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| Lee’s expressian was grim. Dropping sheer towards us, ¢ame those enor- I
!  mous boulders— rocks weighing over a hundred tons, at least !
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/ A REMARKABLE STORY OF
THE SAHARA'S GREAT
SECRET, WHICH HAS LAIN
GUARDED BY IMPENETRABLE
DESERT SANDS FOR NEARILY

TWO THOUSAND YEARS,

ﬁelated Throughout by Nipper and Set Down by E. Searles Brooks

CHAPTER 1.
MARCHING INTO THE UNKNOWN,

IGHTS—twinkling, winking lights in
the distance.
Reginald Pity grabbed hold of
. Jack Grey's arm as the two
Jumors locked at that vista of mysterious
2ioom, with the thousands of lighis twink-
ling from one particular spot.
U Must be a ecamp!” said Jack Grey, at
eugti, A camp?” repeated Reggie. ** Oh,
f‘fiflu off it, old chap! How could there
;@ 4 camp that size in the desert? And
lmt_:-*\«pr heard of a camp with thousands
Llights like a bix city??
Jaqutl,. well—it's no goud‘asking re,” said
ca;;} geimhlereci_. ““ There's something un-
olly” aibOut this, Reggie—and 1 shall be
.Y Dleased when the daylight comes.”
- Jou tu:ou't have to wait long, young
at Ehﬂbik in }’:ﬂrff Dg}*rimnre_. with a glance
Wa ot y. awn’s practically here, and
32l have daylight before we know if.”

i ¥ ¥ - A ; :
u%?*“'; the giant Kutana Chief, grunted.
Upon 4. Methinks our eyes will dwe?
strange sights, O my father,” he

\ SoTe.

rumbled. “ Knowest thouw what lays before
us? Hast thou penetrated the gloorm,
N'kose, and marvelled?"

‘““Not having the cye: ol a eat, I can’t
see in the duark,” replied Dorrie. ““An® |
don’t sece much to marvel at yet—there’s
probably a very simple explanalion of those
lights, Ticy're a long way off, an’ lishts
have a knack of deceivin' psople.”

“1 speak not of the lights, my master,”
replied Umlosi,

Reguie Pitt wonderad what Uinlosi meant,
for he had vouchsafed no further comment,
And the little group was only allowed to
stand still for a few seconds longer. Thelr
guards came up, and urged them onwards—
plodding steadily and wearily over the
desert,

There were about a dozen prizghers, over
half of -these consisting cf the Hausa boys
who had formed a part of Lord Dorrimore’s
party. The cihers were Dorrie himself, Sir

{ Crawiord Grey, Umicsi, and the two juniors,

They formed fthe canire of a column whicen
had hbeen marching for several hours—
marcning unti! they were weary and foot.
And they had only just ewmerzed

o — = .
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from a mighty natural canyon, which cut

through the unknown mountain range
the very heart of the unexplored Sahara.

This was why they were®all so surprised
at those *winkling lights. They could not
passibly understand bow such lights ceuld
exist out here, in the barren, parched
desert, -

Before the prisoners wmarched a party of
their captors, and the rear was bhrought up
hv another party. And on either side there
were cseveral guards. Any attempt to slip
out of the column, therefore, would have
been detected at once, and frustrated.

Lord Porrimore was rather surprised at
these precautions.  For surcly the desert
men knew that the captives would never
he g0 insane as to deliberately wander from
the column? What ehance would any
deserter have, out here in the blistering
desert ?

It was mercifully cool row. but when tne
sun  arose, the glare would beat down
mercilessly, and the sand would radiate the
burnineg  heat in suffocating, scorching
volumes. Indeed, the only hope of retain-
ing life was to cling closely to the complete
column.

Dorric and his unfortunate party
well-accustomed to captivity,

For weeks they had bpeen prisoners—
marching across the desert, and going on-
wards—ever onwards, to some inysterious,
unknown destination.

Dorrie had an idea that this destination
was nearly reached—that it was, indeed,
the spot where the twinkling lights gleamed
out. Disaster had overtaken the party sud-
denly and dramatically, They had been the
victims of a sudden raid in the desert.
And from that moment, deprived of their
arms, they bad bheen at the mercy of their
strange captors.

The men were Arabs, apparently, but
desert dwellers of a type that Lord Dorri-
more had never previously encountered.
The most curious feature about them was
that thev never conversed within the hear-
ing of their prisoners—and never, under any
cirenmstances, addressed them,

Lord Dorrimore was thankiul, indeed,
that Dr. Malcolim Stafford, the famoeous
ITeadmaster of St. Frank’s, had elected to
remain in Lagos, on the coast. Dr. Staf-
ford had originally planned to join the ex-
pedition, but he had been counselled not io
undertake the journey into the desert. He
had escaped a terrible ordeal by remaining
behind. . " ot

On the previous evening the party—an ex-
tensive -came] - earavan—had - reached a
village -of quaint “rhud hutments, nestling
bheneath the frowning ecrags of the mouuntain
range. The inhabitants proved to be
pewerfully built people, in the customary
picturesque costume of the desert dweller—
but all - wore veils. They were, indeed,
slightly similar to the well-known veiled
people of the Asben Mountain region.

were
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that these
lazeyrs were of a totally different tribe, for

But Dorrie had an idea vil.
‘t}_mir general  physique was of a mueh
nigher cuality. Be was keenly interesteq
but, heing a prisoner, any sort of investiuy.
tion was out of the questton. '

The party had only had a brief rest.

few hours of grateful sleep, and then oy
again, hub this time on foot. They haq
marched for hours ihrough the inky blick
canyon-—emerging, at length, just when
dawn was about to break. As they aj
knew, the everlasting desert lay Dbefore
them.

For theve coulil hbe H(}thiﬂﬂ else. T]lt‘},‘

were in the heart of the Sahara, an un-
known land of sand and sun and thirst.
And it occurred to Dorrie that the lighis
were those of a big native town.

These strange veiled people appareniiy
had this city of mud and sand in the midst
of the desert, and Dorrie was thrilled by
the true exolorer’s love of making a wondor-
{fui new discovery. Ile was particularly
puzzled by the lights. For he had never ycc
seen a native settlement so illuminated.

They marched on, feeling that strange
revelations Jay ahead.

CHAPTER 1IL
WHAT THE DAWN REVEALED,

EGGIE PITT nudeed
Uinlosi as they
plodded aleng.
“What did yon
s _ mean  just now, old coual-
T AR box?” he asked,
f “A  strange term  of
address, young master, but methinks thou
art but facetious,” growled Umlosi., ‘¢ .And

what meanest thou by thy query?”

“ You said somcthing about some stranze
sights ahead,”” replied Pitt. * And you ai=o-
mentioned that you spoke not of the
lights.”?

“ Even so, my son,” rumbied Umlosi. ‘I
referred to the streams—the woodlands—
the great dwellings—

“ HMere, steady!” interrupted Pitt.
“What are you dreaming about, you chuix
of solidified soot? Woodlands—streams?
Here, in the Sahara?” _

“Even so, my son,” repeated Umlesl
agravely. ,

“ Yea, verily, my father!” growled Reggic--
,“ Mcthinks thou hast a bee in thy bonnets

'O blatherer. In other words, thou hadst
better guess again, perchance.”

Umlosi was in no way offended.

“Thou art pleased to mock mne, mY

young master,” he said. ' But mine eyes
are even as those.of the Jynx. T see iuzn%:a
which arve hidden from the eyes of 13!

white man. Mayhap thou wilt laugh ab

what I have said—-but the dawn wi]l prove
that 1 am right. I have spoken.”
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i 3 1 notice,” said Pitt.  “ But that
doesn’t mean to say you've said aunything.
{ hate being rude, old man, but you don’t
mind me observing that you're slightly oft
vour rocker, do you? I expect it's the sun.
Your gear-box appears to be a little off its
axis, to quote one of good old Archie's
choice expressions,”
« Thou art surely speaking strangely,”
said Umlosi, shaking his head. “ For I
fail to grasp thy meaning.”

# Well, it doesn’t matter—let it drop,”
said Reggie. “ Talking about dropping,
that’s what I shall be doing soon, unless I
have a long arink. I could just do with a
whole gallon of iced lemon squash—to say
nothing of a dozen botlles of Mrs. Hake's
special stone ginger!”

“Dry up, for goodness sake!” said Jack,
licking his parched lips,

“How can I dry up when I'm already
dried up?” asked Pitt. *“ Oh, well, it's no
good grumbling. We're still alive—and
we're within sight of rest and sleep.”

They walked on, falling silent—ior con-
versation, after all, was hard to keep up,
with their spirits in such a lowered state.
Both Dorrie and Sir Crawford constantly
marvelled at Reggie Pitt’s jocular attitude.
Nothinz seemed to alter the cheerful
Junior's disposition.

But Pitt, after all, was acting to a great
extent. Nobody but himself knew of the
misery that was within him. When silent,
and alone with his thoughts, his - mind
dwelt on the precarious nature of their
-position.

Not one of them had mentioned it, but
they all secretly believed that they would
Jever set eyes on civilisation again. And
REHEI? felt just a little choky when he
E,*!?Ugilt 0f his father and mother—and bhis
Sister Winnje. It was dreadful to think
that he would never see them again.

The prisoners had had a brief period of
Sggﬁtirhlle on the march, for they had seen
}:m:-ﬁ-f’eﬁ, searchlights on the horizon. But,
m”m.n?themseh’us to be nearly a thousand
]uf:t_;nuf_ﬂ!ll any real civilisation, they re-
nat:;r--ﬂ}' concluded that tney had seen some
and ‘t'h _ph"'?"leiEﬂDn—éjoinm trick of the sun
f1bho e desert  whienh they could not

'om.
F.-Tl_i[}T}E;.S rock seems to he pretty smooth.”

24 Jack Grey suddenly. “ And it's not

like .
U'&'E‘*r,in:& other hard ground we've marched

“I‘;“I;Li;i‘:e Other members of the party were
Was i jJust the same way--but Jack
fiy e first to speak. During the past
-‘iurfanf.'“ﬁ”f?‘ they had left the soft sandy
Over o }e‘lmd. and were now walking along
‘-‘i'l;ithli:,u;:wd_: _Sfﬂﬁﬂ?-h stretch <of ground
r-::;;'ui'-va{-, tously reminded them of a paved
Saig Can L quite get the Lang ol itf, sonny,”
B It*smf,d Dorrimere, peering alicad intently.

= gelting light now, but everything is

Lr
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 very deceptive. And vet I swear I can
00—

He broke off, uttering a short, impatient
laugh.  He was angry with himself for
aliowing such a delusion to take shape in
his mind. To voice it would be absurd.

A strangze kind of grevness surrounded
the marching column. The dawn had come,
and the inky biackness of night had beecu
superseded by this deceptive, zloomy half-
light, in which all things seemed vague and
unreal. '

Pitt, for example, thouzht he saw a forest
looming near, over to the left. He had an
idea that he was walking on a paved road,
with walls on either side, and with great
cultivated fields stretehing away into the
distance. DBut, of course, this was sheer
iﬁ.paginﬂtion. His ecyes were decelving
1

“* By the Lord Harry!”? cjaculated Dorrie
ahruptly.

“Js it possible?” muttered Sir Crawford
hoarsely. ** Are we all mad, Dorrie, or is
this really a road? I've had the impression
for some time, but it was too absurdly fan-
tastic to speak of—"

“ Fantastic or not, Sir Crawford, it's a
fact!” interrupted Decrrie, his voice expreas-
ing his amazement. “ This is a real road,
an’, what’s more, I can sce stone walls, au’
cultivated -fields -

“ Then—then I haven't got ’em, after
all?” gasped Pitt.

““ And there’s a wood over there!”
shouted Jack Grey excitedly, pointing with
a shaky finger. ¢ Can't you see it?  Look!
Trees—big, stately trees! And isn’t that a
great stone bridge?” he added inc:‘cgiulc:us-:‘iy.

“ (Oh, there's no question about it—were
all ready for the lunalic asylum!™” zrowie:d
Lord Dorrimore. “Jt can't be—il's im-
possible! Here, in the middle of the Sahara
_paved roads, an’ cullivated fields, an
trees, an’ hridges——> :

«“pid I not hint at what thou wouldst
sec?” asked Umlosi calnly.

L]

CIHAPTER TL
THE WORLD OF UNREALITY.
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AYLIGIIT—strenathening every: mo-
ment. 3 _
And the weary prisoners, march-

ine alone that broad, paved roarl,

rave 4 sinele thoueht to their weori-

never 24
hey were, indeed, lifted out of ail

;r“
ness., 14



p%p—slical discomforts in their amazement of |
mind,

For, now that the full light of day had
arrived they could see that their eyes were
not deceiving them. It was no fantastic
dream. Impossible as it seemed, {his thing
was a reality,

There was no question that they were in
the very heart of the Sahara—where, indeed,
white explorers had never before pcne-
trated. And yet there was not the slightest
indication of the endless, unalterable desert.

Behind them towered the crags of the
mountain range they had passed through.
To left and to right, and in the far distance
ihead, the mountains were also visible.
They were surrounded by the peaks.

But within this magic circle of mountain
ranges lay a country that they had not
dreamed possible., The road led onwards as
straight as a die—broad, Imposing, and
superbly made.

But it was obviously a road of great
antiquity—indeed, hundreds and hundreds
of years old, as the bordering walls clearly
testified. But it was kept in a state of
perfect repair. |

And on either side lay fields—wonderful,
cultivated fields, amazingly and incredibly
_areen. In spite of the Sahara sun, there
“was iittle sign of scorching or withering.
“And this was no doubt due to the fact that
fhe whole valley was cunningly and cleverly
irrigated. -

Every field was surrounded by streams or
~anals, these waterways being obviously fed
from the great stream which flowed
. sedately in the centre of the valley.

And there and there fine, imposing
brideges crossed this wide stream, These
bridges were of stone—and, somehow, tney
were curiously familiar in appearance, Their
architecture was reminiscent.

- Just like the work of the old Romans!”
pxclaimed Dorrie huskily. - “ But how In
“the name of all that’s miraculous »

“« And Jook at the town in the distance!”’

broke in Sir Crawford. ‘It appears to be
made of white stone. 1 can see columns-—

massive  buildings, and everything 1s
oman in appearance. What can 1t mean,
Dorrie? What can be the explanation ol

this astounding . business?’

“ Ggodness knows!”? replied Dorrie.
floored!’? - M .
And so were - all; the. others. All their
former ideas were Shattered. And it was
the . overwhelming abruptness of this revela-
tion which took them off their feet, and
left them well-nigh speechless. It was some-
thing that. had, never entered into their
wildest, calcu]ations. . ,
Alter Jeaving - that . forbidding gorge
through. the wountains they had naturally
assumed that the desert lay ahend. There
was no reasor why they should think afher-
wisé. They had certainly been puzzled by
the mass of twinkling lights, but even this

LI’m

in common with. all other Roman relics.

1

phenomenon had not associated itsell witp
any city ef stone architecture,

They simply thought there was a hig
camp of Tuareg natives, or some such desert
tribe. They couldn’t believe that anythine
but the desert lay here, in the gareat
Sahara.

And yet the truth was obvious,

These mountain peaks extended im a vast
circle, enclosing a hitherto unknown oasis—
an awmazing valley of cultivated, fertile
country and woodland. Such a green spot
as this had bezen hitherto unsuspected in
this Sahara wilderness,

The oasis alone was startling—but the
paved roads, the bridges, and the great
city of white stone were a thousand times
more  startlinge. There was not the
slightest question that everything was
Roman in style. -

Lord Dorrimore was no ignoramus when
it came to Roman relics, He had not only
explored many spots in Ifaly, but he had
spent days of fascinating research in the
ancient Koman city of Timgad. '

And Timgad, as Dorrie was aware, is the
most wonderful existing monument of
Empire by ancient Rome. It is a vast city
of the past, cold and dead, situated upon
a high tableland in North Africa—indeed,

on the very edge of the Sahara desert itselt.

And Dorrie was thinking of this as bu
marched. :

“By gad!”” he muttered. “If Timgad
were possible—why not this? The Romans
were famous colonists, as everybody knows
They built Timgad, and it was a thriving
populous city at one time.”?

His thoughts were becoming rathel
startling.

““Those Roman fellows were a clever
crowd,”” he told himself. * There 15 DU

reason why an odd twenty thousand or sO
shouldn’t have crossed the desert from
Timgad, an> established this colony, bhcre.
An' I suppese some of these infernal desert.
tribes have calmly taken possession of thv
ruins an’ turned them into a modern city.
This, indeed, seemed a logical explapalloll
of the extraordinary spectacle.  ThC
Romans came to Africa—they built many
cities in Africa—they penetrated to U
Sahara. There was nothing incredible 1
finding Roman remains herge—even S0 _f‘”
into the great desert, ,
The oasis itself was understanﬂum:-
Situated in these mountains, it E“”“!
easily be appreciated how it had 85‘3“.1”‘?..
discovery by outsiders. But it was certiill ‘rr
astounding that this relic of Rome’s lor
might should bear every evidence of bellie
warm with life, and not cold and silen®

luwi‘d

However, the prisoners were not al e

to think much, or even to discuss
strange situation,

For they were presently brought
outside a round stone tower—a

to a half
curious
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building which reminded Dorric of a similar

tower he had seen in the ancient city of
York.

Without ceremony, the prisoners were
bundled through a low stone doorway,.

Only the white members of the party were
dealt with in this way. Umlosi was
hustled off with the Hausas, and pushed
into another doorway at the rear of the
tower.

Dorrie and his companions found them-
selves in total darkness. TFor the heavy
door was closed, excluding all lisht. And
now, indeed, they were actual prisoners—
sinceuthey were confined within the walls of
a cell.
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“A mirage!”’ scoffed Handforth. “ What
is a mirage? A swindle! A beastly trick
—+that's what a mirage is! It fools a chap
into believing that he seces something, aud
he doesn’t see anything at all!”’

“Ye¢s he does—he sees the mirage,
McClure.

“Pon't quibble!”’ snapped Handforth
sternly. “Can't you <chaps do anything
better than argue every minute? I'm keep-
ing my eye open for that mirage again, anil
if we see it I'm going to take a snapshot.
It won’t trick me twice! Once I've got it
photographed it can't cscape!”’

The celebrated leader of Study D
quite indignant.

L
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CHAPTER IV.

THE COXNQUEROR.
DWARD OSWALD
l i: lowered 4is binocu- |
lars with a grunt.

HANDFORTIH
“Sand!’’ he said disgustedly.

“ Nothing else buf sand and

8yt ~__mountains! I never knew
1 a swindle in my life!”’

H’ind Ill:Ld to make a song about I,

Y, remarked Church, as he leaned

w':;‘“lbt the rail. “We all thought there

S a green valley, but it was only a

n}lhlgf:-" 3

An hour or so earlier a wonderful,
astangshmgl}.’ _ realistic  mirage had Dbeen
seen In the distance. There had been:green

fields visible, streams, woods—a city: DBut
the mirage had faded almost before the on-
lookers could realise that it was a mere
reﬂ(;ctmn and as unsubstantial as a summer
IMnis

But most of the St. Frank's juniors were
keenly on the look-out for a rdpetition of
the phenomenon. Not that they ‘were
likely to be gratified. It was hardly felisible
that the same atmospheric conditmns would
prevail.

Handforth was leaning against the dee;;.
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rail, looking idly at the desert as the stately
vessel rolled smoothly and glidingly onwards

.—a motion that was uncannily similar to
that of an ocean-going vessel.
And the Conqueror was, indeed, very

comparable to a steam yacht. She had the
same _graceful lines, the same funnels and
masts and superstructure in general. And
she 'was enormous -in size.

And yet, in reality, this vessel was a
sicantic caterpillar tractor. And she was
progressing steadily onwards at the average
speed of ten miles per hour,

Slow enough, no doubt, but over the virgin
desert excessive speed was impossible. And
sven at such a moderate rate as ten miles
an  hour the Conqueror could annihilate
nearly two hundred and fifty miles in the
course of a day and night.

¥or like her sister of the ocean, this
remarkable land yacht kept ceaselessly
voing, even through the darkness of the
night. She was the invention of Mr.
Travers Earle, the miilionaire, and he, of
course, was the sole owner.

The Conqueror had come out into the
desert with the express obiect of finding the
tast party. And there were many indica-
tions that the chase was nearing its elose,

Nelson Lee was nominally in charge of the
schoolboy passengers, and there was quite
a large number of these. Most of them
were Remove fellows, but Willy and Co.,
of the Third, were also in the party,

And then, of course, Irene Manners and
her girl chums of the Moor View School were
in great evidence. The party would not
liave seemed complete without the young
ladies. Irene’s mother was on board, acting,
indeed, as hostess, For her husband, Mr.
tobert Manners, was the Conqueror’s chief
£ngineer.

