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From the centre of the great canyon came a blinding flash—an
appalling roar—and fragments of rock were hurled in every direction.
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‘A grand long st‘or y o/ |
" the Boys of St. Frank' sin
- the Sahara Desert, intro-
ducing Nelson Lee, Lord
.Dorrzmore, and many.
oflzer /)o,bular c/zaracl‘ers. |

> 'I'hexr work completed the txme has. come for our adventurers to make
*thexr departure from' the. strange Roman City of Isirium‘and return to the
- 20th century civilization, But ‘their only exxt is through the great rocky
* canyon, above which the deposed Titus is waiting to avenge the loss of hxs X
~ throne by hurling destruction upon. the desert ship as it slowly wends'its
- way through the narrow gorge. Later in the: narratwe you will read how -
- Handforth and his chums ‘become stranded m the pltﬂess wastes of the -

--Sahara Desert.

THE EDITOR. -

-'Related Tbrougbout by Nlpper and_‘Set DéWn by E. .Searles Brooks

CHAPTER 1.
'THE RomL PROCLQMATIO'N

' RL;HI_% GLLNTHORVE halted
¢ b use *
| A 41 mean to say—whet?” he mur-

s ”mured feebly. *‘Dash  it. all—
" Good gad!..I'm absolutely surrounded!” .

COH-

* The elegant St. Frank’s junior was, 1o0king.
his best—neat and immaculate from head to
His white flannels were a dream; hlS'

-foot.
k¢ soft linen was spotless; his straw hat re-
4Posed on his head with just - that -
’Wthh gladdened the heart of Phipps.-

Altogether, Archie was a picture, and he‘
He also knew that he was . sur-
rounded by a bevy of laughing, bright- eyed
who displayed an . intense |

“knew it.

sirium maidens,
, umoswy in Archie’s general appearance..
- The fact is, old things, I don’t absolutely=
‘get-the lingo, if you know what I mean,’”’ he
sald unhappily: “I  mean to say,

“good old brain department.” ", -
. The girls were chattering gally in Latm
and although Archie protested his ignorance,
he understood quite sufficient to know: that
-his clothing was being admired,
as béing dlscuseed, ‘and ‘his ‘whole appear-

“ getb ¥
- | Reginald Pitt arrived at:tlns

his monocle.

)

is Uettmg somewhat frightful,
mean, I'm. abbolutely embarrassed
iforth'

-look upon,

grinned Pijtt.
_'-l*ancy being admxred by so many. girls . all. -Q
“at once!
" this |
bally language is rather too much fOr the f.you!” ,

: -ladies absolutely whizzed round without the

ance was excltmg the young 1ad 8:: to spmted :
approval.™ - : *
The . Isirium glrls were attired in: highly
coloured robes of 'some silky material, «with
neat headdresses, and many . ornaments They
wore their hair loose; in curls oF, ringlets, and -

their feet were encased in sandals.

“ Oh, I sayi” protested: Archie, -as one
of the girls actually touched him, “This’
dash it T
and 56
Kindly. desist,. dedr old—-’—'é-’.-’ Y o
~He broke off with - gasp - of Telief > for
oment escort-.f.
ing Marjorie  Temiple -and ~Doris Berkeley
They were-all in whrte, and very good .to
W_hv the pamed look Archze‘?”
‘i You ought to be. ‘pleased!.

“¢ Hallo!

It must be your fatal beauty ¥'*:
‘“ Pray cease this fright ful rotting, dash -
exclaimed ‘Archie. ““ These -young.

slightest warning. I mean to say, they
fairly swooped down, and I'm in a most
shocking - state of ‘nervousness! - Be good

‘enough to loosen a charge of advice!” -

Reggie grmned



LT

““The only advice I can give you is to
brace yourself up and face the ordeal,”
he replied. ‘* It’s entirely your own fault,
You shouldn’t come out looking so decora-
tive.”

