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Butf his nerves were steady as he gazed down. His heart was thumping
rapidly, and far below he could see lights. One or two of them were moving
about. It was clear that men were down there, carrying lanterns or torches.
And Handforth tried to get a true picture of the pit.
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terprise.

all

and tries to

A rousing story ,'df '_-thé ‘- ff;nious
Juniors of St. Frank’s, who are the

* guests of their old friend, Lord Dorri-
- more, on board The Wanderer. The

sporting peer had been cruising

“around the South Seas in his yacht,

looking for adventure, when  he

- stumbled upon an -island bearing

evidence of mysterious inhabitants,

who appear -to be engaged on some secret en-

Determined to investigate, Lord

Dorrie sails for Los Angeles, where he picks
. up Nelson Lee and the Holiday Party, and they
| proceed to this strange island. Captain
~ Hurricane, the unprincipled skipper of the
Henry R. Cane, hears about Dorrie’s project,

scuttle The Wanderer, “Captain

~ Hurricane is a desperate man who gives no quarter
nor expects any. He is a terror to the high seas,
and it is clear that he is interested in some shady

business connected with the island.

THE EDITOR.

The Narrative Related
Throughout by Nipper.
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- CHAPTER L
HANDFORTH MAKES UP HIS MIND.
RALI-‘H LESLIE FULLWOOD lounged

languidly in a deck chair, under the

- awning on the promenade deck of
£l the steam yacht, Wunderer.
i  were Gulliver and Bell, his two par-
ticular chums of Study A, - :

And Fullwood and Co. were enioying a
smoke, B ' -
_‘“Pretty good idea, borrowin’ these cigs
from Dorrie’s box,” remarked Fullwood, as
he blew forth "a fragrant puff;” We're guist

~With

here, too—no danger of bein' disturbed in
this coruser.” '

““I think we ought to have waited until
the party set off,”” said Bell. ‘ Might be
a bit awkward if Mr. Lee spotted us.” -

“Rot!”? said T'ullwood. **They're all too
busy to care about us.” |

It was night and Lord Dorrimore's well-
appointed vacht was lylng at anchor in a
protected little bay, just off the coast oi
Dorrimore Island. His lordship himself had
given the island this name.

It was really a tiny, barren islet in the

wide expanse of the Pacific Ocean. severw



days’> sail from the Californian coast. Over-
head, the stars were shining, but there was
no moon,

And the land was enshrouded in gloom.

There were very few signs of aetivity on
board the Wanderer. There were no indica-
tions that a perilous task was about to be
embarked upon by an intrepid party, led
Ly Nelson Lee,

And yet, this was the case. It really
seemed that there could be no purpose in
going ashore, The yacht had dropped her
anchor just as dusk had been falling, and
~the juniors had seen a peculiarly-shaped
island, barren of all vegetation except for
two IH}I palm trees at the aumm:t. of the

big hi

This hill, in fact, was the island.

It was somethmg like the top of a
mountain stuck out of the water. True,
there was a short, sandy heach all the way
round, but the island was in no sense similar
to others in the South Seas.

There was no luxuriant growth of grass,
wild flowers, and so forth. That bzg central
hill of the island was just a rocky eminence—
with rough, jagged sides, and a most
depressing appearance.

-Roughly speaking, the island was about
three miles long by two miles wide—really
an insignificant little pinpoint of land in all
that vast expanse of ocean. 1t lay well out
of the course of all shipping, and was
scarcely ever visited. There was no water
supply there that was known, and no ship
Irad any reason for paying a call.

And yet the Wanderer was on the spot for
a very definite purpose.

I'ullwood and €o. were inclined to be some-
what sour in their criticism. It was hardly
to be expected that they would be otherwise,
'or they were rather I'amous for their un.
pleasantness.

‘“ A bally shame, I call lt"’ said Bell.

““ What 1s?” |

‘* Why, bringin’
replied Bell.
happen, It's quite on the cards that there
may be a fight, an’ then what would happen
te us?”

‘““You needn’'t be scared,” said Fullwood,
mth a slight sneer. “« We're safe enough-—
an’ personally, I don’t altogether believe that
yarn of Deorrimore’s, either. I think he must
nave been takin’ too much brandy!”

“0h, come off it!? said Gulliver. < What
about tliose men who tried to sink the yacht?
"I‘hey were real enauﬂh anyway! I believe

us out on thig trip,”

it's all true, an’ thmgs don’t look any toeo’
pretty

bright to me. Still, we’re havin® a
good time, an’ I must say that the Wanderer
i a fine old tub.*

. In the meantime, a few other St. Frank’s:
fellows were cha.t.tmg on the other side of
the deck. 'Fhe whole Remove was on board.:
Not a single fellow had been left behind from
And even Willy.

thig summer holiday trip.
Ilandforth, of the- Third, had graced t.he
party with his presence.

In" a way, this was lucky.

Por. Willy had -been the -direct cau=e of

“ Goodness knows what might

saving everybody on the Wanderer from swift
and violent death. Willy claimed no real
credit for this, because it had been more or
less accidental on his part. But there was
no getting away from the fact that h:s pre-
sence on board was the main factor.

It wags Edward Oswald Handforth who
calmly claimed the credit.

““You e¢haps can say what you like—bub
facts are facts,” said Handforth frmly.
“You'll never catch me bragging about any-
thing. I'm one of those modest chaps—-""

‘“Ha, ha, hal®

*0h, of course—expeet you to ecackle!”
said Handforth tartly. ¢ Nobody locks for
anything from a donkey but braying!”

‘““ And sometimes a kick!”” said Reggie
Pitt significantly.

; “t ;Vell, we won't argue!” growled Hand-
orth.
“Good!? Then jf you stop, there’ll be .

complete silence!”’ said De Valerie.

Handforth ignored the insult.

‘““Let’s Iocok inta facts,” he said. * We
might as well find out exactly where we
are. A good detective always gets his data,
and lays it out in front of him like a map.
To begin with, we left Los Angeles three
or four days ago—and two members of the

erew, named Harding and Baxter, were
missmg
“QOh, my hat!” groaned Church. ¢ He's

going over the whole giddy works!>

“I am!?” said Handfort.h determinedly.
‘“ Nothing like knowin% where we -stand.
Well, we started out on this trip, and nobody
knew what we were going to do, or where
we were bound for., Then Lord Dorrimore
startled us by telling a ripping yarn about
slaves and villains!”’

Pitt nodded.

“T’ll1 help you!” he sald
in a nutshell. Dorrie came to this island
weeks ago. He discovered that the centre
of it is hollow. Up there in the middle of
that big hill there’s a huge pit, five hundred :
feet deep, with sheer sides—*’

‘ Look here——?? began Handforth.

“ Sheer sides,” continued Pitt. “Down
in this well, which happens to bhe two miles
long by one mile wide, Dorrie saw men at
work., They were chained together in gangs
of twenty. And they were being treated
like slaves—driven by guards, who were
armed with whips and rifles. So Dorrie
made up his, mind to come hack, fully
equipped, and to make fuller 1nvestlgatlonm
That’s the whole thing.”

Handforth was highly indignant.

‘“ We’ll put it

¢ You—you rotter!” he snorted. ¢ I'm
'telling this yarni” _
“Jt’s told!*’ said Reggie.  *If I bhad

allowed you to finish, you would -have been
going on for ‘an hour! Here we are, at
the island, and Mr. Lee and- Dorric and a
good many others are -going ashore ‘within
a. few minutes to make some prei:mmary

investi gat-mns 2

‘¢ And we’re left out of it,** snorted Hand-
forth, his voice fairly quivering with indig-



““ We've been brought along—and
-vet we can’t take any part in the affair!”
““ Well, it might be dangerous—-"’

¢ Who cares for danger?’” said lHandforth

nation.

.tartly. ¢“ Al the better! And 1 can tell
you, my sons, that it won’t be so easy to
leave me out of this! I've got a few ideas
of my own!” - ,

“ Look bhere, Handy,”” I broke in quietly.

“Don’t you » : _

“‘ Look here, Nipper!” said Handforth,
mimicking me. “You mind your own giddy
business! I know what you're going to say!
I mustn’t disobey your guv’nor’s orders—I
‘mustn’t dare to leave the ship! Piffle! 1f
I do anything, it'll be my own giddy res-
ponsibility. See?”

““0Oh, all right—I'm not your keeper, any-

viay,” I said. ¢“ And if you’re too pigheaded
to take advice, you can go and eat coke!
:And chew it well, because it's good for the
digestion!’?

Handforth gavet a mocking laugh.

- 1 suppose that’s meant to be a joke?”
he sneered. ¢ Har-har! Just listen to me
screaming with merriment! Ass!?”

He turned away from me, and knitted hig
.brows, _

‘““Lemme see, where was [?”? he asked.
“Oh, I know! I was just going over the
facts about our giddy visit here. Well, we
.were all pretty well struck by the story
of this island. To look at it, you wouldn’t
think that there was anything queer about
it. - You wouldn’t believe that the inside
of the hill is all hollow, But there's some-
thing grim going on there—and that’s certain
enough, because these crooks tried to keep
us from coming here.”

‘“The rotters!” <aid Armstrong hotly.
““The inhuman beasts! Trying to sink the
-Wanderer, with everybody on board! Why,
it's too awful for words! They're nothiag
more than a lot of demons!?”

Handforth nodded with entire approval,

““Yes, and we ain't even allowed to take
a smack at ‘em!” he =aid wrathfully.
““That's what makes me wild, you know!
And remember what happened on the way
here! Those two stowaways were found
down in the bilge, setting a bomb! And
if it hadn't been for me, they’d have blown
us all to smithereens.”’

‘““Rats! It was Willy who found them!”

“Yes, and why did he find them?”
retorted Handforth. ¢ Because he was
bunking from me, and dodged down there
for safety. It was jolly lucky that Mr.
Barry came on the spot when he did. That
second officer chap is a good 'un! Anyway,
those murderous rotters were captured.”

““Yes, and they didn't escape, as they bad
planned,”” said Church. ‘It was a pretty
clever wheeze to have a fast motor launch
come up in the dark at a fixed hour, so that
the men could jump,overboard, And it was
a lot cleverer when Mr. Lee and Dorrie
jumped over instead of the real crooks!"
" “ Rather!? said Handforth enthusiastically.

They collared the launch, made everyvbody
& prisoner, and shoved the two crooks ou

board, as well. And now the launch is on
its way back to Los Angeles, in charge of
Mr., Colgate. Before long that bunch of
criminals will be in jail!” -

“But what about the rest—including
Captain Hurricane?” -
¢“ Ah!” gaid Handforth dramatically.

“What about ’em? That’s just it! DBr.
Lee believes that an awful beast named Cap-
tain Hurricane is responsible for the whole
giddy bag of tricks. And it won't be long
before the full truth is known. There’s a
giddy mystery about this island—and we're
here to find it out.”

“ Sorry—your mistake,” said De Valcrie.

“ What?” P

“We're here to look on!” said De Valerie.
“JIt's Mr. Lee who'll do all the finding out.
We're just specfators. We've got to stay on
board. I.ater on, perhaps, we shall have a
chance to go ashore.”

Handforth was about to make some suit-
able reply to this when Nelson Lee himself
came briskly along the deck. He was
accompanied by Lord Dorrinore.

In the rear was Umlosi, the giant African
chief—the huge black who had accompanied
Dorrie on many a world adventure. And
Umlosi was in all his warrior's. get up. He
was ready faqr the fray. Stripped of practi-
cally all clothing, he carried his great spear—
which was the only weapon he would deign
to wuse. Revolvers and other firearms he
regarded with entire disdain.

“ Now, boys, just a final word of warning,”’
said Nelson Lee, speaking to the crowd in
general. “ We're now going off, and things
will be rather quiet on board for a time.
But there will be plenty of armed men
here, in case of any surprise attack.”

“Good!”” said Handforth eagerly. ¢ Do
you think there’s any chance of a fight
on the yacht, sir?”

“I'm gorry to disappoint you, Handforth.
but I should say that the chances are very
slim indeed,’” replied Lee drily. ¢ I have not
the slightest suspicion that anything will
disturb the tranquil calm of the night on
this spot. But it is always well to be
prepared.”’

““ Then—then we’ve just got to twiddle our
thumbs, sir?”? growled Handy.

“1f that pastime amuses you, by all means
indulge in it,”” replied Nelson Lee. ¢ But
there are plenty of other ways of paszing the
time away. 1 cannot say when we shall he
back, and you must not worry, boys, if bed-
time arrives without any sign of us. Just
go to your berths as usual, and slecp
soundly.”

* Yes, sir.” _

““ And I must impress upon yvou the import-
ance of your remaining on board,” went on
Lee. “There must be no adventures—no
escapades. TUntil we have found out the
actual truth regarding this island, all you
boys are forbidden to go ashore. The yacht's
officers and men have been instructed to keep
you away from any of the boats, if vou
should attempt to rush one of them.”?

“It’s all right, sir—we'll obey orders.”



‘* Thank

you, boys,””  said Nelson Lee.
Handforth had not becn one of those to

say anything. And soon afterwards, when
Nelson Lee and the others had moved along
the deck, Handforth drew Church and
McClure asme

They had a feeling th»at they were being
taken to the condemned cell.. They knaw
what was coming. There was. a .gleam in
Ilandforth’s eye that meant a great deal
to his chums.

‘“Look here, Handy, you mustn’t do it!”
sald Church, with alarm.

‘““ Mustn’t do what??

“I don’t kmow—but I'm pretty ee:tum
yau're thinking of some mad, idiotic
scheme,’ - said “Church.  “ You heard what
Mr. Lee said didn't you? You mustn’t ]ease
the Bhlp— !

“Dry up!® interrupt.ed H.anclforth curtly
* Wa.it till I've told you t.he idea. Why,
you'll simply go dotty over it. 'If you’ve got
any brains at all, you’ll be full of en:
thusiasm,?*’ '

‘““Let's hear it!” said McClure grimly.

Handforth leaned closer, and his voice
descended to a hoarse whisper,

‘“We're going ashore!” he Dlreathed
tensely. ‘
¢ But—but—-7

‘“Mr. Lee thinks that he’s going to leave
us all behind—but he’s made a bloomer!*
hissed Edward Oswald. ‘“By Qeorge! Does
he think he ¢éan mess me about like that?

Nat likely! We're going!”’
“I knew it!” said Church, in_a hollow
volce. ‘I could feel it in my giddy bones.

I knew the awful ass was thinking of——
Hi! Leggo my arm, }ou duffer! You're
pinching!”*

“ And if you talk loud like that again,
I'll biff you!”” sald Handforth, putting his
face within an ineh of Church’s. *If you
il’;zlzps ’t,!are to give me away, I'll-I'l—

““ You needn’t stutter any more—we won't
give you away,” interrupted McClure, “ We
ain’t that sort. You re a rotter to suggest
it. You know we're always willing to back
you up in anything sensible. And even if
“we’re against yon, we keep mum, We're -not
cads!??

Handforth nodded.

““Sorry—I didn’t mean to say that,” he
growled. “ Yes, I know you fellows are made
of the right stuff. - Look here, why don't
you enter into this thing in the I‘Jght- 8pirit?
My idea is to swim ashore, and land in the
next bay.”

4 But what for?”? -

- ¢ What for?? repeated Handforth. ¢ Why,
we’'ll follow Mr., Lees and the others, and
have a look into that pit. See the wheeze?
If there’s any fighting, we’ll be safe enough,
because nobody’ll spot us in the darkness.
And it’s just likely that we might be able
to lend a hand.”

“It’s more likely that we shall get into
an ‘awful row,”” said McClure. ““If Mr.:
Lee spots us, we shall be flogged!”

* Oh, shall we?” said Handforth. * Don’t |

£

‘| to be goin

|l crowd had turned

fnrget. -‘one- thmg—that- NIr Lee ain't -a
schoolmaster now! We’re on our holidays,
and " he ecan't do any flogging! What’s
more, he ecan’t give any ‘orders, either!
He asked the fellows to stay on board,
and to be patient—he didn’t order ‘em !
Well, most of the asses promised—but I
didn’t. See? It’s up to me 1:0 do as. I

like!™? :
" Te¢ Handforth, this argument seemed
and his chums protested

perfectly sound,
with him in vain. The war-like le.'-s.cler'A eé
n

Study D had made up lns mind.
there was an end of it.
And Handforth and Co.

prepared “for
their escapade. .

CHAPTER IL.
THE AMBUSH!
SHORE, all was
blaek and silent.

From the deck

of the Wanderer,

one could see the strip of

sandy beach, quite deserted

TR and barren of all rocks.

Tbese 1atfer were . strewn about higher up,
but the beach itself was clear,

The Wanderer was anchored in a little
bay, and it weuld be the obvious course of
the landing party to go straight ahead,
and <¢limb the hill, There was a ht,tle
headiand, with a number of rocks jutting
out And these rocks were as dead and as
silent as the rest of the isiand.

- But appearances were deceptive,

At close range, it would have been seen
that dim figures were lurking near the
rocks—near them, crouching among them.
And one man was just a little in advance
of the obtrhers. The party numbered five
altogether. :

““ No sign of anythln% yet,” murmured
the man in advance ut they can’t be
long now, 1 guess they’ll be ahﬂwm up
prebt quick 4
- *““Well, anyway, I figger that we’ve got
the bunck set!” said another voice. ** Gee!
I'm sure keen to use this gun, Skinnper.”’

Skinner nodded.
“Yep, well clean up,” he replied
briefly.

Who were these men, and why were they
here?

The matter needs. only a very brief
explanation. To be perfectly frank, these
men were the prisoners who were supposed
towards Los Angeles in the
motor launch, with Mr. Colgate in charge.

But the rascals were here—actually on
the tisland.

For, unknown to Nelson Lee and Dorrie,
a disaster had ftaken place. Skinner’s
the tables on their
captors. They had, ‘in short, recaptured
the launch, and had * sneaked up to ‘the
island under the cover of darkness. And
now they were intent upon grim, deadly
work.

Mr. were

and his four men

Colgate
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prisoners on the launch—handecuffed, bouna,
gagged, and absolutely helpless. - One
- member of the criminal party had been
left in charge. The other six were intent
- upon—murder,

As Skinner looked round, the sixth member
of the band crept into view from behind
some rocks, He had been away scouting,
and he was now looking eager.

‘* The boat's just gettin' away
yacht, 1 figger!” he murmured. * Least-
ways, it's being prepared. Gee! We don’t
: need to wait "much: longer, This is sure

where we start in to real work.” :

Skinner grunted. ' -

‘‘ Surer—and we've got to make no mis-
takesi®”’ he said. * We've got all the
advantage, and we’ll use it.”

The plan was a diabolical one,

fmin the

‘Hidden' by those rocks, the enemy would |}

be at fairly close range when Nelson Lee
and his companions would pass., At a
- given signal, Skinner's crowd would open

re, ¢ . :

And the result would be appalling.

. For. Nelson Lee and his companions would
be shot down without a single chance of
: retaliation. - They would fall into the
ambush completely, for they - had no
- suspicions whatever that men were so near
at hand. - -

+All the odds were in favour of Skinner
4nd his gang, — '

And while this situation remained thus,

- Handforth and Co. were getting busy.
. They had no intention of waiting until the
shore pa~ty left. Handforth’s idea was
- to get away first. -
He wanted to have time to swim to the
- next bay, and then creep round along the
shore. In this way, the juniors would be
- able to hide behind the rocks when Lee
and the others passed. Then Handforth
and Co. would follow. It was quite a
simple scheme, and easily capable of ful-
. filment. There was only the slight danger
of heing spotted as they left the yacht.

The three juniors had casually gone below
_to their own cabin. Here they stripped,
and donned bathing costumes. The night
. was quite warm, and there would not be
the slightest danger of them catching
. cold. Indeed, a bathing costume was the
most comfurtable form of attire.

“All ready?”’ murmured Handforth, at
length. |

““ Yes, ¥

*“ All rigut—we’ll go!"” breathed Hand-
forth. “Don't forget, we've got to slip to
the stern, and then scramble down a rope
that’s hanging overboard. We'll be able
to drop into the water without a sound.
~And if you chaps are secn as we go along
the deck, 1'll slaughter you!'"

Bu% Edward Oswald need not have
worried. For -his chums were now becoming
fired with the same enthusiasm as him-
self. They had forgotten all about their
desire to pull their leader up. He had at
last succeeded in convincing them that the
idea wa< a pood one. .

-
L
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‘“ Good gracious!?  ejaculated
Nelson Lee. *‘ Handforth! What on
earth are you doing in the water, my
boy ? Church and McClure, too ! 1
shall require a full explanation for
this ! *’ .

-And Church and McClure, like most other
boys. were always ready for an adventure.
They were keen upon the whole thing. '

By pgreit good luck, they reached the
stern without hbeing seen., This was chiefly
because the. boat deeck was in almost com-
plete darkness. The promenade deck, be-
ing illuminated, and Dbeing thronged witi

feliows, assisted the trio. For nobody
suspected them of being on the deserted

boat deck. They edged their way along to
the stern, and duly arrived.

“ Eureka!' breathed Handforth dramatie.-
ally. ““ We're here! Go on—you chaps,
go dowy first!™ .
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“No need to use that tone"’ breathed
Church.
“I've becn dished beforet” sald Hand-

forth darkly “*1f I go first, you're quite
capable of slipping away, and leaving me
to do the job alone. 1'm going to see you
chaps in the water before I leave the
deck.”’