And the
miracle.

She was replete with every comfort that
thie human mind could engineer. Below,
<he was constantly ice-cooled, and refresh-
inaly free from stifling heat. Her cooling
apparatus rendered her saloons and cabins
ns comfiortable and enjoyable as could well
he imagined.

But the majority ¢f the boys preferred the

deck, in spite of the. heat, so that they
* conld wateh the landscape, and note every
changing pbase of secenery,

‘““ Anything fresh?’ asked Bob Christine,
as he ‘joined Handforth and Co.

“ No more mirages,”” said'Church. ¢ And
I don’t suppose we shall lave the same
luck again, either. But there ought to be
some excitement when we get into the
mountains.’’

“Yes, we nuﬂht to be almost up to them
by tawmnight,’ ’-afud Pepys, who had accom-
panied Christine. ““I'm afraid there’ll be a
difficulty, if we try to cross that ugly-look-

ing range.”’
said Handforth.

vessel itsell was a modern

‘‘Cross it 2’ “Of course

LEE lIBRARY k_'

This ship can do anything,
Isn’t she built like a tank? She can ¢liwy
the face of a cliff, practically.”’

‘*I hope she doesn’t do anything like that
whiie we’re having dinner,”” said Pepys,
“It would be rather awkward during {he
soup course.’’

“You'd bhetter go bejow and make uy
your diary,”’ said IIandforth tartly. <1t
no good bheing funny up here. Take my
advice, my lad, and buzz off. You worry
me,*?

Guy Pepys, of the Remove, was a peace-
ful jurior, and he went his way, although
he didn’t follow Handforth’s advice aml
go below. He joined Winnie Pitt and
Tessa Love, who were sitting in deck chairs.

‘““ Blessed if I know why that chap came!”’
crowled Handforth, glaring at Pepys, as he
sat down between the two girls, “ He
seems to think he’s got a right to monopo-
lise these girls as much as he likes. He'd
hetter speak to Irene, that's all!”?

“And what would bhappen?”’ asked
Christine, with interest.

““He’d go overboard—quick!’’
forth darkly.

“There’'s no need to be
‘began Church.

He paused, for it so happened that Irene
Manners and Marjorie Temple appeared on
deck at that*moment with Archie Glen-
thorne between them. Handforth nearly
choked.

“ My only hat!®’ he said thickly. ¢*There's
Archie now! I’'ve been looking for Irene
all the afternocn, and——"’

““And now she's talking to Pepys’’
erinned Christine, as Archie and the giris
joined the other group. ““Good! We're
waiting to see you chuck the poor chap
overboard!??

Handforth gave a sickly smile.

“I can't do it in front of the girls, can
I1?°? he snorted. *‘They don't understand
these things—I’ve only got to touch a chap
and they call me a buily. Y've only got 10
biff a fellow on the nose and they accuse
me of brutality!’’

Christine nodded. .

“ These girls are jolly sensible,”” he said.
‘““They’re blunt, and to the point, and
that’s just why they’re such ripping sports.
They’ve got a way of calling a spade &
::}_}‘&de.”

we shali eross it.

said Hand-

jealous—-"?

——— .

CHAPTER V.
WILLT.’S LITTLE MISTAKE,
HO’S talking about

spades??’ de-

manded Handforth.

who always took

everything literally. ¢ And

what do yon mean, anyhow:

Are you trying to suggest

that “hr,n the girls call me a bully, 1 am

one??
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o Sounded like if, didu’t it?’ grinned
MeClure,
«“Who asked you to speak?’ roared

““* By George! I'm getting

+y

T dward Oswald.
fed up with some of you fellows

¢¢Aand I shouldn’t be a bit surprised if
some of the fellows are gefting fed up
with wou, old somn,”” put in Handforth
minor. “I wonder why you always will
argue, Ted?”’

Handforth turned to brother
with deadly calmness.

««T "didn’t rask you to interfere, and I'd
better warn you that one more word will
be just enough,”’ he said siznificantlv. *If
vou don’t clear off, you little rofter, I'll
slaughter you!'”’ _

Willy Handforth grinned.

“I'm safe!”” he said calmly,

¢“Oh, are you-—-"*

““ As safe as houses,”” said Willy, ““‘Irene’s
lIoakina!?®’ -

Handforth gulped, and he wasn’t at all
delighted when he realised that his minor
was perfectly correct. Irene certainly was
Jooking, and he only had to biff his minor
as he desired and the fair-haired damsel
would jump on him like a fon of bricks.

“You wait!’’ he breathed hoarsely. “*You
wait tili I get you alone!”’

Willy grinned again. _

“ Poor old Ted!’’ he said calmly. * You've
got vour fist clenched, my nose is within
easy reach, and yet you can’t touch me,
I'm better protected than if I wore
armour!’’

“You-—you—"*

““Shush! Not so loud; she'll hear!’’
Whispered Willy tantalisinzly, ¢*I'd better
get between you and her, so that she can’t
50¢ your angelic expression, It's the first
time I knew that girls could be really
useful.’’

Church and McClure were looking on with

his young

keen enjoyment. Handforth was almost
on the point of an apoplectic fit. For the
most exasperating feature of the whole

situation was that Willy was perfectly
correct. Much as he desired to punish his
mminor, he daren’t do it.

““The fact is, Ted, I'm doing you a good
turn,”’ said Willy generously. * You may
ot know it, but I am. I'm making you
practice the art of seli-restraint. You're
simply dying to biff me, but you daren’t!"’

“You—you little worm!”’ hissed Hand-
forth, < 1'll pay you out for this; I'll make

You smart—"’

¥I'm smart enough already, thanks,”
Interrupted Willy coolly.  ““ Anyhow, it
Would tuke somebody better than you to
Imake me smarter. You can’t sharpen a

knife with a piece of rotten wood.”’

‘“Are you calling me a piece of rotten
“’?Dd?” breathed Handforth.
. “Just as vou like; we won't argue about
I said Willy, casually lecaning zgzainst
the rail and enjoying his security. ¢ Now,

€L J i i - v . e T #‘--- ‘E"I,'~'- )<
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The prisoners were rather as-
tonished by the individual who
stood at the door. They had
naturally éxpected to see one of
their former captors—a man
dressed in the usual garb of the
desert.

Ted, I'm going to give you some good
advice. I think vou need it.”’
“0Oh, do you?”? said Handforth, with

strange calmness.

As a matter of fact, Willy had his back
to the girls, and Handforth could see that
Irene and (;1{). had just gone for a stroll
forward. Tley were, indeed, already beyond
the bridge, and out of sight.

‘“ Exactly,”” said Willy, sublimely uncon-
scious of hils perilous position. ““I want to
tell you that your conceit is stupendous.
Surely you don’t believe that Irene thinks
a snap about you? What are you, after
all? Haven't you ever cracked a mirror in
vour room?'’ |

“Look here! I'm going to—-*’

“I don’t mean that your reficction is so
powerful that it’'s likely to split a looking-
glass,”” explained Willy. ¢ But whenever
I see a horrible sight, I always want to
biff it. Don’t you ever want to punch vour
reflection? The fact is Hi!  Mhat's
the idea? Leggo—"’ -

‘“Now, vyou little rotter, I'm going to
smash. you wup!” esclaimed Handforth
thiekly, “I've stood enough of yvour cheek!
By the time I’'ve: finished with you, you
won't know yourse!t from a poend of
sausage-meat! Take that—to begin "with!”

“0Oooooch ! gasped Willy painfully.

IHe gazed round wildly, and was really

“and truly startled when he saw that tho
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he understood
But it

Anrd
For orec he had blunidered!
wis too late to repair the damage.

had gone.

wirls
preril,

“ ANl right! Go it!” e panted. “1 asked
“Jor it—so I won't grumble! But don’t be
surprised if you get a few cloice ones!
slow about this, to start with?”

‘“Yaroch !’ howled Handforth more sur-
prised than hart.

Like a flash Willy had jabbed him on the
tender part of his arm muscle, but the fag
really had mo chance. Ile was booked for
an extremely painful two minutes, and he
was resigned.

But Handforth’s uck was dead out.

IHle was just getting well into his stride

when he seemed to frecze. His sister
appeared, and she gave him one fixed
stance, Edward Oswald stood stock still,

vulping.

CHAPTER VI.
THE VILLAGE OF THE VEILED PEOPLE.

ILLY wiped a red
smeur from his left
cheek

“ What’s this—half-

time?? he asked breath-

W -a lessly. “You haven't fin-
ished, surely? T can still

stamd! {'m not even dizzy yet! Why the

vickens don’t you finish the job?»

But Willy, in spite of his words, was in
no way anxious to sample any more of
his major’'s treatment. He wriggled himself
Iree like an eel, and grinned with extreme
Jelight as he saw Ena.

“ Hallo, sis!” he satd calmly. ¢ So this
is it! 1 wondered why Ted turned off the
Huence! 1 suppose you gave him one of
your fifty horse-power looks? Here, steady!
Don’t turn it on me!”

“Go to your cabin at once!” said Ena

firmly.

“¥Xh? Gh, look here—-"

“This instant!” exclaimed his sister im-
periously. *“ You're too disgraceful to be
seen!  Your collar's undone—your shirt is

torn, and your face is & mass of terrible
wounds !

*“Rot!” =aid Willy. “It's only my nese.
Ted gave it a tap, and the gore procecded
to flow. All right—1’ll shoot downstairs and
iave a wash. Anything to please you, siz—
I love you s0 much! And thanks awfully
for butting in. You needn’t atitend to the
funeral now!”?

Willy scooted below, and Ena turned to
Lier other brother.

“Aren’t you asbamed of yourself?” she
asked sternly.
Handforth snorted. Xe looked his sister

tip and down with a Kind of nervous ex-
pression on his rugzed face. She was quite
small, and if she had been a little less
rohust, her appearance would have been

his

" T e e

dainty. She had a rouad face, and strajuht
bebbed hair, She was a year younger gy,
Edward Oswald, but she was remarkal)y
self-possessed.  Nobody had ever known )
to get excited.

“* Oh, look here, Ena——" began Huandy,

“I don’t want to hear any excuses—I syw
quite enough!*” interrupted Ena coldly,
“Haven't | told you before that I won't et
you knock Willy about? D'm surprised at
you !*

Handforth shuflled his fect.

‘“The young tadpole’s cheeked me,”
growled.

““That’s no excuse—and don’t let me hear
vou calling Willy a tadpole again!” =said
Euna curtly. ¢ You're getting beyond all——»

‘“ Here—quick ! shouted Church suddenly,
““ There's something in sight!”?

Ena looked round, intending to reprimand
Church severely fo~ inferrupting her. But
her gtance wandered out over. the desert for
a moment or two, and she forgot what she
had been about to say.

“We seem to have arrived somewhere,”
she said casually.

“My hat!  Houses—at least, huts!”
shouted De Valerie, with a pair of binocu-
lars to his eyes. “If’s a village, you chaps!
Hurrah! We've got to :fome kind of -
habited regicn a. last!”

“ Hurrah!”?

“Let’s have a look through those glasses:”

There was general excitement cn deck, and
it spread rapidly thrcughout the entire ves-
sel. Fellows came hurrying up {rom below.
Rir Edward Handforth appeared, and so did
Nelson Lee and practically ail the other
passengers.

During the afternoon the Conqueror had
plordded on with her usual steady progress
—slowly enough, by all appearances, bub
the miles were deliberately and relentlessly
consuuled. _

And ever since lunch time those mountain
peaks had been getting nearer and nearel.
They were now right close by—towering ub
inte the sky, barren, rugged, and menacing.
In every other direction lay the hot, arid
dezert.

The Conqueror hal elimbed to the top of
a gradual rise, and was now dipping doWwll
into the next shallow depression. But It
the distance, not mere than two or threc
miles away, a village conld be seen—a col
lection of uninwviting-looking huts, but IV
trace of vegetation or water,

There were figures, too—men and womcll
moving about as though in disorder—hurrd:
ing, seurrving in a kini of panic. And small
wonder! These people must have received @&
terrible shock at the sight of this groat
leviathan of the land prog-e:sing so nhkis
jestically over the desert.

We all lined the deck rails, looking oN
eagerly :

“They're only
Handiorth

he

eaid

ordinary natives!” L
s

disdainfully, as he Jowered
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binoculars. “ Dark-skined chaps. ! believe
_some of those Tuarcgs, I suppose. Poor
peggars! Fancy being compelled to live in
q fearful hole like this!"

«« They've never seen anything else, so why
should they worry?” asked Bob Christine.
« What the eye doesn't see the heart doesn't
grieve aboub, you kmow. They're content
with the desert, because it’s their own
country. Take 'em to London, and they'll
e miserable.”

Nelson Lce, on the bridge, was gazing into
the village through a powerful telescope.
He could see that the inhabitants were well
buiit, and of sturdy proportions. But their
faces were veiled, so that it was impossible
to see anything of the aetua! features.

And all the inhabitants of the village were
terrified.

.This was plainly obvious. For as the Con-
queror approached nearer and mnearer the
signs of panic increased. The inhabitants
flocked out of their huts, and after one look
at the approaching monster, they fled.

The entire popuiation cf the village de-
serted their dwellings, and made cff, helter-
skelter towards the frowning cliffs. And by
the time the Conqueror rolled sedately into
the desert town, not a living soul remained.

e ef—t—

CHAPTER VIIL
FEW INVESTIGATIONS.

R. TRAVERS EARLE
touched the engine-
, -room telegraph, and

the Conqueror
slowly came to a standstill.
Under her owner’s guidance,
she had penetrated into the
heart of the village.

And now she was halted there—a great,
towering

Wy, )

monster in the midst of these
modest hutments of the terror-stricken
desert-dqwellers,  From the deck we looked

down upon the roofs of the huts.

It was a rather exciting moment. For it
}nust be remembered that we had travelled
'OU practically a week without a sign of
ANy living habitation. In just the same way
45 a -ship at sea steams fo- days without
ﬁllglltlng land, so the Conqueror hud
;’ bughed the desert, and nothinr but sand
4nd rock had been enccuntered.
H-E!G this village provided a distinct thrill.

andforth thcught it was rather a swindle,
1ij:rl_:ﬂﬂltlsse the inhabitanfs had fled, and there
toli d be no fight. Edward Oswald seemed
o ave the idex that fighting was a neces-

Iy part of the programme.

o he village was in no way novel. It cor-
thnnded‘ to many of the deserted desert
;;;';“5 which are to be encountered in the
: tcn Mountains—and which silently tell of

Oormer thriving population.
qu1‘114’: Luts, as we could now see at close

arters, wer: not built of mud, but of stone

LEE LIBRARY |/ESSSD:

—rough, primitive aflairs, without windows,
and doorways which were merely covered by
rags of nondescript cloth.

On the outskirts, a number of camels were
unconsciously ecyeing us, end the.r presence
was rather significant. Nelsoa Lee did not
fail to appreciate the point.

‘“It seems fairly obvious that these camecls
have not been here long—they are un-
doubtedly visitors, since there is no ade-
quate provision for them,” he remarked.
‘““We are on the right trail, Mr. Earle. 1t
will be very gratifying if we rescue Lord
Dorrimore’s party within a few hours.”

“It seems too good vo be frue,” said Mr.
Farle, shaking his head. “But I bhave no
doubt your optimism is justified, Mr. Lee.
Hadno’t we better make a thorough examina-
tion of the village.”

“That is what I was about to suggest,”
replied Lee. “And you had better send
some of your men out, too, Mr., Earle—to
make a search for water. There is bound to
be a spring near by.”

Within five minutes active preparations
were afoot.

“Can we come off, too, sir?” shouted
Handforth, as Nelson Lee leff the bridge.
“we want to stretch our legs —”

“Sorry, boys, buz I'm afraid you'll have
to wait,” replied Lee. “1 don't think 1
can give you permission to come doff yet.
There is a possibility that the inhabitants
will return—and that may mean a fght.”

““That's just why we want to come, sir,”
retorted Handfortih.

Buft Nelson Lee would not alter his de-
cision, and the party that went * ashore”
was a comparatively small one—merely coin-
prising Nelson Lee; Mr. Earie, and a couple
of petty oflicers. All were thoroughly armed
Lee and the inventor with revolvers and the
petty oflicers with rifles. QOther men were
posted on deck, with arms ready at bhand,

An examination of the village proved en-
lightening, but by no means exciting As
far as Lee could discover, the inhabitants
were a simple, primitive people, very similar
to other desert tribes who lived nearer to
civitlisation The hut- themselves were, how-
ever, spotlessly clean

In this respc~t they differed from many
other native dwellings. Everything was
scrupulously tidy and sweet. And the ox-
plorers were more than a little astonished
to find a leg of multon ready coosed, aud
chviously abandoned at the point of being
eaten.

“Mutton!” said Mr. Larle curiously.
“H'm! What do you make of it, Mr. Lee?”

“It is puzzling, certainly,” said Lee. ¢
had no idea there were sheep iu this region.
There is certainly no grazing ground for
beasts of the field—unless thesz mountains
hide an unsuspected pasture land. And
that's somewhat fantastic.”

¢« am wondering about those people, too,”
said Mr. Earla. “They fled towurds the
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clifs.  And vet thore's ne sign of an open-
g, It's my beliel they're Inding wmong
the rocks.™

“We shall have to make closer mvestiga-
tions,” =aid Nelson Lee. *In fact. I think
the only way wiill be to get the whippets
down, =so that we cuan explors in comfort.”

“ An exceilent idea—there's certainly little
cnough to bhe seen here,” agreed Mri. BEarle.
“Eh? Oh! So you've found somezhing?' he
added, as one of the Congueror's erew came
hurrying up.

“Yes, sir—-—a water-hele, just belew the dip,
at the end of the village,” replied the man,

“But Mr. Jevons is doubtful as to whether
we shall fill up. The water icoks none too
pure.”’

“ Well, he'd bhetter have one tank filled

np, to be on the safe side ” said Mr. Earle,
It we find better water further on, the
tank can be emptied. Personally, 1 think
we shall have no difticulty. There's bound
to be numerous springs in these mountains.
And I should imagine that they have quite
a fair rainfall in this region in the wet
season. Mountains make a good deal of dif-
ference to the atmospherie conditions.

They walked back to the Cnnquemr and
went on hoard, Nelson Lee was not in the
hest of spirits. He had hoped to find some
definite -sign of Dorrie and Co. But there
had been nothing.

The next thing, therefore, was to examine
that great, frowning clit} which loomed €0
near. 1t seemed a vacst, impassable barrier,
But the mysterious disappearance of the

villagers hinted that these rocks held a sur-
prise.

And Lee was determined to find out—at
once !

CHAPTER VIII,
INTO THE MIGHTY CANYON!
HIRRRR!

The davit pulleys
whirred musically,
and c¢ne of the

smaller tractors went gently
to the ground. It was a kind
of whippet tank in appearance
but much less armoured than
the whippet of warfare. 'This
little car was really a tiny
caterpillar tractor, capable
of acecommodating a driver
and three or four passengers.

“I say, guvner, Pm coming on this trip '
I said f]rmlv ““The other chaps won't l}e
jealous and I don’t care if they are! You
not going to dish me out cof it

Nelson Lee smiled.

“Indeed!” he said. “And how long is it
since you decided to lay dewn the Jaw in
thig fashion, Nipper?”?

“0Oh, come off it, guv’'ner!” 1 protested.
“1 went with ycu on the other {rip, remem-
her—and I can drive the car, if you jike.
Anyhow, I’'m not going to be left behind!”

- el e
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“In that case, there’s nothing more {4
be sald,” remarked Lee drily. * Well, |
suppose 1 must rick it. P'm afraid w,mn

chums will be dreadfully envious, young i,
but no matter. L‘ume straight =lnnw now

“Thanks, guvnor!” I said gageliy

I hurried across the deck to o below—.
for the way off the Cenqueror was through a
big steel doorway far down in the ship—
quite near the ground. Handforth and 5
number of other fellows barred my progress,

“Are you goinzg off on that whippety” ge.

| manded Handfcrih.

“Yes. Don't delay me——-"
“Well, of all the nerve!” snorted Hang-
forth *““Are you going to allow it, vou

chaps? We're left behind, and thisz fatheuag
thinks he’s going!  Absolute favouritism—
that’'s what it is!”

““ Hear, hear!”

