, somehow, Bill zot an impression
that the face was really a mask. It re-
mained perfectly immobile and un-
smiling.

“ This Lord Dorrimore is a man who
has made his fortune by the sweat of
other men, whom he has trodden un-
derfoot,”  proceeded the hunchback,
speaking with feeling and bitterness.
“It is a terrible injustice that you
should be compelled to work for a star-
vation waye while this man lives on the
fat of the land. My friends, you are
fully justified in being indignant and
angry. 1 observe that your glasses are
reter low. May I be permitted to fill
them for yvou?”’

Bill Stacey and his
glances. .

¢ That is very kind of you, old mate:”
said Jim. ¢ We don’t mind another
little drink!” '

The glasses were refilled, and soon the
hunchback was talking on very friendly
terms with.the two dock loungers. He
ordered drink after drink for them, and
within fifteen minutes, both men, al-
though perfectly sober, were neverthe-
less in a somewhat reckless condition,

“ It’s getting near closing time, Jim!”
rematked Bill Stacey, rising to his feet.
“ T reckon wec'd best be getting away.”

“ One moment!” said the hunchback
“1 have something to say to

pal exchanged

quickly.
“’0""’

“ Something to say to us?” repeated
Jim., ‘“ What's that, mate?”

“ Well, T am well aware of the fact
that vou men are not overburdened with
this life’s good things,” went on the
hunchback smoothly. ‘ Perhaps you
would welcome the opportunity of earn-
ing a little extra money for yourselves?’’

Both men stared. |

“ A little extrp money for ourselves?”
repeated Bill Stacey. ‘“ What sort of
money ?"’

““ Well, a ralher substantial sum,” said
the hunchback. ‘“If you care to listen
to me, my friends, I can put you in the
way of earning fifty pounds each.”

“ Fifty quid?’ said Jim, with a glance.
¢ You're joking, matey?” .

“ By no means'!”’ said the:hunchback.
““1 am not joking, my friends. I am in
deadly earnest. I can put fifty pounds
~inte your pockets 1f you will only do

|

—y
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what T require. It is nob much, and I

will explain it to you if you want me

to.” LI

““ Have you got the. money on you?”’
asked Jim, suspiciously. :

“1 have." zaid the mysterious hunch-
back. ¢ Perhaps you would like to see
the colour of my money? Very well,
you shall!” :

He produced from an inner pocket a
bundle of currency notes—a bundle
which caused both the dock labourers
to open their eyes with surprise.

I'“ What's this ’ere game?’’ demanded
Jim. . .

““ Well, T hardly like to speak about it
here,”” said the hunchback. ““ It would
be better, for us, if we went outside.
I shall then be able to speak to youw
free!y, and without anybody overhear-
ing. ol

The two men didn’t quite know what
to make of it, but they followed the
hunchback out of the bar-parlour into
the night. It was quite dark, and the
lights from the river gleamed out clearly"
in the still air. The two men lounged
along, and the hunchback walked be-
tween them. He took both their arms
in & very friendly fashion, and led them
to a very quiet spot where they were
quite alone. N

‘““ Now, guv’'nor,
game?"’ asked Jim.

The strange hunchback gave a little
chuckle. .

“It is hardly a game, my [riends,” he
declared. ‘“ What I wish you to do
is ‘not so much a difficult task, ~but
rather a delicate one. While we were
in that public-house, we were talking
about Lord  Dorrimore and Lis -yacht.
You both know that the Wandorer .is
now lying in mid-stream, ready to leave
the Thames with the tide to-morrow
morning.”’ - -

““ That's right, guv'nor,”” s2id Jim.
‘“ Well, what about it?"’ s

“ Just this,”’ said the hunchback. ‘1
want you to take a boat out, at about
eleven o'clook, and you must fix a small
box, which I shall .zive you, mnear the
bows of the vessel.” |

““ A small box?"” repeated Bill Stacey.
““ What for?" :

“ Never mind what for!” said the
other. ‘It is just a fancy of miue that
it should be fixed. And remember, I am
paying you fifty pounds because I want
you to do this for me—and you must
ask no questions. That is understoad.’””

what’s the - little |



“ Well, it don’t make much difference
to us!” said Jim. * If we get the old
iron, we're all right!”’

““0Oh, you will get the money. Never
fear!”’ said the hunchback. . ‘I intend
to pay you twenty-five pounds now—on
the spot—if you agree to what I say.
And when you have completed your
task, I will iy you the remainder of
the money. Is that quite clear?”

‘““ Clear enough for wus!” said Jim.
“We're on it—you bet!” _

“T should say so,” said Bill, nodding
his head. ‘‘ Fifty quid ain’t raked up
easy every day!”

“ But what’s the job?’ asked the

- “It 18 very simple—but
sery delicate. 1 will give you a small
wooden box. What you have to do 1s

ake this box, .and secure it to the

s %of the Wanderer, just above the
water-line.  Under no circumstances
must you allow yourselves to be seen,
and nobody on the yacht must know
that this operation has been performed.
I want you to listen carefully, and to do
cverything that I say. Furthermore, this
box must be placed in pesition at eleven
o’clock precisely—almost to the minute.”

Jim scratched his head.

‘“Well, this seems” to be a queer sort
of game!” he remarked, ‘‘Still, as you
say, we will ask no questions, sir. You
want this done, and we are willing to
do 1it.
and . done!”

Both the men were rather full of
drink, and they did not think it meces-
sary to go inlo any close questions.
THey ' were not at all particular, and
they both spoke as if they had a grudge
against Lord Deorrimore—not for any
personal reasons,” but because he was
rich, and they were poor. Aft all events,
they fell in with the hunchback’s scheme
at once.

The plan was discussed in detail, and
the hunchback made 1t quite clear that
he would be watching all the time, at 2
convenient point of vantage. At last all
the details were discussed, and the whole
game was clear.

“Well, that’s all right, sir,” said
Jim, with unusual politeness. ‘° Hand
over the money, and the job will be

«done—and we’ll do it.,properly, too—
Yeven o’clock to the minute!” o
The vellow-faced stranger nodded.
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Fifty quid 1s fifty quid, all said|
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| ¢“ Here are fifty pounds in notes—youn
must diwde it between you. When you
‘have completed your task, I will hand
you another fifty—but not before. Come
to me as soon as you get ashore, "and
everything will be all right.”

“But where shall we
guv’'nor?”’ asked Jim.
| “ You will find me all right,” said the
hunchback. “ I will come to meet you
‘when you land. You had better accom-
pany me now, and I will give into your
| charge the wooden box, which I require
you to fix to the bows of the Wan-
derer.”’ -

““ That’s good enough, guv’nor,” said
Bitl)l §tacey. ‘““ We're your men for the
job ¥’ -

A few moments later, Bill Stacey and
| his companion were the richer by
twenty-five pounds each. This fact,
coupled with the fact that they would °
receive a similar sum later on, made
them quite content to do the work which
the hunchback required. | |

What this work actually was, they did
not trouble about. It was obvious, how-
ever, that the mysterious individual was
determined to do somethinig of a some-
what sinister nature. Whether he would
succeed, remained to be seen. As it
- happened, certain events were destined
to take place which would considerably
alter the hunchback’s programme. |

find you,

--——:

CHAPTER VL.