Archie casd a nervous, anxious glance  at
Marjorie. He was rather fond of Marjorie,
“and he felt that their friendship might be
affected by this unfortunate position. Here
he was, surrounded by these Isirium girls,
and \Iau']orle had caught him red-handed!

But -the elegant junior need not have
worried. Marjorie Temple was a very sensible
young lady, and she was smiling broadly at
Archie’s predicament. Doris was inclined to
be humorous. -

* There’s nothing to be afraid of, Archie,”
she laughed. You ought to be very flat-
tered, instead of being scared. These girls
are Just lovely—and as pretty as you like!
Why not go for a walk with them?”

-*“ Oh, I say!” protested Archie, scandal-
ised. '

“* You ean’t fool e, you know!” went on
Doris. ‘*.You're not so jnervous as all this,
really. The fact is, you're Just a bit afraid
of Marjorie!”

. . ** Doris!” protested Marjorie, blﬁshmg |

| %71 think,” said Reggie Pitt diplomatic-
ally, that we ought to.be strolling on,
_girls. We'll leave Archie to his fate.. If he’s

. BEVET m a worse position than thls he’ll be
lueky.’!

They Wdlked on,

And poor old
;-\rch:e was.  at. his.

end. ~ His f{air

sm:lmg
wits’

| .admirers were taking courage—and even-seek-

ing to grasp his. walking cane, and to pull the:
g M) gresh. g > { was to provide us with plenty of excitement.

few

_,mo_nocle from his eye. o
* - Handforth and Co. . strolled by
~minutes later, but for some strange reasen
Edward Oswald was quiet and decorous. His
~usual boisterous manner was entirely absent.
]“veél Church and McClure -were a bit sub-
due

T Willy was with them, and Willy looked
bored stiff-—indeed, he remarked quite loudly
that he was fed up. Perhaps the explana-
tion of the mystery was the presence of Ena
—Handforth’s very self-possessed sister. Ena
“had imperiously commanded Edward Oswald
to take her out for a-walk. And, of course,
‘Handfoerth had instantly obeved , He
"couldn’t do anything else. Ena had a certain
way with her that froze the marrow in
Handy s bones.

“Other St. Frank's ’iumors were to be seen
in the streets—including myself. I was with
Tregellis-West and Tommy Watson, and this
morning we had decided to go on a tour of
- sight-seeing.

" The * wonderful Roman-like city was gay
with laughter and only half-subdued excite-
ment. For-the Isirium people were deliriously
happy in their néw freedom. The capital was
a place of re;oncmg and merry-mak:ng '

" And’ the same spmt was to. be seen
throughout the entire land—up ang down
the length and breadth of this .great fertile
oasis of the Sahara.

smaller villages—and, in fact, everywhere—
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‘maghnificent

On the farms, in the

“the peOpIé were father intoxicated with the

sudden joyous turn of events. :

For Titus, the tyrant, had been- dethroned
and was a fugltwe——a. craven wretch who
was ‘'somewhere in hiding, afraid to show
himself for fear of being instantly lynched®
A day or so ago he had had full power;
but now he would be slain as ruthlessly a8
he had slain countless victims durmg; hig .-
tyrannous reign, if he fell into the h1nd~,
of the mob,’ 3

With him were Lars Melo:, hlS chlef ,_
adviser, and Spurius Gallus, the ex-chief ot
the Isirinm army. The infamous trio had
succeeded in- fleeing when threatened by .
death in the great arena. Only by inches had
they escaped a terrible end by the lions.

And now Marcus Phillipus was the em-
peror—and  the whole of Isirium was cele-
brating. Yor Marcus was a popular hero,
a man who could be relied upon to see that,
justice was done, and who could rule with «
firm, but kindly hand.

And as this happy state of affairs had been
mainly brought about by Nelson Lee’s party,
we were all tremendously ‘popular among the
people. To-day, in fact, was the first occa-
sion on which we had bheen able to really

‘move about in perfect safety and freedom.

‘Many juniors noticed that proclamations
ware posted up in various parts of the city. .
They announced that the following day: would
be a great occasion for public celebration. A
sports -programme would be -
carried out in- the amphitheatre, "ahd big
preparations were being made.
~ Upon the whole, it seemed that.the meorrow .