“If Nipper goes, we go!” declared Dob
Christine, “And if we don't go, Nipper
doesn’'t go! That's final!”?

I glared at them impatiently.

“You rotters!” I snorted. “You're
jezlous—that’s all!”
[ ““0Of course we're jealous!” said De
Valerie. “We're all keen on a bit of ex-

ploring, and I don’t see why three or four
of these whippets shouldn’t go. We're
going to keep you prisoner until we’ve zct
permission!”

“Don’t be a set of kids!” I snapped.
“This is a serious business. The guv'nor
can’t be bothered by a ecrowd of Ilight-
headed idiots—> ;

‘“That’s done it!” roared Handforth. *1I
was thinking of relenting, but I'm Dblowed
if I will now! Grab him!”?

“Ted, what ever are you daing?’ asked
Irene, in surprise, from the other side of
the deck. “Why don’t you let Nipper
pass? Mr. Lee’s waiting for him!”

Handforth looked rather sheepish.

‘“ J—er—the fact is—— Oh, rather!” ’f‘
said feebly. “So you want to go, Nipper?
Good! Make way, you chaps! Miss Irene

| wants Nipper to go!”

I gave Irene a grateful glance, and the
crowd of juniors were dismayed. They
couldn’t very well lay violent hands upon
me now. They rather liked the girls heing
on bhoard, but in some ways the feminine
clement was a serious disadvantage.

I had no difficulty in getting off the Cou-
queror, and {found that Nelson Lece wds
already at the stecring-wheel. Mr. Earle
was with bim, and I qulch]y hopped in.

The  little tractor  glided  forwar!d
smoothly. And Nelson Lee steered 't
thsught towards the frowning ecliffs. The
mountains did not rise gradually at this
point, but ahruptly, towering overhead i3
«olemn, statcly masses of rock. They were
ferbidding in their immensity.

And, although we searched the cliffs W’t”
our eyes, we could detect no opening unb
we had got within a hundred yards of 1h¢
cliff itsell. And then, as though by magits
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we saw a twist among
which was absolutely invisible
rcached close guarters.

Liven at two hundred vards distance the
opening was invisible, for the formation
of the rocks was such that they were
strangely deceptive to the eye. If was
though they had been deliberately camou-
flazed. But now that we were close up, we
could sec that it was a purely natural
effect. .

“Well, T'm Jiggered!” I
¢« There's a gorge here, sir—a
right through the elifi!”

“] suspected something of the sort,”
nodded Nelson Lee. “And now we caa
understand what happened to our unfor-
tunate friends. They fled into this gorge.
I am rather sorry for them. We cerfainly
had no desire to drive them panic-stricken
from their homes.”

%1 have no doubt we shall establish
friecndly relations after they have got over
their ifright,” said Mr. Earle. “But the
main thing is to find out where this gorge
leads. By glory! What a magnificent can-
yon! What a stupendous freak of nature!
I have never seen anything gquite so :e-

markable!”

‘We had entered the gorge itself, and new
we could sce the extraordinary character of
- this stranze gash that cut into the heart
ol the muuntﬁ.m range.

Those on the Cﬂu{;ueror, watching keenly
as the whippet went towards the eliid,
rubbed their eyes in astonishment when
the nimble little tractor suddenly vanisiied.
It was as though the car had plunzed head-
long into the ecliff itself, to be swailowed
up.

¥For, from the deck of the Congquerar, 20
sign of the ecanyon was visible. So cun-
ningly had Nature done its work that these
eliffs appearcd to rise unbroken. And but
for the precipitate Hight of the villagers,
we should have had no_clue to indicate the
Opening to us.

We were in the
walls of rock rising

the rocks—a cleflt
until one

¢ 3

exclaimerl.
great cut

gorge, with the Shf.'i;‘.t'
to thousands of feet
on either side of us. The canyvon was like
A1 even slit in the mountains—the rock
Wwalls being incredibly parallel as they rose
%o the summit of the pecaks.

nd we progressed cautiously.

CHAPTER IX.
THE TRAP.

¥ MAZINGC—qguive
amazing ¥

My, Travers

Earle was leaniag

out of kis seal, hiz locse-

isinted  Jframe  {en3e and

alert with the excitement

that surged within him. e

was a horn  explorer by

nature, and this remarkasla
(reak of mother earth

him entranced.
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{ vided for the purpose of concealing

held |
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His wrinkled, leathery face was animale]
bv his aclive interest, and his eyes wer:
aleaming in their deep sockets. And holh
Nelson Lee and I were equally thrilled.

By this time the whippet had penelrafed
far into the canyon, and although the day-
licht was still strong—although the zun
biazed down relentlessly u;mn the desert--
we were in a kind of perpetual, uncanuy
aioom.

And the coolness of the air was startliag,
particularly so after the scorching heat we
had bheen so tong accustomed to.  Lee was
driving the ftractor very slowly.

“The most surprisinz thing of all is the
smooth, trodden appearance of {his sur-
tace,” he said thoughtfully. “ Not a sfone
—not a boulder. The rock i3 smooth as
a paved rohdway. I cannot help thinking
that it has been wora smooth by countless
ages of usage.”

““Looks like it, guv'nor,” I agreed. “ Butl
I hadn't noticed it before, to tell the truth.
I't!n £no surprised by these walls. Just look
how they tower up—it must be thousanis
of feet to the top! And there isn't a yard
of - difference anywhere—they just go p
sheer, like the skyscrapers on both mdca of

Broadway, in New York.”
My simile wasn’t such a had one. The
only difference was that these walls were

continuous, and not broken up into husiness
blocks, We were progressing along a dark
lane, with black rock walls on either side,
divided by a distance of about a hundred
feet.

In places the walls were. curionsly hewn,
deep cavities . being provided, like safety
refuges in a railway tunnel, At first 1

believed these cavities to be natural, bul
the guv'nor demurred.
““1 don't think so, Nipper,” ¢ sail

“They're too even, and show clear evidence
of the hand of man. But they were hewn
out of the rock ages ago. Astonishing s
it may scem, this qu arrving must have:begen
done at a period when Lnfr ish luatory was
in its infancy!”?

“But what were the alcoves f@r?”
Mr. Iiarle curiously.

““I can only assume that fthey were pro-
smail
detachments of defenders,” riphmi Lee.
“Ages ago this part of the Sahkara may
have been thickly populated. We don't
know what lies beyond this mountain
range, remember.”

321

r ‘““ The desert, surely,” 1 said.

““ Probably—but not surely,” said Lec.
“There i3 no certainty of anythine,
| Mipper. I rather fancy that we shall dis.
b cover a kind of small oasis, Bui it i3 no
use theorising. If we continue our w--

sinall soon know for ecertain.:
seems to Dbe condless,” |1

| ploration, we
¢« This canyon

| remarked,



“It must not be imagined that we snall

set through it within five minutes, youag
man,” declared Mr. Earle. “I shouldn't be
surprised if the canyon continues for f{wo
or three miles”

Every now and again we would take 2
turn, for the pass was not a direct cut
through., It twisted and dodged about in a
rather bewilderinzg fashion. But the walls
were  always  the same distance apart
Nature is respousible for muny freakish
tricks, buf this was :.ure]} one of its most
fantastic.

I continually glanced upwards, gazing at
the thin ribbon of sky far above. And
during on¢ of these glances, I suddenly
caught my breath in, And I clutched at

Nelson Lee’s arm.
“Hold on, sir'” I shouted. ¢ There's

somebody up there!”

“IWhat on earth—— Oh!” exclaimed Les.
*This doesn’t look healthy, XNipper! 1
have been half-expeefing——"

Even while he was speaking, he reduce:]
the spced of the whippet. DBoth Mr. Earle
and I were peering upwards., We could see
figures—tiny specks against the sky-line.

And then suddenly a dark patch
appeared. And..to our ears came 4 curious
bhooming, crashing sound. I realised the
truth at exactly the same second as Lee,

““Good heavens!” 1 vyelled, ““They've
nurled some boulders down!?

Lee made no reply. His expression was
arim, and there was a desperate look n
his eyes. Dropping sheer towards us cane
those enormous Dboulders—rocks weighiog
over a hundred tons at lecast!

And within a few bare seconds this
cnormous mass of stone would wipe us out
of existence! Those villagers had nof been
s0 innocent and harmless, after all!

And the very fact that this pass was »so
closely guarded hinted at something strange
and unusual beyond. But we bad no time
to think of such matters now,

~And hut for Nelson Lee's presence of
mind, we should certainly have heen wipad
out. Quick as thought the guv’nor whirled
the whippet round, and scent her plunging
headlong into. one of those deep cavities
in the rock wall.

The tractor crashed.
battered, hut still
were flung in a heap.

“ Dowp—down for
Nelson Lee.

- We crouched low in the ear,
vaine  second therse  came a

standstill,
And we

_tn a
serviceable,

your lives!” roarea
and at the
noise txe

thunder—a noise like the end of the world.

Fragments of rock hissed over our hears,
rattling against’ the metalwork of the
tractor.

And the air was so filled with dust that
we choked and gasped. And then came
silence—and we were still alive,

Ve

CHAPTER X.
CLIMBING THE BARRIER.

4 l: |I1 ‘

That was a

¢ HEW! bit  waun,
suv'nor!” I ;[Janttd chokingly,
“VYes, and we’ ve got to }_;y
thankfnl tnat we’re still alive

cxelaimed the guv'nor, as he slowly climhn-:,
out of the tractﬂr. “H’m! XY'm alraid .
further progress is out of the questiuu.“

The air had ecleared, and we could now
see precisely what we had escaped. the
whole pass, just ahead, was choked wity;
jagged masses of rock. An enormous il
of it filled the floor of the caunyon frum
wall to wall.

I‘lhe unksown enemy had timed the troy
well.

If the whippet had kept on, it would
have been battered to fragmenis beneat’
this tremendous mass of rock, Buf b
turning into that hewn-out cavity, Lee had
saved our lives., '

~“It’'s no good attempting to climb this
iittle heap!” said Mr. Earle grimly.
““These small whippets are capable of

‘negotiating rough ground, but this elimb @3
too steep. The car would overturn.”

We could sce that he was right, Tie
ohstruction was an effective one—a barrice
that would take an age to remove, evean
with the assistance of modern machinery.

“Well, there’s a swindle!” I said gruftiy.
“Just as we were hoping to sce the end
of this gorge, too! What’s to he done,
guv’nor |

“There is only one course—we must re-
turn to the Conqueror.” replied Lee. “ Anl
the sooner the better—until we have saiis-
fied ourselves that the ememy is quiet. Wu
want no repetition of this affair, We aiv
not likely to escape a second time.”

The tractor was backed out of the alcove,
with her bow badly bent and twisted, but
otherwise untarmed. Climbing in, we wcie
soon  speeding  back through the gorge
towards the open desert, '
We had entered slowly and cautiously-—

left precipitately, But we saw 09
furtner sign of those fizures against the
sky-line’ Indeed, Nelson LeL_, held the vicw
that there was no further danger,

“If is most improbable that there ale
further boulders to be hurled down into
the pass,” he declared. ¢ These people
would mnaturally rely upon that onc
cnormous avalanclie. The very size of iU
indicates this”

“I-am inclined to agree with you, M
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Lee,” said the inventor. “I am certainiy
inclined to agree with you. And thai's
put au idea into my head. Quite a good
idea, too, I imagine. You don't think
there’s any danger of a further trap?”
«There 15 a danger, but a remote one.”
« Good! Then you're prepared to take a
chance?” asked Mr. Karle keenly.

« Any chance you like!” smiled Lee.
« But what are you suggesting, Mr. Earle?”
« Simply that we take the Conquerar
tarough this guleh,” replied the inventor.

« She'll be able to elimb that barrier, !
have no doubt. A ticklish piece of work,
put—"’

«T am doubtful about the advisability
of such a course,” interrupted Nelson Lee
gravely. ““ Remember, we have many
precious souis on board, Mr. Earle. Re-
member, also, that the Congueror is our
only link with civilisation. We must ve
very cautious,”

«] agree to that, but, at the same time,
our finest chance of getting through the
canyon is to act at once,” replicd Mr.
Earle. “We want to move before these
people can prepare a further avalanche.
Personally, 1 think the risk is in-
significant.”

“So do I, sir,” I agreed promptiy.

It was, indeed, the only reasonable point
of view. If that fall of rock had been
slight, we might have assumed that there
would be further traps laid at intervais.
But if was fairly clear that these people
had relicd solely upon that one tremendous
downpour of rock.

In any case, the chance was taken.

Whether it was wise could be judged by
the result. But Nelson Lee was not the
kind of man to risk the lives of anyhody i
his eare. He would sooner abandon the
vhole project.
~ We reached the Conqueror, and the very
mstant I got aboard I was surrounded by
eager, excited juniors. And the girls were
uo less keen. 1 was plied with endless
questions. :

And when I explained what had hap
pened, they were all thrilled. And there
Was a general expression of approval when
It was learned that the Conqueror was to
proceed at once.

Not a minute’s time was Ibst.

The great land yacht, with every man
aboard on the alerf for action, entered the

Miighty gorge. And we progressed slowly
and  smoothly along the floor of the
Canyon.
(9 - w
Ob, we shall never do it!” exclaimed

{‘;l?érmrie. Temp]c, as she caught s_i;_;:ht_nf
rL_T':r‘r}r:'lﬁ: barrier ahend._ “Why, it's im-
Bossible! If we try to climb over that the
Ship will capsize!”

“Rats!” said Handforth excitedly.

L“ What did you say, Ted?” asked
rjorie, shocked.
)h, sorry!” gasped Handforth, <L—1

thr}nught it
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ing! But you're wrong, Miss Marjorie.
We'll be able to get over that ant-hill os
€asy as winking!”

“I hope so!”" said Marjorie doubtfully.

““You can trust Mr. Lee to see everything
all right,” remarked Wiliy. * The very fact
that we're here proves there's no danger.
Mr. Lee thinks we're a!l made of china, you
know. And he won't take us anywhere unless
it's safe.”

“You ought to be very thankful that Mr.
Lee iz so careful,” said Irene. *“Qh! [
wonder if we shall be succes:ful?”

The Conqueror had practically reached the
great mass of rock, and the sitnation was
ticklish. Mr. Eagle was at the wheel, anid
the vessel's rate of progress was dead slow.

A sharp look-out was kept by many watch-
ful eyes—eyes that were directed upwards,
to give an instant warning in case there
were further masses of rock being hurled
down. TFor the mother ship could not dodzo
into a recess as the whippet had done.

But there wuas no real danger. Now that
we were prepared for such activity on the
enemy’s part, it was possible to anticipatle
any peril by moving rapidly backwards in
case of emergency. Deing forewarned was
being forecarmed.

The Conqueror commenced mounting the
obstruction deliberately and with almost
uncanny precision

CHHAPTER XL
INTO THE UNKNOWN.

LOWLY, gradually, the
bows of the land yacehs
raised tiuemselves up-
wards, and the decks

assumed a heavy list, We all
stood watching, breathless
and inwardly excited.

It must be remembered that the Conqueror
was like a ship in a narrow eanal, with
enormous banks on either side of it. A heavy
list to starboard or port would result in
the masts fouling the rock walls. And it
wias necessary, t00, to avoid any possibiiity
of getting stuck.

I'or that would be a calamity indeed.

But Mr. Earie himseli was at the wiheel,
and he knew what his vessel was capabie of.
The great tractors revolved slowly, earrying
the vessel onwards and upwards inch by inch.
We had never before realised the wonderiul
delicacy of the mechanism which drove the
Congueror. |

She seemed almost alive in the manner she
felt her wav over these rough, jagged rocks.

[t was her tank-like conziruction which
enabled her to elimb this seemingly insur-

moutitable harrier.
“Were up-—we're o
somebody.,
“ Hucrah!™ .
“We've done it—we're noariy over!”
The juniors shouted triumphantly, and Mr.
Travers Earle himself permitied his features

the top!” shouted



And now the Con.
queror was well
over the worst.

Having reached
the summit of the
great obstruction,
she edged her way
down to the level
rock surface beyond.
And at last, amid
general cheering,
the ship was on her

level ' keel ”” amain.

“Do vyou think
you could launch
two or three of the
whippets 7? asked
Nelson Lee briskly.
* The space is

[ ANy il
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straw when Reggic
Pitt and Jack QGrey
recognised the crowds
of Remove juniors.

limited, but I fancy
it could he done,
Mr. Earle.”

“ Certainly!” said
the Inventor. * An
excellent i1dea, too-—

But it was the last

: “MHurrah! St.| .
24 : in fact a  most
| E::"flf,s to the res-} p.cessary  preeau-
: tion. It shall be

The_Remnva gave done, Mr. Lee.”
voice in one earsplit- Th;'ee : of ; tiia
b i

ting roa small traectors were

a wrinkled smile. His con-
The land yacht bhad

into
fidence was justified.
surmonnted the obstaecle, and had proved
herself to be a eonqueror, in very truth. =

to relax

There had been one or two anxious
moments, particularly when the vessel heeled
over giddily as the tractors ploughed down
the loose, shifting boulders.

On one or. two occazions, too, the land
yacht's superstructure had come within a
hare yard or two of the rock walls. But
Mr  Earle had manceuvred her by mere
inches, and s0 exact was the control, he
could ease her up by a touch, and correct
the tendency to collide.

T e—
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t ] remained on the deck

gently lowered. And
then, with several men in each, they pro-
ceetled as a kind of advance guard—scovts,
finding ouf the lie of the land, and on the
alert Tor possible trouble.

But there was none.

We saw no sign whatever of a living soul.
with the other
fellows, for I bad now no desire to go scout-
ing. The Conqueror herself was advancing
through the defile, and every minute was of
interest.

We seemad to go on endlessly,
there was no indication that
country would be reached.

“1 don't think there’s much danger of
another Ilittle surprise packet dropping on
us,” I said, as I glanced casually upwards.

and stiil
the open

“ Hallo! Birds, by jovel! That’s pretty
quecr.”’

“ What's queer?” asked ITandforth.

" Birds.”

“It’s the first time I knew that it was

queer for birds to fly!” said Edward Oswa:d
sarcasvically.  * What the dickens are you
getting at, you chump? Haven't you secn

‘birds belore?”

““ My dear, ignorant ass!” I said patiently.
“I've seen birds many a time, and I've
always had an idea that vultures and such-
like creatures roamed the desert. But I
certainly didn’'t know that tiny woodland
bhirds lived in these parts.”

“ Phew!” whistled Tommy Watson. “1
Lhadn't thought of that! 1 say, this is a bib

staggering,”
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¢ That's what I thought,” I nodded. “ I've
got an idea we shall have the surprise of
our lives when we get out of this eanyon,”

““ Absolutely, old chirper!” agreed Archie
(:lenthorne, “It's rather rummy, Dbut
there’'s a feeling in the old bones that some-
what fearful sights await our good old gaze,
if you know what I mean. That is to say,
we are absolutely in for a shock.”

“It won't do to take anything [for
granted,” I pointed out. *“If we imagine
all sorts of things, we shall only be dis-
*appointed when we find the barren desert
in front of us. There may be a natural ex-
planation for these birds. but——"

“ Look! 7The canyon is widening!"" shouted
(‘hureh.

“Begad! So it is!"” ejaculated Tregeliis-
West.

The Conqueror was moving at a greater
speed now, for she had more room, and
there was no peril of colliding with the great
wails, And a slight furn in the pass had
revealed the widening gorge.

At this point the canyon opened right out,
and we could see the whippets moving along
iike crawling insects—stretched out in a
line in front of us, as though they were
destroyers escorting a battleship.

On the bridge Nelson Lee had a eclearar
view than the juniors on deck. And, in the
act of turning to Mr. Earle, the detective
paused. He stared ahead, and caught ais
breath in.

And there was an
amazement in his eyes.

expression of utter

CHAPTER XII,
WHAT LAY BEYOND THE CANYOX,

£ R. EARLE! What
,;rj " do you make of
: P it?" asked Nelsen

Lee steadily.
He had some difficulty in

mak VT S . . .

2= Y% controlling his voice, for he
was inwardly in a turmoil,

And Mr. Earle apparently did not hear. Ior

e inventor gave no answer.

e, too, was gazing ahead-—out through
the frowning walls of the canyon. He could
5¢¢ beyond, into the country that lay past
the mountain range. And Mr. Earle almost
forgot that he was piloting the Conqueror.