THE BO’SUN DISCOVERS SOMETHING.
E DWARD OSWALD HAND-
“I don’t like it!’ he declared
vehemently. - * :
asked McClure.
‘““ What's wrong, Handy?”’ .
“You know as well as I do!” said
idiotic of Burton to try to swim across
the Thames on a might like this.”
asked McClure. “ It’s simply glorious—
as still as anything, and the river is dead
currents, but the bo’sun is a ripping
swimmer.”’ '

FORTH gave a snort,.
“Don’t like what?”
Handforth. . “I think it’s perfectly -
“ What’s - wrong with the night?”’
calm. Of course, there are rather tricky
‘““ Ripping swimmer or not, I don’t

“That is what I require,” he \said_.i want him to go!”’ said Handforth.
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“ What the dickens will happen if he’s|plot with enthusiasm.

irawn under, or something like that?”
“ Well, it was your own suggestion!”
sald Church.
Handforth glared.
‘“ My suggestion!” he roared. ‘° Why,
vou—you 4
“Oh, keep
('huroh,

your hair on!" said
“You know jolly well that
vou dared Burton to swim to the
yacht. I don’t blame him for taking
vn the game. He's due to start in five
or ten minutes, so we’'d better be get-
ting out. In any case, there won't be
much danger, because we shall be fol-
lowing behind him in a boat.”

“Yes, I know that,” said Handforth ;
““but 1t’s pretty dark to-night, and we
sha'n’t be able to see much of him.”

The three juniors were in their little
cabin, and they had made no attempt
to undress themselves and get into bed.
The hour was rather late—in fact, the
clock pointed to half-past ten. Tom
Burton was fully determined to carry
out his plan. Handforth had dared him
to swim from the shore to the yacht,
and the bo’sun was determined to prove
that 1t could be done—and done with

case, too. Burton was justly proud of |

his swimming prowess, and he absolutely
knew that he could perform the task
without much effort.

Practically everybody on the yacht
were all asleep by this time. They had
purposely gone to bed early, because the
start was to be made very soon after
dawn, which would be between three
~and four o’clock in the morning. And
naturally the guests wanted to be up to
see the departure. But a good many
juniors were not in bed, for they were
determined to see the result of the
bo'sun’s swim. It had been arranged
~that Handforth and Co. and myself
would follow immediately behind Bur-
ton in a small boat, in case of trouble.
Certainly I didn’t anticipate anything of
the sort, for I knew that the bo’sun was
a really wonderful swimmer.

Handforth and Co. left their cabin,
and crept out on deck. They were just
in time to run into Tommy Watson and
myself. Tom Burton was just behind,
clad in swimming costume, and a light
dressing-gown thrown over.

‘* Hallo, you chaps!” said Handforth.
“ Everything ready?”

“Yes, I think so,”’ I replied. ‘“ We've
taken the second officer into our confi-
dence, and he has entered into the dark
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'

?bO’Sun.

We couldn’t do
a thing like that without tellliig any-
body, because we should be spotted, and"
then inquiries would be made."”

““T think it's a lot of rot!” said Hand-
forth. **I don't like Burton going on
this swim——"'

““Why, souse my -scuppers!” said the

“You dared me to do the
swim !"'

- T know I did!’ said Handforth.
“But that was only a bit of fun—I
didn't really mean it. Of course you
can swim the Thames—I don’t deny ite
Take my advice, bo'sun, and give it
up!”’

Tom Burton shook his head. A

“ Not now!”’ he said firmly.. “ Fre
made all the preparations for it, and-Fra:
oing through with it. Everybody would
think that I funked the job, or some-
thing of that sort. Souse me, 1t’s goiny
to be done now!" -

We walked along the deck, and came
across two or three other fellows wh»
had turned out in order to see the starl.
Burton’s plan was to row over with us
to the shore, and then swim back, with
the boat in close attendance. The night
was davk and very mild, and, indeed,
the conditions could not have been better
for the project in hand.

““ Begad!"'. said Sir Montiz Tregellis-
West. “ I don’t quite like the idea of
this, dear old boys. The river may look
calm and smooth, but there are some
frightfully treacherous currents about
here, Burton, dear old boy, I wish you’d
give it up—I do, really! I'm shockin’ly
uneasy !’ |

The bo'sun grinned.

“Well, - you needn’t
longer,” he said. ‘I shall be all serenc.
Swab my decks! A little swim like this
is just what I want—it'll put my blooq
into circulation, and give me a jolly
healthy appetite for breakfast!”

“You won't have any giddy appétite
left, if you swallow a quart or two of
Thames ~water!” remarked McClure,
with a grin, “ I think it's a potty idca.
if vou ask me. You're notl trying the
thing for any honour, or a prize—il's
just a bs#t of bravado!”

“* Nothing of the kind,”” said the
bo’sun. ‘° Handforth dared me to do it,
and I'm soused if I'll let a thng like
that stand! I'm going to do this swun,
or be scuttlied in the attempt!”

“It's a good thing Dorrie doesn't
know anything about it!" I remarked.

be uneasy any



. anxiously.

l you worry, old mate. I shall get to the

" boat handy.
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“If he came along, this little stunt myself, but I should have hdd far more

would be stopped. - In- any case, bo’sun,
we'll see that you don’t get into any
danger.”’ o

“ Well, are you chaps ready?’ asked
Handforth. ¢ There’s no reason why

- weé should hang about here all the giddy

night.  Buck up, my sons!’

It did not take us long to slip down
the accommodation ladder and to get
into one of the little boats which were
waiting there. The river was so calm
that” it was quite possible to have the
Early in the morning,
members of the crew would take in the
boats, and would raise the accommoda-

~ tion ladder in readiness for departure.
- But just at present "everything was
~ handy for our project.

The bo’sun was quite cheerful as we
rowed across to the shore. He insisted
upon going to Tilbury shore because it
was rather ‘further than the Gravesend
shore, and he meant the test to be abso-
lutely fair. We arrived in a very quiet
part of the place, and -the bo’sun lost no

and preparing to dive in.

“ Are you sure you're all _right,
bo'sun?’  asked

- time in throwing off his dressing-gown A

7 .

*“ Why, souse my scuppers, I'm*feeling
as fit ‘as a sailing schooner with a fair
wind behind it,” said Burton. ‘ Don’t

vacht all right-——and the current won’t

worry me a bit!”

He waited no longer, but dived in,
and a moment later he was striking out
for the yacht with a powerful, erisp
s&okg; in fact, he went so fast that he
had ¢overed a good many feet before
we could get the boat under way. How-
ever, we soon overtook him, and then
we followed alongside, watchin

for anxiety, for the bo’sun was a fully
capable swimmer. The current, as he
-had said, did not worry him in the
slightest degree. True, he was swept
slightly out of his course when midway
between the shore and his objective;
but he soon ' corrected this, and was

N ey

trouble than he had.

It was close upon eleven o’clock when
the side of the yacht was reached. We
lost no time going up the accominoda-
tion ladder, and tying up. The bo’sun
was still in the water, swimming about
like a fish. He came up to the boat,
caught hold-of it, and grinned. s

“Well?’ he asked. ‘ What about :t,
Handy 7’

Handforth grinned, too.