But some of it was to be of a character that
we certainly did not bargain‘for!

CHAPTER 1I.
PREPARING FOR THE SPORTS,

HE Conqueror was
standing in the cen-
~ tral square, quiet and
stately, . her  ~phaint-

work spotless, and her brass
glittering in the sunlight.

Mr. Travers Earle’s wonder-
ful land yacht was responsible, of course, for
our being in this hitherto unexplored region &
of the Sahara. Without the €ongueror wWe¢ -

{ could never have penetrated into these un-

known - wastes.
For, beyond the mountains that encircled
Iqmum, lay nothing but barren desert.

- stretching away for hundreds of miles

I
every direction—desert sands that were lﬂr‘}r
capable of being cros‘;ed fby the ordmary -
methods. -

And we should scon be starting back-——fﬂf’
not only Nelson Lee; but Lord Dorrimore ‘111({,
Mr. - Travers- Earle had -decided that thell
responsibilities “'were too gre&t t,o peimi’i
them to linger. :

For there  was only one exit from this

.valley—the great canyon which split: throngh

the mountains on the western side. If, MY



any chance, this canyon became blocked,
neither the Congueror nor any of her com-
pany: could reach the outer world -again.

And Nelson Lee remembered the 8¢.
Frank's fellows, and Mrs, Manners, and
Irene and Co. For the sake of these young
people alone, it was imperative that no un-
" necessary risks should be taken.

And so the Conqueror was by no means as
placid and peaceful as her outer appearance
suggested. The crew were making quiet,

ateady preparations for departure. And on

the evening of the following day we should
voll majestically along the Isirium highway,
and emerge once more upen the desert. This
was the settled schedule.

Once clear of the valley we should not

“vreturn to Kano and Lagos—our outward
route—but set off to the northward, and
thus cross the Sahara from south to north—
~in itself a great achievement.
Algiers would be our ultimate goal. And
- from there, of course, England could be
_ yeached after a day or two of ordinary travel.
And we should get back in plenty of time
for the commencement of the autumn
term at St. Frank’s,

Naturally, whilst Nelson Lee .and the
other grown-ups thought of these matters,
. the juniors themselves did not even con-
- 8ider them. All their thoughts were for the
moment. And they were fairly revelling in
their surroundings.

- Greatly to Archie's joy, he succeeded in

giving his fair admirers the slip, and he lost
no time in returning to the yacht, where he
found Lord Rorrimore sprawling luxuriously
~ in a hammock under the awning. Umlosi was
~near by, in a deck-chair, with his arm in

a sling.- ,
““ What’s this?” demanded his lordship
Ianguidly. “ Why the worried frown old

chap? I thought you weren’t comin’ back
till lunch-time—-—*

“ Absolutely,”” Interrupted Archie. ¢ Or,
to be exact, absolutely not! What I mean
is, T was compelled to flee. A somewhat foul
proceeding, and detrimental to the old dig.—

but it had to be done.”

- My brain may be addled,” said Dorrie,

““pbut I confess I don't follow.'” - .
¢ Qh, rather not!" agreed Archie. ¢‘These
“young ladies, you know. G(adzooks! .They
absolutely take all the jolly old prizes for
good looks and what not, but when it comes
to nerve—— Good gad! The old knees go
- absolutely woozy at the joints when I thmk
about it.”

Dorrie laughed heart:ly whlle Archie was
proceeding to explain. And the elegant
junior concluded by firmly declaring that in
future he would stay on board, where he
was comparatwely safe. -

- ¢0h, I don’t know about that,” qa:d his
lordship, sitting up.
take part in the sporta?”

“Jporte?’ repeated Archie.

¢ Yes—in- the arena.” .

“ On, but dash it all!” éa:d Archie. “Not

. €“Qh,

_he said severely.