. i '[ think it must be our imagination,
*fe?' he muttered at last.  “ Man alive!
liis  can't be real—it's impossible! A

Mirage, perhaps—similar to the one we saw
4t mid-day——=""

“This iz no mirage,
Tupted Lee quietly.
_Ale clung to the bridge rail, staring out
anead.
h'tﬁ wide vi%ta af_green,_ cultivated ecountry
oo, COMe into view—with wooded slopes
©¥ond. There were roads, too—paved roads,

wi_”‘?h gleamed like ribbons among the green
Meadows,

Mr. Earle,"” inter-

Seen at any ordinary time this picture
would have been pieasant enough, but to_the
adventurers on  ‘board the <C(onqueror the
sight was absolutely startiing.

FFor this vision of green was a sheer para-
dise after the drab, endless desert. Yor
many days the land yacht had encountered
no vestige of green—not a tree—uot a blade
of grass. But now, in passing out from
thiz rocky defile, a veritablie dream country
lay in view,

[t was hardly surprising that even Nelson
Lee himself—hardened to’control his emotions
—hroke oub into expreszsions of almost
aoupefied astonishment. And when the others
saw that seene they nearly went mad.

IFor after the Conqueror had progressed a
further two hundred yards everybody on deck
could see that scene. Members of the ¢rew
were crowding up, amazed and excited.

Stewards, stewardesses, members of the
engine-room stalf, and others crowded up iu
order to have a glimpse. Duty was forgotteu
in the excitement of the moment.

Mrs, Manners was on deck, surrounded by
Irene and ('o. They were all spelibound.

But the juniors were by no means tongue-
tied. They simply vyelled with the excite
ment of thre occasion, and were at no pain:
to conceal their emotions,

“But—where's the desert?” gasped
Church. " We were in the middie of the
Sahara when we came into this canyvon—but
now we're passing oub into a iand of green
fields and forests!”

‘““ It's absolutely staggering, old boyst”
declared Archie. I mean to say, the oid
bones were right—what? They had a some-
what rummy feeling, but ['m dashed if |
expected suenh a dashed shock 23 this!™

*““Buf it sn’¢ like Africa a bhit!”" I pro-
tested. *“* Look at those fieids—look at the
roads! Whoever keard of stone-paved roads

in the heart of Africa? And [ can see a
bridee, too——"

“ A bridee?"”

“yest™ 1 shouted. ‘*Over there—look!

[t's a great stone bridge, just like you sce

in Italy—a kind of Roman style about
it—"

“Rats! You must be mistaken!” said
Handforth. *“ How can there bhe a stone

hridge out here—— By George, vou're right,
though! There it is! Well, I'm jiggered!
This beats the band!” o

If we had been surprised before, we were
literally dumbfounded now  We were, in.
deed, undergoing just the same stupendous
astonishment that had overtaken Dorrie
and Co. only a few hours eariier. T'or our
missing friends had seen this remarkable
scene for the first time in the grey light of
this same day’s dawn.

The Conqueror emerged from the canyon,
and the whale great vista lay before us, Mr,
'I'ravers Earie brought the yacht to a stand-
still in his sheer amazement. The whippets,:
too, had also stopped.

And for a time we gripped the rails, staring

1 —feasting our eyes upon this totally unex-



pected dreamland.

veoetation—indeed, it was pure desert. But
after this mile the appearance of the land
_rapidly underwent a change, becoming wooded
ard grass-grown. And there were fields, too
—neatly eultivated ficlds, marked off with
hedges or stone walls.

~ But, most astounding of all, we could see
another spectacle in the distance. Ye could
see something which lay in the very centire
of the great valley. A town of white build-
ings—a city of stone!

And at different spots there were other
white patches—villages, it seemed. And all
this was so startling that we were Ileft
breathlezs. :

But, in spite of my amazement, I realised
that there was no miracle about this, but a
perfectly logical fact. We had entered a
oreat oasiz—a fertile arca of Jland, which
had apparently escaped discovery by earlier
explorers of the desert.

Hidden by these mountain peaks, this gem
of wonderful freshness had not even been
suspected. We had half believed that a
journey through the canyon would lead to a
asurprise—but never to such a one as this.

‘“1 expect lots of people used to live
here,”” remarked  Handforth, recovering
stightly, “ It may have been the home of
big tribes, and there’s no telling what kind
of people there were—-"’

‘“ But people live here now!' interrupted
Church.

“Rot! There’s not a soul in sight!” said
HHandforth. * We've come into a deserted
land—the remnants of a dead and forgotten
people.” |

“1t’s the first time I knew that dead and
forgotten people cultivated the fields!” said
MeClure sarcastically. * Can't you see al
the meadows? Can’t you see how the roads
are perfectly kept? This country isn’t dead
ab aI’], Handy—there must be a big popula-
tion.”

And the rest of us were rapidly coming to
the same counclusion.

" But even now, after all these surprises, |

there were plenty more in store!

CHAPTER XIIIL
THE LAND OF ENCH.INTMENT,

EGGIE PITT stretched

‘. himself luxuriously,
** Hallo! Still
dark!”” he mumbled
sleepily. “1 wonder—
What on earth—— I don't
quite seem 10 remember—"’
~ Still bemused with sleep,
Reggie sat up, trying hard
_ to gather his thoughts. He
only knew that he had awakened feceling
singularly refreshed. He hadn’t felt so brisk

A gradual slope lay in)
front of us, stretching down for miles into
the gentle, undulating valley.

For about the first mile the surface was
rocky and sandy, with scarcely a trace of

for many a day. The total darkness puzyicq
him, and he was still mystified.

* Now, lemme see,” e murmured, '
ought to be on the desert—but the air's 1.,
cool here. And I can’t see any stars—T ecay's,
hear any camels roaring. Hang it, there's
something wrong—"’

““ Anythin’ wrong with you, young man?%>
came a soft voice out of the blackness.

“Oh! That you, Dorrie?” asked DPitt
startled. ’

“You bet it's me,” said his lordship. “ I
thought you were havin’ a nighfmare, or
something. By the way you were mumblin’,
anybody might think your supper had dis-
agreed with you.” -

“ Supper?” said Reggie dreamily. “ What

a word! I don’t seem to remember eating
for years! Bnt I say, Dorrie, where are we?

And why i3 it so dark?
hang of things at all.”
He felt about him, and his hand encoun-
tered a# soft, yielding substance which
moved under his -touch, and which made
strange sounds. Reggie realised that it was

a face.
“Sorry !’ he ejaculated hurriedly.

“YWhen yeu’ve done pushing me in the
eve, I shall be obliged!’’ growled Jack Grey.
“And you awoke me out of a beautiful
dream, too. 1 was back at St. Frank’s, and
Nipper and Handy, and all the rest were
gathered round, asking questions. And we

were—"’

“Don't!” interrupted  Pitt. “ Cease,
foolish ome! 1lsn't it bad enough to be
imprisoned in a giddy catacomb, withont
making it seemy worse—  Hallo! What's
this?”

A scraping noise had sounded in his rear,

I can’t get the

‘and the next moment a door rolled open,

admitting a flood of daylight into the
prison. It was so sudden that the captives
were blinded for the first few moments.

‘Dorrie didn’t know how many hours had
elapsed, but he was quite certain that they
had all stept for a considerable time. They
had been thrust into that prison soon after
dawn. But now the sun was getting low.
They had slumbered throughout the day.

Sir Crawford had said very little, for he
was not in the best of health. The grim
period of captivity had told upon him, and
although Dorrie cheered him up, the sport-
ing peer felt no little anxiety on Sir Craw-
ford’s behalf,

The prisoners were rather astonished bPY
the individual who stood at the door. They
had naturally expected to see one of thelr
former captors—a man dressed in the usual
garb of the desert.

But this new arrival was a surprise.

The most extraordinary feature about hin
was that he was no dark-skinned native.
His complexion was deeply bronzed, it 15

true, but his features and his colouring
%learly indicated that he was of white
lood.
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And he was dressed remarkably. TUpon | CIMAPTTR XIV.
his feet were leather shoes which more . S Gy
closely resemiled sandals, the straps criss- INTO THE ROMAN CITY. :
crossing  over his ankles and shins, and ORD DORRIMORIE’S
fastening just below the Kknee. remark, so breath.

He wore an embroidered tunic—a Iloose,
curiously-designed garment, rich with colour.
And upon his head there was an ilmmposing
helmet—a headgear of light construction,
but exceedingly impressive. The front was
of some bright metal, and burnished to a
high gloss.

“Well I'm hanged!”’ said Dorrie bluntly,

“ He looks like a character out a play!”
murmiured Pitt. < This is getling more and
more rummy! Iadn’t you better speak to
Lkim, Dorric? Ask bim where we are, and
who he Is T

But Lord Dorrimore was already address-

ing the strangely attired individual. The
man was by no means self-possessed. He
was eveing {he prisoners with unfeigned

astonishment.

In the meantime, they had moved out of
the stone tower, and were now standing on
the wide, paved road in front. A
distance apart, Umlosi was standing in a
group with the Hausas—an indignity which
hurt him deeply. Ile did not like to be
ronghly herded with the native carriers.

“@Greetings, N'Kose!” he shouted.  And
thou, my friends! I am glad to see thee
vell and alive. I have spoken to these
strange dogs, but they ignore me.”’

“That’s uothin’ new,” said his lordship.
“They all seem to be dumb.”’

There were ofher men standing on the
road, dressed very similarly to the ftall,
bronzed individual in the burnished helmet,
Their attire was similar, but less imposing.

“They look like Roman soldiers!’” whis-
pered Jack Grey. ““ And this chap with the
helmet is the captain. 1 say, Reggie, it's

like a blessed dream, you know! I'm all
worked up!”’
“ Jiallo! Look at Dorrie!” murmured

Pitt.

Lord Dorrimore had walked sharply across
to Umlosi. He shook the black giant by
the hand, and made signs that they were
friends. And he drew Umlosi away from
the scared looking HMausas, and took him
back to Sir Crawford and the bogs.

“This man is my friend!”’ explained
Dorrie gruflly.

The captain—for such he appeared to be—
Seemed to understand. But it was clear
that the English words meant nothing to
him. Tle turned abruptly on his heel, and
addressed his men.

The 'wer_ds came out crisply and fluently.
And Dorric caught his breath in with a
Stlarp hiss of surprise,

By gad!” he exclaimed. “Then I was
Fight! These chaps speak Latin! It's stag-
f-f‘i‘f'i‘ﬂ’mhnt there you are! Latin! By the
Ord Ifarry! We've suddenly got into the
fidst of the Poman Empire!?

little-

' delights.

lessly uttered, caused
Jack Grey and
Reggie Pitt to stare at one
another with sudden en-
lizhtenment.

“There you are!”” said Grey. ¢ What did
[ tell you? Didn't I say these chaps looked
like Roman soldiers?”’

Reggie nodded.

“You did,” he agreed. “And Dorrie
evidently thinks the same! And did you
happen to understand what the gladiator
said?”’

“ Understand?" repeated Grey. *“llow the
dickens could I?”

“Is your Latin so rusty?'’ grinned Pitt.
““A fat lot of good teaching us languages
in the Remove! I'il admit [ didn't under-
stand everything the chap said, but 1
believe he gave an order for us to be sur-
rounded.”’

Lord Dorrimore patted Reggi@ on
hack.

“Good man?' he said heartily. & You've
hit it! Wait a minute, and you youngsters
will hear me havin’ a chat with our pal with
the sandals. It's a great comfort to know
that my Latin is only a hit shop-soiled
It’ll soon flow easily with use.”

Dorrie, in faet, was delighted.

He was past Dbeing {further surprised.
There had been so many shocks during the
past twenty-four hours that it wouldu't
have azfonished him a bit if a steam engine
had suddenly come inle view.

And his leordship was in a good humour.
Both the boys could see this. For well over
two weeks, Dorrie had kept up a pretence
of light-hearted cheerfulness—hbut it had
been nething more than pretence. MWis grin
wias now genwine, His high spirits were con-
tagious.

Al
FOHROILS,

He had just risen from a sound, refrezh-
ing sleep—the firat he had enjoyed for
longer than he cared to remember. Auad he
was cousequently as fit as a fiddle, hunary,
and full of robust health and hish spirits,
The weary, exhausting journey acroszs the
desert lhiad ended at last.

Aud it had ended in A way
Dorrie 2 real “kick.”’ There wias nothing
tame about this extraordinary discovery,
HHe and his party had not been mercly
brought inte a4 sgualid native village.:

And all Dorrie's instinets as an explorer

the

Dorris chicerful for excellent

Wil

that aave

came to the surface, and he was keen
to penetrace turther into this valley ane
investizute ils wonders, And there was

also the prozpect of a good meal. Green
vezetution  hinted at  such  unheard of
luxuries as polatoes, ecabbages, or similar

Awl one has only to travel for



endless days on the desert to realize the un-
adulterated joy of such a prospect.

“You seem quite bucked, Dorrie,” ex-
claimed Pitt curiously, _
““ Bucked??’ said his lordship. “You bet

I'm bucked! I'm so pleased to be out of
that infernal desert that I don't care what
happens! I wouldn’t swear to it, but I'd
wager a level fiver that 1 can see apples
growing on a tree over there!”’ he added,
pointing.

“Good gracious!”” murmured Sir Craw-
ford. “ They certainl§ look like apples!”

“Hallo! We're bein’ surrounded!’’ mur-
mured Dorrie. “ A  foolish idea, because
there's no danger of us scootin’. Now, let’s
see ‘how my Latin pans out, It'll be a bit
ereaky, but it might pass muster!”

e turned and spoke again, this time in
the Latin tongue.*

“A word in thy ear, friend!’’ he said
cheerfully. “ What meanest thou by placing
us under this indignity? Why are we
prisoners? Hast no courtesy 1o bestow
upon strangers?’’

The captain started as though he had
been hit, and stared with widely opening
eyes.

** Thou eanst speak my tongue?”” he asked
blankly,

‘“Ay, and why not?’*® laughed Dorrie.
“Perchance thou wild have difficulty in
understanding some words, but that is a
matter of no import. Tell me, who art
thou, and what is this wondrous land?”’

e waved his hand towards the land-
scape, and the man partially recovered
from his surprise. He was frowning now,
puzzled, but it was clear that he partially
understood. Dorrie’s pronunciation was
probably faulty.

Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey, listening in-
tently, could understand most of the words.
And they felt rather grateful to the far-
distant Mr. Crowell for having been so
rigidly strict with Latin, The Remove Form-
master had always taken particular pains in
that lessomn,

And Pitt and Grey were greatly excited.
[t was wonderful enough to he able to con-
verse with these people. They had almost
forgotien to be astounded that a dead
language should be spoken in the heart of
the Sahara.

“I am the Tourth Lieutenant of the
Western Forces,” he exclaimed proudly.
“'Thou art speaking to Cassius Allectus.
Thou art my prisoners, and my orders are
to convey thee hence into the Capital.”’

“It is well, my Cassius,”’ said Dorrie
casity.  ““ Since thou hast orders, it is for
thee to carry them out. We will go without
demur, And thou wilt pardon my
curiosity.”’

*For the purpose of simplicity, and to
avoid all confusion to the reader, all con-
versation spoken in Latin will he rendered
into English whenever such passages oceur,

The startled,

man was obviously
amazed than he could express to find th:t

nGre

these new arrivals should speak his aup
tongue. But the prisoners were no  jess
ammazed that Cassius should speak Latin.

‘““ Roman language—Roman clothes—Roman
roads—and even Roman names!” said Pitt.
“I've never known anything so startling
all my born days! If the world ever gets
to know anything about this, it'll be the
sensation of the century!”’

And Lord Dorrimore and Sir Crawford
Grey were equally convinced. Tor they were
now beginning fo realise that this remark-
able oasig, hidden by these mountains of
the Sahara, sheltered an unknown, forgotten
tribe which was unquestionably descended
from ancient Roman stock.

In some way that Dorrie could not even
imagine, this tribe must have lived through
the cenfuries i this hidden, forgotten
corner of the world. Buried in the heart ot
-the Sahara, the descendents of Ancient
Rome must have lived their simple lives
with little or no outward ehange.

But althougl this seemed a possible ex-
planation, it was nevertheless startling.
Dorrie would have heen glad to question the
lientenant more, but at this moment a new
incident oceurred

There was a rattle of wheels upon the
stone-paved road, and a curious vehicle
appeared—a four-wheeled waggon, of quaint
design, and brightly decorated. It was
drawn by a dozen men—harnessed in just
the same way as horses. And at the driving
seat sat a soldier, armed with a long, crucl
whip.

Without further ceremony, the prisoners
were bundled into the wagon, and a few
minutes later they were speeding along tiie
smooth road towards the Capital.

They were about to enter the Roman
City!

CHAPTER XV,

/—-\ THE RMPEROR TITUS,
. (j:-';‘_ “"&\ HE prisoners were
B

greatly interested in

1~ the progress of the
} - ( L5 wagon. In fact.
=¥ evervthing connected with
\_w)) their novel surroundings
~ attracted them. Even Sir

Crawford was feeling almost himself again.
The wagon was a heavy vehicle, but
superbly made. The workinanship, indeed.
was remarkable. And the twelve < steeds’
pulled at their harness in a mannper which
indicated their practice in =such labour.

They were, indeed, almost like animals.
They had apparently been broken in for =0
long that they had almost ceased to remald
human beings.  Uneomplaining, obedients
and mute, they pulled the wagon with an
ease and grace that was rather fascinating

L to watell.



The whole twelve, running in even step,
swayed from side to side like a well-oiled
machine in action. The driver had no
occasion to use the whip, for these animal-
like humans pulled at their harness with a
wiliing, eager devotion to dutby.

Dorrie and the others watched them with
inferest.

“Tuaregs — Hausas — Fulani!’’ murmured
liis lordship. < They're all sorts. I can
even spot a couple of Arabs. Poor beggars!
They must have been doing this sort of
work for years, until they've lost all human
sensations, and have become hardened to
the toil.”’

Dorrie was reminded of the galley slaves
of old. These unfortunate wretches were
chained to the oars of their vessel. A large
percenfage died miserable deaths, but those
who survived became as strong as oxen, and
could work with almost egual strength.

It seemed to be very much the same with
these slaves in harness. The men were bare-
footed, and their feet were large and .as
hard as leather. Jor the rest, they were
practically unclothed, save for a loin cloth
of coarse, reddish material. Without ques-
tion, they were slaves, and freated with no
more consideration than beasts.

But, somechow, Dorrie and bis party felt

no pity. They couldn't. These slaves
looked so unemotional—so completely in
keeping with the whole picture. They

apparently didn’t need pity, for they were
us strong as lions, and performed their work
with delightful, amazing precision.

The prisoners, however, were intensely in-
terested in their surroundings as they pro-
gressed.  They eould see the country on
both sides, and the character of it changed
gradually as they weng steadily onwaras.

The stone road was by no means level or
straight, At times it curved sharplyv.
passing through woods, and leading across
well-constructed, high-humped bridges. And
bills were encountered—short, sharp hills,
With steep dips into corresponding valleys.

And at times there were dwellings to be
feen—stone houses, neatly built, with people
Mov:ing about leisurely at wvarious agricul-
tural pursuits. And all these people were
01 the same fine physique as the soldiers—
all were of the same white stock.

‘They were attired in loose garments that
Were admirably suited to the hot climaze.

Clilldren were seen—and women, too. And
these latter were generally of striking
eauty,

. “Cattle, by jingo!”’ murmured Jack, point-
ng to a field of cows. ““And sheep over
there, 100k !
“To say nothing of goats galore,” re-
mfl?kﬁéd Pitt, < And can't I sge a clump
Of chickens in that meadow? I say, this is
8etting better and better! What price
luiton cutlets for supper?’’
t-hat:, fact, all the evidence clearly proved
v this great oasis was populated exten-
rfﬁ Y, and cultivated to a high degree,
¢at fields of growing corn and vegetables

in many of them
workers were busy with the harvest.

But as the wagon went onwards, getting
nearer and nearer to the City, the character

were passed, and the

The houses grew more
frequent, and the farms were less in
evidence. Instead of these latter, there
were great, imposing mansions to be seen
—wonderfully built houses of dazzling white
stone, surrounded by exquisite gardens.
There were carpet-like lawns, flowers in pro-
fusion, and clear, crystal pools where
daintily attired children either bathed, or
disported themselves round the banks.

And very soon the actual streets of the
city were being traversed.

They were wide, imposing thoroughiares,
with a smooth, paved road, and wide side-
walk. The people were all attired in the
Roman fashion, and yet differently, It
wis as though they had taken the ancient
Roman sfyie as a type, and had gradualiy
changed it. .