““ You’re a marvel, my son,” he said
frankly. ‘I didn’t think you’d be able
to do it. We’ve simply been wasting our
time, following you about. Why. T
believe you could swim the giddy
Channel, and look smiling . and cheerful
at the end of it I”*

The bo’sun laughed, just called, and
swam about for the sheer pleasure of
doing so.

““ Ain’t you coming in?”’ asked Church,
leaning over the water.
“ Not yet,”” said the bo’sun. “T feel
just fresh, and I’'m going to take a swim
round the yacht before landing.”

Handforth, _rather| shore, are you?”’

{ he came round.

‘““ Landing !”” said Handforth.

1] Whj’, :
you’re not going

to swim back to the

“Of course I'm not, vou ass!” sard
the bo’sun. ‘“I mean, before 1 come
on board!” . _

He struck out towards the stern of the
vessel, and we soon lost sight of his bob-
bing head in-the gloom of the night. It
was quite clear that he was in no danger,
and so we ran up to the deck, and then
went round to the other side of the
vessel, in order to catch sight of him as

-
-

But we saw no-sign of him for some
little time, and the reason for this was
known to us shortly afterwards. The

g him. | bo’sun, in fact, was experiencing some-
- We soon found that there was no need

thing which he had certainly not antici-
pated. | ‘ S -

Soon after turning the stern of the
vessel, he was striking out for the bows,
when he noticed that a small boat was
also making for the front part of.  the
yacht. Burton couldn’t quite under-
stand it, for he knew the boat did not

striking out for the Wanderer with the | belong to the yacht, and it struck him

same powerful stroke as before.

It was really a very praiseworthy
effort, for the cwrrent “was strong, and
the eddies were rather treacherous. But

as peculiar.

Being right down on the water-line,
he could easily see that the 'toat con-
tained two men, and they were rowing

the bo’sun was a marvellous swimmer,

and the task was nothing to him.. I-{maoner.

towards the yacht in a rather strange
The -bo’sun could see that

think I could have mamaged ‘it all right Itf}ey' were using their oars in such a way
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that thev made very little nofse—in
point of fact, the boat was approaching
as noiselesslv as possible. 'This incident
had something secrelive about it, and
the junior was rather puzzled.

“ Wonder what their game i1s?”” he
murmured to himself. ‘‘ They can’t be
coming to the yacht for anything at this
time of night. Besides, they’re making
for the wrong part—they’'re not going to
the accommodation ladder!”

He was curious, and he still swam
about, without making any noise, deter-
mined to watch the boat,. and to see
what it was doing. And the movements
of the two men inside were still more
puzzling after the bo’sun had been
watching for some time. The boat drew
right up to the bows of the yacht, and
thien was held firm by one of the men.
The other man appeared to be doing
something with a somewhat heavy
article which he held in his hand. It was
too dark for the bo’sun to really see
what the game was, but, at the same
time, he felt quite certain that these
men were up to no good.

He determined to wait a little longer
before showing himself.

Even after his somewhat arduous swim
the bo'sun was still quite fresh, and it
was no effort for him to remamn in the
watler and to watch the men in the
boat. |

The men did not remain long in their
present position, but, after a short while,
the boat moved off, slipped round the
bows. and rowed away as rapidly as
possible—allowing for the fact that the
onrsman plied his oars as quietly as pos-
sible. The whole proceeding struck the
bo'sun as being rather extraordinary.
Why had these men come to the Wan-
derer’ Why had they stopped at the
bows of the vessel, and what had they
done? Furthermore, what was the object
which the bo’sun had seen the men
handling?

The bo’sun was not the kind of fellow
to let a thing like this pass unheeded.
He swam round, saw that the boat was
making for the shore still, and then he
turned back, with the intention of in-
vestizating on the spot. But he had
not reached the vessel’'s side when a
voice floated down to him from the deck.
It was a whispered voice, and somewhat
hoarse.
~ *Is that you, bo’sun?’’ it demanded.

.. The bo'sun looked up.
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- ““ Who's that?"
Handy 7"’

“ Of course it's me,
svid Handforth. ‘ Why the thunder
don’t you come up?’’ | :

“I sha’n’t be long!"’ said Burton. “1I
just want to have a look at someth'ng
first.”’

‘““ Have a look afT something!” echoed
Handforth. ‘ What the dickens can you
look at down there—in this darkness,
too? If you don’t hurry up, vou'll get
the cramp, or something; 1it’s a fat-
headed 1dea to stick out there!”

““Yes, you'd better come up, bo’sun!”
I called down. ‘ What’s the i1dea of

swimming round the yacht like this?”’

“I've got a good reason for doing so,
matey!”” called up the bo’sun cheer-
fully. “1I don’t suppose I shall be long.
By the way, did you notice that boat
just now ?”’ |

“ What boat?’’ ‘

“Well, it's pretty clear that you
didn’t see it, so I’m not going into any
details now,” said Burton. “J] sha’'n't
be long before I'm up.”

He. refused to say any more, and we
stood against the deck pail, watching
him., We were rather surprised at his
actions, and wondered what in the world
e could be doing.

Tom Burton went to the exact spot
where the boat had been held, and he
looked up at the cream-painted side of
the yacht, with the idea of seeing if
there was anything there. He soon dis-
covered that there was. A small, dark
object was affixed to the side of the
vessel, and it projected outwards. From
above, of course, it was quite invisible,
and 1t would even have been inv sible
from a boat. But the bosun was gazing
up at 1t from the water-line, and he
could see it distinctly outlined against
the dark sky. -

““Now, I wonder what the blue Peter
that could be?” he murmured to himself.
“Well, T'll soon sce!”

He swam closer, grasped a chain that
was hanging loose, and pulled himseli
half out of the water. In this posilion
he was just able to reach the object, and
he séon found that it was a small wooden
box, and it was fixed to the vessel’s side
by means of some peculiar-looking
hooks.

Under any other circumstances, the
Bo’sun would not have given the matter

he asked. ¢ Is it }_'ou,-h

you dotty ass!”

a2 moment's thought—he would have sup-
posed that, the little box had a good



reason for being there. He would pro-
bably have come to the conclusion that
it was one of Lord Dorrimore’s 1deas—
perhaps some new patent instrument or
other. : | |
‘But the present circumstances were
quite exceptional. T
The Bo’sun knew that the boat had
come up secretly, and he had seen that
both the men in it were rough-looking
characters. What was. their object of
coming here—at dead of night—and fix-
ing something of a suspicious nature to
the- vessel’s side? It was more than
ever peculiar, and the Bo’sun was by no
means satisfied. -

His father was the captain of the
vessel, and what the Bo’sun didn’t know
about ships was hardly worth the trouble
of learning. And he was well aware of
the fact that an object of this kind,
secured to the bows of a vessel, was
decidedly unusual: It was only loosely

affixed, and the first wave that struck it}

after the yacht had got under way would
dislodge it from its hold. -

Tom Burton, in fact, was somewhat

alarmed, if the truth must be told. He
felt, inwardly, that here was something
which demanded instant investigation—
and, what was more, instant attention.