. This was rather unkind, for both Church
and McClure were loyal to their leader, and
were prepared to accoimpany him through
thick and thin. For, after all, Handforth
was one of the best fellows breathmg He
was reckless to a degree, but when it came
1o a matter of courage, he was indomitable.

Church and McClure scrambled down the
rope. B "

It was a big one, and they had no
difficulty qhthenng down until they
reached the water. They slipped in noice-
lessly, and swam silently about until Hand-
‘forth joined tLhenm.

*“ Good !’ brcathed Handforth. * Fellow

me 3
" Hold on!” muttered Church. * I've just

thought of something.”

“ What?”

“ Sharks!” said Chureh.

** Great pipt” gasped Handforth.
* Sharks!”

‘He was startled. He had an uncomiort-
able feeling that something was about to
grab houd ot one of his legs. He gazed
across the surface of the water,
-pecting- to see a -dorsal fin
surface -

*0h, dn't be such asses!” murmured
"\le(lurr.. ** There’s no fear of
Didn’'t you hear Dorrie saying that there
aren’t any in these waters? I don't-know
"~ why, but swimming’'s as safe as eggs here.
That’s what Dome sald anyhow——and he
ought to Know.’

Feelmg much relleved the jIlIllOl"S began
their swim. - . -

They did not make dlrect for the shore,
but cut off towards that nearby point at
the end of the little bay. As soon as they
had rounded this it would be quite safe to
get ashore, for they would be out of vision.
" They arrwed opposite -the point, and
then  struck in for the shore. Finally,
they landed on the sandy beach, and
crept Jike shadows . towards the rocks.
- Bandforth was feelmg very - triumphant.
-They were ashore now, and they would
-easily be able to- follow the party as it
.made its Way up towarda the summlt of
the big hill.

Bat, ﬂrbt. of -all, it was necessary to ereep
round the - point.

There  were some rocks near that spot,
‘and Handforth reckoned that he and his
chums would be able to crouch there, and
wait until Lee’s party passed. He turned
to his ~hvms, -and motioned that com-
ptete silence was to reign. But he rather
spoilt this by speaking at this moment.

“Shush#’ he breathed. ‘“Not a giddy
word! You chaps have got to - follow me
in sinZzle ‘ine. Keep -your distance, aboutl

half ex-
cubting the

sharks.

|

for -the

flve yards apart. We can't take any risks
of beirg spotted.”

Churchh and McClure nodded, and the
procession started along the heach

They crept along very quietly, hidden
by the darkness. gliandforth in advance,
was the first to reach the pomt where the
rocks jutted out a little way. He pauszed
here, and peeped round a boulder. For
he had half au idea that Nelson Lee’s
party  would already be on their way
ashore.

And then Handforth got a bhit of a
shock '
For, clearly, he saw figures just in.front
of him—figures of men croueching among
the rock%s, and only two or three yards
distant! He was so surprised that he

F nearly let out a yell,

It was only by a supreme effort fthat .
he kept himself in check. His heart
began to thump. This was the very last
thing he had expected. But the men were

there—cro'iching in tense attitudes. And
then Handforth noticed, with another
jump, that they were all armed with
revolvers and guns.

“M:- goodness!” he breathed. ‘*“ An
ambus-h"’

Binnderer though he was, Handforth

could ‘see in one glance that this was a
deadly ambush.” These men  were waiting
! boat to come ashore. And as
Nelson "Lee and Dorrie and the rest
stepped up the beach, they were to be
shot down iike skittles. It was a horrifying
thought.

Quickly,” Handforth glanced towards the
yacht.

She looked very peaceful, lying there in

the bay._ The boat was still lwng against
the accommudation ladder, empty. The
party had not yet left the vacht! There

was time to take a warmng'

Fo, a1 flash, Handforth had half an idea
of walting there in the hope of overhear-
ing something. ‘But better judgment. told
him that such a course would be unwise.
For valuable time might be lost. Besides,
Church and McClure were coming up be-

hind, and they might give the whole game
away.

Handforth turned, and ecrept back as
silently as a shadow.

It was fortunate, indeed, that he had
nothing to tread on but soft sand. For
idward Oswald was not a very careful
fellow, even whén danger lurked. He came
upon Church and MecClure, almost at once.

“ Go back!” he hissed.
There was something in his voice that was

quite different from usual—a note of real

alarm. For Handforth to be alarmed was
so strange that Church and McClure felt
their pulsee rapldly increase.

They turned back ‘?n .the ipstant, and
after they had gone 4 Yew yarde, Handforth:
pulled them up. He drew them towards
him, and placed his face in close pro*nmxty
to thews.
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““ There's an ambush round the corner!”
he whispered tensely

&d \" hat'l'..’

k¢ Au-—an ambush!

‘¢ About ten men!? exclaimed Handforth,

really believing that he was right. ‘¢They
are all waiting there, with revolvers! I
saw them as  <c¢lear as daylight! They

mean to shoot Mr. Le¢c and the rest down
ag they come ashore.”
““Good heavens!»
“What—what can we do?”
“Do?” said Handforth.
back, ‘and take the warning.”
"But—but we were forb:dden to leave
the ship—-’
4“Do you think that. matters now?”
snapped Handforth. ‘¢ We're going to save
their lives—so it'll be a queer thing if Mr,
Lee scolds us for coming ashore. Why,
it’s absolutely prowdentlal'"
In this remark, Handforth wae right.
The three juniors descended to the water,
and slipped into the sea. The breaking of
the waves had effectually drowned any noise
they may have made. And Skinner and his
men were in total ignorance of the fact
tlmt their terrible plot had been discovered.
- r\t dforth rand Co. did not go back the
way they had come. There was no need
for that now. They struck out straight for
the accommodation-ladder. And arrlved in
the very njck of time.
" For Nelson Lee and Dorrie were in the act-
of descending just as Handforth hauled
himself -out of the - water. Instinctively,
Nelson Lee drew his revolver as -he saw a
dark figure rising out of the sea.

- ¢ Wait a minute, sir!* gasped Handforth
“It’s mel” .

“ Good. gracious!” ejaculated Nelson Lee
““ Handforth! What on earth are you doing
in the water, my boy? Church and Mec-
Clure, too!. 1 shall reqmre a i'ull explana.
tlon for this!’’

Lee's voice had become stern and he
returned to the deck, with Handforth and
Co., glistening and drlppmg, beside him.
‘Lord Dorrimore, Mr. Barry, Umlosi, and
several members of the yacht’s crew, stood
round. Aad a number of juniors crowded
up, keen to look on.

- “The awful ass!” said Pitt.
tried to get ashore, after all!”’

‘““He'll get it in the neck, now!"
Handforth clutched at Nelson Lee's arm.

“ We—we're only just in time, sir!” he
~ panted.

‘““ What do you mean, Handforth?” asked
Lee, ¢‘Perhaps you had better explain at
once what is wrong, my boy?”

. There was something in Handforth'e bear-
ing—in his tone—that was very different from
usual. And Nelson Lee could tell that

something was wrong. He spoke in a much
quieter voice.

““There’'s an ambush just on the shore"-"

“$We'll swim

““ So he

panted Handy. ‘A group of men are lying
among the rocks—all of them with revolvers
readv They meant to shoot you down, and
kill you all i

CHAYTER III.
PLAYING BAFB!

ORD DORRIMORE
whistled.

‘““An ambugh, eh?”
he repeated. ¢ (iad!
That’s interestin’!?’ '
-' ¢“ Handforth, 1 want to
'-H-ﬁﬂ hear more details of this,"”
said Nelson Lee grimly. ¢ If you are right
in what you say, we have to thank you for
our lives. Lebt me hear your full story at
once."” o

‘Handforth poured
Church and McClure.

““You see, sir, we thought we might as
well be in the fun,” concluded Handy.
“My idea was to follow you, so that we
could have a look at that plt. I hope you
won’t- be cross, sir——"’

¢ Under l;he circumstances, Handforth, 1
could not very well be cross,” interrupted
Nelson Lee. ‘*As a general rule, I am
not always ready to accept your state-
ments as being actually true. I am not
intimating that you are in tha habit of
lying—but you are somewhat apt to obtain
false impressions.” :

it out, assisted by

¢ But it's true, air—really!” insisted
Handforth, in alarm. ¢ You mustn’t go
agshore—those murderers are waiting to
shoot——"’

“Yes, }'es—l believe you,” Interrupted
Lee. " “I “can generally tell when jyou are

in deadly earnest, my boy. But we will
make doubly eure—and, furthermore, we
will allow those gentry ‘to fully apprec:ate
the fact that. we are prepared.”

““How do you mean, sir?”

““You will see very soon,” replied Lee.
* Tor the present, you had better go below,
and dry yourselves. I need hardly say, my
dear boys, that we are all extremely g'abe
ful to you ‘for this very timely warning ”

‘“0Oh, come off it, sir,” growled Hand-
forth, ¢“It's nothm", gir.»

. But every member of that shore party
knew to what extent they had to thank
Handforth & Co. They iiad been doomed to
almost certain death. And these juniors,
disobeying all instructions, had saved them.
It -seemed, after all, thaf there was much
to be said for Handforths dare-devil reck-
lessness—much to praise in his determina-
tion to join in the fun.

It may be thought that Nelson Lee was
lacking in c‘lutlon, to plan the shore trip
without making sure that the coas}{ was
clear. But the detective had known
nothing of the launch’s approach.

And, according to Lord Dorrimore’s stor\

‘there were only four or five men on the
“island, -

and these were required down in
the plt to look after the slaves. Iee.
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therefore, had had no cause to suspect an) agree with you that the matter demands

ambush.
All the

what the next move would be,

"They were rather surprised. For Nelson

Lee had decided upon a definite course, He

did not disbelieve Handforth, but, at the|

same time, he was determined to make

absolutely certain.

1t was highly essential that Handforth’s'

gtory should be verified.

There were a few preparations on board
the Wanderer, and then, at a given signal,
half a dozen huge rocket-like things shot
skywards. When they reached a fair height,
they suddenly burst into dazzling fire. The
whole bay, the beach, the hill, and the
‘Wanderer were bathed in brilliance.

'“ Star shells!” exclaimed Bob Christine,
with a gasp.

“* My goodness, yes!™

They were, indeed, star shells.
six followed the first volley.
of the shore could be seen as in broad
daylight. And consternation reigned in the
ambush. "

Skinner and his men had been quite con-
cealed by the friendly darkness; but that
was destroyed now. It was as though the

Another

men had been suddenly uncovered. They
were all revealed, crouching there,
They started up, one after another. They

ran about, trying to find some concealment.
But there “was none. That brilliant
light placed the whole scene in clear
obscrvation.

And Nelson Lee, peering keenly through
binoculars, started.

“This is extraordinary!"” he ‘exclaimed.
‘“ Dorrie, do you recognise any of those
ment'’

Porrie was using his own glasses,

“ They look a pretty villainous lof, any-
way,'”’ he observed. “ No, I can’t say that
1—— Why, surely that’s Skinner—the man
who was 1n charge of the launch?”

“You are right.”

““ But that crowd is on its way to Los
Angeles, with Colgate in charge of the
party,”” exclaimed Dorrie. t

* That is what we assumed; but it is quite
evident that some disaster must have
oeccurred to the launch,” said Lee grimly.
‘* This makes a very great difference, old
man, Those seven criminals must have
turned the  tables on Colgate, and they
are all here. That means that we have
many more enemies to contend with.”

‘““ Oh, well, it’'s pretty evident that large

supplies of trouble are comin’ along,” said |

Porrie. ** Perhaps we ought to bave brought
one or two warships with us, to say nothinr’
of an expeditionary force!”

Nelson Lee looked very grave.

‘““1 .think it most likely that we shall
be able to deal with the situation our-
selves,”” he said. * Of course, we are what
is comfhouly termed °*butting in.” It is
really none of our business—but I quite

juniors were interested to know

‘“ He was right, you see.

All the line |

gtrict investigation.”

“Good man!” said Dorrie. ‘“* Hallo!
They're scootin’ now. Bunkin’ along. the
beach for all they’re worth. Wouldn't be

a bad idea to geft the twelve-pounder into
action, an' tickle 'em up with a few shells.”
L.ee siniled. - .
'"“We are not actually at war,”’ he replied.,
“If such were the case, we should have
no difliculty at all—for we should be able
to shell the island, and soon bring these

rascals into a state of submission.”

“Jt's a bally good thing that Hand-.
forth disobeyed orders,” remarked Dorrie.
No question about
that ambush, old man. By glory! We.
should have been properly in the soup!”

“ Handforth’s discovery makes all the differ-
ence to our plans,” said Nelson Lee.  As
things stand at present, I suggest deferring
our visit until the morning. It will be
much better to land in full daylight.”

‘““ You really think so?”

“1 do,” replied Nelson Lee. ‘" “We know
that these men are prowling about, and it
would be foolhardy to land now. After
all, there is no hurry that I know of—
to-morrow will do just as well as to-

night. And all secrecy is at an end now,
anyhow.”

“I'm dreadfully dense—I don't quite
follow.”

‘“* My dear man, thesc men know that we
are here—they are equally certain that we
intend to land and examine the whole
place. Therefore, why should we take the
risk of going in the darkness? Tar better
to go with a strong armed force in full
daylight,- and we shall probably be ahble to

- wing through at the very first attempt.”

Yord Dorrimore could see that Nclson
Lee's reasoning was perfectly sound. And
so the night expedition was abandoned. It
was decided that a strict watch would be
kept from the yacht throughout the night
until morning.

Indeed, Dorrie gave instructions for a
searchlight to be rigged up.

This was soon done, and the beam of
light was swept on to the shore. Through-
out the hours of darkness it was to con-
tinue shis work-——-sweeping the whole slicre
from end to end without pause.

Thus it would be quite impossible for
any enemy party to. creep up to the yacht
by surprise. It was a very necessary pre-
caution, for these men had proved that
they were capable of any violence.

Personally, I was rather pleased.

“I'm jolly glad the guv’'nor's not going,”
I said to a group of fellows. “ I didn’t
quite like the idea of that -party setting
off in the darkness. Too risky. I was
in a state of nerves all the time. Of course,

I wouldn’t have cared if I had been going

myself—that makes a difference.”
'* Something like an expert motor-car

driver taking a trip with a pal,” said Pitt.

‘** He's as nervous as anything; but when



he pgets at the wheel himself lie aever
notices it.” :
Handforth was still unconquered.

‘“We've done one jolly good thing fo-
night, and there’s no reason why we
shouldn’'t do. another,” he said, taking his
chums aside, and talking -to them seriously.
““ Now that the party isn't going ashore,
there’'s a big chance for us.”

““What do you mean?” asked McClure.

“We'll swim ashore again—-"

‘““ You—you ass!”

“We’ll swim ashore again, and do some
quiet investigations alone,” continued Hand-
forth coolly. ‘“See the wheeze? We'll be

safe enough, because we can be on the
watch all the time—"
‘““And what about the searchlight?”

asked Church. _

*“ The .which?” repeated Handforth. *‘ My
hat! I'd forgotten about the secarchlight!
Still, I reckon we could manage to miss
it. The beam doesn’'t keep in one place
all the time, and we could seize our chance
to slip ashore just at the point of the

rocks when the beam is in the other
direction.” ' '

Church shook his head.

“You're dotty!” he said firmly. * For

goodness’ sake don’t spoil everything by
doing anything mad like that, Handy.”
“But I'm not going to be dished out of
some excitement!” said Handforth obstin-
ately. “I don’t mind telling you, ¥m fed
up. I thought there was going to be =a
battle—and Mr. Lee’s given uP the svhole
scheme! Nothing’'s going to happen until
to-morrow. We've all got to go to bed
like good little boys!” -

Handforth spoke in a tone of great dis-
gust. -
“1 know it's a bit disappointing, but

why can’t you leave Mr. Lee to do things
his own way?’ demanded McClure. *‘ Any-
way, you won't get me to go on any blessed
night investigations!” _

** Same here!” said Church firmly.

Handforth looked at them, and glared.

*“ You—you rotters!” he said witheringly.
‘* Are you afraid?”

““No, we're not—and you know it!” said
Church quietly. **Sometimes you can goad
us infto doing a thing by saying that. But
it won't work this time, Handy. Not
likely !”?

“We're not going—and that’s finall’' de-
clared McClure. * And, what’s more, if you
Eers'ist in this crazy scheme, we'll tell Mr.

éel”

““I was just going to say the same thing,”
said Church. . v

Handforth swallowed hard.

- ""You—you traitors!” he hissed.
sneaks! You—you——"

“Go it!” said Church grufily. *Call us
what you like; we don’t care! We're doing
it for your own sake, anyway. You're a
mean beast, Handy!"

" What?" gasped Handforth, aghast.

You're & mean beast!”

‘““* You

-

' Why, you—you——"
“You know jolly well we'ro not sneaks—
or traitors, either!"” said Church hotly.

“ It's rottenly mean of you to say things
like that! We shall tell Mr. Lee only
because we're thinking of you—because we
don't want to attend your giddy funeral!”

Handforth suddenly softened.

“ Asses!” he growled. ‘' Oh, all right!
I didn’t mean to call you ftraitors. And
I suppose there's some sense in whaft you
say. Let’'s all go to bed. Perhaps there’ll
be some decent excitement to-morrow.”

Both Church and McClure breathed =2
silent sigh of relief. They exchanged.sig-
nificant glances—although they did not
allow Handforth to see this. By reason of
persistent effort, they had succedded in
driving o little common sense infto their
leader’s obstinate head. And this object
had been accomplished without even a blow
being exchanged. :

It was quite a record for Church and
McClure. .

¥ e
CHAPTER 1V.

THE ENEMY MEBANS BUSINESS,

HE Wanderer lay silent

and at peace.
It was soon after
dawn, and the sun

was just beginning to pcep
over the rim of the occan.

: =.=3 It was a clear, brilliant morn-
ing, with every promise of a blazing hot
day. A gentle breeze was coming along
from the south-west. But the glass was
steady, and fine weather was due to
prevail.

All the juniors were sound asleep, for it
was still veri; early. |

But signs of activity presently made them-
selves manifest. . Umlosi appeared, and he
thoughtfully leaned against the rail, tenderly

testing the cdge of his spearhead. It was
as sharp as any razor—a truly deadly
weapon.

“Wau!" muttered Umlosi, * Methinks

much fighting will be with us ere long.
'Tis well! DMany moons have risen, and
many -moons have sunk, since I fely the
thrill of a battle betwixt real men!”

‘“ What's that vou're muttering about, old
son?' inquired Dorrie, strolling on the deck.
‘“ Havin’ a few words in private with the
old spear?” ‘
Umlosi looked round.
‘““'Tis thou, N'Kose?” he said gravely.
“Ay, even so0, O chief,” said Dorrie.
'"Tis I!”

“Thou art up betimes, my father.”
““Yes, an’ a bally nuisance, too!” growled
Dorrie. “XI do hate bein’' lugged out of
bed in the early mornin'! When it comes
to sittin’ up all night, I don’t care a raF.
But it's a dashed bore fo tumble out in
the grey dawn. This early-risin’ stunt is
overrated.”

““Thou art surely jesting, N’Kose, .since

&k

lthou hast always arisen at ecarthly axd
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unearthly hours,” said Umlosi. *'Tis well
{hat we leave in good time for this won-
drous ecxpedition. Methinks much fighting
will resujt.” '

‘“ Always the same old cry,” said Dorrie.
“Youw're for ever thinkin’ about fightin’,
vou old fire-eater! I'm sorry, old man, but
I'm very much afraid that there’ll be no
fightin” at all—at least, not your brand.”

** Thou art surely attempting to fool me,
my father.” ' .

**Not a bit of it,”” said Dorrie. ‘' As
far as I can see, these gentlemen are
experts in the use of rifles and revolvers.
We’re not battlin® against a
savages, . where you can use your spear to
vaood purpose.” )

““ The thought has even crossed my mind,”
said Umlosi sadly. * ’Tis ill, N'Kose. Surely
the opportunity will arise for me to reveal
my prowess- with the trusty spear. ’'Tis to
be feared that my muscles® are tight, and
neced practice.”

Nelson Lee joined them just then, and
announced that the party would be ready
within five minutes. They were setting off
quite ecarly, beforc any of the jumiors wcre
awake. . . _ ;
" Lee thought it was betfer so. He was
very anxious to examine that deep pit that
Dorrie had described so closely, and with
so much dectail. Lee wanted to verify, with
his own eyes, the story that his lordship
had told. " |

The party was quite a large one.

1t consisted of Lee, Dorrimore, Mr. Barry,
Umlosi, and ten members of the yacht’s
crew, the majority of them being burly
stokers from the engine-room stafi. They
were a keen, determined lot, ready for any
fichting, and fully armed. '

The men on the island would have a
somewhaf, formidable task to defeat such a
force as this. And there would be no
further opportunity of an ambush. For,
in full daylight, there was no possible
place where "the enemy c¢ould hide.

The parly had also equipped themselves

with gas-masks—apparatus of the very
latest typc—comfortable and effective. The
most poisonous gas would have no il

results if these masks were worn.

Within fiftcen minutes the party had left
for the shore.

There was no sign whatever of the enemy.
The island seemed to he completely deserted.
The rocks stood out bhare and stark in
the morning sunshine. And, far above, on
 the hilltep, stood those two palm-trees,
like sentinels watching over their charge.