<t Aren’t you goin’ to—
. discussing the sports,
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really? T mean, we aren’t supposed to db -
the gladiator stuff, and fight lions, and all -
that scrt of stuff. A trifle too strenuous,
what?” -

‘““Well, it’s got to be done,” said Dorrie,
firmly. “Quar friend, Marcus has decreed
that sports are to be the order of the day
to-morrow., So you fellows have got to
buckle to and show these Isirium sportsmen
what you can do. How does the idea strike

yOu?” y ) _
frightfully! I—I mean frightfully
topping!”’ added Archie hastily. “It’s all
right for such strenuous chappies as Nipper
and Handforth and all those muscular lads.
Why, they're legging it hither and thither
without the slightest trace of fatigue.. I

“mean, they like this sort of thing. But I'm

more or less of a bally non-starter, if you
get me.” -

Dorrie shook hls head.

“I'm afraid you're a lazy young bounder s
““ An’ I think I shall have
to make a point of shovin’ your name down
for the ten mile race. That’ll give you
somethin® to restore the old tissues!” |

and

Archie: went below, apprehensive
troubled. He.nearly looked as miserable
as ‘{imlosi—who was suffering torture.. For

the great Kutana chief was in the depths
of despondency because Dorrie had compelled
him to wear a slins.

His shoulder was injured—the result of a
javelin thrust during the recent fight—and-
Umlosi was disposed to regard the wound
with contempt. But it had taken a bad
turn, through inattention while Umlosi had
been a prisoner in the hands of Titus. And
it was only by Nelson Lee’s skilful surgery
that Umlosi had been saved from a grave
iliness which might have meant the loss ot
his arm.

But now he was recovering rapidly, and
in the blackest of black moods because he
hated inactivity of any kind. :

At lunch time. Dorrie announced to all
the juniors that the morrow’s sports would
include the 8t. Frank’'s fellows themselves.
And everybody was freshly ammated and
excited. -

“What kind ol sports, sir?” asked IIand~
forth eagerly. | o

¢ QOh, all sor‘ts,” replied his_ lordship.
“ Wrestlin’—runnin’—jumpin’, an’ things like
that. It might be a good idea to pick twelve
of you—the best dozen—an’ then challenge
Marcus to produce twelve Isirium boys to
compete. That’'s my scheme, unywa._y.”: i

‘“A fine idea, Dorrie,”” I said enthusiasti-
eally. ¢ Twelve of us against twelve Isirium
chaps! And why not a few girls agaiast
Miss Irene and the others?”

S Ripping!’”’ said Handforth.
bound to be the winner.*”

And the fellows went on talking, eagerly
and- preparing the-
In fact, a commitiee was

¢ Irene’s

different events.

formed, and long before the evening we were

makmg full preparations.
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'CHAPTER IIL
TIHHE FUGITIVES.

HE ruined tower was
picturesque and
creeper-covered.

-~ A relic of past fight-

great many miles from the capital—indeed,
not so far distant from the great canyon
which pierced the mountains at thls side
of the valley.

Habitations were few and f{ar between in
this remote section of the couutry. Peace-
ful farms were dotted about here and there,
but oiberwise the landscape was bare.

The tower had probably been used, hun-
dreds of years before, during one of the many
upheavals which had stirred this tiny king-
dem since the Roman ancestors of the pre-
sent people had settled there.

Three figures moved stealthily and cauti-
onsly tlnough the gloom of the evening. For
it was nearly.dark, and the whole wal]ey was
enshrouded in the gathering shadows of
night.

A few stars were beginning to twinkle, and
the intense heat of the African day was
rélieved by a cooling breeze from the moun-
tain-tops. . The three mysterious.
finally emerged into the open space jusi in
.front .of the tower—but only for a moment.

They disappeared, and the spot remained

.as peaceful and quiet as ever. But within
‘the ruins the three prowlers werc cautiously
.peering through every crack and cranny
‘.wallable
¢Tis well—we have naught to fear,”” maur-
‘mured one of them. < Our approach was
well timed, and no eyes have watched us.
"Indeed, there are none to watch in this
accursed place of desolation!® -
. “*Methinks it would have been better had
we waited until darkness compietely fell,”
growled one of the others. ¢ But thou art
~always right, Titus—in thine own estima-
tion! °'Tis one of thy failings!?®

.The ex-Emperor Titus turned scowlingly
tpon the other.