He lifted the wooden box slightly with
one hand, and, to his considerable sur-
prise, it came away, hung loose for &
second, and then dropped, with .a splash,
into the water,

“Souse my decks!”

Bo’sun. ‘“That’s done it !” :

He was rather dismayed, for he did not
knjrw what the box econtained, and now
thére tvas very little prospect of finding
it out. For 1t was heavy, and it un-
doubtedly sank with considerable speed.

" What the deuce are you up to down
there 7’ came a voice from above.

~ The Bo’sun looked up, and saw several
juniors leaning over the rail. -
'*“ I say, you fellows, just fetch the first
officer, will you?’’ asked the Bo’sun.
{ was among those on deck.

** What do we want to fetch the first
officer for?”’ I asked. |

** There’s something I want to say to
him,” said Burton. ‘It might be rathe:
important.” | .

" My dear chap, can’t you say any-
thing to us?”’ I asked. *‘‘ What is the
idea, of swimming about''like this, when
you ought to be up here with us. In
fact, yau ought to he in your bunk, fast

muttered the

"
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asleep. What was

now 7’

““That’'s what I want (o tadk to ilke
first officer about,”” said the DBo'sun.
““ That splash you just heard was caused
by a wooden box which I just dropped
mto the sea. I found it hanging to the
side of the ship!”

‘““Found it hanging to the side !’ re-
peated Handforth. ¢ What rot!”

-1 tell you I did find it hanging to the
side,”’ ‘called up the Bo’sun. ‘It was
put there not five minutes ago by two
men who came up in a boat. Souse me !
I don’t know what it all means!”’

We were all considerably puzzled.

“ What’s the silly ass talking about ?”’
muttered Watson.

“I'm blessed if I know!” T said.
‘‘ But the Bo’sun isn’t an ass, you know.
He must have some pretty good reason
for swimming about down there.”’

““But he said something about a
wooden box !’ said Watson.

“J know he did,” I replied. *‘ He
said 1t was fixed to the side of the ship
by two men who came up a little while
ago 1n a boat.””

‘“Begad! We didn’t see anythin’ of a
boat, dear old boys!” murmured Sir
Montie. -

““That doesn’t mean to say there
wasn’t a boat there,”” I replied. ‘‘ The
Bo’sun saw it, and he’s evidently sus-
picious. There seems something queer
about this, my sons !’

I leaned over the rail. Y

‘““ Aren’t you coming up, Bo'sun?” 1
called down.

““Yes; I think I'd better!” said Bur-
ton. ‘1 can talk to the first officer when
}Ix get on deck. The captain isn’t up, 1s

e?’? ,

“T don’t think so,”” I replied. ‘‘ But
what on earth do you want lo speak to
your dad about 7’

“T’'lIl tell you when
said the Bo’sun. ;

- We saw hiumn turn away, and he started
swimming alongside the yacht, towards
the gccommodation ladder. And just at
that very moment something of a very
startling nature took place—something
which we had certainly' not anticipated,
and which absolutely took us by surprise.

Without the slightest warning, there
came a dull, boomimng thud from beneath
us—the sound of a ﬁeavy explosion, far
under the water. A shudder ran through-
out the length of the Wanderer, and she
heaved as.she Iay in the river. The next

that splash  just

I get up there,”
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moment there was a tremendous splash-
_ing of waves, and the yacht heaved right

over, and I caught a fleeting vision of |

the Bo'sun being flung clean through the

air, and into the river agamn a moment

later,
“Good heavens!” I gasped. ‘ What
the dickens——"

l\‘l\:l ' wmraa
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“Yes—he's still in
replied. : 3

The first officer hurried away, and it
. was not long before other people came
on deck, including Captain Burton him-
self. Nelson Lee came up, too, to say
nothking of Lord Dorrimore. Both the

the water,”” 1

latter were .attired- in their pyjamas

nn\! xr

| than ample time to make our _escape.
L
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Nevertheless, the affair would have been
serious enough, since it would have de-
layed our departure for Brazil almost
indefinitely. In fact, we could not have
gone on the trip at all.” |

““ Souse me!”’ exclaimed the Bo’sun,
rather staggered. | .

““ But who could have done 1it, sir?”
I asked. ‘“ Who, in all the name that’s
wicked, would have -tried to sink the
yacht? Bo’sun hasn’t got an enemy,
and I’'m jolly certain the thing was de-
liberate.” » ’

Nelson Lee pursed his lips.

‘*“It seems to me, Nipper, that Lord
Dorrimore has got an enemy,” he re-
marked” rather grimly. ‘ But who that
enemy is we must simply imagine. The
affair is decidedly mysterious, and I
am greatly exercised in mind.” -
h Dorrie himself came up, scratching his

ead. .

‘“ Well, it beats me, old man!”’ he ex-
claimed, addressing the guv’nor. ‘* Ac-
cording to all I could hear, some con-
founded fellow, with a keen eye for the
inelodramatic, attempted -to send this
little packet to the bottom of the Thames

into the mud. The explosion we heard

was a pretty powerful one, and if it had
happened on the surface—well, good-
night to the Wanderer!”’

‘“ You have to thank the Bo’sun, here,
for saving the yacht——"’ -

“Swab me!” protested the Bo’sun.
“1 didn’t do anything to speak of. As
a matter of fact, I didn’t know there
was any danger at all. It was simply a
stroke of luck !”’

Nelson Lee smilingly shook his head.

“1 can’t quite agree with that, my

boy,”” he said. *“ You kept your eyes
open, and you used your wits to advan-
tage. If you had been at all dull, the
explosion would have occurred before
you coui&d have had time to dislodge the
bomb to its resting-place.’’

“Well, T am soused if I know what
to make of it!”’ said Tom Burton. I
suppose it’s no good scouting about?

There’s no chance of finding the rotters:

who did the trick?”’

‘I hardly think so, Burton,’ said Nel-
son Lee. ‘‘ They have had ample time
to get away. 1 have certain suspicions,
however, “which might possibly madterial-
13¢ In something a bit later on.”

- " Suspicions, guv’nor ?’’ I repeated.

i‘ "! Exactly, Nipper,”” said Nelson Lee.
"“Some little time ago I noticed a
feculiar little hunchback man loitering

27

about the shore. 1 observed him for
some little time through my binoculars,
and I was struck by the fact that he
appeared to be singularly interested in
the Wanderer. 1 think it is quite possi-
ble that this hunchback has something
to do with the attempt to blow up ihe
vessel.” | ’ -

I.ord Dorrimore was grunting.

‘““ Hang it all, old man, we sha'n't do
anything now,” he said. ‘‘ We're sailing
the first thing in the morning,” he said.
‘““ And there’s no time fo get busy. The
rotters won’t have time to play any more
monkey tricks with the yacht, anyhow !’

Neverthless, Nelson Lee ordered Lord
Dorrimore to give orders to send a boat
out at once, in order to see if any trace
could be found of the two men who
attempted the outrage. Captain Burton
himself was quite keen upon this, and
not one boat, but three, were dispatched,
and we waited till they returned.