A very strict watch was kept all the
time. Nelson Lce did not lead his men
in any direction where there might be
possible srvipers lurking. He chose the most
direet way up to the summit of the hill
On bhoth sides the rocky slopes were com-
paratively smooth. | '

There were no boulders behind which
snipers could lurk.

But as the party ascended higher and

|
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higher, they kept on the alert. Still there
was no sign. For all that could be scen,
this island was as barren and deserted as
it really appeared to be. '

Three parts of the journey had been
completed. Lee, in advance, was growing
near to the summit. And then he paused.
His kecen eyes detected a kind of haze
upon the hillside. It was almost as though
a filmy cloud was rolling down, clinging
close to the ground.

Nelson Lee turned.

‘““Get ready!” he sald sharply.
may be gas.”

‘“I've been expectin’ it,” said Lord Dorri-
‘“ We struck the gas much lower
down than this when we came up here
before, Hallo! I believe I caught a whiff
just then. Better hurry up, you fellows.”

Indeed, there was every necessity to
hustle.

For a big cloud of awful, deadly gas
enveloped the party during the next few
seconds. It was something like a faint
haze. But, although nearly invisible, it
was horrible. -

All the men got their gas-masks on, and
then they were safe.

But several had taken a breath or two.
And now they were reeling about, almost
insensible from the eflects of that one
gulp..” Nelson Lee himself had felt a trace
of it, but he had acted in time.

Conversation, of course, was
possible. .

They proceeded up the slope grimly, and
with the conviction that this gas was not
natural. It did not ooze from the ground

** There

now im-

_itself, but it had been deliberately set loose

by the enemy.

It was poison gas. . '

It was the same Kind of gas that had
been used on the Western Front during the
Great War. Lord Dorrimore himself recog-
nised it as such, for he had done quite a
lot of fighting on the various fronts,

But where the gas ecame from was a
mystery.

And while the party was climbing the
hill in this way, a rather remarkable dis-
covery was made on board the yacht. And
it was Church and McClure who made this
discovery., They awoke—at least, Church
awoke, -

He turned over in his bed, and then
blinked. McClure was in the cabin all
right—but Handforth's bed was empty. 1t
was all muddled up, and had obviously been
slept in. Church sat up.

“Youn awake, Clurey?”’” e
“ What'’s the time?”

McClure turned over in bed, and followed
the example of his chum. The morning sun-
light was streaming in through the window
—for this cabin was one which looked out
on to the promenade deck.

‘““Where's Handy?' said BRMcClure. ‘ The
mean rotter! Fancy getting up and leaving
:11'3 to f,leepv! - He might have given us a
g ——

vawned.

&



“1 say, it’s only just half-past .six!”
interrupted Church. ** Why, it’s not time
to get up yet. I say,” he added, with a

startled look, ‘“I hope Handy hasn’t donE’H

anything rash!”

They stared at one another. It was a
most -‘unusual thing for Handforth to get up
without battering his ' chums into wakeful:
ness, too. ¥or him  to sneak out on the
guiet was almost unheard of.
any question, he had done it this morning.

** Oh, I suppose he’s only up on deck
somewhere,” said McClure uneasily.

Nevertheless, they quickly dressed them- {

selves and passed outside. They found that
some of the other juniors.were up—including
myself, Tommy Watson, Pitt, and some
more.

* We had learned that the party had set off
on its trip ashore, and we¢ were rather keen
" to watch the progress up the hillside. ¥rom
the  deck of the Wanderer we could sce

practically ever¥thing. o

And then we heard from €hurch and
" McClure that Handforth was missing.
And he really was missing., There was no
sign of him on board whatever. The yacht
- was searched high and low. Stewards were
. pressed into service during this seareh, but
“all the. efforts were in vain. We made the
startling discovery that Edward Oswald
: Htami{?rth' was not on ‘board the Wanderer
at all! . - | _

““ The hopeless ass!” I said, in exaspera-
tion. ** That's just like him! Of course, he
must have sneaked ashore before 'dawn. I
- suppose you. chaps don't know anything
ahout it?" I added, turning to Church and
" McClure. -
- They wore both looking rather scared.
- % No,” said Church. ‘““* He was saying

something last night——"’

“ Saying something?”

“ Well, he wanted to make us agree to go
ashore,” replied Church. ~ ‘“ He said fhere
were all sorts of investigations to be made,
and all that kind of rot. We persuaded
. him not to be such an ass. And he
promised that he would chuck up the whole
- thing—and he came to bed with us.”

I nodded. =~

““ Just like Handy!"” I said. * Of course,
be didn't give it up at all. . As soon as you
chaps were asleep he must have slipped out
~of bed and gone ashorc. Goodness only
knows what’s happened to him now.”

Church and ‘McClure werc quite pale.

“ We—we ought to tell somebody!”
exclaimed McClure frantically. * Can’t one
of the men go after the party and tell Mr.
- Lee about it? It’ll be terrible if something

bad has happened to -Handy.”
© ¢“QOh, he’ll be'all Tight,” declared Pitt.
-1 don't ‘know why it is, but Handforth
alivays manages “to é&scape everything. He

voes into the most "awful dangers, and
~comes out without a scratch.”
- We didn’t really know what to do. We

"~ couldn’t send anybody in chase of the shore,
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But, without
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‘“Yes ; and Handy’s bound like a
trussed chicken !*’ | declared. *f You
can see him clearly through these
glasses. He’s held by two men, and
there’s no telling what the conse-
quences will be.?? -~ - - "

Faiin

party—besides, it wouldn't have been 'any
good, in any case. For what could they do?
As far as I could see, the only thing was
to] ;vzut. Perhaps Handy would turn up him-
self. -‘

We all went on deck and sfood watching.

Even without the aid of glasses we could
see the progress of the invaders. Nelson
Lee was leading, and the whole party was .
climbing the hillside slowly and in good
order. | o

‘““ Hallo, they’re pausing!”’ said De Valerie.
** Something seems to be wrong!”

“My hat, yes!” i
“‘I expect they’'ve scen onc of the enemy,
or something.” : T
“No—it’s gas!” I pointed out. *‘ Look!
They're putting on their masks. I hope to
goodness they don't all faint, or something.
That gas is awful stufl. Lots of chaps die,

cven if they ouly get one whiff!” -
““ That’s right—be cheerful!” said Reggie
Pitt. ' ' | ' -

Through my binoculars I could easily see
the guv’nor and Dorric fixing on their gas
masks. They were apparently’ quite all
right, for they were perfectly steady, and
were aeting just as usual. One or two of -
the . sailors were reeling slightly, but they
soon recovered from this after their masks
were ‘on. ' s

And the whole party procecded on its
way. ' | :
But only for a few yards farther.. TFor,
quite unexpectedly some figures appeared
above the skyline at the very top of the
hill. There were three of them, and shouts
went up from the juniors. -~ = - " .-

“*The enemy!”

[ .
i
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** My only hat!
figshting ¥’

“ It looks like it!”

Fhose three figures, howcver,
attempt whatever to give battle.  They
stood there—one smaller figure between two
burly ones. And Nelson Lee and his party
had come to a halt—about a hundred and
fifty yards away, with their weapons held in
readiness for instant use.

‘* Gimme the glasses—quick!” I panted.

somehow I had a suspicion. I had just
lent my binoculars to Fatty Little, who was
still trying to adjust them to his own focus.
I grabbed them, in spite of his protests, and
quickly set them. :

Then I levelled the glasses at the top of
the hill

‘“““Good heavens!” I muttered, with a kind

There’s going to be some

of gulp.

“Why, what’s the matter?” asked Pitt
quickly. -

“ Take these—and look!’ I said, in
a queer voice. ‘It seemns that things are
going to be pretiy bad now. There’s Hand-

forth up there——"

‘ Handforth!’”* yelled the crowd.

“Yes; and he’s bound up like a trussed
chicken!”” I declared. * You can see him
clearly through these glasses. He’s held by
two men, and there’s no telling what the
consequences will be!”

“By Jove, youre right!” exclaimed
Reggie, peering through the glasses.
Edward Oswald MXandforth was

bands of the enemy!

— a— —

CHAPTER Y.
WHAT HAPPENED TO HANDFORTH!

T will be just as well, I
think, to give a little

in the

account of Handforth’s

own interesting adven-

tures. For,- hefore he

appearcd on the  hilltop

a between his two guards,

gquitec a number of exciting events took

place. ~

Handforth had done exactly as we

believed. : :

As soon as Church and McClure went to
sleep Handlorth sncaked out. He waited
until. his . chums were quite sound in
slumber. He wasn’t taking any chances in
that way.

He also wanted to make quite sure that
most of the others on board were in bed
and out of the way. It was well after mid-
night when Handforth silently and stealthily
crept out of the cabin window—and thus
_direct on to the deck.

Hé did not want to take the chance of
going along the ordinary corridor. By
doing this he might easily run into a
member of the night watch—and that would
‘be rather unfortunate, for he would be
i@ported to Lord Dorrimore, or to Nelson

ee,

o
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So Handforth took no chances.- :

He nipped to the side of the boat and slid
over on the seaward side—opposite to where
the searchlight was playing. He hoped that
he would be able to make the trip ashore
without anyone being the wiser. .

“What I'll do is to just have a look
| round and then come back—in an hour,” he
told himself. “ But I must see what there
is in that giddy pit. Why shouldn’t I be
the first to have a look? It’ll be scmething
to talk akout afterwards.” o

Handforth was always out for glory. He
didn’t always get it. In the majority of his
adventures ‘he generally made some bloomer
L or other which led him by the shortest
possible route into trouble. He was a kind
of marvel at finding trouble. But this was
hardly surprising, considering how loudly he
asked for it. ,

Before going to bed he had managed to
fix a rope to the lower rail just opposite
his own ecabin window. So his journey on
the deck was only ane of a few feet. And
he was overboard before anybody had the
slightest chance to ecatch sight of him.

He was still wearing his bathing-costume,
but he was taking along an old pair of
canvas shoes, and a pair of flannel trousers.
He meant to don these as soon as he got
ashore. '

A glance at the rocky ground had assured
him that walking up the hill would not be
a very pleasant task in his bare feet. Hand-
forth’s thoughtfulness in this way was a
sure ° indication of bis whole-hearted
determination. He didn't usually consider
such details. , w ®

By dint of much patience and careful
swimming, he dodged the beam of the
searchlight with great skill. When it swept
over the bay in his direction he wouid
remain quite still, with only just his head
above the water. .And then, as soon as
:the beam would shift away, he would swim
with all his might. And at last he got
ashore. - : _

Then, without troubling to don the shoes,
he ran along the sands until he was almost
on the other side of the island. He. must
have travelled a good mile. And now he
was in complete darkness, and the big hill
loomed up in front of him, grim and
sinister.

Handforth was in a warm glow, and he
sat down on a rock to.put his shees on,
and ® don his flannel trousers. .. He had
carried these in a bundle, tied round his
waist. Of course, they were soaked, but
this made no difference to Handiorth. He
ﬁidg’t mind a slight inconvenience. of that

ind. B _ L

The main reason he had brought the trousers
was that if there was any kneeling. to be
dqone while climbing, . he,, would be  afforded
some little protection. Ie set about  his
task at once, climbing upwards steadily.

The Wanderer was right .round the bend

TR
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V of the island and out of view. But Hand-
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forth could still see the faint reflection of
the searchlight, as it played about on fthe
opposite side of the hill.

Once or twice he began to think that he
had been a bit rash in coming alone, bhut
he " put all these thoughts aside. Who
would suspect him of being there? He was
safe enough!

And if he ran into any of Lhe enemy he
would jolly well show them. a thing or two!
That was the way Handiorth looked at the
matter.
capture might mean real disaster.

He only looked at the matter from his
own view point. g

If hegwas caught, he would be the¢ one
to suffer.

Therefore, it was his own alfair. That
was the way Handforth looked at it. It
didn’t strike him that his capture might
tic the hands of Nelson Lee completely.
‘The leader of Study D, moreover, had told
himself{ in the most emphatic manner that
he wasn't going to be captured at all.

He would return to the yacht, get into
bed, and nobody would know anything about
it until the morning. He kept assuring him-
self that he had done the right thing as he
climbed up higher and higher.

And at length he reached the top. .

He remembered Dorrie’s story. Although
the top of the hill looked quite level and
ordinary in the darkness, it was really
-nothing of the kind. A false step might
send him hurtling down a sheer precipice to
certain death.

And so Handlorth went very cautiously.

It was still dark, but not absolutely
pitchy. His eyes, being accustomed to the
gloom, could dimly make out rocks here
and there. The ground ahead appeared to
be as black as ink—almost as though a big
stretch of water lay there. Indeed, at one
time he had the illusion that there was a
lake in front of him.

But it wasn’t a lake.

- It was the opening of that gigantic pit.
And Handforth suddenly reached the edge
of it. He was going on his hands and knees
here, and almnost without any previous warn-
ing he found himself sfaring downwards.

He was right on the edge—and there, in
front of him, yawned the dizzy chasm, just
as Lord Dorrimore had accurately described
it. Handforth was an excellent climber, and
height made no difference to his equilibrium.
He never became dizzy when looking down
from a cliff top.

It was dark now, of course, and he could
not see distinctly. .

But his nerves were steady as he gazed

down. His heart was thumping rapidly,
and far below he could see lights. One or
two of them were moving about. It was

clear that men were down there—carrying
lanterns or torches. And Handforth tried
to get a true picture of the pit.

“Oh, it’s no good!” he growled to him-
gsell. *“*Can’'t see anything in this giddy

§
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He didn't guite realize that his4
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darkness. I've a good m wait here
until daylight!” wd e W

But he abandoned this project almost as
soon as he had thought of it. For, after
all, it would bc the height of foolhardiness.
His only course would be to get back as
soon as possible. -

But he had seen down into this c¢hasm—
and that was the main thing.

He turned his head sharply, for it scemed
to him that a slight noise had sounded in
his rear. His heart gave a little jump. Ofi
course, it was only his imagination, but he
was rather cross with himself for giving
way fo ncrves. He didn’t usually suffer ir
that way. )

And then he gasped.

Looking up against the skyline, within a
few feet of him, were two black figures. He
could see them distinctly. Men, standing
up—looking at him! They were standing
there silent, like two ghosts.

Handforth twirled round and jumped to

| his feet.

‘ Better take it easy!” exclaimed a curt
voice. ‘‘ Up with your hands—slick! We've
got you covered, and if you don’t—"

“Oh, my goodness!” said Handiorth
blankly.

“Gee! -1t’s only one o’ them kids!"” said
another voice. ' Say, young ’un, step right
here. Best not fight, because if you happen
to take one step backwards, you'll never
take any more steps! I guess it's only five
hundred feet to the hottom!”

Handforth was aware of a queer, shivery
sensation. In the darkness he had not
realised the awful depth of that precipice.
And he had forgotien how near it was to
him. Even as hec stood there, one foot
was within twelve inches of the edge. A
step backwards would have meant horrible
death.

He moved forward hastily—right into the
arms of the two men. .

There was no other course -for it. He
couldn’'t escape, for it would be just as
risky to bolt sideways. Almost before he
knew it, he was fighting desperately, but
without the slightest chance of winning.

He was made a prisoner.

“ Say, kid, what’s the big idea?” asked
onc of the men, who'proved to be SKinner.
“We caught sight of you ten minutes ago.

Feel kinder fresh, don’t you, coming out
here alone?”
““ You—you rotters!” said Handforth

thickly.
Illl___?!

“ Nix!” interrupted Mr. Skinner. * You'll
do nothing, kid! And you can say good-hyc
to your pals for ever—I guess you won't sce
them again. All right, Jose—bring him
along!”

Handforth was forced to walk between
the two men. There was still a faint hope
within him that he might be able to make
a dash for liberty. He wasn't bound, and
if the men happened to gct careless, Hand-

“If you don't let me go I'll—



jorth might be able to make a sudden rush
down the hillside. : :

Once he had a good start he would easily
be able to outstrip these men. But his
hope was in vain. Affer travelling a short
distance, the  little party came to .a kind
of depression in the rocks. They descended
for. a few ieet, and Hendforth saw a great
wooden beam stretching out over the edge
of the ehasm, - There were, indeed, two
beams, side by side. - S

.And hanging there was a rudely con-
structed car—a kind of caye affair, capable
of holding four or five people. And it
_ingtantly occurred to the prisoner that this
was the means by which the men were able
to get down to the bottom of the pit.

The cage was evidently worked by a sys-
tem of pulleys and thick ropes.

““In there—and don’t kick any,” said
Skinner eurtly. “-Say, I think we’d best tie
the kid’s hands—we don’t want any trouble.
Well, we’ve got one of the young guys—
an’ he’s gonna be valuable, too.”

Skinner was - already gloating over his
prisoner. :

For he realised, of course, 1hat Handforth
would be of immense use. He could be used
i all sorts of ways to further Mr. Skinner’s
own ends. . |

Much to Handy’s disgust, his hands were
roughly tied. He was bundled into the
peculiar cage, and both the men got in
with him. All Handforth’s hopes of making
a dash for liberty were at an end.

Although he was intensely angry at having
been captured, he was pevertheless secretly
pleased at the idea of going down into that
mysterious chasm. At all events, he would
be the very first of the adventurers to under-
go the experience! And that was a nice
thought.

But Mr. Skinner’s remark to the effect
that he had said good-bye to his friends for
ever was rather disconcerting.

Handforth didn’t like that a bit. But,
after all, it was just the kind of thing
that a gloating scoundrel would say. The

simple fact that Handforth was a prisoner
did not intensely worry him. There were
such things as escape—and, sooner or later,
he would be able to seize his opportunity.

1t was aggravating in the extreme that he
would not be able to go back to the yacht,
according to his original plan. He would
be missed, no doubt, and there would bhe
several kinds of a hullabaloo. Church and
McClure would go half-dotty. And, quite
possibly, Nelson Lee would be very angry
indeed. But what was the good of worry-
ing? Handforth was a fellow who easily
resigned himself to the inevitable,

He did so now.

He was much interested as the cage de-
scended. It was a jerky, ramshackle affair,
and it went on its journey to the bottom ot
the cliff in a series of jumps and jolts. At
any wmoment Handforth expected to be

THE NELSON LEE L

{ fortable at first. .

{ that they were in front of a small hut.

pitehed. out. He bhad half an idea that |
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the whole erazy contrivance would fall
a crash.

But it was safe enough, if he had only
known it. Roughly made though it was, the
cage was strong, and the ropes were well
tested. Apd the pulleys were:-so arranged,
with a system of balancing weights, that
it was a matter of sheer impossibility for
any disaster to cccur. : *E .

And at last the bottom was reached.

Handforth was led swiftly away. Down
here the air felt still and humid. It was
guite different from the fresh atmosphere at
the top of the hill, where the sea breezes
blew irom eff the ocean.

Everything down in this pit was still—
the air scarcely moved. There was a feeling
of damp warmth, which was rather uncom-
He could hear mosquitos

with

humming. -

- Handforth vainly tried to pierce the dark-
ness with his gaze. Down in thig strange
place everything was inky. It was prac-
tically impossible to see a yard in front of

one. :

But Skinner and his companion evidently
knew the way. '

They were familar with the ground, and
walked straight forward along a kind of

" well-trodden footpath—which, Handforth was

abhle to .detect, ran beside the e¢liff face.

The ‘junior was only taken 2 short dis-
tance. |

There came a balt, and Handforth safg
wags a roughly constructed place of un-
planed timber. The door was thrust open,
and Handforth was pushed inside.

“Now, my lad, I figger you’ll stay there
uuntil the morning,” said Mr. Skinner, “Xo
monkey tricks, or I'll soon be around.”

“What's the idea of this?’ demanded
Handforth warmly. ¢ What are you shoving
me in this rotten place for?»

‘¢ All right—never mind,” said Skinner.

“But I do mind—*»

“Y guess I can’t help your troubles, son,”
interrupted the man. ““Just stay right
here, and do what you like. . Mayhe you’ll
sleep—I guness you’'ll find the spiders good
company. There's sure a heap of bugs in
there !*?

Handforth gulped. And then the door
was c¢losed. He remembered that a bug, in
the American language, stands for any kind
of insect. In America, earwigs, beetles,
spiders, etc., are commonly referred to under
the general name of ‘“bug* :

Handforth heard the door close, and there
was a snap as a padloek was locked. And
he heard the voices of the two men.

“Yep, sure!*” said Mr. Skinner, in reply to
a remark from the other. “1 guessg:.that'll
be the best thing. Welll put a2 man on
guard outside the door right now. Of course,
even if this young guy escaped, he wouldn’t
get anywhere. But we don’t want to waste
time in the morning.”

(Continued on page 13)
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If the rascally cousin of the late Lord
Easington, Professor Mark Rymer, can
destroy certain documents hidden inside
the silver effigy, known as the Silver
Dwarf, he will inherit his cousin’s title
and wealth, There i3 a son living by a
secret marriage of the late peer, evidence
of which is contained in the documents
aforementioned. 8o far, the Silver Dwarf
has eluded the clutching fingers of the
unscrupulous professor. Nelson Lee, who
is determined to frustrate Rymer's evil
designs, is also in quest of the _effigy.

Afterr many exciting adventures, the
detective and his rivai discover that the
Silver Dwarf has gone to Colombo. Both
set off to Ceylon by the same boat. Lee
gets left behind at Port Baid. The
professor reaches Colombo, and, after a
fruitless search, learnz t{hat the silver
effigy is on its way to Australia, Harvey
Howard., a tea-planter, appears to know
something about the Silver Dwarf, and
is shadowed by the professar.