And all the populace paused to garze unoun
these strange newcomers as they passed,
And as the heart of the city was reached,

of the land changed.

other trafiic was encountered. There were
even chariot-like vehicles, gorgeously

decorated, and drawn by teams of slaves.

And at length a wide, imposing sguare
was reached. and the waggon came to a

the steps of the finest
had yet seen—a

standstill Defore
building the adventurers
veritable palace.

And as they pulled up, a man in glistening
robes desecended the steps, preceded by
others. This individual was apparently 2a
man of great importance. Yor all the
soldiers under Lieufenant Cassius Allectus
stood rigidly at attention, saluting in a
quaint manner.

““ Behold the
Cassius impressively.

**The Emperor!’” repeated Dorrie.

Emperor!?”’ exclaimed

“ Even so!? replied the lieutenant,
“His Imperial DMajesty, Empecror Titus
of Isirium!*?

CHAPTER XYVI.
THE INVADERS.
URRRRH!
: The Conqueror’s
a1 caterpillar tractors
hummed  busily  as
the great land yacht pro.

gressed along a wide, paved
road. The sound was quite
distinctive, after the dull, mufiled sound
she had made on the desert.

After a cshort consultation, Mr. Travers
Earle and Nelson Lee had decided fo pene-
trate into the heart of the valley at once.
There was nothing to be gained by remain-

ing at a standstill.
The canyon was conquered, and this
strange new land lay at their feet. Need-

less to say, the St. Frank's fellows and ali
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company

the other members of the yacht's
were agog witin excitement.

Mr. Manners had suggested there might be
danger for the party. He was not concerned
on his own account, but was possibly think-
ing of his wife and daughtcr.

“¢Set vour fears at rest, my dear fellow—
whatever,”” declared

there 1is- no danger _
Mr. Earle. **You seem to forget that the
Conqueror is impregnable. We should be
safe, even if we faccd a modern army.

There is certainly no peril to be feared
here.”’

“«“You think the inhabitants of this valley
will be peaccful?’”’ ' |

The inventor allowed his Jeathery face to
crease up into a smile.

“ After our delighifu]l adventure in the
canyon I can hardly think that,”> he replied
drily. ¢ But what if we meet with enemies?
We are armed; we have gun® even some
pieces of lizht artillery. And the Conqueror
can_fight against a thousand, with ease.
Don't forget, Manners, that I built her for
fighting purposes.’’

And this was true.” The inventor had
intended penetrating into the hbeart of the
great forests of Africa, and had designed
the vessel for every  kind of emergency.
1f it actually did come to a fight, the
Conqueror could more than hold her own.

And now she was rolling steadily along
that great highway. Mr. Earle was glad
that the road builders bad . designed so
wide a thoroughfare, for his great . ship
had .no difficulty in keeping to it. But it
would be a poor lookout for any other
traffic that was cncountered. i

“I'm so excited I.hardly. know what I'm
doing!”’
wonder if we -shall. encounter any of the
people?’? : |

‘“Sure to--if there are any,”’ said Doris,
. ‘““There’s no question about there being

any; I spotted some figures over on one
of the hills not five minuies ago,”” put in
Handforth. ‘I shouldr’t, be surprised »f
there’s a battle before long.. Thesze natives
are sure to 'jib against this invacion.”’

‘* Oh, but why should they?’’ asked Irene.

‘““ These natives always fight,”’ replied
Handforth. ““Not that I care. In faet, it’ll
be all the bhetter if we have a scrap. J
shu}l}! be gzlad of something 1o liven things
up.

“QOh, Ted?* protested Irene.
you?’’

“J—I mean—-"’

“* Besides, why should these people try to
fight with us?’? went on the girl. “We've
come lere peacefully, and I'm sure Xir.
- Lee wouldn’t- Have allowed us to journey
onwards unless he was satisfied that every-
thing was all right.”?

“1 say—quick!”? yelled Willy., “Cows!
Look! Sheep and goats, too! You can’t
kid me that this

““ How can

exclaimed - Irene. breathlessly.. “T

place is populategd by

i{_
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Arabs. 1 Dbelieve there’s a civilised race
here!?’?
“Don't you call Arabs  civiliseqg:®

-demanded his major.

‘“ Blow the Arabs!”’ retorted Willy. '

He was ciinging to the rail, gazing at 5
peaceful-iooking farm building that had juss
come into sight. Although Dorrie and (o,
had seen a good deal of this country ang
its peopie, we on the Conqueror were only
just obtaining our first glimpse.

And we were enchanted, enthralled.

Nobody thought of food. It was past
teatime, but no tea had heen served. It
would soon be the dinner hour, for the
sun was getting low, but no thoughts of
dinner entered our heads. _

Not a single member of the holiday party
would have gone below for a ransom just
at this period. Our eyes were far too busy
feeding on the novel scenery.

At intervals we came across side roads,
not s0 wide or imposing as this main high-
way, but well-kept and neal in appearance.
And along one of these side roads we caught
sight of a laden wagon—a vehicle piled up
with greenstuff, which looked like vegetable
produce. :

““By George! Look at that!”’
Handforth..

His voice was indignant, and the reason
for this was obvious. The wagon was being
pulied by a team of lightly-clad slaves.
But they had abandoned their task now,
and were tearing madly and frantically at
their harness. All they wanted was to get
free, for they were panic-stricken at the
sight of the Congqueror.

This was by no means surprising, for tbe
enormous land yacht must have seemed 2
veritable juggernaut to these simple people.

And they were not the only ones to flee in
terror.

As we progressed we came upon other
inhabitants, and our amazement was un-
abounded when we saw how closely they
resembled the ancient Romans., A body of
men who looked like soldiers, in flashing
nelmets, turned tail and bolted in disorder
at the sight of the Congqueror.

And by this fime we were getting pasb
further surprises. For we fully realised
that we were in the midst of the most
amazing discovery of modern history.

roared

CHAPTER XVII.
CONDEMXNED TO SLAYVERY,

i ORD DORRIMORE
4%:5\ gave a rueful grunt.
= ««Just our luck, of
course!’> he ré-
?_ % Ew.rksfd, 1vr.«*jt-h aT;gl:ane at_SIE
» ‘rawford. “ They’re  jus
W; voin’ to introduce us to the
bally emperor, an’ we look like a set of
coufcunded scarecrows!??
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o It was very thoughtful of them,”” said
gir Crawford drily. “ They right have

given us an opportunity to make ourselves
¥

presentable hefore springing this honour.
The prisoners were standing in two
groups, having been ordered out of the

wagon. Lord Dorrimore, Sir Crawford, Jack
and Reggie and Umlosi were in one group,
and the Hausa carriers in the other.

And there was certainly a good reason for
Dorrie’s complaint.

He looked more like a tramp than a peer
of the realm. His clothes were in tatters,
his shoes were worn to shreds, his chin was
covered with a villainous-looking growth,
and his hair was long and unkempt.

Sir Crawford was in no better case, and
the two boys were only saved from precisely
similar unkemptness by their smooth chins,
But they felt sorry enough, anyhow.

‘«Can't be hclped!’ said Pitt philo-
sopically, “If the emperor doesn't like us,
he’ll haye to lump us! It’s his own fault
for inspecting us before we can tidy our-
selves up.”” :

‘«“We're a sinister-looking crowd,”’ said
Dorrie, shaking his head. ‘I shouldn’t be
a bit surprised if old Titus gives us one ]Joox
and then orders our heads to be lopped off.”

The prisoners were accepling the new
conditions  with  astonishing  sang-froid
And this was easily understandable, They
had received so many shocks that they
were now thoroughly immune. ~

It didn't even strike them as incongruous
that there should be an emperor, and that
his name should be Titus. Both facts were
in complete harmony with the rest of the
adventure. '

And they waited for the next move.

The tall, imposing man in the- rich
robes had paused on the wide steps. The
prisoners regarded him with interest. He¢
was wearing a kind of toga, with a magnifi-
cent head-dress adorning his face. His
features were rather coarse and heavy, and
his eyes deeply set, and surprisingly small,

The sunlizht shone upon him slantingly,
and his head-dress and his robes shimmered
and scintillated dazzingly, telling of count-
less jewels, HMe was, indeed, bedecked with
many precious stones.

“YIm sorry, but I don't like the cubt of
E”S Majesty’s jib!’ murmured Dorrie.
‘He’d look more fittin® in a bally jersey,
Sittin’ at the tiller of a Thames barge!”’

“My hat! He does look like a bargee,
1ow you come to mention it,”’ grinned Pitl.

({311]: we can't always judge by appearances,

rre,?

Lieutenant Cassius turned to them stiffly.

“Thou wilt advance, strangers,”’ he
‘-‘?&t]mnmd in Latin; ““and let me warn thee
b behave well before his Imperial Majesty.
Ny end will be swift if thou art insolent.’’
Dorrie and the other advanced, mounling
H}E: wide steps slowly. The Emperor Titas
Was  surrounded by many richly ciotiwd
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fizures, apparenily members of his royal
household.

““ILai;, 0 King!® exclaimed Dorrie boldy.
“Who art thou, and whence camest
thou?’” demanded f{he emperor, his voice

harsh and cold. “I am informed that thou
art prisoners, Lrought hither by my worthy
slaves., But what of thy country? And
how cometh it that thou canst speak my
language?”’

“ Thy language is dead in the great world
outside,”’” replied Dorrie. ““But it 1s stilt
spoken, although not used. Perchance my
words will be awkward in thine ears, but
my meaning will be plain to the., Why hasi

thon brought us here in such sorry plight,
0 King?”’
“’Fis not for thee fo ask guestions,”

repliecd the Emperor Titus. *“*For ever my
soldiers are scanning the desert and bring-
ing fresh slaves into my land, so that thers
will be no shortage of labour. But I am
interested in thee, and in those with thee.
For thou art different to aught I have seen
previously.”’
““ Hast thou
blood bhefore?”?
“My own people are white, as thou wilt
understand,”’ replied the emperor grimly.
“ But every slave that has been brought
into this valley hitherto has been black or

never mef with men of white

brown, I have come to see thee, since
thou are a strange and wondrous sizn}
to our eyes.”

L can guite believe it,’’ said Dorrie, io
English. “We are a wondrous sight in
anybody’s eyes. 1f we appeared in Trafalgar
Square like this we should be promptly
arrested.”’

The emperor frowned darkly,

“What sayest thou in thine own accursed
tongue?’’ he demanded, his eyes glinting
with rage. *‘¢Arft issuing insulting words,
dog? Thou wilt be traio®d for mine own
household, as will thy white compaznions.
1t is my fancy fo train thee as mine own
body servants.”’ |

““What's he saying?’ asked Jack, in &
whisper. “I’'m blessed if T can understand;
my Latin’s horribly wonky! Did I under-
stand him to say that we're going to be
slaves?”?

““ Something like that,”’ said Reggie. <1t
strikes me weic only out of the frying-pan
into the giddy fire! But nothing could be

worse than that awiul trip across the
desert.”?

““Thou art surely jestine, seren?
Majesty?'? asked Lord Dorrimore, in sur-

prise, as he turned to the emperor apgain,
“*We are men of rank, even as thine own
most exalted nobles. °*Tis not fit that we
should be  enslaved, as thou  hast
hinted b

‘““ Enough!”” interrupted Titus
““Thou art insolent, an 'twill
thee {——"’

He paused, frowning heavily, a3 a gzreat

harshly.
go 1ll with

4

{ imposing roadway.
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down
And he was
when he beheld great numbers of citizens
rushing helter-skelter towards the palace.
One man was in advance of the othees

eommotion  sounded far the wide,

perplexed

a soldier, apparently, by his dress. Ile was
hot, dusty, and. wild-eyed. Lieutenaat,
Cassius turned with fierce anger tu 1his
interrupter.

‘“ Halt, -thou
shouted. * For
into the arena—-

““ The monster—the monster!”’ panted the
' man  faintly. ‘A great and terrible
monster cometh upon us, O licutenant!
'"Tis a chariot of vast proportions—7"’

“What madness is this?"’ shouted
emperor. ‘“Bring that dog hither—-

But he paused again, for the commotion
beyond the square was now even 1more
tumultuous., Staring in that direction, the
Emperor Titus suddenly started back, and
his face paled.

insolence !’
shalt be

of
thou

he
cast

pig
this

»3

the

CHAPTER XVIII.
FOUND AT LAST!

HE Conqueror rolled
on relentlessly.
- She had  already
/ reached the out-
‘m skirts of the fown, and was
AN \; now making her way to-
S wards the cenfre, Nelson Lee
had suggested a halt near the outer walls,
but Mr, Earle had demurred.

‘““No! We'll go straight on,””> he de-
elared. I think it will be far befter {0
impress these people with our great might.
If we halted on the outskirts it might be
thought we were afraid.”

“ There is somcthing in what you say,”’
admitted Lee.

“But I should like to avoid
creating a panic, Mr. Earle.”
The inventor shrugeged his loose shoulders.
“I'm afraid ve have created that already,

30 a little more of it won't make much
difference,’’ he smiled. * And what does it
matter? We shall soon prove our

iriendliness.”’

So the Conqueror was proceeding straight
onwards.

If the inhabitants of this remarkable city
of Isirium were startled by the land yachi,
the occupanls of the land yacht were
startled by Isirium. They had never secn
anvthinze so strange or remarkable iu- their
lives.

These stone houses, all dazzingly white,
were most nofeworthy for their decidedly
Roman  design, All  were magnificent
examples of architecture. I thought of
Kano, the mud city of Northern Nigeria
and could not help smiling.

We had thought Kano wonderful, and no
doubt it is wonderful, considering that the

buildings are made of sundried clay, by



primitive native hands. But Isirium was a
vity of amazing craftsmanship.

The mansions, the public buildings, and
‘other structures of importance, were all
erected on imposing lines, with stately
colonnades and exquisite carvings. 1t was a
picture that impressed us deeply.

To describe this city would be almost im-
possible. One has {requently seen photo-
graphs of Roman ruins—as, for example,
that wonderful city of Timgad, where the
remains of stately cld Roman buildings are
to be seen in a fine state of preservation.
And from these remains one nas been able
to reconstruct a picture of the original scene,

Isirium was just such a scone.

1t insistently reminded us of Rome in the
time of Nero and th: Cesars, Th. unreality
of such 2 place existing to-day bhad ceased
to concern us, We were liere—we were in the
midst of this astounding adventure—and
already the desert seemed remote and for-
gotien,

Mr. Earle was giving his undividcd atten-
“tion to the control of the ship. the boys
and girls were gazing at the passing
panorama with ever-constant delight.
t_Btllt Nelson Leg was rather more prac-
ical,

He was talking earnestly to Mr. Hobart
Manners,

“I think we cught to be on our guard
against any eventuality,” Nelson Lee was
saying. “ And I want you, Manners, to have
machine-guns fixed fore and aft—and
manned.” '

“Bnt you don’t expect trouble—surely?”
asked Irene’s father.

“I don't expe:xt it—but if it comes, we
gught to he prepared,” replied Lee quietly.
“18’s no good thinking of these things after-
wards, 1s it?Y Will you get this done, Man-
ners?*?

“I will-—at cnce.”

““ The sooner the better,” went on Lee.

And I think it would be just as well to
distribute revolvers to every man who can
ha_nc}le them. Our only safety lies in main-
taining our complete mastery. These people
May he absolutely friendly—I sincerely hope
S0. But they may ke bitterly angry with
us for invading their territory, which has
hitherto remained undiscover:d, aund even
unsispected.”

Nelson Lee’s advice was sound, as Mr. Man-
Ners soon realised. Aud as he was about to
hurry away, the Conqueror swept majestic-
ally out of the main thoroughfare into =
Wide, beautiful square.

In the centre there was a tasteful garden,
With an ornamental fountain playing into
the surrounding basin. But there was plenty
ﬂ‘? reom for the Condqueror Lo pass, for the
Paved roadway was wide and spacious.

ﬂNﬂt a soul on the Congueror had any
;I“)llght, of Lord Derrimore’s party in mind.
1€ startling nat .re of this strange city had

remembrance of their original
(quest out of their heads.

And so it came as a greater shock when
Willy Handforth suddenly gave vent to an
ear-splitting yell.

“There's Reggie Pitt ! he roared, his voice

driven the

cracking with exeitement. *“ Look! And Jack
Grey, too! Hurrah! Can't you see ’em?
There—over there! Standing against those
two scarecrows!” ,

I turned to Willy in astonishment—-indeed,
everybody was looking his way. For it was
a most unusual thing for the leader of the
Third to show any excitement at all. He
was generally as cool as ice,

“ Have you gone mad, you young ass?”
roared his major.

““It’s Reauie, I tell you ! bellowed Willy.

And then a perfect vell of joy went up.

‘““He's right!” shouted Tommy Watson.
“We've found ‘em! It's Reggie Pitt and
Jack Grey!¥

“ Hurrah ¥

As for the prisoners on the great stone
stops, they were all stanfling there, as
though turning t- stone themselves. They
had been ineredibly startled at the sight of
the Conqueror.

This extraordinary land-ship was nearly as
staggering to them as it was to the natives.
It was something they had never imagined
in their wildest moments.

Civilisation had apparently come in one
flash! The eaterpillar tractors, the crowded
decks, the graceful funmnels. the uniformed
figures of the officers and crew. All this
formed a picture of things they knew-—ol
scenes they bad left vehind, apparently for
good. o

But it was the last straw when Reggie Pitt
and Jack Orey recognised the crowds of
Remove juniors—an Nelsen Lee—and Irene
and Co. Jt seemed indecd, that this whole
affair must he an impossible drean.

CHAPTER XIX,
RE-UNITED !
] URRAH!”?
The Remove gave

voice In one ears
splitting roar.

8. Frank’s to the
rescue M’
“ Hurrah!”
Reggie Pitt raced ~nrward madly, with

Jack Grey at his hee's. 'T'ne soldiers made
no attempt to detain them, for all was con-
fusion foliowing the srrival of this gigantic
leviathan,

“ Hallo, up there!” yelled Pitt, waving his
Ihand. “ How's thiugs®”

“ Good old Reguie!?

The Remove nearly leapt overboard in ifs
excitement, and Handforth, indeed, was
only saved from toppling over the rail by



the presence of mind of Church and McClure.
“1t's all right, my sons!” roared Hand-

forth. < We’ve found you!”
“ Rather!” replied Pitt cheerily. ¢ How
goes it? Same old Handy! 1 say, this is

a bit of a staggerer! How in the name of
all that's wonderful did you know we were

here? And where did you find this freak
of a ship! It must have escaped out of the
Atlantie!”

“There’s Dorrie!” I shouted. * Good old
Dorrie !’

By this time the Remove was not to be
frustrated any longer. Several fellows had
found ropes, and before Nelson Lee couild
make any attempt to stop them, they were
swarming down the ropes to the ground.

And then the lost adventurers were sur-
rounided by an excited mocbh, who insisted on
shaking hands, and knocking Pitt and Grey
about until they were nearly exhausted.
Dorrie and Umlosi and Sir Crawford Grey
were treated with just the same impartial
violence.

And in the excitement His Majesty the
Emperor was completely overlooked. No-

body, in fact, gave a thought to Isirium and

the remarkable inhabitants of this dezert
pasig,

But King Titus was rapidly losing
patience, He wasn’t accuztomed to being
treated with this ofi-handed indifference. His
amazement had been femperea with fear
upon the arrival of the Conqueror. But as

there were no warlike overtures, his fears
subsided.

And while the St. Frank’s juniors were
getting over their madness, the emperor
had given sharp, imperious orders to Lieu-
tenant Cassius and other members of his
retinue. The whole square, in faet, had be-
come filled with helmeted soldiers.

These men were keeping back the eager,
excited populace, anl 4it was evident that
the Tsirium soldiers were astonizhingly well
trained,

Seeing that nothing woald dras the boys
back on board, Nelson Lee swarmed fo the
ground himscif, ani in a moment he was
wringing Lord Dorrimore’s hand, They said
little, these two. But thers was a wealth
of meaning in that fierce hand-clazp.

“DBy gad, professor, I'm glad to see you!”
said Dorrie simply.
“No less than T am to see vou. old man.”

replied Nelson Lee, with a husky note in
his voice. “Trankly, I hardly expeected to
se¢ you alive again. This i a wonderful
moment, Dorrie.”?