~The result was somewhat disappoint-
ing, for all three boats reported that they
had seen nothing suspicious, and there
was nothing whatever to tell. By this
time 1t was fairly early in the morning,
and it was hardfy worth while turning
in, |
However, after things had seltled
down, we went to our cabins. Mean-
while, .Captain Burton had put on a
treble watch, and there was no chance
whatever of a second attempt being
made. " Tommy Watson, Tregellis-West,
and I were awakened by a loud blowing’
of the vessel’s siren, and we lost no time
in turning out. | |
The morning was brilhiant, the sun
shining gloriously. The whole Thames
was looking at its best, and the weather
could not have been more perfect for
our departure. When we turned out on"
deck, five or ten minutes later, we found
that a good many others were up, too.
“Off to blazing Brazil, my bonny
boys !’ exclaimed Handforth; as We ap-
peared on deck. ‘“By George, this 1s
going to be the best holiday we’ve ever
had "~ k | | S
“I hope so!” I said. “In any cagse,
we shall have some excitement—there's
no doubt about that. Brazil isn't the
kind of country one can go to and stag-
nate. Besides, we’ve got a definite
object in view. But we ought to he
getté?g_ down the stream before long—

| ““Great Secott!’ exclaimed McCIure_

sudd_enlj. “ Look—look over there!’
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-

““ Look where!" said Handforth, star-
ing.

“ Over—over to the
Church. “ My goodness!
see who 1t 187"

- ¢ Those—Llhose chaps in the boat?"

We walked to the rail, and we both
stared at a small boat which was cominy
across the water from the quay. And
we all stared very hard. For there was
no doubting who the occupants of that
boat were. One of them was an ordinary
walerman, and the other three were
juniors. And at the very first glance we
recognised them.

““ I"ullwood and Co!”
Watson. .

“Begad ! satd Montie, addressing his
glasses.

““ What—what the thunder does this
mean "' roared Handforth.
and those other cads!”

There was a note of dismay in the
many exclamations.

‘““ Do the silly asses think they’ll be
allowed to come with us?” I said. * Of
all the nerve! TFancy the rotters commg
to the yacht like this—just as we're
about to depart!”’

‘““] expect they've got an idea that
Dorrie will have pity on them and allow
them to come along !’ said Tommy Wat-
son. * If so. they’ll have a disappoint-
ment. I'll bet Dorrie won't have them
on board at any price!”’

““ Rather not, dear old boy!" said Sir
Montie. .

‘““ We'll soon see, anyhow,”” I. said.
““ There's no need to get excited, my
sons. Fullwood and Co. aren’t coming
with us!”

Handforth grinned. :

““ This 1s rather good !”” he suid. ** We
shall have a little bit of pleasure before
starting off. It’ll be simply glorious to
see Fullwood and Co. get the boot off the
accommodation ladder. Don't say any-
thing % 3JLord Dorrimore yet.” Let the
chaps e on board first !™

““ That's the idea!” grinned McClure.

The boat containing Fullwood and Co.
drew nearer. And at length 1t came
alongside the little ladder at the bottom
of the accommodation ladder. The Nuts
came on board, and mounted to the deck.
all of them looking extremely cheerful
and full of confidence. To my consider-
able surprise, I observed that there were
three large cabin trunks in the boat also.
These ware now

2N

shore said
Don’t you

Ld

velled Tommy

-calmly.

“ Fullwood |
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“ Luggage and ail!” I exclaumed.
“Well, that takes the giddy bun!” "

“It's simply a try-on,”” said Watson.’
“The rotters are attempting to throw
themselves upon the party by coming
along at the last moment. But Dorrie
won't be such an ass! He'll soon give
them the order of the boot!”

Ralph Leslie Fullwood lounged to-
wards us. He was attired in a beauliful
white flannel suit, and he looked spick
and span from toe to crown. There was
no doubt that Fullwood could look very
smart when he liked. Gulliver and Bell
were also immaculate to a degree.

Fullwood hodded to us.

** Good-morning, you chaps!" he said
“ Lovely morning for sailing,
what 7"’ |

Handtorth sneered.

““ You—you rotter!” he exclaimed
grimly. * If you think you're jolly well
going to stay on board, you're mistaken !
If Lord Dorrimore doesn’t pitch you off,
I’'ll do it myself—I'll take hold of you.
one after the other, and throw you over
into the water!”

Fullwood grinned.

““No, you won't!"” he said. *‘ We are
the guests of Lord Dorrimove !

*“The guests!" yelled Church. “* Why,
you haven’t been invited !” ”

““Oh, haven't we?” said Gulliver.
““ That’s all you know, my son!”

I faced the Nuts with a determined ex-
pression on my face.

*“ Look here, Fullwood,’ I said quietly,
* this game won’'t do. You seem to
think that you'll be able to come on
this trip by appearing at the last mo-
ment. . But I don't see——"

" My dear chap,’”’ said Fullwood, with
a yawn, °‘ there’s no reed for you to
preach—there’s no need for you to say
anythin’ at all. And it may interest you
to know that we are the guests of Lord
Dorrimore himself. We've been ex-
pressly invited. We've got our parents’
permission, and we've come!”

“ Lord Dorrimore invited I
repeated sharply.

“Yes, he did!”

- “ When 7"

““ Oh, before the holidays!"’ siid Full-
wood. *‘‘ Before we left St. Frank’s, you
know. Dorrie found us in the Triangle
one night, and he invited us to come.
But we knew what a lot of cads you
were, so we planned things.”

you?”’

N SR D DRI T PR
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being hoisted up to the |

“ What do you mean?” demanded

TXT | R .
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“« Well, I' was pretty certain that you,

ould kick up a fuss if you knew that
ge were comirr)lg,” said Fullwood. - * So
Dorrie advised us to wait until the last
moment, and to come on board just
before the yacht sailed.” :

«“ You whopping bounder!” roared
Handforth. "I don’t believe a word of
it} It’s all swank—it’s all spoof! You’ve
never been invited, and you’re hoping
that Lord Dorrimore will—"’

‘““ Here comes his lordship himself !”’
interrupted Fullwood calmly.

Dorrie came strolling along the deck,

and he -grinned as he observed the three |

newcomers, ,
- “ Got here, then?’’ he said cheerfully.
““ 1 thought you were going to miss the
boat, you young beggars!”

“We timed it just right, sir,” said
Fullwood. ‘ -

All the rest of us stared hard.

“Do—do you mean to say, Dorrie,

that you invited these rotters to come
along with us?’ I shouted, grabbing
Dorrie by the coat-sleeves. ““ Do you
mean to tell me that you planned all
this,;, without telling us a word about
it ? : .

‘““There’s no need to get excited,
youngster,”” said Dorrie. ““ Of course 1
planned 1t—of course I invited them.
You don’t .think they’d come on board
without being asked, . do you? They
seemed frightfully upset at being left

behind, and all that, so I told them they ‘combined efforts to prevent him from

could come if they wanted to. Their
parents wrote to me, and said that every-
thing was O.K., so what is there to worry
gbo%;?” ' |

““Oh, my goodness!”” said Handforth
‘blankly.

“The more the merrier,”” went on
Lord Dorrimore. ‘‘ We've got heaps of
room on board, and these three fellows
were so cut up.that I simply had to
mvite - them.”” '

- Fullwood and Co. glanced at us with
expressions of positive triumph.