(Now recad on.)

In this emazingly clever deteciive story, NELSON LEE
is matched against the brains and subtle skill of Professor
Mark Rymer, an exceedingly dangerous type of intellec-
tual criminal—inkuman, crafty, resourceful and daring.

THE ATTEMPT ON HARVEY HOWARD'S LIFE!

GLEAM of malignant fury Ilecapoil
into Mark Rymer's e¢yes as L
heard these words. The Vietor Huze
was the steamer in  which |l
himself intended to proceed to Sydney.
Moreover, the thing which Harvey Howan!
wus planning to prevent was the very thing
Mark Rymer had counted upon That iz to
say, he had calculated that Nelson Lee would
go to Ulapane, and would thus be left alone
in Ceylon whilst he—>Mark Rymer—went on
to Syduey in quest of the Silver Dwarf
$ Curse the young meddler!” he muttered
beneath his breath. referring to Harvey
Howard, of course. If he had only remained
at Ulapane, I should have had at lea=t
three days - in Syduney before Nelson Lee
arrived. As it is, we shall both leave
Colombo at the same time, and we shall

arrive in Sydney together, unless—unless
L}

His eves contracted to the merest slits,

and a look of desperate determination

crossced his evil face.

“If I could only prevent him mecting Nel-
sonl Lee to-nizht!”" he mused,



*“You’ll not bte able to get back to
Ulapane to-day, of course?’’ said one of
the planters presently. "

“ 3f course not,”’ said Howard.

““ Where are you going to put up for the
night?”’

- %At the G.0.H.,” said Howard.

That was all Mark Rymer waited to hear.

The *“G.0.H.”—in other words, the Grand

Oriental Hotel—was the very hotel at which |
he himself bad arranged to spend the night.

“'Fhe Fates have delivered him into my
hands!”> he murmured. ¢ He's sure to go to

the hotel before he goes to meet Nelson Lee,

and if I can only get to know the number
of -hi’s’ room, - the rest will be simply child’s
play.” . : e

er_ glanced back over his shoulder, and
saw that Howard and his two companions
were. still engaged in earnest conversation.
Taking advantage of this fact, he silently
rose t0 his feet, and glided to the other end
of the car, where he ensconced himself in
the cormer seat nearest to the door, and
once meore conceated himself - behind the
ample sheet of the Ceylon Observer.”

Punctually on the stroke of three o’clock
the train arrived at Colombo. Almost before
it eame to a-standstill the professor leaped
out, -hurried from the station, and sprang
into a rickshaw. Ten minutes later he was
standing in the spacious entrance-hall of the
G.0.H. - - : :

In one corner of the hall. was a kind of
office, where those who arrived at the botel
engaged their rooms. Just outside the office

door stood. a towering pile of bags and

boxes. Unnoticed by any of the native at-
tendants, the professor concealed himself
behind this. pile of luggage, and a moment
or two later he had the satisfaction of see-
ing Harvey Howard walk into the office.

“Can I have a bed here to-night?” asked
the planter. - ;

“¥Yes; sir,” said the native clerk. ‘ Single
]—-Dom?!}_. oy I = B : _ )

‘“If you please.”

“What name, sir?’”

*Mr. Harvey Howard.”

The clerk made an -entry in his register,
and called to ore of the attendants.

« Show this gentleman to No. 95,” he said,
handing the coolie a key with a label at-
tached. : '

“This way, sar!’* said the coolie, shoulder-
ing Howard’s portmanteau.

‘“Thanks: but  I''n not going up to my
room just now,” said Howard. “1 have
some business to transact in the town which
- will oceupy me until half-past six or seven.
Take my bag up to .my rcom. and bring the
key back to the office.”” -

The e¢oolie departed, and Howard turned.

to the clerk-again. _

““I- should like to engage a bed-room for a
friend of mine, if I may,” he said. “He is
arriving to-night by the Victor Hugo, and
will leave for Sydney to-moirow.™

}_

‘he- said to the clerk.
here a couple of days ago, and arranged

“ What is
clerk. _
““ Mr. Nelson Lee,” said Hcoward.

j:our friend’'s name?” asked the

The clerk made another entry in the
register.
““1 have booked No. 9¢ fer him,” he said.
Howard turned away apd left the hotel.
The moment he was out of sight Mark
Rymer glided into the «flce. )
“My name is Rymer—Professor Rymer,”’
«“1 left my baggage

to have a bed-room reserved for me. May
I have my key?”
The eclerk consulted the register, and
handed the professor a key. | _
“Your room is No. 94, sir,” he =zaid.
““Your luggage has already been taken
there.’ | )
No. 94! There was a gleam of triumaph in

Mark Rymer’s eyes. - Surely he had nob
erred when he had said that the Fates had
delivered Harvey Howard into his hands!
The young tea-planter and himself had been
given adjoining rooms. ' -

He took the key, and hurried up the
broad staircase. TUpon entering his roouwm,

he discovered that the window overlooked

an eornamental garden at the back of the
hotel. Immediately bencath the window was
the flat roof of a wooden verandah, and a
single glance sufficed to show him that it
would be”the easiest  thing in the world to
step out of his own window, to walk along
the verandah roof, and to reach the window
of the room next door. :

He opened one of his bags, and changed
his- travel-stained clothes: then he put on
his hat and left the hotel.

He was absent for about an :hour, and
whén he returned he had a four-ounce bottle
of chloroform inm his pocket., Having gained

‘his bed-room; he locked the. door :on the Iin-

side and opened the window. The garden
below was deserted. He stepped out on to

the verandah roof, and steic to the window

of the room neyt door. He .forced back the
catch with the blade of his pocket-knife, and
opened the window.. A moment later he was

standing in Harvey Howard’s bed-room.

He closed the window, but did not fasten.
it. He drew down the dark-green blind, so
as to make the room as dark as. possible.
He loosened the stopper of the chloroform
bottle, and folded a handkerchief into a pad
of convenient size. Then he crouched be-
hind the door, and waited. =

At a quarter to eight Harvey Howard re-
turned to the hotel with an armful of pack-
ages. His business had taken him longer
than he had expected, whilst the Victor
Hugo, on the other hand, had arrived some-
what earlier than usual. She had already
anchored in the hay, and the steam tender,
with the first batch of passengers, was.
already on its way to the landing:stage,
which was almost exactly:opposite the hotel.

“I’ve cut it rather fine, I'm afraid,” he
muttered to himself, as he took down his
key from the office-board and bounded up
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““I shall only just have time

the staircase.
io toss these parcels into Iy
run down to the landing-stage.”
He reached the door of No. 95, unlocked
it, and stepped into the dimly lighted room;
but no soouner had bie crossed the threshold
than the door was suddenly_banged to be-
hind him, whiist at the same instant a dark
form leaped upon him from the rear, and
hurled him face downwards on the bed.
Ere he could shout for belp, two knees
were planted in the small of his back, oneé
hand encircled hiz windpipe in a vicelike
«rip, and another hand, bolding a chloro-

room, ang

He removed the 'key from the outside of
tlie door, and locked it on the inside. Then

| he drenched the handkerchicf with a fresh

supply of chloroform, and returned to the
bed to complete his dastardly work.

-y Sy S

NELSON LEE 10 THE RESCUE.

HEN Mark Rymer pushed Nelson Lee

“/ over the edge of thie whurf at Poet
Said, he was unaware that a smali

ship’s boat, mauned by a couple

of English sailors, was passing at that very

moment imniediately - underneath the spot

-
=

next door,
opened the window,

He forced back the catch with the blade of his pocket-knife and

He stepped out on to the verandah roof, and stole to the window of the room i

formed pad, was his
mouth and nostrils,

In vain he kicked and struggled; in vain
he tried to turn his head -and get a glimpse
of his assailant’s face. Slowly but surely
.the noxious fumes accomplished their work,
till at last, after a finul abortive effort to
.shake his assailant off, the young teu-
plunter ceased to strugzle and lapsed into
unconsciousness,

“So far, so good !’ hissed the professor,
as he sprang from the bed. “I'll lock the
door, to guard against interruption, aund
then I'll give him another whiff that will
waft him into eternity.”

firmly applied to

where his cowardly deed was enacted. Thi:
fact was both fortunate and unfortunate for
Nelson Lee. It was unfortunate by reason
of the fact that the detective struck his
head against the side of the boat, and Was
thereby rendered insensible. 1t was for
tunate, because the men in the boat imne-
diately fished him out of the dock and con-
veved him to the hospital.

]t was morning ere he recovered from hi=
stupor, and by that time, of course, the
Ormuz had passed through the Canal, and
was on her way to Colombo. Later in thwe
day, however, the Vietorr Hugo, a French-
Australian liner, called at Port Said to coal,
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‘and when she resvmed her voyage the de-
tective was one of her passengers.

The Victor Hugo, as already mentioned,
rIrived at Colomho about half-past seven on
the evening of March 27th. Nelson Lee was
one of the first to land. and, leaving his
baggage at the Custom-house, he walked
across to the Grand Oriental Hotel.

“Can I get to Ulapane to-night?”
asked, addressing the clerk in the office.

“ No, sir,” was the reply. ¢ There’s no
train for Ulapane until seven o’clock to-
morrow morning,”

“Then I shall have to stay here to-night,

he

. suppose,” said the detective, in a re-
signed voice. “Can I have a bed?”’

“Yes, sir,” saild the eclerk.  What
name??*? .

:: I'f-lg Nelson Lee.”

c1hen your bed is already engaged, sir,”
said the eclerk. Y Tosias ,
gaged it for you this afternoon.”

“Mr. Harvey Howard!’* repeated the de-
tective. “Is he in Colombo?”

“Yes, sir. He intended to meet you ab
the landing-stage, but the early afrival of
the boat appears to have upset his plans.”

““Then where is he now?*’

““He went up to his room a few minutes
ago, sir.”?

““ What is the number of his room?*

““No. 95, sir; the next room to yours,
which is No. 96.” i

The detective took the proffered key and
went upstairs. He halted at. the door of

No. 95, and rapped upon it with his
knuckles,

‘““It's Nelson Lee. May I come in?” he
asked.

To his infinite surprise, the only reply was
a startled oath, whilst at the same instant
his quick sense of smell detected the odour
of chloroform.

He tried the handle, and found that the
door was locked. Then, throwing all further
ceremony to the winds, he applied his
shoulder to the door, and burst it open.

He sprang into the room. The window was
sereened by a dark-green blind, and the
room was in all but total darkness. For a
second he saw nothing save the dim,
furniture. Then, as his eyes grew accus-
tomed to the gloom, he perceived the figure
of a man lying on the bed and breathing
stertorously.

After pressing tha electric button, Nelson

Lee made his way to the bedside, and found
that the unconscious man was Harvey
Howard. To his great relief, he discovered
that the young tea-planter was still alive,
though unconscious, and evidently in ex-
tremis. ,

“ Do you think he will recover?”’ asked the
proprietor of the hotel, who had come into
the room, together with several guests, for
the news had been spread by the coolie
who had answered the bell.

“T hope so0,” said Nelson Lee. ¢ Butl it
will be touch-and-go with him. If he
hasn’t bad a fatal dose of chloroform, he

 he sald.
“Mr. Harvey Howard en-

. present.

About

two more whiffs, and it would have been all

over with him.* \
He unfastened Howard’s cellar and set 'to

had had something very rear it.

work to practise artifieial respiration. For
a time it seemed as though his efforts were
going to be rewarded with speedy success;
but by-and-by the planter’s breathing began
to grow more feeble, his face took on an
ashen, deathlike hue, and ever and anon his
heart appeared to cease to beat.

“It’s all up!** muttered ene of the guests,
shaking his head. ¢‘He’s sinking fast!”

By way of reply the detective whipped out
his notebook, tore out one of the pages, and
scribbled a couple of words in pencil. He
handed the slip of paper, together with a
coin, to one of the ¢oolies.

“ Run with this to the nearest chemist’s !”
“ Bring-back what I have ordered
as quickly as ever you can!”

The coolie took the note and sped away.
He was absent perhaps five minutes, and
when he returned he handed the detective a
cardboard box in which were a number of
small glass capsules, each of which was
enclosed in a tiny cotton bag, bearing the
inscription ‘“ Amyl Nitrite.”

Having folded his handkerchief into a pad
of convenient size, the detective placed one
of the capsules in the centre, clapped the
handkerchief over Howard’s mouth and nos-
trils, and. crushed the capsule into frac-
ments by squeezing it between his finger and
his thumb.

The effeet was magical. The colour began
to ebb back into the young tea-planter’s
cheeks, his breathing grew stronger and
more regular; and a few seconds later he
opened his eyes and gazed round the room
with a vacant stare.

Despite the solemnity of the cceasion, the
little group around the bed burst into a
ringing cheer—a cheer which was heard in
Room No 84, and which told the listening
Mark Rymer-that once again had his cun-
ning schemes been brought to naught by his
resourceful rival.

e

NEWS OF THE SILVER DWARF.

WO hours passed. It was haif-past
ten. Nelson Lee was sitting on the
edge of Harvey Howard’s bed. The
young tea-planter was practically

himself again.

“1 didn’t intend coming up to see you to-
night,”” said Nelson Lee. ¢ After what you
have passed through, T thought it would be
wigser for you to refrain from talking just at
However, sinece you have sent for
me, I have come, though I still think you
would be well advised to postpone our inter-
view until to-morrow morning.”

“Why should 1?’* said Howard. ¢ Thanks
to you, I'm as right as a trivet now, Be-
sides, I'm simply dying of curiosity to learn
your opinion as to the identity of the
scoundrel who attacked mne.”

*“ As to that,” said Nelson Lee, I firmly



believe that the man who attacked you was
Professor Mark Rymer!”

“ Mark Rymer again!”- gasped Howard.

“ Apain?'’ said the detective quickly.
‘“ Has he aftacked you once before?”

¢ Well, no; I ought not to say that he huas
actually attacked me,” said Howard.
¢¢ At the same time, I have a very shrewd
suspicion that he incited a number of
natives to attack my house. However, I'll
tell you all about that later. In the mean-
time, what makes you think my assailant
was Mark Rymer?”

¢“I have been making inquiries,” said
Nelson Lee, and I find that he i3 staying

1

produce a single secrap of evidence in sup-
port of my accusation. He tried to murder
me at Penleven Cove, and again when we
were crossing the Channel. He miurdered
his cousin, Lord Easington, though I am
bound to admit that the poor man was
dving at the ¢time; and he murdered =a
jeweller’'s assistant iIn Paris. He . made
another attempt on my life at Port Said,
and he fried to murder you fo-night. Yetf
every one of these crimes has been planned

and executed with such subtle cunning that

he is able to snap his fingers in my face
and challenge me to produce ome solitary
scrap of evidence against him!”

here. He arrived this afternoon, and was
given the room next to yours.”

‘“ Your assailant, whoever he may have been,
undoubtedly escaped from this room by the
window. Outside the window is the flat
roof of a verandah, so that it would be
the easiest matter in the world for Mark
Rymer to crawl along the roof from his
own room to yours, and back again the same
way.

‘“ Have you taxed him with the erime?”

The detective shrugged his shoulders.

‘“ What would be the use?” he asked.

‘““He would only deny it, and defy me to}

At that moment Nelson Lee and Tom Robinson darted into the room.
* Too late, my friend—too late ! too iate !’’ exclaiméd the or.
late to save the papers, but justin time to see the blaze !’ (See next week's instalment )

L
ol

professor. ‘‘Too

=

¢ Jt was the same in thc case of the attack
on my house,” said Howard.

“Tell me about the atftack on your
house,” said Nelson Lee; ‘“or, better still,
begin at the very beginning and tell me
everything that has happened since the
Silver Dwarf came into your possession.”

«“The Silver Dwarf?” repeated Howard.
«« Js that what you call the silver statuette
which was given to my wife by her brother,

Dr. Olsen?” . . )
““Yes. You deposited in the bank, I
hope, when you received my cablegram from

Marseilles?’
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lloward smiled, and shook his head.

** No,” he said, ““I didn’t deposit it with
the bank, for the very simple reason that |
have never yet sef eyes on it.”

‘““Never yet set eyes om it!” repeated the
«detective, in a dazed voice

“‘ Never set eyes ob it!” said Howard.

**But Dr., Olsen gave it to your wife at
alarsellles?»? - |

“True! But when my wife reached home,

and began to unpack her baggage, she dis-

covered that she had left the Silver Dwart
on board the Himalaya, which by that time
had resumed its voyage to Australia!’

The -detective groaned—positively groaned
atoud!

“Then the Silver Dwarf s
Australia?” he asked.

Howard nodcded his head.

‘“ Briefly, the facts zre these,’” he said.

“ Dr. Olsen, as you trulv say, met my wife
at %{arseiiles, and made her a present of the
Silver Dwarf. He accompanied her as far as
Niples, and then returned to Morocco.

‘ Amongst thie passengers on board the
Himalaya was a certain Mrs. Robinson,
whos¢ husband holds some sort of public
appointment in Sydney. Mrs. -Robinson had
been to England to see her son, who was
an undergraduate at Cambridge, and who
had recently passed through a secrious ill-
ness, In accordance with the doctor’s ad-
vice, she was taking her son back to
Australia with her, in the hope that the
long sea voyage would re-establish his shat-
Ltered health. _ -

‘“ Neither my wife nor Mrs. Robinson had
ever met each other until they met on board
the Himalaya. Notwithstanding this, they
quickly became fast friends, and by tihe
time the steamer reached thz Bay of Biseay
they were as thick as two thieves, as the
saying. is. Under these g¢ircumstances, you
will readily understand that omne of the first
persons to whom my wife showed the Rilver
Dwarf was Mrs. Robinson.

‘““0On March 4th the Himalaya arrived at
Colombo. 1 met my wife at the landing-
stage, and, at- her suggestion, we invited
Murs. Robmson and her son to come ashore
and dine with us at this very hotel.- The
foliowing morning my wife and I went up
to Ulapane, whilst Mrs. Robinson and her
son continued their voyage.

““Three days later, on March 8th, we re-
ceived your cablegram from Marseilles. A
week later we received your second wire,
announcing that you had been delayed at
Port Said, and warning us that Professor
Rymer would probably honour us with a
visit. Finally, four days ago, we received a
cablegram from Mrs, Robinson, informing
us that she had just arrived at Sydney, that
the statuette had been found in her cabin,
that her son Tom was returning to England
in about a month, and that he would bring
the statuette back with  him as far as
Colombo. Here is the cablegram—read it
for yourself.”

He handed the flimsy to Nelson Lee, and |

now in

~only suppose that he has read all three,
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whilst- the detective was. reading it, he -tel
him of Mark Rymer’s visit to Ulupane 0
his refusal- to give: the professor any infor-
mation, and of the subsequent attack on- the
hungalow

‘“ My own impression is,” he sald £ that
Rymer thought the statuette was in..the
house; and that he bribed the natives to loot
the house in the hope of finding it.”> - .-.

“I agree with you,” said Nelson . Lee.
““Did he see this cablegram, do you think?”

‘“ He must have done,” said Howard. “I%
was in my writing- deqk along with the
two cablegrams we receiv ed from you. And,

as the writing-desk was broken open, I c(z;n
n
the other hand, if he has yead the message,
and knows that the Silver Dwarf is not in
my possession, why did be try fto murder
me to-night?”’

‘““That’s easily answered,” said Nelson
Lee. “lle has read my cablegram from
Port Said, and he knew that 1 was due to

b arrive llere by the Viector Hugo {to-night.

He knew that if I had to make the journey
to Ulapane I should not be able to get
back to Colombo in time to catch the
steamer before she resumed her voyage. He
guessed that you had come to meet me, in
order to prevent me going np to Ulapane,
and he-argued to “himself that if he mur-
dered you before I arrived 1 should have
to go to Ulapane, in order to discover what
had become of the Silver Dwarf; whilst he—
Mark Rymer—would be able to leave by the
Victor Hugo to-morrow, and thus reach
Sydney in advance of me.”

“ But supposing his plot had succeeded,”
said Howard—** supposing ycu had been left
behind, and he had gone on to Sydney, what
could he have done? He dﬂesnit know
where Mrs. Robinson lives.”

‘“ He knows she lives in Sydney,’’ said the
detective grimly. ¢ That’s quite sufficient

information for Professor Mark Rymer. 1f

he could have had two clear days in Sydney
hefore I arrived, neither the bigness of the
city nor the commonness of the name would
have prevented him finding her. As it is,
we shall arrive together.” -

“ But surely he won’t go on by the Victor
Hugo now?* cried Howard. ¢ He will never
dare to show his face on the same boat as
you??’?

“Dare?’’ said Nelson Lee. ~“There’s
nothing Mark Rymer dare not do. Of
course he will travel in the Vietor Hugo.
Why shouldn’t he? 1 ecan’t prove anything
against him.”

“He'll have his journey for his pmna i
said Howard.

“I hope so, I'm sure,” said ‘Telson Lee.
“ But it all depends.” i

“On what?” '

‘“ On whether you can gﬂe me 1tIrs Robin-
son’s address. If you.:an't, them Mark
Rymer and I will have to start hunting for
her, and it’s no great odds that he wont‘.
he the first to find her.”

“But I can give you Mrs. Robmsons



address,” said Howard. - **She .gave it to

my -wife before ‘they left the Himalaya.