“Insolent dog!” he said harshly. ¢ Who
art thou, Melos, to thus address me? - Ie-
member thy station and mine!”’

Lars Melos laughed bitterly.

““ Ay, 'tis well that I should remember,”’
he replied. ““ And my station is none lower
than thine, my fine Titus. Thou art a fugi-
tive—even as I—even as Gallus, here. VWe
are all as one in this situation. So talk not
of stations.”

‘“Am I not your emperor?”
Titus furiously.

‘““ Nay, by Mars thou art not!”” pnt in
Spurius Gallus., “But two days since thon
wert our master—our ruler. But now what
art thou? A man who will be slain by the
lowest dregs of Isirium if thou art caught.
And Melos, too—and I. We are equals at

| for some moments.

jing days, it stood upon a
little knoll, half hidden by |
trees. And the spot was a

figures.

demanded
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last, my Titus. So do thou refrain from
taking .airs unto thyself.”

Titus breathed hard, but made no re I
He was realising tlmt
his companions had, indeed, set forth the
position with blunt accmacy They were,
indeed, equais, :

And they were a sorry trio—torn, foot.-
sore, haggard with fear and hunger ang
thirst, and well nigh dropping with exhaus-
tion, Not a wink of sleep had they hag
since their dramatic escape, and very little
food had entered their lips.

And now, at last, they felt comparatively
safe. Ifor in this rumed tower, so far from
any habitation, there was little chance of
their being discovered. And they hugd
brought food with them—food that had been
pilfered from a cottage a mile or so away,
A woodman had been seen to leave the cot-
tage, and Lars Melos had ventured WIthm
on the off chance. |

““ Revenge!”’ muttered Tltus “By all the
gods of war' 'Tis revenge I seek now! Not
against mine own people but against these
aceursed strangers who have brought about
the triumph of Marcus!”

‘“ Bat, ' thou . talkative onel!”” growled
Gallus. ““Eat wlnle there is yet food—-for
Melos and I are wasting no time. And talk
nat of this revenge, since it is beyond accom-
plishment.”

The ex-emperor cast a fierce glance at the
others, and eagerly fell upon the plain food—
fare %uch as he had not tasted in all his
life. Nevertheless, it was more grateful
than the most sumptuous feast.

‘* Thou art wrong, Gallus, in thinking Lha*
our revenge cannot he accomplished,” said
Titus, at length. ** After a brief sleep here,
in this tower, we go to the great pass. At
dawn we shall arrive, and then our task will
be to block up the great canyon—so that
these strangers with their great chariot can
never emerge into the other world. Such
will be our revenge!”’

“Tis a comforting thought,” qald Lars
Melos slowly. ¢ And I, for one, agree that
the task should be done. We will—- But
list! Heard you not a sound?” 3

They all held still, Titus shivering with
fear so violently that his hands were af--
fected as though with the ague. His flabby
cheeks had gone livid, and his breathing -

was forced. .

Even his companions were ferrified. If
they had been traced and tracked down
they would meet with short shrift. Per-

haps no trial—but just a swift decision and
a slaughter.

While they waited m the deep gloom, the
door opened slowly. A solitary figure qtood
outlined against the du]l cvening sky Even
in this b]ackne%s it conld be faintly seen
that his" garb was rough,. The man. Wi T
apparently a country worker of $cine Kind.

“Who skulks within?”? asked the stranger
cautiously.

The three fugitives held absolutely still.
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‘And the newcomer, after a moment’s hesita-
tion, entered. It was now quite clear that
he was alone. Possibly he had seen the
hunted three entering some time before.
There was a sudden swish, a thud, a

groan.
“ Pie, miserable cur!” grated Titus
thickly.