“And you've got ladies on hoard. T zea,”
said  his lordship. “Infernally embarrass-
ing, Lee! T'm looking like & coal-heaver!
Ye gods and little fishes! You: clothes fit
me! The first thiue I do is to have a bath,
a shave, and a change!” |
_ ““That can wait, Derrie,” said Lee, turn-
ing, and finding Umlosi by his side., # Al,
old friend, so we meet again'"”

“Wau! Did I not know thog Woulds
_ . oulst,
come, O worker of magical thinggy»
rumbled Umlosi, his eyes glinting with e
light.  “’'Tis  well, Umtagati!  We ..
united again! As for these strange people
they are fighters! Maybe we shall have ,
vondrous battle, even yet!”

*4If you don’t minid, Umlosi, we can welj
dispense with the wondrcus battle,” replieg
Nelson Lee drily. “ Hallo, Sir Crawforg!
I'm afraid I can't say much to express—»

“ Words are inadeguate, Mr Le<e,” intep.
rupted Sir Crawford Grey. “ You have come
—and in the most wonderful manner pos.
sible. What more is to be said? Our
troubles are over.” '

‘““1 hope so,”’ said Nelson Lee fervently.

But he was by no means sure of it. He
had not failed to observe the ominous
signs.  During the past five minutes the
entire square had become grimly organised.
The St. Frank's juniors and all the rest
were surrounded by solid eolumns of soldiery
—all of whom were carrying burnished metal
shields and unsheathed swords.

But even these signs meant nothing to the
juniors,

““ Ilallo, girls!” shouted Reggie, when he
found himself free for a moment. *This
is more wonderful than anything else—to
see your bright faces up there! By jingo!
You all look ripping, too!”

Irene and Co. were leaning over the rail,
very fair to look upon in their white frocks.
And there was one girl that Reggie Pitt
singled out with a sudden start—a sudden
paling of his tanned cheeks.

“ Winnie!” he shouted hoarsely.

In a moment he was swarming up one
of the trailinz ropes. And in anothes
moment he was embracing his sister, and
kissing her tear-stained cheeks. lor the
oirl was crying for sheer joy. And then
Pitt turned tc find his father there.

“Dad !” he muttered, with a catch In his
throat. -

“ My boy!” said Mr. Pitt simply.

«“]—[ didn’t know you were here, d 1
vou, Sis!” said Pitt, his eyes shining With
jov. “Oh, this is too good to be truc:
How did you get here? And how did——

¢ This is hardly the time for explanations
my dear lad,” interrupted his father. “FoU
the moment let it be sufficicnt that we Elilui'l
together again. And vour mother shall kno
the glad news as quickly as possible.”
“But how? Is mother—” o
«The wireless!” sai} Mr. Pitt, indicati®3
the Conqueror's aerial, far above the dcC™
“We are in communication with civills®
tion all the time, Reziie, and-—-" 1
He broke off, for a sound from the pm:“mn‘ﬁl
had atbracted his attention. There came e
great elazhing of swords upon metal shield?

—an omincus elang which told its own stor.

And Mr Pitt caught his breath in as .lj;l
saw  the Roman-like warriors closing 1
i the entire party.

;'ld —0r
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CHAPTER XX.
TOUCH AND GO

~+ ELSON LEE look:d at
Dorri= sharply.

“Things are look-

ing serious, old

man,” he said. “ These ex-

traordinary nativ:s are not

| ' as peaceful as 1 would like.
Who is the man or the steps?

He seems
to be giving orders——"
s He is Titus,” said Dorrie.
“ Titus?”
‘« The  Emperor!” explained his lordship

calmly. “An’ the fellow who marched us
into this town was Lieut. Cassius Allectus.
No, we're nobt in ancient Rome—but it
seems like 1617

"« What a starcding adventure !’ muttered
Lee. ‘It is, in faet, so exiremely remark-
‘able that one is left immuna to all further
surprises. But we must act quickly, Dorrie.”

“Wau! Wondrovs words, O, Umtagati!”
exclaimed Umlosi, who was near by. * But
for these dogs of dogs, 1 woula attack them
now'! But they bave seized my trusty spear.
and I am unbappy.’

Nelson Lee felt that it was rather a gooc
thing that Umlosi was weaponless, or the
"black giant might have started a couflagra-
tion which would have becn difficult to sub-
due. This situation needed tact—not force.

“Better leav. this to mc,” said Dorrie
¢risply. “ These beggars speak Latin, you
know, T'hi have a jaw with the emperor—
or there may be bloodshed.”

~“My own Latin is quite passable, I be-
lieve,” said Lee.

. ““Oh, sorry,” said his lordship. “I forgot
¥ou were a schoolmaster, old man! I ex-
Pect your Latin is about four times as good

as mine—because mines creaks somewhat
rustily.”
The converging n.ovement of the sur-

rounding warriors had ceased, and it was
clear that no attack was to be made.
he idea, no doubt, was to impress the in-
Vaders with the might of this warlike array,
and to make any kind o1 escape impossible.
Lee was rather amused inwardly. Onece
De eould get the boys on board, there would
¢ little or no danger. For the Congueror
“ould advance against any possible defence
Ur attack. For she was a super-tank in con-
struction, and the whole army corps could
;“?t put her out of action. Only a direct
I“t from & heavy piece of ordnance would
lave done that.
. But Lee was anxious, nevertheless.
GHMGI"_G than anything else, he desired to be
. friendly, amiable terms with these re-
ark_ﬂh]ﬂ_l‘a‘eﬂp]e. It wonld be a terrible pity
aptsmn&hse this peaceful invasion by an
‘b Of bloodshed. And he was anxious tc
wak__& the chief clearly understand that they
€re friendly.
A weord, friend!” exclaimed Lee, in Latin.

ou canst mark my speech and under-
ftand my words?” ]

L1
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“* Thou hast forced thy way into
this land with thy strange and
wondrous chariot ! !’ exclaimed the
emperor. '‘‘ What explanation hast
thou to offer for the act of deliberate
provocation ? 7’

He addreszed one of tha emperor’s officers,

and the man started. He was richly
robed, and pompous in aspect. -

“ Ay, 1 understand thy speech ‘“well
enough,” he replied, dArawing himself up.

“ Thou art addressing Clitus Lartius, and it
will go ill with thee if thou art insolent.”

“Thou art mistaken in my intentions, my
cood Lartiug,” sa.i Nelson Lee smoothly.
“1 would have speech with thy emperor. 1
am thy friend and his friend, and these
warlike preparations displease 1me,” he
added, indicating the massed soldiery with
a wave of bis hapd |

Clitus Lartius sneered pompeously,

«Thou art ready of tongue, thou in-
' truder!”  he exclaimed curtly. ““But the
emperor may have speech with thee, I will
approach his Imperial Majesty, and ascer-
| tain if thou canst reach his ear.”

He turned and wenbt to the eémperor’s side,
speaking with him for some moments Ia
low tones. They were both highly excited
and confused, althougk they pretended to
maintain their digpnity. This evening's
strange events were probably the most re-
markable that had happened in the whole
history of Isimum. And it was hardly sur-
prising that these gentlemrn Were unpre-
pared. ) : .

The Emperor Titus waved his ltand im-
perionsly, and Nelson Lee understood that
he was being indicated. He mounted the
steps to the emperor’s side, bowing low.

«] bring thee greezings from the great

world bevond the desert, your Majesty,” said
Nelson Lee gravely. ‘“And I would have
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thee remember that we are friepdly, will
no thoughts of battle.” .

The emperor gazed at Lee with susplicion.

“Thou hast forced thy way into this land
with thy strange and wondrous chariot!” he
exclaimed. “ Whal explanation hast thou to
offer for that act of deliberatc provoeation?”

“Hast thou overlooked our friends—those
whom we came fo secek?” repiicd Lee.
“« They were captured in the desert, and
forced to enier this land against their will
Was that no act of provocation, O Emperor?
Did not thy agent: wickedry and basely
setze these innocent and harmless travel-
lers 7%

The emperor scowle:d.

““Thou art glib of tongue, my friend,” he
exclaimed  roughly. “My soldiers 2o
whither I command them—that is enough!”

“Nay, I must disagree, your DMajesty,”
caid Nelson Lee. “And we have entered
thy land in” order to release our friends
from the hands of thy henchmen. It wiil

ao ill with thee and thine if blood is
shed.”
“So! Who art thou to dietate to me—-

Titus, the Emperor?”

«“Let me impress upon thee that I oin
not dictating,” said Nelson Lee gently. I
am urging friendship, O Titus! We would
stay a while in thy wondrous land, and
then depart in peace. OQur one cesire is
to please thee.”

The emperor considered for a moment,

“] will ecounsult with my advisers,” he
said shortly.

CHAPTER XXIL
THE HONOURED GUESTS.

OR the moment thare
was a fruee.
Nelson Lee retired,

to talk with Dorric
and  Umlosi. And the
emperor entered into a deep
discussion with his advisers.
He held a hurried council on
the palace steps.

And Neison Lee noted that several of the
gorgeously attired army oflicers were in-
cluded in the confabh, And they constantly
furned and stared at the Conqueror, takiuz
note of her immense size, and her im-
pressive array of armed defenders.

For Mr. Earle had not failed to grasp his
opportunity. The machine-guns were in-
position, and every available member f
the crew now lined the deck-rail—each man
armed with a rifle.

The emperor was not long in deciding.

“ His- Majesty would speak with thee,
stranger,” exclaimed the pompous Clitus
Lartius, coming over and addressing Nelson
Lee. ““'T's well that wert submissive upon
thy first interview.”

Nelson Lee made no comment, but (ol
lowed Clitus to his monarch’s side. The
emperor was looking cordial, his fage =v.

S

panding into a smile. But Lee thought pa
deteeted a wily glint in his eyes.

“Thou hast decided, O Titus?”
Nelson Lee.

“Ay, and I have realised that ’'tis betfep
to be friendly than warlike,” replied ghe
exiperor. I greet thee as my friend, -¢
stranger. A proclamation shall be sepg
forth to my people, welcoming thee and Jhy
companions into my land. Thou shalt 4e
honoured by all.”

Nelsnon Lee bowed.

“Thy decision is wise and generous, ang
worthy of a great ruler,” he said gravely,

asgtd

“*1 thank (thee, Majesty, for thine ¢x.
pressions of welcome. And I give thee
full assurance that our visit shall be

peaceful ”
The emperor waved his hand.

“'Tis weil!” he said. “A great feast
shall be prepared in thy honour, and 2a
public holiday shall be proclaimed for the
wmorrow. I desire thee all to be my guests,
and my servants shall be thy servants. My
house shall be thy house. I, Emperor
Titus, have said it!”

He turned, and gave orders for the
soldiers tor be dispersed at once. And
shout after shout rang out, passing fromn
company to company. The warriors re-
treated, leaving the Conqueror unmenaced.
And all the S Frank's fellows gatherg
round Nelson Lee, asking for information.

“We coutdn't understand all you wers
sayving, sin,” exclaimed Handforth. “ By
Latin is first-rate, of course, but——"

“Ha, ha, hatl? ;

““Possibly your Latin will be greatly im-

proved after a few days among these
peopie, Handforth,” smiled Nelson Lee.
“But at the moment I am afraid it is

sadiy staie.”

“ Anyhow, I can understand a few words,
3ir,” retorted Handforth.

“But you can understand English bettler,
30 please make haste, and get back to the
decks of the Conqueror at once,” said
Nelson Lee crisply. “And this applies to
all of you, bhoys.”

“We're not going back to the desert, are
we, sir?” yelled Christine.

‘““No; we are guests in this wonderful
land of Isirium,” replicd Nelson Lee. ¢ The
emperor has invited us to be his honourad
visitors, and a preat feast is being pre-
pared in our benefit.”

#“Hurraht¥

“A feast!” gasped Fatty Little.
pancakes! I've just remembered!
haven’'t had dinner!”

¢ Ha, ha, hat?

“1'm starving!” roared Fatty indignantly.
“My only hat! 1'd completely forgotten
about feeding!”

“Anybody got a bit of chalk?” grinned
Reggie Pitt. “The one and only Falty
forgot to feed himself. I ean survive thesc
Romans, and all the other marvels, bub
Fatty lecaves me weak and feeble!”

¢« Giealb
Wwe
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«« {a, ha, ha!®?

.-ig;ill;f good!” sajd Archie = Glenthorae
approvingly. ““So it appears that the goodl
old strife wiil fail to materialise, as 1t
were? 1 mean to say, that’s dashed top-
ping, when you come to think of it.”

Everybody was in the best of spirits.
Nelson Lee’s news had come pleasantly—
ireaking the tension that had gripped tae
eniire party. And in a very short time we

«ere all back on hoard.

put the crew still lined the decks, on
cuald, :

“ Below, Tord Dorrimore, Pitt, and the

cother rescued prisoners were rapidly trans-
corming  themselves into their old, well-
kpown personalities. A bath, a trim, and

a change of clothes worked wonders,
As I had a wash and changed into
apother suit, I thought over the strange
THE
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cvents of this crowded day. MHere we wers.
in this unknown, unsuspected country of
Isirtum, surrounded by men and women
who were startlingly like the Ancient
Romans,

And we were here as guests, and the
prospect was not without its keen delight.
For there would be many entrancing things
to see and do on the morrow. So far, we
had hardly glimpsed at this remarkanle
city. It had yet many wonders to reveal.
But Nelso: Lee was not quite 50 com-
fortable as the juniors. He was slightly
suspicious of the emperor’s good faith., It
was a disturbing thought, but he was
already on his guard against treachery.

But the Remove fellows, the girls, and
many others of the party were so ¢n-
raptured by their novel surroundings that

LIBRARY

they had no thoughts or suspicions of
danger!
END.
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No. 36. CHARLIE CHAPLIN AT WORK.

S G R T T HHi R i i

URING my first few days in Los

Angeles I was lucky enough to see

Charlie Chaplin directing one or two

gscenes of “A Woman of Paris,”

the film which has been such a big suc-
cess over here this season.

I had had mo time to go over to Holly-
wood, although it was certainly on my pro-
gramme to visit the famous film city.
Iiventually T went all through the Famous
Plavers-Lasky Corporation’s enormous
studios, and will write of this in a later
article.

I had been rather surprised because I had
seen no sign of film-making in Los Angeles,
And I had always been told that filim
players were to be seen at work in Los
Angeles, dotted about here and there in
some profusion. And yet I had seen
nothing at all! It didn't take me long to
dizcover, of course, that Los Angeles itself
i5 a big winter pleasure resort, a grea)
manufacturing centre, and the metropolis of
Southern California. The film city is Holly-
wood—quite a few miles from Los Angeles
proper.

Well, I had left my flat, and was strolling
near Westlake Park when I happened to
notice a small crowd of people gazing up a
narrow side turning. As I aproached I be-
came awarc of a little newspaper kiosk
whiclt seemed very unfamiliar. It was
typically Continental—more especially so as
all the periodicals displayed ~ were TIrench.

And when I further observed a tall oid-
fashioned lamp-post which had absolutely
no business in Los Angeles, I came to the
conclusion that these incongruous objects
were merely ‘“props.”

Arriving at the corner, I joined the little
crowid, and watched with interest. A piec-
ture was being made I idly wondered which
star I should catch sight of, and told my-
self that this was probably an unimportant
““two-reeler ” and that there would be no-
body of prominence on the spot,

There were several big motor-cars, several
energetic young men with cameras, and a
number of others. A scene was just being
“shot.” _

A ragged old man, a woman, and three or
four urchins were crossing the street from
pavement to pavement, and the cameras
clicked busily. There were several of these
latter, taking the scene from various angles.

There seemed nothing in the incident to
me. And yeot it failed to please the diree-
tor, for he shook his head, and made the
performers do the whole thing again. Aund
ugain- after that—and still again.

I was quite interested in this director—
a rather smallish man, clean-shaven,

bronzed, slightly grey at the temples, and
wearing a brown tweed suit, soft collar,

and a tweed cap. I didn’t recognise him.
e was literally afire with boundless energy
and vitality. Yet there seemed something
reminiscent about him. And quite suddenly
I placed him. He was the great Mr. Charles
Chaplin himself. I walked a little ecloser
to the scene of operations—until 1 was
standing within a couple of yards of hum,
And then, of course, the recognition wa3
complete. )

But how different to the familiar Charlie
of the sereen! This man was serious, s
mind entirely on his work, and literally @
human bunch of electricity. He didn't keeP
still & moment, and he smoked cigareltes
incessantly.

Time aiter time Charlie acted the scene
for his pericimers, going through every
movement and action that he desired 10
be recorded on the film, And at last, after
endlesa attemapts, the scene was filmed U9
his satisfaction. .

After that ¥dna Purviance appearcid 1
two or three scenes, and she had the samt
experience—again and again she acted and
te-acted fhe scenes. I was impressed DY
the calm, deliberate, painstaking efforts of
Chaplin—and I concluded even then that I¢
would prave to be a master director. A3
evervbody knows, “A Woman of Paris’
turned out to be a sensational film—one ©f
the most vonderfully directed pictures vver
produced.

The City of Countless Moftor
Cars.

Next Week:



No. 37. Vol 2. Ed:tﬁd by Nrppar August 9, 1924,

3t frank's
Jﬁagﬁgm d

HANDY AND A MOTOR- BIKE

A Complete Story Wzthout Words.
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Study C, _
St. Frank's.

My Dear Readers, | .
Well, what's the verdiet about our
holiday party’s adventures? Pretty good

voing, 1 should call it. They seem to be
having a tophole time, and it makes one’s
‘mouth water to think of it. It’s quite good
fun running the Mag., of course. But 1'd
rather be with the other chaps than running
twenty Mags,  Still, there are a few
compensations, One of these is the peace
and quiet that prevails in the Remove
Jassage, -
Study D s as peaceful as a village street.
I have not looked in there for some time,

but I should quite expect to see moss all

over the floor, and little ferns and bunches
of grass growing out of the walls. Very
likely a bird or two have built their nosts
in the fireplace, and 1 should not even be
surprised to see a-party of field mice {ast
asleep in Handy's own chair!

WHERE GIRLS BEAT BOYS.

As to the Mag. itself, so far, I haven't
received any complaints abhout its change
of editorship. Not that I should particularly
mind if I were to receive anv., 1 should
simply put the letters in a heap and. keep
them till Nipper comes back.

There is one point, however, thaf occurs
to me. How is that the great majority
of letters fto TUncle Ted are from giris?
Why are the boys hanging back? Is it
Lecause girls have more time to write
1=ttera? Or because they like writing them
more than boys, or simply becauss they are
keener on Uncle Edward than are the hoys?

I don't know. But whatever the reason is,

it ought to be =altered. Poor old Ted is
having his head completely turned by the
flattering remarks of the fairer sex. It

really must be stopped. So come along,
you hoys, and let’s have your letters. ¥ou
acedn’t be ashamed of your handwriting.

|

Some of these young ladies can’t write for
toff—1 mean, some of them must have heen
in a very great hurry when they sat down
to pen their epistles. .

TRACKETT GRIM AND SPLINTER.
Talking of Handy—were we? Well, any.
way, I feel 1 should like to say a few
words about his famous characters, Trackett
Grim and Splinter. Nearly every corres-
pondent remarks about them. The remarks
vary a little, but they have one thing in
common. They are all intensely personal!
Some of them are quite kindly—most of
them, in fact. And the others are, I aui

sure, written in a spirit of kindness. Dutl [
don’t know what Ilandy thinks of the
letters. If there is one thing he hates :f

is not being treated seriously. And nearly
every correspondent suggests that there is
something very humorous about them. I
have read a good many  of them myseii,
and I certainly did chuckle once or twice—
but not so that he could hear.

And what do you think of his adventure¢s
as carefully drawn by our artist? I daren't

think what Handy will say when he sved
them! But we have insured our artist?
life pratty heavilyv—against all risks.
TOO HOT FOR POETRY!
Several readers have asked what 135’!:":
(¥

become of our poet, Clarence Fellowe.
rather, what haz become of his parodics.
That is a rather difficult question to answer:

Clarence, for instance, told me.he couldn ¥
write great poetry in the summer. I asioe
when he could write it. He said in ihe
spring., So I asked him why he had neves
done if, then. ' That was good, en? .

Oar poss i3 quite well. He nas 232
bought a guitar, and he warbies swﬂﬁtf
while the shadows of twilight fall, or wid¥
ever these poet jossers call the evening.

With everv good wish,
Your old chunt,
BUSTER (Acting-Editor)-
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ING-ALING-A-LING!
Trackett Grim,
incriminator, sat up in his armechair |
with a start.
“It's the front door bell,"” he remarked,
all his wonderful sagacity rising to the sur-

the world-famous

face in this moment of peril.