She doesn’t live in Sydney itself,: but in one

oi the outlying suburbs. The exact address
‘ Ivanhoe House, Waverley, Sydney.’

'l‘he detective enterud thes address in his
- notebook,

‘““You are sure Mark Rymer doesn’t know
.this address??? he asked anxiounsly.

“] am perfectly certain he doesn’t,” said
Howard. ‘*‘Mrs. Robinson wrote it down on
a slip of paper, which my wife put in her
purse, and Ler purse was in her pocket cn
the night when the bungalow was raided.”
~ ““Then,” said Nelson Lee, as he replaced
the notebook in his pocket, ‘I think we
may say that Professor Mark
checkmated, and that the Silver Dwarf .is
as good us m my pos:eqsmn"’

M ARK RYMER’'S BIG BL UFF.

N the {following morning two cable-
£rams were  despatched from
Colomho. The first read thus:

‘““ Robinson, Ivanhoe House, Waverley,
Sydney.—Statuette found in your cabin eon-
tains important documents. Do not send it
back, or part with it, or give anyone informa-
tion about it, until I arrive. Am leaving
here to-day; due in Sydney April 16th, This
message sent with Howard’s approval.

5 VELSO'% LEF 2

The second ecablegram said:

““ Sinclair's Detective &gency, Pitt Street,
Sydney.—Firsf-class passenger named Robin-
son arrived Sydney per ss. Himalaya March

23rd. Trace if possible and wire present
address to undersigned at  post-office,
Adelaide. Am  salling to-day. Arrive

Adelaide April 14th,
available train. Spare no expense, Paymeniu
when I arrive. Reference, Bank of Austral-
agia,
“MARK RYMER,
'Protes:.or of Chemistry, Westmmstel
University.”

Twelve hours after the despatch of these
cablegrams the Victor Hugo put to sea
again, and amongst her passengers were
\Ielso*l Lee and Mark Rymer.

At two o’clock in the afternoon on April
14th the steamer came to an anchor in
Larg’s Bay, the port of call for Adelaide.
A Jarge proportion of her passengers dis-
embarked, and proeceeded to Adelaide by rail.
And amongst them, again, were Mark Rymer
and Nelson Lee. The professor disembarked
in order to ecall for the answer to his
cablegram. The detective disembarked be-
cause it was shorter by nearly three days
to go from Adelaide to Sydney by train than
to go by the boat.

It was half-past three: when the train
steamed into Adelaide. At a quarter to four
the professor stood in the post-office.:
minutes later he was readmg the following
telegram:

‘“Rymer, Post Office, Adelaide.—Address

~white handkerchief

Rymer is | fast as possible.

and Sydney bhy first |

‘three bags, all labelled with my

Two |

requlred Ivanhoe House, Waverley, Sydney.
Av.altmg your further instructions. -
“ SINCLAIR.?

Leaving the post-office, he invested in a

railway-guide and a plan of the city of

Sydney, hoth of which he carefully con-
sulted. He then returned to the post-office,
and zent off the following wire: -

“ Leaving herc 4.30. Arrive Sydney 11 a.m.
Saturday. Arrange for one of your men to
meet me at station, and to have speedy car
waiting outside. Shall alight from train with
in bhand as means of
sShall want to drive Waverley
Every second of value.

“ RYMER.”

After a railway journey of over seventeen
hours, Nelson Lee and Mark Rymer arrived
at Melbourne. -

At a quarter-past me in the afternoon
they left for Sydney—XNelson Lee in the
sleeping-car, Mark Rymer in a first-class
carriage as near the engine as possible. At
eleven o’clock next morning the train pulled
up in Sydney Station. Before it actually
came to a standstill Mark Rymer sprang
out, with a white silk bandkerchief in his
hand, and in the twinkling of . an eye a
red-haired, bullet-headed man was at his

identification.

side. -
‘““ Professor Rymer?”? said the red-hairad
man. . . | 5w
““Yes,” said the professor huriledly.
Al chk' Let us get outside!*.

They reached the outside of 'the station,

where the red-haired man poirted to a
smart-looking ear. -
““There’s your car, sir,”” he said. ‘“ Have
you any further instructions?” F '
‘“No—yes!” said the professor, as hLe

¢ Secure my luggage—
name—and
take them to. your office. I'll call for them,
and settle with Mr, Sipelair.”

He turned to the ehaufleur. -

‘“Ivanhoe House, Waverley,”
““Drive like the very deuce!®

Ten minutes later the car pnlled up in
front of a handsome villa, standing on the
summit of the cliffis whicli enclose that pie-
turesque inlet of the sea -which is known
as Bondi Bay. One minute later the pro-
fessor was ringing the front-door bell.

His summons was answered by a frim

maid-servant.

“Is Mr. Robinson at home?’
professor.

¢ No, sir,” replied the maid.
Robmson is.”

sprang . into the car.
said.

he

asked the

7 But Mra.

“Good! 1 will see Mrs. Robinseon,” ﬂaui
the professor, as he stepped across f{ie
threshold.

The maid ushered him Into a cozily fur-
nished drawing-rooni.

“ What name, sir?” she asked.

“Mr. Nelson JLee,” said the prc-fevm

boldly.
(Concluding Instalmeni Next Week.)
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R. JASPER LINN-REDLAW, stout,
clean-shaven and leering, looked as
if he wanted very much to dig
Derek Clyde in the ribs and share

a joke with him when they met in the

porch of the multi-millionaire’s Northumber-

land mansion. :
*“You're not a bit of use now,” he

grinned, and his small eyes twinkled through

the masses of fat hanging to his cheeks.

“0Of course you would guess when you got

my message that I was nervous about the

Linn-Redlaw ruby collection, and craved the

presence of an expert crime-detector like

you. But I’ve learned a thing or two since

I sent out that S.0.8.”

“Indeed?” said Clyde, with a surreptitious
nudge to Murdoch as a warning to keep his
ears open. “What did you learn?”

Linn-Redlaw, war-made millionaire, drew
closer fo his guests, winked with immense
sagacity, and told them, sotto voce:

“I've had 'em all copied—every article.
It was the new parlour-maid put me up tc
it. She’s a pretty littie thing, and I calle!
her in one day to fry on my wife’s pendant.”

“* Go on, sir,’” she said, when I told her
the ladies were going to be all decorated
with the famous rubies at this reception and
dance. ¢ That’s a risky thing to do. Get 'em
all copied in glass and gilt, and nobods
won't know any dilference. Then you can
lock up the real ones in your safe till the
aftair is over.” Now wasn't that cote of
her ?*? S

‘““ Very cute,” said Clyde, with unnecessary
emphasis. “ Now, when the ball takes place
to-night, the Redlaw rubies wiil he securely
beked away in your safe, and the frocks
and necks and coiffures of your wife and
three daughters will be adorned with copies,
Brilliant idea!”

“Isn't it? And the reception won’t suffer.
Who will know the difference in the electric
light? D’'you know, Clyde, there's a swell
ciowd coming from far and near—so many
that I have had to arrange extra accom-
modation for all the cars there will be. I'm

]

1‘

22> ~A GAME OF BLUFF!

there,” and he pointed to an unfenced fleld
adjoining the road and the house.

Clyde studied the paddock and the sur-
rounding scenery. Bordering one of the
main roads through England, and standing

on a commanding eminence, the home of

Jasper Linn-Redlaw was a stately dwelling,
surrounded by sparse woods and the only
grass parks in a somewhat wild bit of
countryside.

Apparently the only attraction the pluto-
crat had foumd in that wilderness of gorse
and heather had bheen the altitude of the

site and the possibility of erecting there a

‘“stately pleasure-dome ” with some of the
appearance of an ancient stronghold.

“I'li go and give a few orders about the
parking,” he said. ¢ Here are a few keys.
Have a look round the house, and tell the
servants I have given you carte blanche.
Best have a squint at the safe, and then you
can get my wife to let you see her rubies.
She's got them in her boudoir—the imita-
tions at least.”” And he winked pondercusly.

‘““ Does she know?’* asked Clyde.

‘“ Does she?” repeated the millionaire with
scorn. *“Be sure you don’t breathe a word
about fhe real gems in the safe.”

L The old man, anxious about the
safety of his almost priceless gems, had
sent for Ciyde, and Murdoch, having a few
days off duty, decided to take a ’busman’s
holiday and accompany his friend.

“Go and hunt up a servant with a little
time on his hands,” said Clyde, while he
tried a few keys on what was apparently
the door of the owner’s “ den.”

Clyde identified key after key with remark-
able facility and contrived to enter almost
every room in the place. "Not only that,
but, accompanied by a s0-called butler—
whom he kept dismissing every few minutes
on trivial -errands—he opened the safe in

MURDOCH’S ANXIETY.

INN-REDLAW went off, leaving Giyde
and Murdoch locoking at each other,
an amused grin on each face.

having a few parked in the old paddockj Linn-Redlaw’s office and saw the genuine

-
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rubies about which the master of the house
wad 50 TEervous. :
He also employed the eldest daughter of

the house to introduce him to the imitations, |

laid out for the ball imn the evening—and
go beautifully courieous was he that Miss
Vi Linn-Redlaw also executed a -few useless
erranda without being requested.

In short, Derek Clyde did very much as
- he wished about the house, and handled
both the real rubies and the imitation.
Then he expressed a desire to have a sly

peep at the servants’ quarters, and in the

basement he found Murdoch bhaving an
~absorbing chiat with the pretty parlour-maid.

And she was pretty! -

8o much so that Murdo:h falked rathe
loosely when Clyde dragged him away.
~“Some cars at the door,” he eald.
¢ That’'ll be the first of the guests arriving.
Time we had our boiled shirts on.”!

When these two met again it was in the
great ballroom of Redlaw House, and Mr.
Linn-Redlaw was at great paing to impress
them with the luxury and costliness of the
apartment. |

Fortunately the guests began to arrive at
that moment, and the host had to flee and
join his lady in welcoming them. Before
long the wvast ballroom was filled to over-
flowing with a beautifully-attired, rustling,
murmuring, laughing concourse, hall of
whom did not know the other hal from
Adam. An expensive orchestra played weird
and wonderful dance music—and Clyde and
Murdoch looked around them helplessly.

#Wish I had those precious stones in my
tail pocket,” whispered Murdoch, backing
away from the perfumed, moving mass of
frail gowns and snowy linen. “ Any old
crook could get into that bunch and we’d
never know.”

““h, the rubies are all right,”” laughed
Clyde. “Don’t you see Mr. Linn-Redlaw and
Vi Ditto and Daphne and Carrie of that ik
sporting the gorgeocus ornaments that have
m:de the name Linn-Redlaw famous among
the crooks of the land? See Ma’s unecklace
aud brooches; likewise the necklaces of the
daughters of the house; and the rings and

pendants and gewgaws and, and——-"
you rather be upstairs in the old

i ﬁ: 7
man’s den, sitting on the safe?”

“With a gun in each nand?” smiled Clyde.
 Well, if you like we'll go and have a look
at the safe that contains the real Mackay.”

They foun:d the door of Linn-Redlaw’s
domestic ‘“office ?? on the first floor standing
unlocked. BMurdoch pushed it open and they
dashed in—to find the safe open and empty.
Then Murdoch wused bad languaze anc
sprang back to the dcor.

‘““There he goes!”™ he announced
shrill whisper. ¢ Rumning for omne of those
cars, I'll bet. Come on!”?

A STERN CHASE.

ES, I know all about them,”
growled Murdoch. ¢ But wouldn’t

in a

i

Ciyde smiled at the apparent audden
change in their positions; but the knowledge
that a thief was in the house and only a
few yards away roused all the sleuth in
him and he bounded after his companion.

He seemed to have dropped ‘his attitude
of banter like a cloak, and he made no
reply to the breathless thearising of Mur-
doch as they ran over the soft lawns and

- down slippery terraces of grass in pursuit of

a ﬂ:ﬁng figure in the waning daylight.

““He’s going to nab a ecar,” gasped Mur-
doch. ‘““Must have come and got to work
on the safe with the first of the guests. O0id
fool Redlaw to put all his eggs in one basket
and let his womenfolk gad about in imita-
tions{»

Ciyde made an exclamation that was in-
audible to Murdoch as the latter leaped the
door of a little ten horse-power two-seater.

{ Clyde was hesitating when the grating of

the controls sounded on the might air and
the little ear moved; the pext instant he,
tco, leaped the low door.

Released from the detaining brakes, the
little car slipped down from the paddock
and wheeled with perilous abruptness over

-the filled-in diteh; then in went the low

gear, and the race hegan. _

The ten h.p. was made for speed, with her
peaked bonnet and graceful streamline body,
and in response to the clever handling of
Murdoch she went off with a roar like a
Gatling gun from the exhaust.

Clyde bumped a good twelve inches in the
oir and shouted something which Murdoch
took to be a protest, and replied to with a
laugh.

The driver of the car in front looked over
his shoulder as they came into a straight
stretch of highway that was visible for
miles over a sort of moorland plateau; then
he crouched to his work, :

It was a big car, with the look of a racing
Napier, that set the pace, and the driver
handled it admirably. Twice it hit loose
stones and showed daylight between the
wheels and the ground. -

Sueh leaps would have shaken the wheel
from the hands of anyone unacecustomed to
the race-track, but still the leviathan was
held true as a die.

“3ome driver!” yelled Murdoeh above the

{ seream of the wind in their ears.

The two ears ate up the straight like con-
jurors swallowing paper ribbon, and plungad
into a wild tract of country with neither
field nor fence—an area where the road
dipped precipitately at intervals and as sud-
denly swept upwards in abrupt steeps on
the side of hills, swooped round and down
long cnrves, and wavered in breathless hair-
pin bends.

But neither of the drivers was deterred.
The big sixty h.p. roared up thc heights
with a relentless speed, its rear wheels
racing every time it leaped a boulder, slith-
ered round sharp corners, with a sudden
mitigation of its roar and a tearing of tyres,
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and waltzed round the bigger bends. on two
wheols. ‘
The little one in hot pursuit behaved like
a skittish pony in the masterful hands of
Murdoch, leaping the big stones and flipping

the small ones in the air as it made an

almost r:d:culous mimic of the Ileader’s

antics. !
DISASTER.

GAIN they came on a long stretch of
 level road, and the ten h.p. roared
~ futilely at the sixty.

“ What's the betting?”  the
breathless Clyde contrived to get in at last.

‘“We're winning!” shouted Murdoch.

Presently the road began to dip again, and
Ciyde and Murdoch could see at least half
# mile ahead to where it curved round in
u blunt hairpin and returned at a lower
level parallel with its earlier course.
“Then both the occupants of the pursuing
_ear saw fhe runaway meet with disaster.
The driver negotiated the steep bend skil-
tutlv—or as skilfully as was possible with
the two back tyres in ribbons—and judged
the amount of szkid a&allabe to a hair’s-]
_breadth "

Bub, just where the skid should have
- ended, the big car hit a stone emhedded by

the side of the road, rechounded like an
uwidiarubber ball and struck the opposite
bank.

Seeing what was going to happen Murdoch
pulled up the smaller car with marvellous
spéed - before it reached the curve. . They
. were almost at a standstill, on oppomte leas
of the hairpin, so to speak when the lead-
ing ‘car made an attempt to rise on the
two nearest wheels and flung its driver
- somersaulting over a few yards of gorse
hushes, on the side of the road nearest to
Clyde and Murdoch before it dlthered tc:
a stop.

‘“Poor devil!” said Murdoch, as he
lumped out and staggered in an attempt to
recover the sense of being stationary.
“Let’s cut across, No use going away
round that bend. He won't run now.”

Then he and Clyde scrambled through
the bushes and proceeded to cut across the
rough country that sloped st.eepl,} between
the two sides of the bend.

Near the lower half of the curve they
~came on-the driver of the bigger car, rather
fartunately cushioned on bushes and long
rrass, fuce upwards, arms outspread, breath.
-ing rapidly. Beyond, the sixty h.p. was
visible,- tilted agalnst the roadside.

¢ Crocked?” asked Murdoch.

Then he gasped and ejaculated under his
breath, as the vietim of the race sat up and
bestowed a_ brilllant smile on him.

““The pariour-maid!"” he said humbly. _

“ Yes, the parlour-maid,” replied the fallen
driver, stretching shapely limbs to ease them
in their tigh$-fitting leather suit. * These

hings are a lot better than skirts, don't
you think?” .

“}'li’ou were alcne in that car?” asked Mur-
doc |

¢ All alone,” she repiied with a ravishingly
pathetic accenb

“ And you're not hurt?®

“ Twisted my ankle—that’s all. I'd soon
put it right, but——"' Again that sweet
smile expressed the impossibility of doing
some things with men about.

“Don’t you think we brought off th‘lt

! wiieeze well!” prattled the girl while the

two men looked at each other.

“We?” said Murdoch, who rather prided
himself upon being chosen for spokesman—
unconscious of tha fact that Clyde was try-
ing hard to frown him into discreet silence,

“Yes. My—er—brother and 1. This
with a pretty blush. ¢ I've taken you a
good twenty odd miles out of the way, and
if you've driven the car like I did you won't
have juice to take you back in time to siop
Lhim getting away with the rubies.” And
she laughed merrily, her teeth gleaming in
the red afterglow that by now suffused the
scene,

Murdoch gave Ch'de a look of sheer be-
wilderment; but the latter was gazing over
the girl’s head at the car a few yards away,
and he was still frowning. Murdoch had
just eomough wit left to see that Clyde was
seriously considering the possibility of their
being told lies, and contemplating a raid
on the car. g’

But, before he could make the suggestion
himself, the parlourmaid-chauffeur attempted
prettily to smooth the ringlets that peeped
from beneath a leather helmet. Then she
sighed and turned a pair of wide, appealing
grey eyes on Murdoch.

“I'm an awful sight,” she said, “to
appear in a respectable police office,
Would you be so good as to fetch me that
handbag that's Iying. on the front seat of
the cnr% My combs and "’—a coquettish look
at Clyde—*well, manicure set and things are
all there Sorry to trouble you.”

Clyde, still mlent. looked black as
thunder,

But as it happened, he rather

misjudeed Murdoch at that momenb

The "II‘I turned on Clyde a pair of wide,
mnocent oeyes and laughed airily.

“You do look mad, Mr. Clyde,” she said.
“Qh, yes, I know the pair of you nall
richt——*

i An imperious wave of Clyde’s hand stopped
er.

“ Harry,” he said, ““is no doubt Harry
Hepburn, who notified the C.L.D. that he
would make one more raid and settle down
to a.happy married life with thie proceeds?™
. The girl nodded with .all the humility
Clyde’'s manner demanded.

“And go straight in future,”
pered w |blmut. a trace of banter.
mised.”

THE RUBY PEXNDANT.
URDOCH obeyed the request—and

she whis-
‘“He pro-



“S50 you took a hamnd and helped him in)
the last and biggest thing he ever tried.”
Ciyde stared hard down at her.

“He's a liicky devil—in more ways than
one. Can you walk?”

“Yes,”” The voice was lower than ever,
and there was a quaver in it

“Good. You're only about halfi a mile
from a village, Be sure you keep Harry
straight. What’s that aon your neck?”

With trembling hands the girl pulicd from
under the leather collar at her neck a beaunii
ful pendant of rubies ch a gold echain
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‘““ The master gave it me.” she told Clyde.
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"If
smtiling face.
notion let liarry get away with—2?

it’s imitatiem,” she fired up in his

““1 suppose so. Anyhow, that

“With what was in the safe? Precisely.
Take my advice and stick to that pendant.
That, at least, is genuine.”

At that moment Muraoch approached with
the handbag, but it was rather strange that
Clyde, after his significant words, should hold
up a hand to siience the girl.

Murdoch weuld have liked to give the girl

a lift, her own car—or rather the ecar she

had commandecred—heing out of action; but

Clyde led bim away. They were in the little

They were almost at a standstill; on opposite iegs of the hairpin, so to speak, |
when the leading car made an attempt to rise on the two nearest wheels and :
flung its driver somersaulting over a few

yards of gorse bushes, on the side of

the road nearest to Clyde and Murdoch.

with an accent of perfect truth. “Just
after you had been round the house this
morning. He said the ladies had as much
as they could carry of the rubies and |
was welcome to this lot.”

‘“1 expect he did;”” thought Clyde. *“The
old- fool 12 L

Aloud he queried keenly. < After I ha
geen round the hcuse?” -Then he bent down
and cxamined the jewels. *“ Of course,*> he
said, “Linn-Redlaw took your advice on the
subject of cheating possible thieves. So you
have only got yourself to blame if ’3

§ gone to

e g e ——

I;{ll‘ before Cf]y_d-e volunteered the juforma-
ion.

““ There’s a village round the corner, and
she can walk all right. Can we get back?”

¢““Just about it.”

They were in sight of Redlaw House bciore
the petrol gave out; then they walked.
Murdoch was looking very well pleased with
himself. :

They reached the mansion in a few
minutes and were told that the owper had
get the police. ‘



wait,” said Clyde.
in the
awaiting a beiated meal, when he explained.

“We'll

They were seated supper-room,

THE ONE HITCH.

s HERE are ycu going with your
pockets crammed, Murdoch?’
“] don't know what you made
of the  night’s. work,” he
chuckled. “ But I rather think I recovered
thic Linn-Redlaw rubies. You scowled, o1-
course, when I ran to do that girl's blddmg
But did you imaginze that 1 didn't sece
through her assumed funocence?”