- With one fierce swing of his sword, he
had run the unfortunate fellow clean

through the body!

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE DISCOVERY.

13 HAT now? ’Tis late
for thee to be
abroad, friend

Glabrio.”
““Ay, Licinius, thy words
are true erough.”

The two men had met on
highway, and the stars were
and the lights of the
shining in the
far distance. Th2 countryside was quiet,
for at this hour the majority of the people
were at rest.

Both the men were farm-workers—quiet,
honest fellows who had been little affected
by the startling changes in the capital.

‘““ What ails thee, Glabrio?”’ asked Licinius,
peering at his friend in the gloom. ¢ ’'Tis
usual for thee to bhe abed long ere this. I
would have been asleep myself, but for
the illness of my worthy uncle——”

““I search for my brother,” interrupted
~dlabrio. “* At dusk he failed to arrive home,
according to his usual custom. And my
father becomes anxious, and so I have been
tearching.”

The other man looked surprised.

““ Has not Julivs returned?” he inquired.
- # Ay, I have seen him, but this was before
dark—full four houars since.”

“ Where didst ses my brother?” asked
Glabrio eagerly. “Perchance we may find
traces if we search. 1 fear me that Julius
has met with some accident in the woods

»

“Nay, I judge not that,” interrupted
Licinius. “’Twas near the ruined
~that 1 saw thy brother. Indeed, he was on
the point of entering. But I was afar,
wnd thought little of the ineident. Shall
we to the tower and make search? What
sayest thou?”

“I thank thee, meus, for thy . com-
aany,”’ replied Glabrio. Ay, we will go.

hy words have made me more anxious still,

dince my brother may be in sore need of
assistance.”
. They hurried across the grass Jand, and
up the sloping glades until they arrived at
the ruined, creeper-covered tower. Every-
thing was dark and quiet, and no sign of
human presence was to be seen. They
approached to the very walls, and saw that
the rotted door stood ajar.

¢ Julins !’ exclaimed GQGlabrin

the paved
twinkling overhead,
capital were tw:nklmg and

nrgently.

villainous deed!

| vermin talked while I lay for dead.

tower |
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““My brother!” came a faint, husky voice
from within. < ’'Tis well thou art come,
Glabrio. Quick, that I may grasp thy hand
ere I perish! I sink rapidly.”

“By Mercury!. What is this?”
Glabrio hoarsely. ‘

He pushed his way into the tower appre-
hensively, and nearly stumbled over a form
which lay close against the doorway. The
starlight penetrated, and faintly revealed
the figure of Julius.

“Thou art hurt, my brother!’ exclaimed
Glabrio urgently. < What ails thee? What
accident—— By all the saints! Thou art
wounded—bleeding! Thy klood ha; been
flowing away!”

The words were ulftered in horror, for
Glabrio’s hand had encountered an ominous
wetness. The unfortunate man was almost
xt his last gasp, and when he spoke his
voice was weak and feeble.

“1ist, so that you can avenge this deed
my Glabrio!’”’? he breached. . <“’Twas Titus
who ran his sword through my body—a foul,
A coward'’'s blow, delivered

gasped

in the dark! May all the curses of my
fathers be upon his head !’ _
“Titus!” panted Glabrio. © “Art mad°

| What sayest thou—-"’

“'Twas Titus, the fugitive traitor!” in-
terrupted Julius. At dusk I saw three
figures enter this tower, and I bethought
me the fact wag suspicious. But no sooner
did I enter than the treacherous dog struck
me with his sword. Heed not my condition,
Glabrio, for I am past recovery. Speed thou
into the city, to carry a message—"

«“My brother—my Julius !» shouted
Glabrio wildly.
“Too late! 'Tis idle to sorrow now,”

“These accursed
They
have gone to thz canyon. to block it, so
that the illustrious straagers can never pass
through to the outer world in their chariot!
Titus and his devils are speeding there even
now. To the clty, Glabrio—to the good
Marcus, to give warning., Travel wlth all
thy ﬂeetneqs so that—so that—--"

His voice failed him, and trailed away.
¢ Julius!” muttered his brother feverishly.
« Thou art wrong! PFhy huit is but slight,
and thou will recover! Quick, Llcmlus'
Help me to carry him outside, so that we
may discover what this wound may be!”
The dying man rallied slightly.