“Well 77 said Fullwood sneeringly.
““What about it?”’

‘““What about it!” yelled Handforth.
“If Lord Dorrimore is content. to have
you on board, I'm not! I'm going to
pitch you overside—and I'm going to do
1t now, you gloating rotters!”

Fullwood turned quickly,

... Look here, sir, do you allow this?”
he asked. ‘* Handforth is threatening to
throw us—"’

|

|
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““ ITandforth is a reckless young ass!”
interrupted Dorrie calmly. *‘‘ He doesn't
know what he’s talking about half the
time. It’s all right. When he isn't quite

so excited, he’ll be more reasonable.”

“ But—but——"

Handforth looked flabbergasted,
especially when Lord Dorrimore walked
away.

“ It’s no good, Handy,” I said. ‘“It’s
too late to kick up a fuss now. We shall
be slipping down the Thames within half
an hour.. The voyage has practically
started already. We've got to resign
ourselves to the fact that Fullwrod and
Gulliver and Bell are coming with us.””

The Nuts grinned at us, and strolled
down the deci.

‘“Pear old boys, this is simply shockin’
—it is, really - said Sir Montie gravety.
““It 1s more than I bargained for, you
know. To have Fullwood an’ those cads
on board all the time will be appallin’!”

‘“ That’s not the word!”’ said Watson.

““We sha’n’t enjoy the trip at all! I've
a dashed good mind to go ashore!”
: “Don’t be an ass, Tommy,” I said.
‘ The only -thing we can do is to grin
and bear it. It’s quite plain that Full-
wood worked on Dorrie’s feelings—you
know what a soft chap Dorrie is. Those
cads evidently spoofed him right up to
the neck. Well, they’re on board now,
and 1t’s no good making a fuss,” s

But Handforth was very much inclined
to make a fuss, and it needed all our

hurling himself at Fullwood on the spot.
Since the Nuts were especially invited,
we could do absolutely nothing. |

The yacht was Lord Dorrimore’s, and
the cads of Study A were Dorrie’s guests.
It was not for us to say whether they
should come or not.

At the same time, ‘it was distinctly up-
setting, and the fellows didn’t like it at
all. Pitt and Somerton and_the others
were indignant and angry, and, if the
place had been a different one, Fullwood
and Co. would have fared badly. L

They had deliberately plotted _t-];is
affair. They had set to work with all
the cunning they could command—a con-
siderabie quantity—and they had suc-
ceeded 1in. hoodwinking the genial
Dorrie. | :

But, as I had said,
to make objections. | G

Fullwood and Co. had been invited.
and Fullwood and Co. would have to

it was too .laf-b'
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como. It would spoil our holiday a bit,
but, on the other hand, the Nuts’

presence would possibly have another
effect. We should be able to punch at
least three noses when we were feeling
ratty over something or other.

Watson's sister, Violet, appeared on
deck soon afterwards, and Tommy lost
no time in telling her of what had hap-
pened.  Violet had already met Full-
wood and Co. down below, and she was
by no means impressed.

‘““How are we going to stick 1t?”
asked De Valerie. ‘*1'm blessed if I
know what we can do, you chaps. It’ll

be simply awful !"

““Whell, it's no good crying over spilt
milk,”" said Reginald Pitt. ‘" All we can
do 1s to make the best of 1it. It’s simply
awful, having Fullwood and Co. on
board, but there you are. These things
will happen, even on the best regulated
yachta. It’s all happened because Dorrie
13 such a good-hearted bounder.”

I didn’t hke 1t at all, and I had antici-
pated a pleasant voyage, with nobody
but friends around me. But now that
Fullwood and (Co. were on board, there
was bound to be trouble sooner or later.

However, I decided to have a word
with the trio without delay.

While the others were engaged in
watching the preparations for departure,
I ran Fullwood and Co. to earth, in the
cabin which had been allotted to them.
They were quite cool and comfortable.

“Well 7" said Fullwood, as I entered.
““Anything you want?”’

“Yes,” I replied grimly.
word with you fellows——"

‘*“ Sorry—we’re busy just now.”

““Then you'd better cease being busy
—until I've finished,” I said. * I'm not
going to inquire how you spoofed Dorrie
into inviting you. I don’t suppose you'd
tell me the truth, anyhow.”

““That's quite probable,”” said Full-
wood smoothly.

““I can guess how you managed it,” I
went on. ‘* Well, I just want to tell you

_that you've got to behave yourselves
while you're on this trip. If you attempt
any of your usual cad’s tricks, you'll get

“T waunt a
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wiped up. The first time I catch either
of you with a cigarette, ['ll give you a
black eye.” ’

Fullwood yawned.

“ If. you spring your old games here,
you'll be slaughtered,”” I said. ‘ I'mn
speaking plain%, mind; and I mean it,
We can’t kick you ashore, as we'd like
to, but, we can keep you in order.”

Fullwood nodded. ‘

“If you've quite finished, I shall be

obliged if you'll close the door,” he
remarked. *‘* You might make a point
of gettin’ outside first. We're not at

St. Frank’s now, an’ you can go to the
We'll behave as we like, an’ not
accordin’ to your silly orders!™

I opened the cabin door. -

** Well, remember what I said!” I
exclaimed. ¢ It'll be worth whie, my
sons. If you haven’t got sense enough
to keep yourselves in order, we’ll do 1l
for you. And we'll do it so well that
you'll wish you'd never come.”

I walked out of the cabin without
another word, knowing full well that (he
Nuts took no heed to my words. It was
up to them. If they behaved themselves
decently, all would be O.K. If they
didn’t—well, trouble would follow.

My fears were destined to be fulfilled
before so very long, for Fullwood and
Co. were certainly booked to cause a
large amount of trouble on that voyage
—and afterwards.

We slipped down the Thames from
Tilbury i the early morning, and before
long were out in the wide mouth of the
Thames, passing Southend and Whit-
stable and Margate. Then we went oui
into the open Channel, and the actual-
voyage to blazing Brazil had commenced.

What excitements and adventures we .
should experience up the Amazon we did
not know, but I had an idea in my mind
that the trip would be full of thrills and
full of dangers. - ¢

As events turned out, I was not wrong.
Our adventures beneath tropical skies
were to surpass all other events that had
ever happened to us.

Lord Dorrumore's quest had commenced
in edrnest ! o

TILE END. .

“BOUND FOR BRAZIL!"

is the next S_toryl of
the Great St. Frank’s
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A Tale of Ltfe and Adventure in the North-West.

INTRODUCTION. |
" Mwo brothers, Jack and Teddy Royce, with

thezr chum, Gerald Telford, are trying their |-

luck in the wilds of North-West Canada. A

plan of a gold mine is stolen from them by
three ruffians—Connell, Olesen and Snaith.
Teddy and Gerald follow the rascals, but are
captured and forced to work for the men. They
make a spiriled altempl to escape. Later, ]
Connell disappears into the forest. Left to the
mercy of+the other two villains, the boys are
bound and put into a canoe, which is pushed
down stream in the direction of some falls. As
they are nearing destruction they observe a
camp fire on the di-tant bank. Their call for
help 1s. answered by a canoe setting out to
'overtake them.