Without a moment’s hesitation he produced
his pocket disguise set, and began to paint
a false beard and E}-&bI‘OWS on his clean-
shaven head. Then he added a séft hat,
and Splinter, his clever young assistant,
gaped in surprise. For the incriminator had

vanished. In his place was an elderly farmer
in_horn-rimmed spectacles!

It was amagzing! It was preposterous!

"“ Put on your Thursday disguise, Jad,” the
incriminator said kindly, throwing the small

1

#et across to Splinter, who sat at a desk |

doing a little indexing and filing.

The lad obeyed smartly, And before Mrs,
Bones, the landlady, announced their visitor,
he was perfectly disguised as a wealthy
young scholar from a big public school.

Come in,” said Grim, as Mrs,
oPened the door and uahered in a émall,
indiﬂ in glanqes

Mr, Cyrus "Blonk," she announced.

Then ’she wrthdrew to the lower regmm
‘:}lgyleft her master to the momentous inter

" Yep, I am a millionaire,” the visitor
Annhounced, squaring his padded shoulders.

[ sure am. Yep.”

brim  smiled.

R 'You come from U.S.A.,” he remarked
- OWly, ' Your home town is New York City,

“‘] you are very rich.”

B At these words Cyrus V. Blonk leaped eight
}Lt into the air and came to rest again “on
‘E seéitee where he had setftled.

Bones
fat

Sk Ou're sure the goods,” ho exclaimed ‘n
tilkze You sure hand out the straight
“oi Put it there, pard. You and me are
"2 to be real friendly.”
ﬂﬂﬂt at all,”” Grim replied politely.
s j& purely a business visit. I can

{ in English.

!

oo TRACKETT GRIM

1\

THE CASE OF THE
BURGLED BASEMENT ;

Or, the Case without a Clue.
Trackett Grim and his Young

Asgistant, Splinfer, solve
another Baffling Problem,
-), By
| E. O. HANDFORTH

;":"vl

— _u_.a——-l

deduce that you have come to see me abont
a case you wish me to take up.’

‘“ Say, bo,” the millionaire answered, * you
can sure hand out a line of talk! And then
some! But see here, I'll converse with you
It’s less of a strain.”

As he spoke he was watching Grim’s face.
But the incriminator’'s eyes did not move a
muscle. They did not even flicker. They
were set in a rigid line straight across the
middle of his face.

"“You’re smart, you snappy guy,” went
on Cyrus V. ‘" Waal, I won't het you any,
and them some. Watch your step, Sammy,

and I'll put a dollar mtn your belt. 1've
been robbed!”

At the dreadful words Grim’s face
whitened. He hastily added a little rouge

from his set of disguise and nodded slowly.

‘* Something has been taken from you,”
he choked,

‘“It sure has,” the millionaire agreed,
‘“ 8lip along, Sambo, but you hand out the
heavy stuff like nobody <c¢an. I've been
burgulated! Clean robbed! And I’ll not bhe
merry till the mutt who did it has got broad
arrows that big that he just can’t sit down

{ without they bore holes through him!”

“* So, you are annoyed?” Grim went on
imperturbably.

‘“S8ay, can that stuff,” Cyrus V. inter-
rupted. “ You ain’t no boob. Jest you lay
your mitts on the guy who's played it across
me, and I'll whistle up my dollars s0 they
lie 51X deep on your desk top.”

At Cyrus V.’s terrible words a shudder
passed across Grim's manly frame, but he

did not even shake. He stretehed out his
hand till it met that of the American, They
gripped.

‘" 'That’s real good,” Cyrus went on. ** And
I'll put you wise to what's happened. I'm

rentmg a li'l ole place called Mayfair Man-

sion, Park TLane, W. Waal, there’s bin
crooks there last night. 'I‘hey’ve eat up all
my food.”

“ Itow appalling!”’ Grim muttered. ' Then



you are starving!

No wonder you have come

to seek my aid. But, tell me, what did
thev take?™

“They entered the kitchen in the base-
ment,”” Cyrus V., expiained. ‘* And they took
all my eats. Five dozen cheeses and slx
loaves of bread.”

“The dastardiy villains!” Grim shouted,

almost choking as the full significance of the
terrible deed overcame him. *‘ by gosh! 1
will make them pay!”

“That is not all, you doggone boob!l”
Cyrus continued, hitting the incriminator
over the solar plexus in his excitement.

“They have not only robbed me of my
eats, buf they have left no clue!”

It was the last straw! Overcome as he
had been by the harrowing story of his
visitor, Grim now burst into a flood of weep-
ing. Great tears welled in his manly eyes.

Then they weiled over, and spiashed like

hailstones on to the expensive carpet. Full
of sympathy, Splinter fetched a pail and
stood in front of his master catching the

salt tears.

In ten minutes the fit of grief had passed
and Grim dried his eyes. Ile smiled bravely
tiirough his tears, and once more held out
his hand, though this time it was the other
one.

Cyrus V. zhook it again till it was numb.
Then Grim stood up.

““I wiil come at once and investigate,” he
announced, and his voice was as hard as a
ratlway-station bun. *“ Lead on and 1 will
foliow. Fall in in the rear, Splinter.”

In this formation Cyrus led them outside
to where his car was waiting. It was a
magnificent car, with a double lever action,
<o0iid mahogany frame, jewelled in six places,
complete with half a dozen records and four
new Everlasting blades.

Cyrus leapt in and seized the handle.
firim leaped after him and seized the wheel.
splinter leapt in last, and aceidentally trod
an the selistarter. A minute later they
were whirling along the Baker's Inn Road,
narrowiy aveiding accidents at every corner.

But luckily there were no corners in
road, as it was constructed in a circie.

By this time Grim had taken command,
and the gold-studded tyres and silver.
mounted briakes were running smoothly. Tha
engine back-tired once, and then settled intu
a steady sixteen knots.

It was only a five minutes’ run before thoy
alighted opposite a magnificent mansion iy
Park Lane.

Cyrus V. Jed them inside and sent =2
servant to garvage the car. Then he opened
a door in the hall and took them downstairs
into the basement.

“The eats were taken from this doggona
cupboard,”” he announced, pointing out =
large pantry. * And there’s no goidarnad
clue as to who took them or how the pie
faced crook cleaned us out.” N

“ Bxactly,” agreed Grim. “If you will
leave me here for a few minutes I will s
my trained brain to work. Afterwards I wii

tha

' te!l yvou my deductions.”

‘““ Good enough, bo,” replied the kind-
hearted American, and dashed upstairs for

a2 tankard of ice-water, the American
national beverage. .
Left alome, Grim &et about looking for

clues. And Splinter followed him, though it
waa hard to recognise his master in his
strange disguise. Nevertheless, his wonder-
ful training enubled Splinter to follow Grim

as thouch he bad lived with him io his
present clothes all his life!
Even when Grim disappeared under the

kitehen table the clever lad stili was able i
track him, and when he dived under a chair
Splinter followed him underneath like =«
trained sleuth.

At the end of ten minutes Grim grunted
e had not found a single clue! e was
utteriy baffled. The terrible crook was a3
far off being captured as ever. Only a few
slight signs were visible, pointing out tbe
awfu! outrage that had happened,

A pane oi the window was broken and th?
cateh had been broken. These were five
lJarge markings on the floor which did no®
evade Grim’s trainfd
eve, He got out his
pocket  tape-measure
and carefully took
their length. They
were shaped like foot-
prints. _

But after measurins
them Grim threw
back his head with «
sigh.

“No good!" e
whispered.

Splinter, who had
been Inoking om, gave
vent to a long-drawi
hﬂ“"l.

¢« Qurely, guv’'nor,”

“¥Yep, 1 am a millionaire ! 7’ the visitor announced,
““1 sure am, yep !’

he said, ‘those a1¢
prints made by #
human foot?”

squaring his padded shoulders.

« Unfortunately, no,”



-

find.

He ‘suspected that
all the clues had been
thrown in the fire and
burnt. But he did
pot tfell Splinter so.
After half an hour in
the  basement, he
crawled omt of the
window into the area
There were no clues
here either! 1t was
the most extraordinary
case the sleuth had
ever had to under-
take!
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On the steps Grim
noticed another mark-
ing shaped like a1

Full of sympathy, Splinter fetched a pail and stoed in
front of his master catching the salt tears. - :

human boot. And in
the street he saw wheel impressions which
extended all down the road. But otherwise
there were no eclues except several bread-
crumbs. and some bits of cheese rind, which
had evidently been thrown in the gutter.

IPollowing the ruts, Grim saw they led to
2 large yard at the bottom of the road.
But here again there were no clues. For the
Wheel-marks led straight under a pair of
l"”“ﬁ*? green gates, -

Grim mopped his brow and almost con-
fessed himself beaten. But before he had
made the terrible confession he decided at
nce on another line of action. He hastily
fan back to the house and asked for Cyrus V.
AS soon as the millionaire appeared Grim
Strode up to him.

I can find no clue,” he said, “ but I have
Ty suspicions. I believe it is one of your
Stafl who has robbed you!”

Cyrus V. fell back in utter astonishment.

{Ii% voice, as he replied, was thick and un-
;E‘zﬁd}?- Perhaps that was the result of all

~ ICe-water he had consumed.
Say, you hoodoo,” he mouthed, * you're

%’i”e Plumb crazy! I have no staff, oniy
''ee butlers, a waiter, and a cook.”

i Feteh them up,” commanded Grim, *1I
'8h to examine them.”

inIn & minute the whole

the oMt Of Grim, with
€ lead.

€onf

stafl were lined up
the chief butler at
Grim stzod in front firing short
N3 at them. I}Me meant to extract a
€3sion from one, or even all of them.

“ Butler,” he said, " did you steal the
cheeset?’”’

“* No, sir,” replied the man.

“You are iymg!’ Grim hissed, and bashed
the fellow over the head with his wrist-

watch., ‘“ Xow then, next man!”
One at a time he examined them, and, as
he was couvinced they were Ilying, he

xnocked them down. For it was no time for
false chivalry. He even hit the cook over the
head with his fountain-pen,

When the 3taff were all knocked out Grim
heaved a sigh. He had expected the truth
to be revealed. He had thought he would
find some clue. But he had failed. It was
then Splinter had his great brain-wave,

““Guv'ner,” he shouted, ‘' I believe there
i3 a clue.”

“ What?” gasped Grim.

" Those cheese rinds,”
'"“The rinds we found in the road!
ing they came off the stolen cheeses.
thief might have dropped them on his
back.”

“ Incredible!” Grim said.

But, all the same, he determined to follow
up the possible clue.

Thercfore he and the lad once more sei off
up the street, crawling on their hands and
Knees, Splinter ecleverly barking like a dog.

They foilowed the trail to the green gates,
And there they were again {oiled, for the
gates were chuet. Splinter had another brain-

returned the Ilad.
Suppos-
The
way

PWaAave,



TOOK 0Ouyl The erumbs
from his pocket.
Then he took up the
piece of bread from
the plate.

With trembling
fingers he began to
fit the crumbs into
the slice of bread.
They fitted exactly!

““ Hoo - jolly - ray!”
shouted Grim,
throwing his hat into
the air. ‘I have
caught the dastardly
villain at last. We

In his hand was a plate. And on the plate was a pile

ol bread and cheese ! .
s Woffoo wot 77 he asked in a muffled voice.

must take him {o the
station.”

et
i

. “Let's ring the bell,”” he suggested. ‘' Per-
‘haps they will open to us, and then we can
run in and capture them red-handed.”
- A clever idea,” Grim admitted. *I
‘should have thought of it myself. But I am
‘unused to cases where there are no clues.”

+ He rang the bell, and a minute later the
‘door opened.

- It was opened by a man. In his hand was
'a plate. And on the plate was a pile of
bread and cheese.

~ Y Woltoo wot?”" he
voice.

- A3 his thick voice spoke a couple of crumbs
slipped from his mouth on to the floor.
Swift as lightning, Grim bhent ‘down and
picked them up. Ile placed them carefully
«in an inside pocket. He was sure he had at
last found a clue.

' His wonderful brain told him that most
likely these crumbs had been formed by bits
of broken bread. And that very bread was
possibly taken from a loaf. But there was
need for haste.

“1It’s no use arguing,” Grim said. * You
cannot deceive me. I know you are speaking
'in a false voice. Take it off!V
» The man seemed to swallow hard, His face
reddened suspiciously, and he coughed loudty.
Then, overcome, he fell to the floor, spilling
the plate with a clatter.

v Grim pounced on the plate. And as he
did so there came a shout from Splinter, who
had been walking round the yard.

asked, in a muflled

In five minutes the
P police were rtung up,
and the man Wwas

sent off for ten years' imprizonment, which
he richly deserved. If was never discovered
why he had stolen all the food, but Grium
shrewdly deducted that he had hoped by this
means to allay the pangs of hunger.

As for Cyrus V., he was so pleased that
he immediately invited the ineriminator
and the lad to dinner. It was a greab
meal, consisting of candy and chewing-gunl.

Afterwards ('yrus V. made ount a liberal
postal order, which insured that Grim would
not have to worry about money for many
long hours to come.

But what pleased Grim mostly was the fack
that he had cleared up a mystery in whiﬂf}
there had been absolutely not a single cluc:

Even for him it was a record. And it B3
never likely to be broken.

=
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TRACKETT GRIM
and SPLINTER

Clear up Another Baffling Mystery
next week when they take up the
case of

TEE

BLACKMAILED
| BARONET




OW. it chanced that upon a certain
day Two Students of St. Frank’s,

wwﬂ" \
i,
\ /‘}
Guy Pepys and Teddy Long to wit,

N were travelling along the road

together, when a tramp of Ugly Mien did
accost them, at first in very suave and
smooth tones, and did request them to
Hand Over to him what Money they had.
To which Cool Request they did Reply
Sharply that they would see him Sunk in
the Stowe first. Whereupon he did Inform
them that he would not now be Content
with their Money, but that he

MUST HAVE THEIR WATCHES AS WELL.

And Perys did Wax Wrath and spake
up to the Tramp, saying that he should have
nothing, and that he was a Scurvy Rogue,
and a Burgling Rotter to boot, for molest-
g two Peaceful Schoolboys. At the which
he did Laugh Evilly, and did say that he
¢hose Scholhoys because they were Easier
to deal with than Grown Men. And he did
8gain demand, this time more Loudly and |
Fiercely than ever, that they should Trans-
fTE!‘ their Money and Watches to him. And
bedﬁ!? Long proceeded to Laugh Aloud.
h?a"’EIF declaring that if the Beast touched

'm he would Smash him to Pulp. The
az?:]mg Bounder, forsooth, spake bravely

, boldly, until he did Nearly Succeed in:
Making the Tramp

GET THE WIND UP.

i*e?n?q it came to pass that the Grubby One
rj.edd‘-ed on a Bold Move, and he did seize
_Lia Gy Long with Much Violence. But that
wuﬁi}ﬂry Youth did slide out of his hands
-\af.; Iﬂj_‘?e]p, and did then Run Away to a
taro Distance, from whence he was a Spee-

Or of the Further Proceedings. And

lJ- A S Bl TS

By EDGAR SOPP, of the Fifih.

No, 35. THE FABLE OF THE ROBBER AND
THE CRAVEN,

when the Tramp did discover that he had
Lost one of his Intended victims he was the
more Sef, on robbing the other. But Pepys,
though a Geantle Youth and ro lover of
Fighting, being Rouzed to Wrath by the
fellow’s 1Insvlence, did defend himself
against attack Right Manfully. So that
when the Tramp would have seized him as
he seized Long, Pepys did make at him.
a Mighty Spring, and

- GRAB HIS AMPLE BEARD.

And so fiercely did he Grip that the
Wreteh wailed aloud. And Pepys did but
Twist and Tug . the more until he had the
fellow on the ground, and did Biff and DBe-
labour him tiil he vowed that he would go
Peacefully on his Way. The which he did.
Then, behold, Teddy Long did come forward
with Brave Words and valiant offers of
Help. But, lo, Pepys did turn upon Long
in anger, and did Denounce him as a Funk
and a Coward, who did Run Away when
Danger Threatened, and did Skulk Back
that he might get sonmie Credit after

VICTORY HAD BEEN GAINED.

And Teddy became greatly Indignant,
vowing that he had Spoken Boldly, thus
scaring the would-be Robber, and wmaking
him an Easy Victim for Pepys. Not that
this Idle Boast carried weight, and Pepys
did continue the Good Work. In other
words, being in the Mood for Biffing, he
thereupon proceeded to Trounce his Craven
Companion right mightily. For, in all truth,
Teddy Long had but shown himself to be
a Giant in Words, but a Dwarf in Action.

MORAL: AN OUNCE OF PLUCK IS
WORTIH A POUND OF BLUSTER.




(Note.—Readers of The

NELSON

LEE

LIBRARY can write to me and I will reply

on this page.
four or five weeks,

But don't expeet a reply for
Address vour letters or

posteards to. UNCLE EDWARD, c/o, The
Hditor, The NpeLSON LeEC LIBRARY, The

Fleetway MHouse, Farringdon Street, London,

E.C4~UNCLE EDWARD).

A GIRL READER (Wellingborough):

SPECIAL NOTICE!
Several readers have accused me of
favouring girl readers more than boy
readers, They say 1 answer more
girls than boys. Of course I do!
And why? Because the girls
aren't so lazy, and they take an
interest in writing me letters. I'll
het there are tons more ‘boys read
the Old Paper than girls, and yet I
get, all these letters from the ladies
It's not my fault if most of my
columns arc filled with replies to
the fair sex. There’s an easy remedy,
vou chaps. Don’t be so blessed back-
ward. Don't be such slackers. If
you write I'll guarantee to reply.
So it’s up to you, my lads. Get
busy and write, and show the girls
that you can easily beat 'em at

their own game.
UNCLE EDWARD.

Let's
see, 1 replied to you last week, didn't
1?7 But you wrote such a long letter
that I've got to have two goes at it.
No, I don't punch a fellow's nose with-
out recason, There's always a good
cause for any biffi that I may happen
to deliver. But naturally what I con-
sider a pood cause may not strike you
as being the same. You girls are so
jolly fussy about giving a chap a black
eye. As for Church and McClure tolerat-
"ing me, they couldn't jolly well get
on without me. And il it comes {o that,
I couldn't get on without them. We’'re
always having rows, but we're the best
ef pals. It's a pity if a chap can't

]

NIPPER 1I.

SYBIL R.

Ol INE 4L LIE WP Ul uiud  page—Ip g

supposed to be comic, but in my
opinion it's painful. No. I'm not
sixteen, ounly just turmed fifteen. The

Ancient House colours are blue and gold,
and the Collere House colours are olive
and yellow. Glad you like that drawing
of Wellinghorqugh School—the chap who
draws these pictures is awfully clever
at that kind of work. You ask what is
life lik: at colleze? Well, 1 don't
know about other colleges, but the
stories - themselves give a pretty good
idea of what life is like at St. Fraunk's.
If Archie Glenthorne dispensed with
Phipps I think he’d pine away. He's
not really shy, you know; he goes hot
and bothered over - anything, Well,
that’s about all, Phyllis, and now I'll
get on with some of the other replies.
(Tottenham): Good for you,
old man! Quite right! My talents
certainly are wasted at St. Frank's, as
you say; but it's all rot to say that
my varns send people into fits. I don't
know about a history of St. Frank’s.
It might be done in a condensed form,
but not just yet. About football. A3
vou know, we favour Soccer at St
¥rank's rather than Rugger. The best
way to find St. Frank's is to get {0
Bannington and then take the first
turning on the left. The school
hundreds of years old, Centuries ago it
nsed to be a monastry, but now it's
divided into three sections—the Head's
House, the Ancient House, and a MonkeY
House. Of course it’'s an advantag?
to go to a public school, rather! And
I get lots of letters from public schov!
chaps. That piece of poetry you wrote
is certainly ripping. Iu fact, it’s a Dbil
torn. as Archie might say.
(Ashton-under-Lyne):  Bravo:
You haven’t missed a single number fOf
nearly six years, eh? Jolly good! AI
there any more at home like you? NoV
about your questions. Yes, my ability
for writing detective stories is every bit
as good as my ventriloguism, if nol
better. Here, I say! I've just gl:tﬂ{‘i"I
at vour letter again, and I can tell you
I'm pretty wild. Am 1 as hideous and
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Well, of all the
Just for that I won't answer

anintellectual as ever?
-nerve! _
any more questions at all!
(Bristol): Hallo, Sid! How's
Bristol! You ought to be proud to live
in such a fine old town. Anyhow, I'm
proud of you—we want chaps of your
sort at St. Frank’s, By the way, you
needn’t waste any sympathy on Church
and McClure. The latter is of Scoteh
sxtraction, but he hasn’t got the accent.
If you want to know my age look at
mv replv to A Girl Reader”’’ Sorry
we didn’t say much about Bristol when
we went through it on that motor tour,
but we liked the old town tremendously.
1 hope you’ll bhe as everlasting as you
mention. Are you tired of chocolate?
LINNELL (March): Got your postcard,
thanks. The Ancient House wouldn't
collapse if I became captain; it would be
gingered up tremendously.
BEERS (Monkstown, Co. Dublin):
Ass! How can I become sane when 1'm
already the sanest chap in the Remove?
I don’t iike any masters at all, but some
are a Jot better than others.