“1 thought you were pretty hard hit,”
Clyde confessed.

““Not at all I saw through her game.
She got away with the loot all right. She
had it in that bag, but she couldn’t crawl to
the car. So sghe killed two birds with one
- stone—got me to fetch the bag, and at the
same time put snspicion out of the question
by letting me ecarry the things we were
after. See here!” He untied two leather
bags with g deft pull of strings.

Then he went weak at the knees, and
Clyde smiled to see a coliection of pebbles
and bits of glass from a chandelier tumble
on the table.

“Just as I thought,” said Clyde.
walked into that trap nicely. She rather
vuessed  you would see through  her
innocence, so she played the double bluff
on you."

“* But—but,” stammered the totally
abashed Murdoch. “The swag? Where?
Did she tell the truth?”

“I'm sorry to tell tales about such a
sweet little thing, but she was lying. She
got away with the—er—the loot. I tumbled
to the game when she dropped those delicate
hints about her ipjuries. As a matter of
fact, 1 believe she was sitting on the stuff

* You

—mth the aid of a good eye and ear and
a knowledge of the combination.”

“ Good Lord' Inside ¢hat leather suit—
that male rig-out. But why did you let her
go, then?” -

““ Because 1 knew a, little more than 3119
did.”

At that moment Lmn Redlaw burst into
the room. Clyde calmed him with a gesture,

“ Keep cool,” he snapped in the agitated
countenance. “I know they opened the safe
and got away with the contents—-but 1 had
been there first. The thief, Mr. Linn-
Redlaw, escaped, thanks to his sweetheart.
But the booty which he got from the safe
was the collection of imitations. 1 know,

Linn-Redlaw shouted a joyful “ What!”
and Murdoch, gradually beginning to under-
stand, merely gasped,

“You should be more careful when choos-
ing parlour-maids,”” smiled Clyde.

The owner of the house cursed from puyre
happiness, clapping Clyde on the back #ill
he was beﬂged to desist. " He had gone to
collect the -geninue gemg from tle women-
folk who had been innocently wearing them

 for I made the substitution myself.”

‘when Murdoch ventured to speak.

““But why on eayfth did you come with
me?” he asked.

“Did you give me any chance, you con-
founded speed-fiend? ~Now I think we’ll
enjoy supper, if it is the small iours. Therc
was oniy one hitch in my plan, and I hardly
regret it. When the master gave tliose
jewels to. his women to wear, he was so
tickled at the idea of their being false that
he slipped a splendid pendant to that
parlour-maid. I noticed she was wearing
it-l,

“ Good !” said Murdoch, with gratification.
“ Let’s hope she recognises it is the real
thing and makes a few hundred off it.”

« Amen. I rather think she will. It’ll be
very handy to a youmg couple setting up

lier crook sweethe:\rt pinched from the safe d house.”

IHL

END.
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{Continued from page 1"4)I

They walked away, and Handforth looked |

round.

0f course, he couldn’t see anything. The
interior of this hut was as black as pitch.
There was mo window of any kind. And
Handforth, being merely attired in a bathing
costume and a pair of flannel trousers, had
absolutely nothing on him. He didn't

possess ‘a match, or a pocket-knife, or any- |

thing that might come in useful.

He was, in fact, in a mosf
position. ' -

¢ Rats !’ he growled. “ This is a fine how-
do-you-do! The rotters! Shoving me in a
giddy hole like this! 1 haven’t seen any-
thing—and I don’t see how I can get out,
either}?*

After a little groping, be found that the,
hut was very small—not more than six feet
square. It was perfectly empty, save for
himself. The door was sfrong, and it
creaked considerably. When he pressed

unenviable

against it, the boards protested. And a
voice came from outside. ’
“Stop that, in there!”® it said. * You

can’y get out!”? ; -

So it was true—there was a man on
guard! '

Handforth gave up all hope then. He
didn’t feel like sitting.down, because there
was no floor to the place—just the damp
ground. And onee or twice he felt .insects
crawl upon his bare ankles. |

He shook them off, and decided to pace
up and down for the remainder of the night.
Sleep was not to be thought of.
possibly lie down in this ghastly place
and slumber.

He didn’t.

Exactly how he kept awake, be mnever
quite recmembered. But there seemed to be
a period of time that he lost count ef. He
must have dozed as he walked up and down
in that confined space.

But he knew that daylight bad come.

It shone through the chinkg in his prison.
It grew stronger and stronger. And with
it he aweoke again to full activity. He was
now able to see the interior of his hut.

It was quite bare and dirty. And he was
- wondering how long he would be kept in
there, and assuring himself that he would
make the rotters pay, when he heard the
door being unlocked.

It opened, and Mr. Skinner appeared.

“You—you beastly bounder!” said Hand-
forth, his voice quivering with wrath.
“ What's the idea of keeping me in a filthy
hole like this?”

- “You’re  lucky!” retorted Skinner.
“ When I first saw you, I was figgerin’ on
pitchin' you over the edge of the cliff. Say,
you don’t know when you're havin’ a good
time!*? L _

“Ts this what you call having a good
time?”® snorted Handforth fiercely.

‘““Come along—no lip!?? growled the man.

NIl FHE NELSON

He couldn’t |

Handforth was pulied out. His . wrists |

™
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were tied once more—for he had beeD
allowed that freedom in the hut—and he
was led out into the open. He looked about
him with great interest. -
“My only hat!” he muttered
tarlly.
" "The.sight he saw was extraordinary.
Streteching out before him lay a vista of
coarse grass, a few shrubs, and many huts.

L)
-

involun-

"And, just over a mile distant, the opposite

side of the pit arose—sheer, smooth-faced
cliffs rising to a height of five hundred feet.
"~ It was like being in an enormously deep
canyon—hut a canyon that had both its
ends blocked up. It was a curious fact that
a stream ran through this pit—a stream of -
pure, crystal water.

" Obviously, it had its source in some under-
ground spring, and vamnished undérground
at some other point. . s .

Handforth was not allowed to, waste any
time in locking about him. He was hustled
along until he arrived at that cage again.
But during this short little trip he saw
that gangs of men were at work. '

And, exactly as Lord Dorrimore bad
described, these poor wretches were chained
together. They were like the slaves of
Southern America before they obtained their
freedom. | _

Handforth had an idea that most of these
men were foreigners—they looked rough-
looking specimens at the best, but there was
no question about their pitiful condition.
They were treated with the utmost brutality.

BEdward Oswald was greatly astonished to
find himself thrust into the cage once more.
He had certainly not expected to be taken
t0 the top of this pit. But that is what
happened. | _

The casce was raised in the same jerky,
laborious fashion. And at last the top was
reached, and Handforth was pushed out
upon the rocky ground, in that depression.
It was a kind of hewn-out portion of the
rock. Thus, the platform from which ome
stepped inte the cage was on a lower level
than the %top of the hill. And Irom no
part of the island could the conirivance be
seel. :

There was a short pause whilst Hand-
{)Olgih’s arms were roped tightly against his

ody.

« What’'s the idea of this?’ he growled,
glaring. “ Ain’t you satisfied with just’ tying
my hands? Huh! You must be pretby
scared of me!”

“ The less lip, the better!” snapped Mr.
Skinner.

¢“1'11 talk as much as I like—=2

Crash! .

Skinner’s hand thudded upon Handforth's
mouth, and the junior gave a grunting ex-
clamation. It felt as though his teeth were
loosened, and the blood came. He looked at
Skinner with utter contempt. |

“ You miserable cad!”’ he exclaimed. ¢ By
George! I’'ll give you one for that—you
wait! Sooner or later, I'll pay you baerk!”



8 @l THE NELSON

“ You'd best learn that you can’t talk
free!”  exclaimed Skinner, “ Get me?
You're a slave now—you helong to us, body
and soul! And any insubordination will be

‘dealt with., Guess we use the whip to all
skunks who answer back!”

Handforth was roughly pulied forward.
And then there was - a wail. While Skinner
fvent out of the hollow, two other men re-
mained there with Handforth. And soon
Skinner returned. There was a gleam in his
eye.

« Come on!’ he ejaculated.
up—no, only you, Jose.
of us will be enough.”

Handforth was hustled forward by the ras-
cally Jose—one of the scoundrels who haa
attempted to send the Wanderer to the
bottom. In a moment, Handforth was
between the two men, and he was being -led
to the top of the rise.

Abruptly, fthey a peared on the sky-line.
And Handforth’s heart leapt as he saw
Newson Lee only a short distance away, down
the hillside. Lord Dorrimore was there, too
—and Umlosi, and Mr. Barry, and a crowd
of others. Far away, down in the bay, the
Wanderer lay placidly at anchor.

“ Bring him
I figger that two

““Say, stop just where you are!” shouted
Skinner loudly.

Nelson Lee looked up, coming to a com-
" plete halt. His mouth closed with a kind of
snap, and the hand which had grabbed for
his revolver stopped For Nelson- Lee had
just seen who the prisoner was. _

¢ Good heavens!” he muttered. “Thls is

terrible,”

He and Dorrie stared. They could hard]y
beiieve their own eyes. Handforth—a
prisoner in the hands of these men! How
on earth had it come about? How in the
name of -all that was queer, could Hand-
l'ortho have got himself into this shocking
mess?

- “By the Lord Harry!” muttei-ed Dorrie.
5 T[l:fi's,., old man, has just about put the lid
on it.

They all stood there, staring up at the
three figures on the top of the hiill. And
Mr., Skinner laughed openly.

““You'd best not try any fancy shooting,”
he advised, with a sneer. “ I figger that
we've gob the upper hand all rizht. You'd
‘best quit—and quit right now! It'll be
rather bad for this kid if you don't.”

Nelson Lee was very grim.
“ What do you mean ‘to imply?” he asked

“ Say, your _bralna ain't workin’, are
they ?* said Mr. Skinner jeeringly. ¢ The first
man who moves a step forward will cause
the death of this kid! And if you don't all
guit within two minutes we’'ll shoot bhkim
before vour eyes!” |
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CHAPTER VI.
A LULL IN THE CAMPAIGN!
an

HE threat was
- appalling one, «
It may have been

bluffi—but the chances

were thut Skinner really

meant what he said. His

$8 revolver was pointing direct

at Handforth. And the latter was fairly
red with helpless fury.

‘“You brute!’ he roared. ‘Do you think
I care tuppence for your rotten threats?
Blow you! Go and eat coke!?”

He turned his head towards the halted
party down the hill.

“Don’'t take any notice of him, sir!”’ he
shouted. “It's all spoof—this cad daren't
fire! Come r:ghb up, and biff the pair of
them!”

‘““No, Handforth—I cannot risk your life
like that > shouted Nelson Lee. ¢ Listen to
me, Skinner. What do you intend to do

i with that boy?”

‘““Hold him ! replied Skmner

“ Hold him until when?” *

Y guess that all depends,” said the man,
‘“ Anyway, he's a hostage. You'll get right
back to that yacht, and get on board.
Unless you hurry this kid will pass out !

“And after that?"

““Unless you keep on board, the young 'un
will die!” replied Skinner. < We'll
all the time. The very instant a boat tries
to get to the shore, we'll come here, in this
very spot, and shoot the boy in full view.”

“It sounds very grim—and for the moment
you <certainly hold the trump card,” said

Nelson Lee. “ But remember omne thing,
Skinper. If that lad comes to any harm,
imu j"WLII suffer the full penalty of t.lle
aw,’

“Law nothin’!” jeered Skinner. 1 guess
ther’ ain’t any law around these parts. It's
a case of the stronﬂest being in command.
And I guess we've crot you bea.t"’

Nelson Lee did not descend to conversing
wilh the man any longer. Discussion could
do no good—and the only thing was to re-
treat. It was out of the question to rescue
Handforth now.

A sudden rush might be successful—but,
on the other hand, there was.a terrible risk
that Skinner would shoot Handforth dead.
And that was altogether too terrible to
contemplate.

The only thing was to get back to the
yacht.

So Nelson Lee turned,
orders to -his men.

The whole party retreated down the hiil.
Both Dorrie and Umiosi were highly exas-
perated, but they could see the wisdom
of Nelson Lee’s decision. To advance was
:mpowble

““This is a fine kettle of fish, if -you like!”
growled Lord Dorrimore. *f “What ecan we
Jo about that boy? By gad! This is a job

and gave some

watch .
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for your brains, Lee—mine ain’t powerful

enough for it.”

“We will discuss the matter when we are {

back on the yacht,” said Neison Lee quletly

£

*“ Oh, no—he’s perfectly safe,” mterrupte-d
- Lee. 2 He is far more valuable to them alive
than dead. For his very presence in the
enemy camp gives them the advantage. |
am convinced that they will keep him, an
treat him well. It is all to their own a«
vantage to do so.”

¢“Thou art surely right, O, thou of wise
words!”’ rumbled Umlosi. * For ’tis a trick

that even I have played in many battles.-

These jackals will not harm the young white
master. Thy wisdom is great, Umtagati.
*Tia better for us to return, and arrange
scme other plan of campaign.”

Handforth was held between his two

captors until the shore party had actually
reached the beach. Then the junior was

roughly hustled back to that cage, placed in

it, and lowered into the chasm.

This time he was not escorted by Skinner,

but by Jose. And he was led into a different
prison—a somewhat larger hut, and more
presentable. It had a wooden floor, there
was a kind of bunk in it, and a window.
The outside of the window was strongly and
heavily barred. The door was thick.

Handforth was left enfirely alone, locked

And this time his bonds had not been
Temoved. He was mow beginning to lose
some of his supreme confidence. It seemed
to him that there was very little hope.

And, on board the Wanderer, a conference
was bemg held.

“Tell me what you know,
Nelson -Lee quietly.

Church and McClure were there, having
been called in. Lee had made a few Iin-
quiries, and it seemed to him that Iand-
forth’s ¢chums knew more about the matier
than anybody else.

““We know very little, sir,” said Church
miserably, ‘*Poor old Handy is such a
rash c¢hap, you know. He doesn’'t stop to
consider things—he just makes up his mind
and goes off!»

“T am well aware of that, Church,” said
Nelson Lee. ‘I understand that Handforth
attempted to draw you into his new
escapade, too?”’

““Yes, sir,” said Church. ‘“He suggested
that we should go ashore, to do a bit of
scouting. We told him it was a mad idea,
and he seemed to agree. Then we all went

in.

boys,” said

to b?;i. McClure and 1 went to sleep at
once.

‘““You did not hear Handforth leave the
cabin?? |

.4*No, sir.”

¢You knew not.hmg of his absence unt:l

this morning??”’ 2
“ Net a thing, sir.”
‘¢ Well, boys, "1 think you <an go now,”

said. Lee “Try

not to - worry about your
chum,

you may be sure that 1 shall do everything
in my power to effect higs rescue.”

““Oh, I hope you do, sir!” exclaimed Me-
Clure, with a kind of gulp. “It would be
simply awful if poor old Handy never came
back! It would be too terrible for words!

Can’t you go and rescue him now, sir?”

{ Lee gravely shook his head.

“T am afraid the situation is rather more

serious than you imagine,” he replied.
“You &ee, these men are murderous
characters, and although they may be

bluffing, for Handforth's sake we must take
them at their word. It is thus impossible to
even land. For the very act of doing so
will place Handforth in a position of deadly
peril.*

Church and MeClure were in a fearful
state when they went out—and s0, indeed,
were all the other juniors. Handforth’s
awful position was a source of intense worry
to nearly all the fellows in the Remove.
Many juniors declared that Edward Oswald
would never be seen alive again.

In Nelson Lee's cabin, the new plan of
campaign was discissed.

“Qur hands are tied, of <course,” said
Lee. '‘That is the unfortunate part. of the
whole business. Handforth iz to be severely
censured for his foolhardiness in leaving the
vessel—particularly after the strict orders
| not do so. But it is idle to discuss that.
The main fact is that the boy is a pnsoner
in the bands of the enemy.”?

“In other words, they've got us
toast,”” said Dorrie. ' :

“For the moment—yes,”” agreed Nelson
Lee. * There is, in fact, only one possible
thing for us to do. We must wait until
to-night, and then do our utmost to save
the boy =

‘¢ Make a kmd of raid into the enemys
lines?”’

¢Might not there be an ambush, snr'?’
put in Mr., Barry.

“] have no doubi that these men will
do their very best to frustrate any attempt
on our part to land a rescue-party,’” re-
plied Nelson Lee. ‘I shall go out scouting
as soon as darkness falls. And then, later,
we will take the rescue- party ashore. We
can do abeolutely nothing in the way of
aggressive measures until Handforth is
brought safely back.” .

Lord Dorrimore nodded.

¢ Well, that’s about the only. way to look
at it he said gslowly. *“ You can see now,
old man, that I was justified in comin’
back to this bally island. These cholce in-
‘habitants are a pretty sweet lot—eh??”

] ghall not rest wvntil I have ferreted
out the truth,” replied Lee, in a- griin
voice. “As I have said, the first khing is
to rescue Handforth. And then— But we
must wait. The work ahead of us is heavy
and perilous.”

on

I thmk he will be quite safe, and'

And ways and means were dlscu& ed.
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CHAPTER VIL
THE TRUTH ABOUT THE ISLAND.

R. SKINNER lay

back, smoking his
cigar easily.
““Well, kid, you
may as well make yourself
=23 pleasant,” he said. “I guess

»  you're booked here for keeps,
anyway. Grin and bear it, you know. It
don’t do yox a heap of good to mope
arouud.”” ‘

Iandforth sniffed. ;

“I'm not the sort of chap to mope!” fec
sald disdainfully, “Of course, you believe
that Mr. Lee won’t be able to do anything.
You think that you've got him on toast,
I suppose?” ' : |

“I sure know it!? declared Mr,
coufidently.

““Other people have made the same niis-
"take before now,” eXclaimed Handiorth.
“You may think that you’ve got the best
of -it, but -you haven't. You’ve just spoofed
yourself like that. There’s going to be =2
dickens of a rumpus befare long. You mark
my words—you’'re going to get it in the
neck!” -

Mr. Skinner grinned.

“Say, I zuess 1 kinder takin' a liking to
“That swell accent o”

you, kid!” he said.
yours sure sounds good.” '

¢ Accent!” snapped Handforth.
accent?” \

“Ges! You domn’t even know you’ve gob
it ! said Mr. Skinper, with a chuckle. ¢ All
right, young 'un.
.Just go on talkin’, and I'll listen.
lika it.? - .

‘Handforth was somewhat astonished by his
chief captor’'s changed attitude. The man
was doing his best to make himself pleasant.
It was aftermoon now, and Skinner had
actually condes
forth’s prison, and was sitting down and en-
joying a cigatr. ' )

Handforth himself was free, with the ex-
ception of his hands. These were still
secured by means of a piece of rope. And
-hie was sitting on the little bunk, glowering
a5 his capto:.

Afr, Skinner was lolling back in a chair.

At first, 1Tundforth had been inclined to
be morose. le didn’t want to speak at all
—he didn’t see why he should descend to
having any eonversation with this brutal
ruilfian.

But Edward Oswald’s mighty Dbrain was
beginning to get acute. .
~ Phe extremity of his -position had the
effect. of <harpening his wits. And it sud-
denly struck him that it might be a good
idea to appear resigned. He would make
the best of his position—he would give
Skinner the impression that he was nrather
timid by nature.

. And now,- instead of uttering all sorts of
threats that he couldn’t carry out, Hand-
forth sat there, content to talk as long as

“What

I kinder

‘Skinner

It doesn’t matter a heap.

dended to come into Hand-

ity said Handforth.

‘—nothing doing!

Skinper would talk., He had an idea, also,
that he nright be able to learn something.

Handy had great ideas concerning his
ability as a detective. |

IIe was always out after information. -He
wias very curious to know what these slave
gangs were for, and he believed that® he
might be able to worm the truth out of +his
captor. By careful handling, Handforth
might even obtain the full story.

“Qf course, it’s no good me saying thatf
[ sha'n’t be here long—you wounldn’t believe
“ But I've made up my
minid to stick it. I'mm pretty sure that Mr.
Lee will come to the rescue.” |

Mr. Skinner smiled.

“ Listen, kid!”? he said
‘““Where do you get that stuff?
remember the cliffs?”

0Ot course I do.” -

“In most places they're about five huun-
dred feet high,” continued Mr. Skinner.
‘““Bay, what kind of a chance would these
guys stand if they came down here? Do
you figger they'd ever get out? Not on your
life! Maybe this Lee guy will get busy.”

“JIt’'s- a certainty.” |

“Well, let him!” said Mr. Skinner. It
won't worry me any if he gets around. The
sooner -the better. Say, when he . shows his
face down here, there’ll be more trouble
than he reckons on. As for rescuing You
You’ll be locked up all the
time, and I guess he can’'t get at you.
When he shows up here, it’ll be the finist
of him!* :

Handforth gave a long sigh.

“It’s rotten!” he muttered. “I'm telp-
less, and I've got to stick here like this!
How long do you reckon you’'ll keep me?”

“0h, around twenty years,” said Mr.
Skinner pleasantly. .

¢ Eh? :

““You might last that time, but it's doubt-
ful,” - eontinued the man.. “I guess our
slaves don't last many years. The work’s
kind of tard, aund continual life down in
this doggone place ain't exactly healthy.
Guess I wouldn’t stay around if I couldn’t
tuke some fresh air every day.”

Handforth stared.