¥ow read on.)

A Race for Life.

l | SAY,’ said Teddy suddenly, * don’t
it secem to:.you that we're travelling
. a lot faster? And look!
: , narrowing! We're getting near the
falls!” = . '

Gerald sighed. It was true. The canoe
was travelling much more swiftly now. than
it had previously travelled; and, experience
told him this was what gener.allv happened
to a canoe when it gets nearér to a drop-
away in the river’s level.
 The din of ‘the falls grew louder mnow.
They had a sad, mournful note, perhaps
not unpleasant to listen to—or it would
not have been unpleasant had fthese two
listeners been better placed to appreciate
their sound.

But above the rumble of the falling waters
came another hail, and, looking back, the
boys thought they ‘could’ see something dark
and indistinct moving out:on to the bosom
of the river.-

““Chap’s
shouted Gerald.
whoever _he is!’’

coming, in' another canoef”
‘““Oh, the dear old chap,

He raised his voice again and shrieked,
.:s };]hough hOpmrr to draw his rescuer nearer
0o him

He was right; there was a man in a
camnoe, headmg dmﬂonally rrom the bank in
their direction.

But the boys’ canoe was now speeding
along like a racehorse. To be sure, it
was travelling without the aid of any!

- paddle, hut the speed -the flimsy craft: gob

1

The river’s |

seemed to come very close together.

-even though

up was surprising.

The man who was Tollowmg them had:
a paddle, and he -was using it lustily;;
but the boys who now never tock their eyes.
off him, seemed sure, in their distress, that
he was not gaining on them; or, if gammg,
but very slowly.

Their canoe turned another bend just here.
and the banks of the stream suddenly seemed
to raise themselves into hills, while- they
Almost,
it now seemed, as though they were ruehmg
along at breakneck speed between the walig
of a big canyon, with ever-narrowing bounds..

Now the din of the falls was immense,
they were approaching them
from the top. ey '

“T think he's gaining on us!’” cried
Gerald. ‘‘ Yes, so he is! He's got right.
into the current himself, rand-—my goodneee!
What a stroke!” '

- As a matter of fact, the pursumg canoe
was gaining on them hand over flst. But to
the boys, in their suspense, it seemed as
though the decrease in distance’ between
them  was very small, and slow in bemﬂ"
brought about, . v
Sy

“Will he do it?'" panted Teddy.
. shouted Geram

he'll do it, Gerald!”

““ He's doing his best!”
excitedly ; indeed, so excited in the chase was®
he now that his fear of the death that
loomed so closely ahead took a very second
place in his thoughts.

And the man certainly was doing hiy. best'
He drove his paddle deep into the wat
and sent ‘his canoe leaping along down t

Every strol

now pretty turgid stream.

| brought bim nearer the boye
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They could now see fairly well how hard
he was straining to succour them. They
“could see he had his head well bent, that
he was on his 'knees, dnd getting out all
~ the effort he was capable of. i

At length, when the boys’ canoe was -bob-
‘bing somewhat dizzily in the swift current,
the ncse of the. pursuing canoe came &0
close to Gerald and Teddy that, had they
had: their hands free, they could have
reached out astern and caught it. But, be-
ing as bhey were, they could only wateh.

It was plain that the man -astern-of: them
had yet no idea. that they were bound-hand
and foot, for, all at once, he stopped padd-
ling, threw his g)addle down to - the ;bottom
of his canoe, and shuffied his way forward on
his knees. 'His craft drifted ~downstream,
keeping pace with the boys. - _ . = T

¢ Catch!” they heard him roar at.’length;
and a rope whizzed over -the-<heads of
Gerald and Ted2y. B a5,
" But the boys could not throw out their
hands to oatch it; and as the man began to
_draw back on the rope, they watlched its
enll disappear, and groaned. |
““ What's up?’’ they heard the man shout.
" Then "he seized his paddle again, urged his
canoe forward again, until it was running
broadside on to the boys' craft.

Gunnel touched gunnel. 7The man leaned
-over.

“ Why~—""he cried.

“Tt's Jack!” Teddy yelled.

““Oh, Jack,

we're bound!”’ | .'

‘“ (besh ! exclaimed Jack f{oyce, for it was
indeed Teddy's big brother. “ Bound!”

Both canoes drifted downstream together,
whaile the elder Royce stared at ‘his brother
and his chum. | |

The roar of the falls grew louder.

Then the elder Royce stirred himself into
fresh action. The time to effect a rescue
was all too short; the falls, he knew, were
not two hundred yards downstream mnow.

There -was @« small ring fixed to the stern
of the Jounger hoys’ canoe, and to this
Jack aflixed his rope, which he again affixed
to a shnilar ring in his own craft, so that
only about fcur feet of hemp stretched be-
tween the two. Then he seized his paddle
anew, and began what ‘he ever afterwards
believed to be the hardest spell of work he
had ever done in his life. y

He got hiz own and the other canoe turned
‘round safely, but, when he strove to paddle
straight towards the schore, the current
- caught the broadside-on canoes and seemed
determined to suck them both down and
over the dreadful ecdge of the falls so near.

Jeck strained at the paddle like a madman.
"H7 strength always was enormous; but he
“.would have thanked Heaven for twice’ the
etrength 'he had at just: this moment.

But he persevered, although his breath
soon began to come and go in painful ecoughs.
“He' fought that river desperately, and, an
iinch at a time, he conquered it. But it was’
a long, grim struggle, and the. two: boys

he war sayving etrained aund tugged at their -

-
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bonds anew, striving to release themselves
in order “that they might, with  the paddle"
they knew Snaith had left in their canoe, -
lend their strength te Jack's aid.

‘But they could not help him .a" jot.- Jaek
had to fighy the fight singlehanded. Ilike
the good Britisher he was. Like _all other

‘Britons, he fought all the better for Aghting

against mighty odds. g
His victory wase a triumph when it was
accomplished. And accomplished it was-after
half- an hour .of heartrending struggle. At
length, as the big lad was sure his-strength
ywould give. out, as he felt his -aching arms
and shoulders refusing to obey: the impuise
of his -brain, the struggle became less acute,
and both canoes were -close inshore.

Before. he. rested, Jack .secured. them to a

| small tree that grew literally .in-the water.

Then he lay back in the bottom of his own

‘canoe, and gasped and choked, and . waited

for his strength -to come back to him.
Which at length it did. .

His first action was to sever the bonds. of®
the ‘boys. -Then he assisted them ashore..
When their feet touched solid ground again,
both' Gerald and Teddy felt they could-have-
kissed mother earth, for they had not
thought to feel their feet on firm gronnd
again, ' | 3

Their limbs were- cramped by the confine-
ment their 'bonds had caused. Some -hard
rubbing, and much stretching was necessary
ere they could walk. At length, however,
Jack Royce gave them an arm apiece and
piloted them towards the camp-fire he had
been-  sitting .over :when.sfiret ..Gerald .and

‘Teddy had-seén him.~ :

“ How did you happen t6 be here?” was
the first question Teddy asked his brother.
" The surveying gang’'s camped here for the
night,”” answered the elder Royce. * But
what I want to kmow is, how did you get
into that mess, and where have you -been
all these days?” .