ROBERT SHEPHERD (Stoke Newington):

WILLY HANDFORTH

AN IRISH COLLEEN

Another Old Timer. Good luck, Bob!
Thanks for your nice typewritten letter.
Why congratulate me on having Willy
for a hrother? My dear fathead, I need
vour sympathy., You are wrong about
the Trackett Grim stories. These yarns
are purely dramatic, without any
humour whatever., Still, I’'m glad yon
like ’em. Thanks muchly for your very
nice wishes, and as you're a shepherd, I
hope you’il gather a nice flock of
constant readers.

(Sheffield) : You
can’t spoof me, you chump! You're not
my minor at all. Do you think I dou't
know his rotten handwriting?

(Stamford Hill):
Look here! 1 say, you know, cheese it!
Jolly nice of you to be so affectionate,

but your Jetter absolutely made me go

all hot. I mean, ecalling me ¢ Teddy
darling.’” And it’s all rot to say that
you love me, and that we’d make a
wonderful pair, Why, we haven’t even

met?! Besides, what would the pater
SRy

LEONARD CLAYTON (Bold, Widues): Yes,

Dr. Stokes is a sportsman—one of the
best. You must have a fine old -time.

having six brothers and sisters, and living

in the country. Which do I like best—
foothall or cricket? Well, they’re both
Jolly fine, in their seasoms. Yes, my lad,

can certainly fight Buster Boots, and
Whack him, too. As for that puzzle of
yours, ¥ got the answer in no time. If a
brick weighs a pound and a half a brick—

well, of eourse, a brick weighs two
boungs,

HYLDA (Treacle Town):

Church got the answer too, but |

the 2ss thinks he bheat me, because he
happened to mention it first,

KEABLE (Beccles): Il excuse the
pencil, but don’t let it happen again.
And it's like your sister’s nerve to
hide your pen. Next time you'll bhe
accusing zomebody of sneaking the ink.
Glad you think I ought to be Remove
ckipper. 1 think so, too, but I can’t
get anybody ecise to agree with me. . As
fcr beating Lawrence at boxing—well,
I can't give you any more space, as

I've goi so0 many other Jetters to
ATSWET. _

GABRIELLE KERR (Finsbury Park):
Thanks for your nice appreciation.

Look cut for an announcement regarding
that photograph you mention. Asg for
my own picture, I shall have to see
ahout this. You mustn’t take any
notice of that hoerrible comic drawing
¢f me above, It’s not like me at all.
Can I tell fortunes by handwriting?
What a question! Of course I can!

Jolly nice of you
to think my brain is so wonderful. Ot
course, those Trackeit Grim stories are
very trying to a chap’s mental powers,
As vyou say, they just put the finishing
touch to the Mag. As you’]ll know by
this time, Irerne and Co. are with us on
our travelse. So yon want a good recipe

for whitening hands? You can’t Dbeat
rubbing them all over with chalk. 1

should say those two girls you mention
are nothing more nor less {han angels.
STACK (Balham): You needn’'t be sc
impatient, old man. I replied to your
first letter directly I got it, as you’ll
know by this time. I never under any
circumstances throw letters into the
waste-paper basket without replying to
them. 1 feel like doing it sometimes,
but I've got wonderful control. Sorry
you don't like the girls much, but you're
quite wrong about the majority of boy
readers agreeing with you., The policy
hasn't beea changed—boy stories {for
boy readers to read. But we can’t help
it if girls like reading about us, too, can
we? They've got as much right as
anybody,

CHARLES PRICE (Leeds): Hallo, Charlie!

Here we are again! If you want to
know my age, ask Rosy and Ada—you
all seem to be in the same club. Or is
it a secret society? My minor came
to the school a long time ago—the first
story about him appeared iIn thée issue
for October ©98th, 1822, All right—I'll
biff him.  Ohly too pleased to! You

~make French treacle toffee just the same

as the English, but it isn’t worth the
trouble. It . a silly idea to go all the
way to FPrance 1o get your treacle!
And French +treacle’s no better than
English.



10

ALICE B, (Willenhall):

LILY (Willenhall):

WILLIAM

St Frank's Fagazine

I hope you'll keep
that wisk o1 yours and read the Bl"’
Little Paper,”’ as SYBIL R. calls it,
bless her, for years and years. If you
like to send me a letter to Irene, I'll
give it to her.

I wonder why you like
my name so much? It's not so bad, but
there’s noth.ng to go dotty about in it.
Yes, Dr. Stokes is a sportsman, and we
all hop: that he'll stay at St. Frank’'s
permanently. When 1 grow up I shall
probably be a great deteective, and then
the crooks had better look out. Yes,
Irene is the preftiest girl in the Moor
View School, as you say. But I had
better not agree too heartily, or I shall
be chlpped by the other fellows. So
yvou're another one who likes “1113
You’d change your opinion abouf him
not being chtehx if -you knew him better.
I can give you my honest word, he's
a little terror. Clarence Fellowe says
he's going to be a poet when he grows
up. In fact, he thinks he's otie now.
My sister goes to a school in London,
thank goodness. If she ever came to
the Moor View School, as you sugszest,
life wouldn't be worth living., Willy's
a terror, but she's worse. 1 told Archie
that you think he looks like a giddy
ass, and he nearly woke up. As for
Teddy Long, he gets a thrashing aboug
twice a day, on the average. I expect
you and Alice are chums, eh? Do you
talk to each other about us over the
garden wall?

SALTER (Bristol): When I
first opened your letter I thought it was
printed. I say, how many prizes have
vou taken for your handwriting?
Honestly, I've never scen anything so
periect before. It's even betfer than
mine. 1 don't wusually admit these
things, but this time I've zot to. In
fact, I've had your letter framed, and
it's hanging up in the study. And
everybody comes in, looks at it, and
stands roeted to the spot with awe.
Thanks awfully for your mnice remarks
about my Trackett Grim stories, I
rquite agree that the chaps who think
my stories are rotten are off their
rockers. As you say, it's just jealousy.
I hope you'll punch the nose of the first
idiot who runs down Trackett Grim.
As for Willy being a chap after your
own heart, I'm a bit surprised that you
should say this. It merely proves that
vou don't know what the dickens you're

talking about. * We don't break much
r:mckerg, every week in Study D, at
least, not of our own. Sometimes a

horrowed cup or plate gets a bit bent

or *twisted, but we never worry over
such  trifles. When  Tuecker starts
lecturing in Study ¥, Pitt and Grey

just open the door and shoot him out.

JOYCL

FRANK PIESSE (Bellingham):

W,

JULIET (Rio

like Miss Violet Watson all right,
but Miss Irene—— Well, what’s th
good of making eomparisuns? Can the
juniors beat the seniors at cricket?
Well, there's a dotty question! Beat
'em? We can swallow them up!

(Bermondsey): Sorry you don't
like the Mag so much now, but I think
your opinion is a bit isolated, as i{
were. 1 mean, there aren’t many who'll
agree with vou. As for that piece of
wedding-cake you refer to, I don’t
understand what you mean. No, I never
biff Miss Irene on the nose. Just as if
I'd do a thing like that! I wouldn't
even biff my own sister, although I often
fee! like it. Thanks for your suggestions
—I’ve passed them on to the Editor.

Your post-
bucked me up wonderfully. I'm
are a few sensible people,
anvhow, who take my Trackett Grim
stories seriously. Go up four!

D. CRITICISER (Polesworth): I can't
answet your letter properly because 1've
torn it to bits and ground the fragments
to dust under my heel. You iusulting
rotter! What do vyou incan Dy saying
my Trackett Grim stories are a rotten
farce? What do yon mean by saying
that Willy could give me lessons in
detective work? What do you mean by
saying that I'm just like that rotten
drawing at the top of my page? And
if you came¢ to St. Frank’s, my lad,
vou wouldn’t give me a hiding—I'd
give you one. And it wouldn't be for
fun, either. If Polesworth wasn't so far
off, I'd ride over there on my bike and
slaughter you,

De Janeiro): So you've been
a reader for seven years, and still going
strong? That's jolly good. 1In fact, 1
don’t think it’s been beaten by anybody.
I'm sorrry you think my Trackett Grim
stories are funny, but girls always get
strange ideas into their heads. Nipper
doesun’t write mwuch for the Mag. because
he's too modest; he likes to give the
spacz to other c¢haps.  Archie isn'f
half so lazy as you think. He’s among
the first ten at the top of the Form, and
whea he likes he can make things buzz.
Jarrow writes for the Mag. now and
acall, and you'll pmbably seg somnic
more of his stuff at different fimes.
As for Church and MeceCQlure writing
anything—I put my foot down on thal
long ago, because they tried to pinch

card
zlad there

ROINE 01 my Trackett Grim space.
Fancv you living in Spain! Church
said that Rio de Janciro is in South
America—Brazil, or some dotty place
like that, but I biffed him for s
iznorance. The name alone is Spanish,
so I know you live in Spain. They

think I don't know geography!



BLUEBELL (Bradford): You wrofte your
Jetter just a . day or two too soon, be-
cause it arrived shortly before my reply
to your first inquiry was published.
So you mneedn’'t have worried. I don't
think you'd like to hugz Willy really.
He’s as full of fricks as a monkey. If
you hugged him he’d probably hate you
for the rest of bis life. Those portraits

you ask about are coming along. Your
sketches of Irene are jolly good, but
they don’t do her justice. She's a lot
pretticr than you secm to think. 7That

bit you wrote in French was topping.
I only had to look at the dictionary
four times to understand it. I'd reply
in French, only nobody clse would under-
stand it.

DOREEN MAISON (Shipley): When I first
opcened your letter I thought you’'d
writteu to me m Russian! A jolly
clever wheeze, Miss Doreen. But it
didn't take me long to solve the puzzle.
Not more than an hour, anyhow,
although I pondered over it pretly
deeply. Then Church suggested holding
the letter up to the light—and I
thought of the same dodge at the samec
moment. So, you see, I soon did the
trick. Oh, about the Onions brothers!
They haven’t vanished at all—they're
with us in the Remove. I’'m sure you'll
like Dr. Stokes very much by this time.
He’s a brick!

GREAT SCOTT! T've just discovered that

- I've got 2 whole pile. of other letters to
answer, and I've taken up more than
my usual space already. I shall have
to leave them till next week. Some of
these letters are from OLIVE, MAG.
MAD, IRENE 1, LILLIAN, LESLIE R.
HILL, LONELY LILLIAN (I’ll try and
cheer you up next week, L.L.), P.T.O.,
CAUTIOUS INQUIRER, DOROTHY,
ROLLO WARD, J. FARR, GORDON,
R. RUEGG, MOLLIE  MAKIN,
INQUIRER, NEMO, PEG, E.
FRANCHEL, ROSIE M.M.S. Of course,

Ve got a lot more from other readers,
ut I haven’t got any more space to

" Bive the names. Anyhow, 1'll answer all

you next weck.
UNCLE EDWARD.

By Ap Old
Boy

(Lord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle)

Mo. 10.-—A TWENTY-FCOT SEA MONSTER.

VER had a serap with a sea monster?
E I have—and it was a bit exciting, 1

can assure you. The adventure
happened in the Caribbean. The
fish I'm talking about is a kind of glant

skate, measuring anything from twelve to
twenty feet acress irom the tips of its fins,
which are huge things. There are also two
stubby littie horn-like fins in front. it
has a spnort, whip-like tail, and a huge
mouth, with giil clefts underneath on cach
side, as if a konife had slit them half across.
It belongs partly to the shark tribe, and
partly to the skate aund ray tribe.

They're not dangerous in the sense that
they will attack men. But fishermen dread
them becausze they are so big and unwieldy
and powerful. Thecy believe that they smash
cables, and lift a ship’s anchor and drag
the vessel for miles. Divers believe that
fish of this sort hover over them, cover them
like a blanket, and smother and drown
them. DBuft these are fairy tales—though a
big fish of this sort, going full ¢tilf, would
break almest anything, of course accident-
ally. _

When we came upon ours he was swimming

lazily on the surface, flapping his fins. He
wasn’t afraid of us. In fact, he secmed to
despise us. A harpoon woke him up, and

he dived. He simply towed us where he
liked. I held the harpoon line, and half a
dozen men rowed their hardest agamst the
fish. All their efforts were useless. As soon
as they got a little pull on it, the beggar
put forth another effort, and away we went.
We tried to beach it, bubt we couldn’t.

~ In the end, we had to summon another
hoat, and meore sailors, before we could land
him.

The danger arises when they leap out of
the water, as they sometimes do, and fall
flat across the boat.
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SPECIAL SERIES OF ART SKETCHES BY MR. E. E. BRISCOE.
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Alderm:an Newton’s School was founded in
700 by Alderman Gabriel Fewton, a much
vespected citizen of Leicester. It hempan with
a modest thirty schotars, who were called
“‘greencoafs > on  asesant of the dress
worn. This consisted of a gyveen coot, cor-
duroy trousers and a wom-»'-shanter. In

the 1asy century and a haif the schocl has |

grown econiderably,
520 boys. Situated
town of Leicester,

and contains $o-day
in the ceatvre of 4he
the main building s

large and commodicus, possessing a larg&d
hall, seience laboratorics and a gymnasiuul.
The school is divided into tive houses—Wesl-

coates, County, Victoria, Highfield and
Belvoir. Every year shields are presentes
to the house which excels in foothall,

cricket, and athleties. In addition to a very
strong football ecleven, there is a debatinf
soziety, @ chess eluab, sketech elub anu
camera elub. 1 am indebted to a reader fof

- b
the above, and have aceordingly presentct

| rim with the original sketch of his school.



“NELSON LEE” MYSTERY
PICTURE COMPETITION.

Fr Y A TR I N '1‘:, -------- Ll ]

Boys! Here's the splendid little competi-
tion which you can ali enter. It need only
gost yoti the stamp for a postcard or letter,
and you will ind that it is guite a novel idea
we have hit upon.

On Page 21 of this issue you wiil {ind a
picture drawn to illustrate a gertain part of
ithis week’s great story, * Trapped in the
‘Desert,”” as you will see when you read the
yari.

Now you know that under our pictures we
always have a line or two describing the
ingident shown., Well, this time we want youw
to find the best wording to be put under-
neath this picture.

A Prize of £1 18, will be awarded to the

reader who sends what, in the Editor's
opinion, i3 the best inscription for the
picture, and Twelve Consolation Prizes will
€2 to the readers whose efforts are next
best. '
- All inscriptions must be taken from the
actual text of the story, and they must not
exceed 23 WORDS in length., Each insceription
must he written on one of thesze covpons,
which must be posted to:

" MyYSTERY PICTURE No. 3,”
C/o ' Nelson Lee Library,”
Gough House, Gough Square, E.C.4,

. The Closing Date will be Tuesday, August .

12t 0,
~ The Editor’s decision is final.

l_"— o — it
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* MysTery PICTURE ™ COMPETITION No. 3. |
f 1 agree to accept the Editor's decision as
linal and binding.

............................................................

——

............................................................

| 7 Nelson Lee Library.”—Closing date,
Fuesday, Angust 12th. . |

Inscription to Mystery Picture (see
Page 21).
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LEE LIBRARY

4
Get the best cvele im
the British Empire — a
JUNO, sent on approwal,
carriage paid. Guarantced
by our 46 years' reputa-
tion. Moncy refunded if
diszatisfied. Art List Free.
Write Now. (Dept. U2),
METROPOLITAN
MACHINISTS CO., LTD,,
168 & 248, Bishopsgate,
London, E.C.2.

A WEEK
r or CASH
£4 15/~

b

FOOTER AGAIN!

The Footer Scason is very
closc now. Already.the big
clubs are preparing- their
practice matches for a few
days hence. Very scon the
areatest of winter games will
be the rage in cvery part of
the country. That is why
in this week's |

BOYS’ REALM

you will find the first chap-
ters of a grand new footer
sertal, a yarn of first-class
[ootball which will make a
stirring  appeal to every
soccer enthus’ast. Thisyarn
has been specially written
for the *“ Realm™ by John W.
Wheway, who has called it

“THE LINDSAY LINE?”

Mind you don’t miss these

The ““Realm,” published

every Wednesday, price 2d.,

1S now on sale. Ask vour

newsagent for it. And don’t

forget to look for details of

the “ Realm's” magnificent
offer of

FREE FOOTBALLS

first chapters—they'regreat.

b
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detectives : eriminality ; prisons and prisoners; escapes, and everything
to do with the science of modern detection is dealt with week by week
in the eight-page BINDABLE Supplement of- the- “Union Jack.” This
supplement is “set in the. paper so that it can rcaWly be detached
without disturbing any other Feature. ~ Save your copies regularly ; they
witl eventually bind up inte a book of unsurpassable interest. .
In addition, there is a long, complete story of Sexton Blake and
Tinker every weck., and an insta/ment of the latest thing in ~thriilers
as a scrial.  Ask your newsagent to let you see u copy. The price 1s 2d,

UNION JACK

he Paper with the DISTINCTIVE COVERS.
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CASH | NERVOUS FEARS.

How many prople fear meoting others, travelliup
in Trains, Trams, Tubes, or 'Buses, mixing iu
Socicty, going into a Restaurant or of havinp
anything mmportant to do. Such Nervous Fears
are ruination to any man or woman's chance of
successinlite.  Becowme Nerve-Strong, Sclf-Confident,
Bright and Happy by sending immediateiy 3
peuny stamps for particulars of the Mento- Noerve
Strengthenimg Treatment. GUARANTEED CURE
Ol MONEY REFUNDED, Geodiry Elhott-Smith,
Ltd., 543. Imperial Buildings, Ludegate Cirrns
London. KE.C.4. AR S ——

MAGIC TRICKS, etc.— l'arcels 2/6,5/6. Ven.-
tritogmist's Instrument, Invisible™ Imitate Birds,
Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-.—T ; W._ HARRISON.
239, Penlonville Road, London, N. 1. pp

DON’T BE BULLIED
special offer. Two Illus, sampie Les

srns Jrom my ComgletesCdaise on
g JUJITSUfoer4penny stampsors Largi
. | Ilus. Portion of Coursg-forgl?, On3/6.
Jujitsu 1s the bes8t & “sin-
w Blest scienceoiselfadaieiize
. and attack“ever invented.

% Learntotakecareof your-
selfunderalicircumsrances. SENDNOW—'YAWARA'
{Dept. A.P.), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Middlesex.

XMAS (HOCOLATE (JLUBS

Spare time Agents wanted, Good re- -
muneration. No outlay. Best makes
(Dept.BT97). only supplied, Particulars free.—

- ' _ SAMUEL DRIVER,
South Market, Hunslet Lane, Leeds.

-HEIGHT COUNTS

in_winning success. let the Girvap
*SyBtem” incérease your heighit. Send
P.C. for parttculars and our £100
gnumnﬁtee to Enguiry Dept. A B P.,
=17 Stroud Green Boad, Londonu, N.4.

L ! -t
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‘s “all vou pay for our No. 400A
Mead ‘' Marvei’’—the finest cyele ever
offercd "on  such E:x{'f*::glunmli}f easy
(erms.  Brillianlly  plated, nichly
enamelled; lined 1n colours. Sent
packed free carrmage paid on

15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.

Fully warranted. Money refunded if
dissatisfied. Old machines exchanged
Biz bargains in factory soiled mounts
Tyres and accessories 334 per ceut below
shop prices. Write T0-DAY for testl
mounials and illustrated art catalogue.

irmingham.
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Pair — Metal Tweezers
Iﬂ.nd 60 Different Stamps FREE ! l

Just .» requeste rapprovals. —LISBURN @&
TOWLNSBND, London Rd,,. :jl;.&i';,qgrpoul,

e

; - - - . T
MAGIC TRICKS, Etc. Parcels 2/6. 5/-. Ven
triloquist’s = Instruments.: Invisidle., -Imitates
Birds, ete. 6d. each; 4 for 1/-.—P. Fearing,
Travancore Hse, Seafield Rd., Golwyn Bay.
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