Do you mean that you’'re going to keep
me here until I die?” he asked, his voice
trembling with something that sounded like
fear. “0Oh! You—you don’t mean that!
I’ve got to get back home—

‘“Forget it!” said Mr. Skinner, with. quiet
enjoyment of Handforth’s seeming terror.
“Geb me? You’ll never see your home again,
my lad. To-morrow you're going to be put
info one of these chain gangs. I guess
yow've seen 'em through the window—eh ¥”

(49 Oh!)l - ’ B

Handforth gave a kind of groan, staring
out of the window. L

““Kind of given you a jag, ain’t it?”

““You can't be speaking the truth!” inut-
fered Handforth brokenly. * You're wnot
going to put me in one of those gangs of
glaves! Why, it’s too awful to think about!”

indulzently.
Don't you
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““You’ll look real prelty working with a
pick,” continued Mr. Skinner. “ Gee! You're
a pretty hefty yvoung guy, aud you ought
1o put in some snappy work. Maybe vou’ll
be strong enough to shake off the fever.”

““ Fever 1 repeated Handforth, startled.

; ”‘Sure! They all get it when they come
iTs s |

“ But—but who are they?” asked Hand-
forth. “ And why are -all these meu kept
down here, chained together?”

Mr. Skinner tossed the ash off his cigar.

“Want to be put wise?” he asked.  All
richt, sure! Seein' that you won’t get out o’
this place, I guess I might as well tell you

e W N
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“But what are these slave ganes doing?”

“ Minina.”
. ¢ What 3”

s Minin’

€ G{)Id”’

r gold ! said Mr. Skinner,

“You hes your life!”

“What tot!” said Handforth. “Y
fake me up with a yarn like that!
no gold here!” '

“I'll allow it sonnds a bit steep,” admitied
Mr. Skinner. “But that’s the truth, my
lad. Why, most folks know about this islaud
—they know that there’s gold in these rocks.
Say, this pit’s been worked a secore of times.”

U fan'y
‘l‘here}‘ 5

?
ry
o
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At the same moment the man finished i;s descent and touched the ground. !
Handforth raised his stick; and brought it down with stunning force upon the

head of the enerny !

a heap. Perhaps you kpow who's the big
boss of this outfit 7

‘“ Yes—Captain Hurricane!”

i nght'” said Mr. SKkinner. * Captain
Hurricape is sure the chief. This here place
was found by him, and he's making a big
wad out of it. -'B}' the time he's through I
CUess he’ll have a4 bank roll as big as
Ford's,

Mr. Skinner laughed ab the idea.

““Gee! It's sure a good proposition, hut

Captain Hurricane don’t ficger to make a
pile that size,” he went on. **You can het

we get our share, or we wouldn't be around-

this doggone place.

And it pays us to stick
arounnd, too. Best

inb I ever struck.”

T T

“I don'$t wunderstapd,” said anvdfoerik,
puzzled,
“ Why, two or three companies have gob

busy with mining plant, gangs of men, and
a]l the fixings,” said Mr Skinner. ¢ Tven
lone prospectors have come round here. Eud
[ guess it aiv’t worth while. You see, ifie
gold S Llnder scarce, and it requires a v.hu.u
Beap o' getting. 'The cost of producing is
more than the gold’s worth.”.

“ Then what's the good of {rying to geb
it?” asked Handforth.

““Sure thing—what's the good?’ miled
Mr., Skinner. “1 guess that'zs what thece
darned mining companies said. Fay, by the

time ihey’d paid their shipping biils, avd by
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the time they'd met their payrolls—why, it
dida’t need a whole heap of calculating
te figger they were on a losing proposition.
You see, son, the cost of labour and every-
thing else was about fifty per cent. more
than the gold's worth. In just plain lan-
guage, the whole thing was a dud propo-
sition.”

“ And the same with all the other people?”

“Sure!” said Mr. Skinner. ““ The lone
hands couldn't get enough gold up by their-
selves to earn twenty dollars a week. Do
you get the idea? What the blazes was
the good of living in a bunk place like this
when they couldn’t earn more than a durned
bellboy ?*

Mandforth was still puzzled.

“But if these mining firms couldn't make
money, and if the other peopls couldn’s,
what's the good of Captain Hurricane
wasting his time on it?” he asked. «He
must be mad! I've heard of gold mines that
aren’t worth working——"

“Yet bet you have,” said Mr. Skinner.
‘““There’s a heap of ’em. Well, this is one,
but it happens to be kind of isolated. And
Captain Hurricane is able to do pretty well
as he likes. You're getting the idea of the
slaves, maybe?”

Ilandforth started.

“You mean that he keeps these slaves
to do the work, and doesn’t pay them any
wages?” he asked.

“Bay, vou're sure full of pep!” said Mr.
Skinper. “That's the idea, sonny. Every-
hody who works around here is a slave.
We've got forfy men on tho job right now.
They’re working twelve hours a day—and 1
ruess there's no slacking allowed. I guess
these men do the work of a hundred men
employed in the ordinary way. And they
don't get a cent.”

“ My goodness!” said Handforth,

“Tiggerin’ it that way, the thing's a sure
cinch,” said the man. %] guess it's all
profit. No wages—just food. And mighty
poor food at that, believe me. These guys
never geb any luxuries. And now the skipper
is fizgering on growing a heap of food on
the spot. With no wages to pay, and with
men working twelve hours a day, I guess
there's a big return. Instead.of this mine
being no good, it’s sure paying big money.”

Handforth had been listening with rather
staring eyes, |

IIe was quitoe certain that Mr. Skinner was
speakimg the ftruth. Indeed, there was no
earthly reason why he should do otherwise.
Besides. the slave gangs themselves certified
the story.

And now, of course, Handforth could un-
derstand. |

This gold mine, which had been abandoned
by many companies, &iad been taken over by
Captain Hurricane—who employed slave
labour! He had a gang of brutal ruffians to
assist him, who no doubt made a large
amount of money for themselves, too.

- It was one of the most extraordinary
things Handforth had ever heard of.

it A e e P
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But it was so feasible. Granting that a
man would employ slaves, a mine of that
kind would indeed be valuable. Because it
was the wages that rendered such a place
useless.  When the cost of production is
greater than the return, the concern 1s
obviously of no use. -

But when the production can be obtained
withont any material expense, then it be-
comes a different thing. Captain IHurricane,
the ruffianly skipper of the Henry R. Cane,
had hit upon this daring scheme.

And it was an easy one for him,

He knew every port on the Pacific coast
of the United States. He had taken his
schooner into these ports, month after
month, and year after year. And his ship
had such an evil reputation that his only
way of obtaining a crew was to shunghai
the men—to get them on board while
drunk, or under the inflzence of drugs.

Aund Captain Hurricane had visited this
island. He had seen the pit—he had known
that gold existed. The gold was there, but
it was a great lahour, and a great cost to
geb it out from the rock.

And then Captain Hurricane had put two
and two together.

He had realised the utter isolation of this
island. And it lLad occurred to him that
if he could shangbai men to form his own
crew, he might be able to kidnap others,
and bring them to this desert isle.

He had started his scheme a year earlier.

And since then it had been growing.
Every trip that Captain Hurricane took to
the Pacific coast, he got hold of two or
three men. He kidnapped them so cunningly
and so cleverly that they vanished without
trace. They were brought to this island,
and condemned to the worst kind of slavery
that the human mind could imagine.

Other men had been obtained, and once
they arrived here they had lost all hope.
And now, among these slaves, that horrible
chasm was known as the Pit of the Doomed.

All who entered there never escaped.

There was only one release—death.

Handforth was inwardly horrified as e
listened to the brutal Mr. Skioner talking
of these things. Skinner rlmost appeared
to take a pride in the harsh manner in
which he treated the slaves.

It seemed that many of these unfortunates .
had died from time to time. They were
constantly being replaced by fresh arrivals.
For nowadays Captain Hurricane spent all
his time In journeying from the island to
the American coast, and back again.

On the oufward trip he would bring men
—fresh slaves. On the homeward trip he
would take the gold returns from the miue.
and dispose of the gold in various ways of
his own.

And Captain Hurricane was mounting up
a big fortune in this way. The more slaves
he could get, the quicker he obtained the
money. Mr, Skinner, Jose, and the other
men in Hurricane's pay, wvwere all in the
secret—they were, in a way, partners. For
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they each recetved a certain proportion of
thre wealth—money, as it were, that was
stained by the sweat and blood of the piti-
ful slaves.

Captain Hurricane was safe. He was
‘mever afraid of his men bhlabbing. For if
ever they did happen to do so, their story
would be set down as the ravings of a mad-
man. The island was so far distant that
no investigations could ever be made. And,
in the unlikely cvent of any such things
happening, Captain Hurricane always had
the poison gas. And there was the know-
ledge that if exposure came, every man
would suffer the penalty with their chief.

This poison gas, Handforth learned. was
not natural. There were big metal tubes
of it kept concealed among the rocks. The
gas was much heavier than the air itself.
and as soon as it was released, it rolled
-down the hillsides, clinging to the ground.

- It was on hand for a very definite pur-
pose,

If a whaling ship or any other vessel hap-
pened to drop anchor, and anybody caine
mishore, the gas was released. The unwel-
come visitors would instantly assume that
the island was naturally poisonous, and
would escape as precipitately as possible.

In faect, Captain Hurricane had taken
every precaution that he could conceive of.

And now—the Wanderer had arrived.

And those on board of her were so deter-
mined to ferret out the truth that it really
Tooked as though some earnest trouble
might result. Mr., Skioner was rather con-
cerned about it, but he declared that he
would waibt until the arrival of Captain
Hurricane.

This grim
shortly.

And Mr. Skinner, having entertained
Handforth hy all these revelations, took
himself off to attend to a few duties. The
man had been quite frank because he knew
that Handforth was booked in that pit for

gentleman was expected very

life. Once any person entered there. he
never escaped.
Besides, what difference did it make?

Handfortih would learn all about it on the
moirow from his fellow prisoners, Mr,
Skinner had merely told the boy something

that he was bound to know almost at
once.
And Handforth was very thoughtful.
After Skimner had gone, he sat in his
prison, pondering over all that he had
heard. e had dcliberately kept up an atti-

~tude of half fear, half awe. He had begun
to realise that it paid him better.

But Handforth had not forgotten that
blow in the mouth that Skinner had e=iven
him.
would repay that—with interest.

The dusk came, and then darkness.

It descended swiftly into that black
chasm. And it was the darkness of the Pit
itself. Everything was utterly inky. Hand-
forth was left alone in his prison, Fungry,
miserable, and well-nigh hopeless,

At the earliest possible moment he

He wondered what was happening to
those on bhoard the Wanderer. He won-
dered if any efforts were bLeing made to
rescune him., And, what was more to the
point, he was very anxious to know if Qe
would obtain any food.

For Handforth had had nothing all day—
and was starving hangry.

He reccived a pleasant surprise later on
in the evening, when he had given up all
bope of obtaining food that night.

He heard a sound at his door. It was
being unlocked. And then it opeuned to
admit Mr. Skinner. The latter brought a

rough kind of {ray, containing some hard
biscuits, and a hunk of cheese. There was
falso a tin mug of water, and a candle.
Mr. Skinner set this tray down on the bench.

““1I guess you sure thought you were going
to be hungry to-night,”” he said, as he
noticed Handforth’s eager glance. 41X
guess them biscuits ain’t what you’re used
to—but they'l go down good. You won't

get any other tack in this layout, son. Get
busy on the eats.” -
““Oh, good!’ said Handforth eagerly.

“ But—but my wrists—"

He glanced down at kis bound wrists, and
Skinner chuckled.

¢ Surel’ he said. “You ain't dangerous,
anyhow.”

He leaned over to release Handforth’s
wrists, and Edward Oswald delivered a
swingingz, slashing lefthander that caught
the staggered Mr. Skinner a fterrific crash
on the point of the jaw.

The man 1eeled back, nearly lifted off his
feet, and thudded against the side of the
Lut, his head meeting the woodwork with a
frightful thud.

‘“* Take that, you cur!” panted Handforth
tensely. ‘““By George! 1 promised you one,
didn’t 17”

Even as he was speaking, Handforth
leapt upon his enemy. He pounded Mr.
Skinner’s face with every ounce of bhis
strength—-desperately, feverishly.

Handforth*s knuckles were stinging and
aching terribly, It was rather a wonder
that he didn’t break ceveral bhones. In-
deed, his knuckles were bruised more
severely than they had ever been bruised
before.

And Mr. Skinner was dJdon=2.

That one blow alone had
enough to knock him senseless. The follow-
ing blows completed the good work. And
Skinner lay there, noaning slightly, incap-.
able of any action—even incapable -of shout-
ing.

Haundforth acted iike hghtnmg
b At any moment an ioterruption might
come, and Lis chances of escape would
vanish. He bound Mr. Skinner’s legs with
rope, and gagged him with his own shirt,
which Handforth ruthlessly ripped from the
man’s body. Then he tied his hands behind
his back.

feet,

teen nearly

Handforth
hard,

1os¢ to his breathicg
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“ Great!” he mutbered.
get away yet!”

e snuffed eut the candle and made for
the door. Outside he turned the key in the
lock, and put the key in his pocket. Then
he padded silently away.
blindly, - without knowing or caring
direction he took.

The only fact he did know was that he
was oubt in the open air,
to be no guards about, and only one or
two lights showed further along the pit.
Handforth went in the opposite direction,
where all was black. K

Now that his eyes were growing more ac-
customed to the darkmess, he could see that
he was quite close to the overpowering
cliff. It- towered above him like the con-
tinuous wall of some gigantic skyscraper.

&4

“I'm going to

which

How was it possible for him to get to;

the top?

He  couldn't use fthe: cage——he dare not
even g0 near it, even if he knew how to
find the thing. ‘But one thought was para-
mount, He had to get as far from that
present hut of his as possible.

. And he crept along the side of the -cliff.

so that he would not lose his bearing. As
he went along, he gloated over the way in
which he had fooled DMr. Skinner. It had
taken him over two hours to get his wrists
fres from those ropes.

And then, at the crucial moment, he had
acted. He had long pictured to himself
the terrific blow he would deliver when he
had the first opportunity. But Handforth
had never believed he would be able to
escape. That hope had only come to him
when he had found that he had knocked
Skinner out, and that nobody else was pre-

sent.

As . Handforth was stealing along, he
paused—startled. Ior his face had struck
against a quivering rope! It hung there,
Handfocth

down the face of the ecliff.

stared at it, his heart beating madly. The
rope was moving! Glancing up, he dimly
discerned a flgure descending.

Handforth’s first impulse was to flee. He

turned and sfumbled over something, nearly
- tripping over. And there, at his feet,
a big wooden stick—a heavy thing.

He picked it up, glowing.

At the same moment the man finished his
descent, and touched the ground. Hand-
forth raised his stick, and brought it down
"~ with s'l;unning force upon the head of the

enemy!

lay

CHAPTER VIIIL
- THE ARRIVAL OF CAPTAIN HURRICANE!

R ¢ AU! Thou dog of
P v 153 a jackal!" grunted
- the c¢nemy, in &
rumbling tone.
Handforth gave a gasp of
joy and surprise.
i “TUmlosi!’’ he exclaimed,
bendmg over the fallen man.

There appeared

At first he went |

_—

‘we should meet in this way.
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“ 'Tis thou my voung master!” said
Umlosi, with a joy that was equal to Hand-
forth's. 'Tls well, thou of much reckless-
ness' Bubt methinks thou art found. O,
thou art madly impetuous!”

“Great pip! Sorry!” panted Handforth
¢¢I—1 thought—--"

‘“FEven as thou sayvest, my young master!
rumbled Umlosi. ¢ "Tis pought! A merd
bump which will cause but slight pain.’

““But I nearly brained )ou'” said Hand
forth, startled,

As a matter of fact, he had mven the
unfortunate TUmlosi a terriic whack—a
whack that would have knocked any white
man absclutely silly. Buft Umlosi had a
head as hard as a chunk of rock. He felt
that blow, certainly, but made light of the
stinging agony.

‘“ Were—were you commg

| R

dov«h to find

me?”* asked Handforth breathlessly.

““ Even so0,” said Umlosi. ‘* Umtagati, thy
maszter, awaits above, on the ecdege of the
great precipice. 'Tis indeed wondrous that
- Thou art
fortunate—even as I am unfortunate"’ he
added, rubbing his head again.

¢ This is amazing!"’ said Handforth, fan'hr

bubbling over with enthusiastic delight.

¢ I've just smashed Skinner {0 a pulp, and

tied him up.”

““Thou art a warrior, without Guestwn!"
sald Umlosi. ‘ Indeed, thou art truly a
fishter after mine own heart. Thou and I,
my young master, will surely  agree- well !
But I am of heavy heart, since I had hoped
that I, too, mlght mdulge in Fattle, Me-
thinks 'twould be unwise to dally.” :

¢ Yes, I suppose it would, strictly speak-
ing,'’. said Handforth. “If Mr. Lee’'s up
at the top of this rope, the best thing we
can do is to make haste. The sooner I'm
cut of this place, the better.” -

¢ Wise words, O my seny’ agreed Unlosi.
““ For until thou art back with the rest of
thy companions, our bands are surely tied.
LEven as the great “Umtagati sayest, we can-
not give battle with thou in the hands of
the dogs of enemies!”

Umlosi was more pleased than he could
express. It seemed that he had come down
as the first of the invading party. Up
above, Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore and
Mr. Barry and a few others were waiting:

Nelson Lee was to have descended almost
at once—providing that Umlosi jerked the
rope once, ‘But if he pave three jerks. in
quick succession, the signal meant that he
was to be hauled up again.

Swiftly Umlosi made a second loon in the
rope—there had alreadvy been oene_ in which
Umlosi had rested a foot.. He now = pro-
vided another for Handforth, about six feet
away.

‘“ Thou | wilt go before me, my youug
master,”” said Umlosi,
“ Not likely!' said Handforth, ¢ We’ll

beth go together. We're not going to
chance losing you! What's the good of
rescuing me, if vou fall into the enemy’s
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hands? The [30‘-‘-113!0]'1 would be m:,t as bad!
Now that we've got the opportumty, we'll
Loth escape.”

“Thy werds are the words of wlsdom,”
said Umlosi. ““And methinks the rope is
of =ufficient strcngth. There are strong
muscles above, and willing- hearts.
We will go together, even as thou sayest.”

And Umlosi gave three quick jerks of the’

- Tope- This meant to those abova that
there was urgent need for swift .action.
The rope had to bhe pulled tp with all speed,

It commenced going at once.

Handforth was pulled clear of the ground,
and then Umlosi’s weight came wupon the
rope. It grew tauter, and the upward
swing was not so rapia,

Those above were hau]mg with all their
strength.

The rescuers had brought a system of
pullage with them, and had rigged up this
contrivance at the top of the cliE. There

was no fear of the rope chafing, and there |

was no direct thrust wpon it. It was only
a matter of tlme hefore the pair reached
the top.

‘“Do thon keep a tight hold, my son,”
rumbled Umlosi from bhelow. - “8ee that
thy foot is weH placed, and grip fast with
thy hands. Ere long the distance will be
of great height, and a slip will be even as
death!”

‘ All right—don't worry?!” .smd Hand-
forth. <« My foot’s wedged in, and I'm
sticking to the rope like glue. You can
trust ‘me not to slip. I’m not anxious to
go 1hfxck into that pit! Once is c¢nough for
me!’ ~

They rose higher and higher—slowly, but
steadily.

And while this operation was going on,
other events were occurring on the island—
events whieh Nelson Lee and his party were
in total iznorance of. Scouts had been
placed at various points—but the schoomner.
Henry R. Cane, crept up to the island llke
a zhost-3hip.

Without a light showing, and under the
hand of Captain Hurricane, the vessel ap-
proached and dropped anchor on the
northern shore. 1llere, she was exactly on
the opposite side to the Wanderer.

Her approach Lad been leoked for by
Jose, in charge of the motor launch—for
she was expected abont this time.
while she was still long distant from the
island, Jose had taken the warning,

And now the schooner had arrived—
silently, unseen.

Captain Hurricane was grim.

A big, grizzled man, with great ahoulders
Jike those of a goriila. His face was coarse.
thick-lipped, and blotchy. Je looked one of
th«, most vlllainous characters that the Seven
feas could boast of. And, indeed, his re-
putation along: the whoie Pac:ﬁc coast was
an evil one,

He heard all the news with scarcely a |

.comment. It was a blow to him. He had
fully ‘.alculated that when he- arrived every

Waul

And |

i

danger would be over. e had taken it fot
granted that the Wauderer would be at tbe
bottoin of the sea, with cvery scul on board.

But the nctuahtv was very different,

. For he learned that the Wanderer was
hpre, and that her master and crew were
making determined efforts to probe out the
secrets of the ehasm. The one satisfactory
piece of news was that a schoolboy had
been made prisoner, and was being held as
a hostage,

But Captain Hurricane was not overioyed.

The position was still bad. Tor the Wan-
derer could sail away at any moment—she
could ecarry news back to San Franeisco or
Los Angeles. And what was to prevent
Lord Dorrimore invoking the aid of the
British Navy, or the American Navy? If a
warship arrived on the scene it would be
disastrous indeed.

“ Good gosh!” said Captain Humcane
“1 guess it's time I arrived!”

Ile had taken care to bring his schooner
in on the oppasite side of the island fo the
Wanderer., He wished his arrival to be
absolutely unknown, for here there was a
chance of springing a big surprise.