““We've been oprisoners in the hands of
that Chap Johnson, the big Swedc, and the
cook,” answered Teddy. ‘‘We'll tell you all
about it to-meorrow, old chap.” He was
dog tired. 'He had had no proper rest for
many nights, and the work ‘his captors had
put him and (erald through prior to their
final act had worn both Gerald and.Teddy
out eompletely. o

Indeed, Teddy's head even now was resting
on his brother’s stalwart shoulder. He was
only a youngstér, anyhow, and he had gone
through much cof late. '

““To-morrow'll do,"” said Jack. *‘‘ What
about the cook, though, Gerald? He's the
felfow who batted me on the head, I know.
I never connected his disappearance from
ghe camp with yours, though, I must con-
“I'm afraid he’'s dead,” esaid Gerald. *“1I
think Johnson murdered him. i0h, yes, old
chap; we've got a lof t0 tell you! We've
got- to thank you for eaving.us to-night,

too.” L e
(To be Continued.) -

&y
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! > The whole Class likes the fellow who doesn’t forget to hand out
' some of his WRIGLEY’S to the other boys. S
He is top of the Form in Popularitv. whatever he may be in
other ‘‘subjects.’’ .
For everybody loves

—

9 FLAVOURS -
It’s something to ‘“chew at' while {raining. It tastes so mighty
good, and it’s so good for keeping one fit and strong.

| All good ** Tuck '’ Shops sell WRIGLEY'S, and there are 8 Flavours
l to choose from, as illustrated below.

See how the fellows will crowd around if you show thim
WRIGLEY'S, - | -
It is the Cheapest as well as the Best of all *“tuck.”

. THE -
FLAVOUR OF °
CRUSHEDRIRE F

‘Sealedgl]g;}ft Z)d. Per! paCke . i Eﬂg;?:r
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WRIGLEY'S, Lid., 235, Westminstcr Bridee Road. London., SE I,
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ON NO ACCOUNT MISS

{ THE GLUE OF THE GOLDEN HMH”

A Thrilling Detective Novel, introducing *
SEXTON BLAKE and TINKER.

See This Week's UNION JACK §i

LIBRARY.

’ % O,
Don’tWearaTruss., 5
Brooks’ - Appliance is a new - .
scientific ~discovery with auto-
maticgair_cushions that draws
th i broken™ parts together, and
binds’; them™ as ™ you - would- a
broken »slimb. It absolutely
holds “irmly and comiortably,
and never slips. Always light
and~"7ool, and conforms to
every movement of the, body
~ithout .<chafing or hurting.
We n]ake it to your measure, -
and sendit to you on a strict™ = Qe
guarafitée-. of, satisfactiébn or S
money '-refundcd and we have
put our price so low that anybody, rich or poor.
san buy it.- Remember, we make it to your order
—send='it to you—you wear it—and if it doesn’t
satisfy you, you send it back to us, and we will
refund your money. That is the way we do busi-
r.uss—a}\na}s absolutgly on the  square—and we
have S0ld to tllousands of people this way for the
past ten . years. B.emember we use ho salves, no
harness, 110 *li¢s, "'no fakes. We just- give you a
straight buqmess deal at a reasonable pr:ce

- BROOKS APPLIANCE Co,.,,

0B) 80, Chancery Lane, London, w.c é
‘ r‘te at onc: Jor our Illusiraled Booklet,

-~

Carriage Paid. Fifteen Day: F ree Trial.
- LOWESY * . EASY PAYMEHT

| CASH PRICES. -~ TERMS. =
Prompt Delivery. Second-hand Cycles
i CHEAP, Accessorles at populae
§ Prices.~ Write for Free Lists and
§ - Special Offer of Sample Bicycle.

| ME A CYCLE CO. Ino.
Dept, B 607, "~
BALS “ALL = HEATH, BIRMINGHAN

WATCH YOURSELF s

CROW & Sntem,

Mr. Briggs reports 5 ms ’
mcrease Driver E.F., 3
ins.; Séiman Mosedale
i'ins No drugs; no ‘aps
pliances. Health, and
physique imptoved.s Send
ad. stamps for particu-
lars- and £100 Guaran-
tee to the Girvan Sysztem,
Dept. N.M.P., 17, Stroud
Green Road. London. N. 4.

ﬂ
BOYS, BE YOUR OWN PRINTERS

- and make. extra pocket-money, by
using The Petit—' Plex-’ Dupllcator.
Makes pleasing numerous:copies’of
NotepaperHeaQings BusipessOards,
‘Sportg Fixtures, * Scoring Cards,
- Plans, 8School f,Pu‘blma'tions.}quw- .
ings,- Map% ugic:aShorthand;*Pro- -
grammea. otices, etc., in a variet.y

pretty: colduts. ‘-Send _Jor;one ra. 3

DAY P 6/6, com 1ete “with. ll
suppliés “Faréiphor ers llﬁext.

.B. PODMOR G%;
N.L.oSouth'port‘ d. atp B?
69, Chancery Lane:London, W.C.

PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz. 12 by 10 EN.-
LARGEMENTS. 8d. ALSO CHEAP = PHOTO
MBTERIAL:® CATALOGUE - AND- SAMPLES
FREE.—HACKETTS, July Road, Liverpool.- -

CURLY HAIR !—* My bristles were made curlyina
few days,”’ writes R. Welch. ** Curlit’ curlsstrajghtest-
" halr, 1/3 2/6 (l}d stampw accepted). —SUMMEBS (Dept.
A P.), 81, Upper Russell Street, BRIGHTON.

MAGIG TRICKS,—1llusions, etc. Parcels, 2/6, 5/6,

and 10/6. Sample Triék 1/-. T, W, HARRISON,
239, ’entonville RoadyLondon,-N. 1. -
m
3 Be sure and mention ‘‘THE
gl NELSON LEE LJBRARY ” when

DO YOU LACK.SELF-CONFIDENCE?—Do
you suffer from. nerv ndlgesglx_pnconstxpat:on
lack of ‘energy or will Y ? "You. can acquire
strong nerves, which will giv absolute self-
confidence .if you use the Mento: t,reng:hen- -
ing Treatment. Merely send 3 penny s for
articulars. —GODFRY ELLIOTT- SMITF{ Ltd..
mperml Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London EC4

CHOGOLATE CLUBS. — =

Agents wanted. Good remuneration. No out-
lay. Bpst makes only supplied. . Particulars
iree. «-SAMULEL DRIVER, South--Market,
llunslet Lane, Leeds. o =

-

CUT THIS OUT. .
The Nelson Lee Library. Pen Coupon. Vaiue 2d.

sund this coupon with P.O. for only 5/- direct to
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet St., London,
E.C:4.  In return )ou will receive (post free) a
snlendid British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet
Fountain~Pen, value 10/¢. If you  save 12 further
coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so
you may send. 13 coupons, and only 3/-. Say
whether 'you want a fine, medium, or broad nib.
This great offer is made to introduce the famous
Fleet Pen.to THE-NELSON LEE LIBRARY readers.

Special Safety Model, 2/- extra

m
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