The night helped him.

It was inky black, for clouds overcast
the sky, although there was no wind., It
was almost impossible to see a yard in
front of one. There wa3 a kind of intense.
velvety blackness ahout the night.

Captain Ilurricane landed a big party.
He had fully fifteen men with  him, all
armed with revolvers. And they proceeded
at once towards the top of the big hill.
The skipper’s first oblect was to consul*
Skinner,

But the hill was c¢nly half mounted, when
a man came out of the gloom.

He was a scout, and he had nnportant
news. .
~ ¢“Tee and his men are at the edge of the
'premprce now, sir!”” announced the scout,
in breathless " tomes. * They’ve lowered . a
rope, and two or three of them are gomg
down. They mean to rescue the boy.”

¢“QOh, do they"‘ snarled Captain. Hurrl-
cane. “T guess. we’ll fix that crowd right
now! Things couldn’t be better! We'll
pounce upon them by surpme and nah the

- lot !

The seout was qmte reddy to lead the way.

Unconscious of the approach of the enemy,
Nelson Lee and his. men were hauling away
at the ropes, pulling Handforth and Umlosi
up the sheer face of the giant cliff, =~ ~

¢¢] think somethin® must have gone
wrong, old man,” said Dorrie, with con-
cern. “Umlosi was only down there for a

He couldn’t even have moved
“An’ yet ha’s comin’ up

few minutes.
away from the rope.
again.” '

“I am hnpeful » sald ‘Telson Lee.

“0f what?*?

¢ The weight on the end of the mpe is
much heavier,’”” declared Lee. It is.almost
tco much to expect that Hmdforth 15 Wlt.h
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Vimlosi—but who else vould account for the
extra weight?"”

¢« Perhaps Umlosi was overpcwered. and
" two members of the enemy are comin’ up,”
suggested Dorrie, as he continued hauling.
“ How does that etrike you?”

“ A8 a singularly absurd suggestlon," said

Lee frankly. .

“H'm! 1 thought it wonld,” grunted
D{)rne ¢“Bat I'd be interested to know
why

] don't think two members of the enemy
~would be sp foolish as to trust themselves
on a rope that’'s held by us,” repliecd Nelson
Lee. ““Upon arrival at the top, we've ounly
to let them go, and their fate would be

vertain, No, Dorrie—Umlosi is on this
rope.” ,
They calculated that Umlosi still had

another two hundred feet to come up, and
all the vacht’s party were working vigor-
- ously. And then one of Nelson Lees own
scouts crept out of the darkness.
“Quick, sir—enemy’'s coming!”
the new arrival. .
asked Lee.

“YWhat's that?”
vou mean?”

“TI've just seen a big party t-ommg up
-from. the north shore,” reported the man.
‘“There's a schooner down there, lying at
atichor. "She came in 50 quietly that nobody
saw lier until five ainutas ago.”

¢ Captain Hurricane!”” breathed Dorrie.

“ And he’s coming straight up here!” ex-
claimed Lee. - ¢ Great lMeavens! We must
et Umlosi to the top at once, or the result
wiil be dreadful! Pull, men! With this
handicap, we'll never be able to resist the
enemy."”

Nelsonn Lee had realised the position in a
flash,

An attack now would be the very height
of misfortune. for well over half the yacht’s
party were hauling on the rope. If they
were cnmpelled to drop that rope, in order
to resizt an attack, it would he the in-

panted
“What do

cvilable death of Umlosi and Handforth, |

And if they continued their task of pull-
Ing the pair to the top of the precipice,
thm would fall, easy victims - to Captain
Hurricane’s gang!

Could- any situation been

it, the worst

tense ? .

And, as TFate would have
happened. For, before the warning was
twenty seconds cld, Captain Hurricane and
his men swept dcwn. They arrived in foree
—preferring fo make a dashing attack.

The wily skipper had 1eckoned that any
delay might mean a shooting fight, and Cap-
tain Huarricane had no relish for that sort
of thing. His idea was to rush in and
overpower the yacht’s party by sheer force
of numbers. For Captain Hurricane’s erowd
was of supericr force.

With one swoop, they came down.

At the moment XNelson Lee and Lord
Porrimore and Mr, Barry were pulling
_fe'senbhlv on the rope, sminging tmlom and

Y

"have more

Handforth to the top cf the great preci-
pice in a series of mighty jerks.

They were within ﬂft} feet-of the summit.
And then the schooner’s crowd rushed up.
There was the-sound of fist tm.et,ln;z flesh
and bone—the grunting of men in pain. The-
thud of blows—and then Nelson Lee and -
Dorrie found themselves fighting madly,
while they were still cllu ging to th"tt fatal
rope.

Edward Oswald }Iandforth heard the nmse
of the fight just above. The rope stopped,
jerked, and then Handforth and Umlosi

began to fall like stones as the rope hissed

and shrieked through the pulleys.

CHAPTER IX.
THE UPPER HAND.
OW’Q'—down' .
The unfortunate
: Handforth - thought
that his Iasb moment
had come, And Umlosi was
of the same opinion. :
Above, Nelson Lee and-
Lord Dorrimore knew of the awful disaster.
Lee cared nothing abouf capture now—his
one thought was to save the two preclous
lives at the end of the rope.

““Hold the rope, men'!” He shouved
madly. ¢ Hold it—hold it!”. '

With one crashing blov he dealt with an
attacker. Then he grabbed at the dis-
appearing rope, the scream of the pulleys in
his ears. Lord Dorrimore did the same, and
their hands were burned and scorched by
the swiftly sliding rope.

Alone, they would never have been able
to stay the descent of those two.

But others grabbed the rope, too, in answer
to Nelson Lee's call. And, at length, the
rope was held.

““ There i3 a man on th2 end of this line!”
shouted Lee. ‘“If this rope is released, it
will mean his instant death. For the love
of Heaven, keep hold! ' This affair is bad
cnough without making it worse!”

“ Do you. surrender?” roared Captain Hur-
ricane.

Nelson Lee caught his breath in sharply.

“Yes!’ he S’t!d between his clenched
tecth,

It had cost him an enérmous effnrt to sa
that one word. If he had said ¢ No,” ib
would have been at the cost of Umlosi’s
life—and pernaps Handforth’s as well, Nel-
son Lee did not know whetlier Handforth
was on the end of the lire. =

Surrender was the only possible course.
It was the bhitterest moment of Lee's life—
to give in famely when every fibre in his
being called upon him to fight—to resist.

Without the handicap of that rope, with
the two lives hanging on the end of it,
the yacht’s party wonld probably have won
the day. But they could not fight and pull
tie rope at the same time. It was one way
or the other.
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And, having surrendered, the battle was
OVer. _ |

‘Captain  Hurricane issueldl some sharp
orders, and his men rapidly disarmed every
one of Dorrie’s men. And then thé rope
was hauled up, and Handforth and Umlosi
appeared. |

They were dragged over the edge of the
precipice into safety.

But what a terrible blow! For, although
saved from that dreadful death, they were
Now prisoners
enemy! Almost as soon as they were on
their feet they were seized. '

Umlosi commenced to dfight with all
his strength, but Lee interrupted.
“ 8tay, Umlosi!” he said uietly. ¢ I have

given my word of surrender.”

Umlosi halted as though struck by light-
ning.

“Phou, my master!””> he rumbled in-
credulously.  ¢“ Theu, man of mighty courage
thou hast surrendered!” '

“01d friend, there was no other course,”
replied Nelson Lee.

Umlosi drew himself up, and his great §

chest heaved.
‘* Thon didst do this thing to save the lives
of the young master and myself !” he ex-

claimed, his voice quavering. “1 under-
stand, Umtagati. Indeed, that was tbe
bravest action of thy life! For it needed

much <ourage to give thy word of surrender }

to this scum—for thou art a man of iron!”

“ Qay, quit that fool talk!” eut in Captain
Hurricane harshly. ‘‘Line up in pairs—and
step lively!”

All the prisoners were too enraged to
spcak. They had been caught at a terrible
disadvantage—they had not even been able
to put up a trace of a fight. It was too
galling for words,.

Captain Hurricane had triumphed by a
mere fluke of fate.

And now the most valnable men of all
were prisoners. On the yacht there only
remained €aptain M¢Dod1d, a few other mem-
bers of the crew, and the Remove. And
what could the Remove do against this
desperate, villainous crowd?

Nelson Lee did not acecuse himself of
eguilt. He was not foolish enough to accept
blame when no blame was due. The whole
affair had been a sheer matter of ill-luck.

It was one of those mishaps that occur
in warfare—when, at times, a whole gallant
regiment may be sacrificed. The one thank-
ful feature about this present disaster was
that no lives had heen lost. At least, all
the members of the yacht’s party werc safe.

But what was their ultimate end to be?

Slavery!

Captain Hurricane openly gloated over his
triumph—just as though he had cleverly
engineered a great feat of generalship. He
did not appreciate the faet that his victory
had been presented to him.

All the prisoners were tied with
hands behind their backs.

their
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It was only a matter of time belore }
the pair reached the top. They rose
higher and higher—slowly, but

And then they were lowered im batehes |

steadily.

i

down into the chasm—into the Pit of the
Doomed! Here they were hustled away into
varions huts, and locked up in such a
fashion that no escape was paossible,

On board the Wanderer nothing was known
of the disaster,

The Remove was still terribly anxious con-
cerning Ifandforth. All the {fellows werce
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aware that the rescue-party had set off, and
the Wanderer was left quiet and peaceful.

The one scout who had kmown of the
catastrophe had been taken a prisoner as
well—so he could not bring any word of warn-
ing to the yacht, And quite a number of
juniors hung about on the Wanderers’ decks.

¢« don't suppose there's much -good wait-
ing here,”” Church said miserably. ¢ They
may not be back for hours.”

¢“Oh, my hat!”’ grcaned McClure. *1I
wonder what’s happened to poor old Handy?
1f—-if the old chap's been killed—"

“Don’t!” muttered Church.

““Well, you never know,” said McClure,
his voice almost toneless. ¢ These men are
murderers—you know that! Look at the
way they tried to ambush Mr. Lee and the
others! And if they shoot Mr. Lee down in
cold blood, they'd probably do the same to
old Handy.”

Church clenched his fists.

“Why doesn’t something happen!” he
muttered between his teeth. ¢ Why don’$
they come back? This—this is worse than
anything—this suspense!”’

I strolled up, much concerned.

“Don't worry so much, you fellows,” 1
said. -*“I don't suppose Handforth has come
to much harm. It’s no good imagining all
sorts of things—that only makes us worse.”’

“I know, but what else can you do?”’ said
Church. -

They mooched about the deck restlessly.
Sleep was out of the question. Until they
learned what had happened to the rescue-
party they would not even pgo below. They
had. to wait up there on deck.

Even the other juniors, who were not so
closely attached to Handforth, were greatly
worried. And, as for Willy, he had not been
seen for quite a time. At first I thought
the poor kid had gone ashore somehow—
desperate in his anxiety to learn something
about his- brother.

But Willy was below—in his own cabin.

I found him there, but he didn’t see me,
Peeping in through the doorway, I saw Willy
with his face buried in the pillow. He was
sobbing convulsively. 1 withdrew as silently
as I had entered. :

Willy was sensitive—he would have been
terribly upset if he had known that I had
looked in vpon him.

But I felt a kind of lump in my throuat
as I went on deck. Willy was almost mad
with anxiety. He couldn't face the' other
fellows—he could only remain below—wait-
ing in a perfect frenzy of worry. For even
Willy had terrible fears that Edward
Oswald had met with tragic disaster.

And there was no sign from the shore—no
indication of the return of the rescue-party.

It was Reginald who detected the first sign
of anything unusual.

He was leaning over the rail amidships,
staring out towards the shore. The surf

was beating upon the beach with a musical,

swishing sound. Only the faintest suspicion
of phosphorescence could be seen. Beyond,
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the bulk of the island lay in intense dark-
ness, . 7

Up on the bridge, a man Wwas pacing up
and down on duty. Two other members of
the crew were forward, near the bows. Cap-
tain McDodd was in his cabin, talking with
the chief engineer and another of the
engine-room ofticers. These, indeed, were
the only men left on board. All the rest
had been taken by Nelson Lee on the hunt
for Handforth.

Yet the Wanderer had plenty of men for
defence. Surely, only one or two were neces-
sary? For what attack would be made on
the yacht? It was never imagined for &
moment that the enemy would dream of such
a daring move. ] .

But the arrival of Captain Hurricane with
his villainous crew had made all the dif-
ference in the world. :

Reggie Pitt, as I just remarked, was the
first fellow to notice anything strange.

Leaning over the rail, trying to make outb
the forms of the breaking waves, he sud-
d%nly nudged Jack Grey, who was by his
side. -

‘““ What's that??
voice.

“Eh? I can’t see anything——"

Jack Grey paused, and caught his breath
in. For he could see something—now. On
the water there was a darker patch some
little distance away. But it was sone
moments before the juniors recognised that
dark patch as a boat.

And it was coming quickly towards the
yacht’s side.

¢¢ My goodness'!” breathed Pitt. * They're
coming back !’ .

““The rescue-party!”” gasped Jack Grey.
¢« But why are they so jolly quiet about it?
Reggie, I don't like this!” .

¢ They—they may be the enemy!” mut-
tered Pitt shrewdly. < Stop here! I'll buzz
to the skipper, and tell him.,”

Pitt dashed away. _

But, even as he did so, there was a thud-
ding, scraping sound on the other side of
the Wanderer. As a matter of fact, the
motor-launch, gliding along with engines
shut off, had bumped against the yacht's
side.

Men swarmed on board in a flash.

Over a dozen swarmed over the decks.
And before Pitt had reached the skipper’'s
cabin, the boat on the other side had
reached the accommodation-ladder. The
second party of men rushed up.

‘“ Hands up, the whole darned crowd o’
you!’’ roared a coarse voice.

Confusion reigned in a second. C(aptain
McDodd flung himself out of his cabin, and
a rifle was instantly pushed into his chest.

“ Hands up, or you'll drop dead as you

he asked, in a queer

-stand!” shouted Captain Hurricane—for it

was he who held that rifle.

‘““ What the thunder——* )

“Up with 'em—durn you!” exclaimed Hur-
ricane. ‘ By heck! This ship's mine—and
the first man who resists will he shot!”



THE. NELSON

TrLw oy

I.E.E llBRARY

27

Crack!
Two revolver-shots snapped through

Crack !
the
air. And one of the men forward fell, a
bullet-wound in his arm. He had attempted
to resist attack. These men were absolutely
in grim earnest.

1 stood looking on, aghast—almost terri-
fied at this unexpected turn of events. The
other juniors were struck dumb, ted. The

very thought of fighting these scoundrels was |

out of the quesfion. Af the first sign of a
rush from us we should have been shot at
in cold -blood.

Within ten minutes the good old Wanderer
was in the hands of Captain Hurricane.

" One disaster had led to another. But it
must be said, for it is the rascal’s due, that
the skipper of the Henry R. €Cane acted with
the precision -of a real commander. He had
seized his chance while it was there. Delay
might have meant failure—instant action had
given him command of the whole situation.

Captain McDodd and bis men had been
‘unable to put up any fight. . Caught by
surprise, they fell easy vicfims. As for the
Bemove, it was not to be expected that they
should enter into a battle against armed
rufiians.

Many of the fellows had wanted to ﬂght
but it was impossible, -

Anad long before the mght, was over the
Helpless prisoners were-" marched up the
hill. When we were all down in that fear-
ful pit—then we knew the worst. For Nelson
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Lee and Lord Dorrimore and every other
man of the party was there before us—-locked
b up.

We did discover that Handforth was safe.
To Willy this was the most wonderful news
in the world. He didn’t seem to mind being
a prisoner. Handy was alive as well! And
Church_and McClure were thankful, too.
 Some of their consternation was lessened.

Just before dawn the affair was over,

The entire party of us were down in that
place of misery, and the Wanderer was at
the mercy of Captain Hurricane.

The latter amused himself by going to
L Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore and assuring
them that we had all seen the last of the
Once in that pit—there was no

e

escape!

We were slaves from now onward—down-.
trodden slaves, who were there merely for
the purpose of making money for our master!
And the Wanderer was to be taken out into
the open sea and scuttled—-—sunk without a
trace. -

We should vanish from the face of the
- earth, and our disappearance would be set
 down as one of those mysterious disasters
of lthe sea that do occur at infrequent inter-
vals

And thus the eplsode closed.

There we were, slaves of Captain Hurri-
L cane’s greed. What hope was there for us?
| What chance was there for us to ever
escape?

A lot—if we had only known it!

THE END.

Editorial Announcement,

My dear Readers,

With the conclusion of the above story,
the whole of the Holiday Party, comprising
Nelson Lee, the Remove, Lord Derrimore,
Umlosi, Captain Dodd, and the crew of the
Wanderer are the prisoners of the seoun-
drelly Captam Hurricane. They are con-
demned to slavery in the inaccessible pit of
the island for the remainder of their lives.
Lihe the pirates of bygone days, Captain
Hurricane aets on the eallous principle that
‘“*dead men tell no tales.” To all intents
and purposes the Holiday Party are dead to
the outside world, for their chances of
escape are exceedingly remote, and, with
the destruction of the Wanderer, the only re-
maining link with civilisation will have dis-
appeared. Even supposing these wunhappy
prisoners could surprise and overpower their
guard, they could never climb the steep cliffs
that surround them:-: on every side. Neither
could they leave the island if they succeeded
in getting out of the pit.

THE SCHOOLBOY SLAVES*
It is pot an enviahle poqltlon for either

‘Nelzson Lee or Lord Dorrimore, both of whom
feel the responsibility for the safety of the
boys under their charge. The unexpected
hand of Faté that had brought them to this
awful predicament was destined, however, to
bring them succour. How it came about,
and to some extent altered 'their hopel’ess
outlook, is another story, which will be re-
lated next week in ‘“The Schoolboy Slaves.”

— e — g

THE NEW_ NELS(}N LEE SERIAL.

I have had so many letters testifying to
the popularity of “ The Sllver Dwart,’’ which
concludes next week, that I am startmﬂ' in
the same number of Our. Detective Story
Section the sequel to: this remarkable de-
tective story. .1t will deal with the further
exciting adventures of Nelson Lee versus
the ecunning and unscrupulous Professor

Mark Rymer.
| Your sincere friend,

- THE EDITOR.
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bellows, 10 keys, 2
basses, &c¢. Sent byEm
return post, to ap-g
proved orders, Fforglik
1/- deposit and 173
postage,++ &c¢.,, -and ) |
promise to send 2/- : o
fortnightly till 17/6 in all is paid. 2/- TUTOR
FREE. Cash«price .15/- .Fost .Frece (ELSE-
WHERE"DOUBLE). Delight or Money Bark,
FREE—IlluaLmted ‘Catalbgue “Post Free. Big
Bargains; Walchey, Clocks, Musical In-
struments, &c.—PAIN’'S PRESENTS HOUUSE,
(Dept. 9 B), HASTINGS. - (Established 1889.)

LUSHIN

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
- SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,

Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure
1or either sex., ~ Write at - onre and
get ™ full particulars quite FREE

privately.—U.J.D., 12, All Saints

26 Deamark Hill, Y .|

Rd., ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.,

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

sall you payforour No.400A Mead ‘““Mar
vel”’—the finest cycleeverofferedon suchex-
ceptionally easy terms. Brilliantly plated;
richly enamelled ; :lined-in coloufrs., Sent
packed free carriage paid on 15 DAYS'
FREE TRIA'L. Fully warranted; Money

‘refunded 1f dissatisfied. : Old machines ex.
changed.- Big. bargains in -factony goiled
mounts..- Tyresand accessories331-3%/a helow
shop prices. Write 70-DAY for testimonials
end illustrated art catalogue.

Cycle.(jompany-(Ihe.);
(Dept..B797). Birmingh'm,

..... FILMS

Comic and cowboy.” 17000 ft.reels from 7/6.
Large sample ilm, 1/ 3, post free.” Latesat novelty.,

‘Panorama Cinema, swith 3*large films, 173, post

free. Stamp for liste. —Tyson &' Marshall,
89, Castle Boulevard, Nottingham.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning succes’, Let the Girvan
System increase your height. Send
P.C. for particulars and our £100
gharantee to Engqiiry Dept, A M. P,
17,8troud Green Road, London, N.4.

Chure yourself

Stop Stammermg,! .7as [ did. Pa}-

ticnlars FREE.—FRANEK B. HUGHES, 7,

Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.
Miniature Receiving

WIH E LES Set. - Guaranteced " 2F

miles, 3/- (p.0o.).—A. HAYDINE CO., 647,
Fulham Road, London.

Be sure and mention ‘‘ The Nelson
Lee Library’ when communicating
with advertisers.

Printed and Published every Weaednesday by the P:'oméinjinra. The Amalgamatod _P:;.e',é.a (1922),
E.C.4. :
Sole Agents for South Africa: The'Central News Agencey,

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
11/- per annum; 5/6 for six months.
Limited.
No 430.

Canada ;

Sole Agents for Austraha and New Zcaland -
The Tmperial News Co.
D/R

_ ), Lta.,
Subscriplion Rates: Inland and :'L'ﬁt"oa-d,
(iordon & Limited; and fop

Gotch,
Limited
Septiember 1, 1923,

Maogsrs.
(Canada),