“I go, Glabrio!” he whispered. ¢ Lend
me thy hand, brother, so that I may seek
courage——" _

They clasped hands, but no further word
was spoken, Glabrio felt a kind of shudder
run through his brother’'s frame. And
after that he lay still and limp.

They carried him out into the open. And
there, under the full starlighy, the terrible
truth could no longer be ignored. Julius
was dead, and the great, gaping wound in
his body was ample evidence of the foul
nature of the death-blow. It was a wonder

interrupted the dying man.
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indeced, that he had net perished within a
few minutes. |

Glabrio’s grief was pitiful to sce, and
his companion turned away, standing silent
and motionless while the stricken man spoke
to. his dead brother as though e\peatmg
him to revive,

But at last Glabrio became ealm, and he
went to the sida of Llcmms and grasped
his arm :

“I }eave thee to guald the remains of
my poor brother,” he said quietly. ““Go
to my home, Lxemms and tell my fathez
-of this ghastly deed.
capital as fleetly as T may—to " earry the
warning that Julius has given me!”

I wil rpeed to the

The meeror Mareus sat in the royal
box, and round him were grouped Nelson
Lee, Lord Dorrimore, Sir Crawford Grey, and

-most of the other gentlemen of the Con-

gueror’s party. Mr. and Mrs. Hobart Man-

ners were there, too. And smiles were
general.

In the arena, the activities were )Ubt be-
ginning.

The S8t. Frank’s juniors had prepared we]l
for the great sporting contest. The first
item on the programme was to be a run-
ning race—twice round the arema. And
six St. Frank’s -fellows were to pit their
prowess against six Isirium boys of b!Il’l!]dl’
age.

asked

“You in this event Handy?”
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~ CHAPTER V.
THE SCHOOLBOY GLADIATCRS.

britliant and hot. It
seemeqd - that over half the
capital was on the spot—
) gl‘eat
pwple mckmn in tlie enclosure ‘to the point
of su!iocatlon

‘Reggie Pitt,

-ally,

HE Amphitheatre was
packed,
It was wmorning, |

- cheering throngs of

Order Your 'Comi 'l‘o-day.

S#IE so,

as he bustled up.
you'd better be looking smart.”- " -

“0f course I’'m in  it?* said Handfonth.,
“I’'m competing in all the events. -Natur-
we shall - knock these Isirium Kkids
silly, but that's a foregone .conclusion.” -

“Don’t ‘you believe _it,”  said Ré,,sv,ief'j
“They’re a hefty lot, and tve ' shall’ hfne
our work cut out to win equal honours.”

All the St. Frauk's fellows were :zttired
in the lightest of light clothing—just run-
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ning shorts, with bare knees and short
sdocks.. And the Isirium boys were clothed
in garments which were surprisingly
imilar, , % | o

+They were cheerful. happy-looking young-
ybers, And although conversation beftween
she competitors was somewhat difficult,
they managed to talk together quite a lot—
signs frequently taking the place of the

spoken word.

- The first event was an easy win for St.

‘Frank’s. At running the Remove fellows
were in far better fettle than the native
boys, and the crowds were a trifle disap-
pointed. ) = T et
& But in the next event—jumping—the ma-
ority of the honours were taken by the
wome team, so to speak. Some of the
Isirium boys jumped in a truly amazing
manner, and proved themselves to be
superb athletes. - : s e

And then, by way of a change, there was
4 chariot race. This was confinely solely to
the Rem,ve, for the others were naturally
born to the job, and would certainly be
the winners if they competed. -y

It proved to be a race of endless laughter.
The chariots were by -no means easy to
control, and soon after the start the race
degenerated into a kind of scramble in
every corner of the arena. Handforth got
to fhe winning-post first, and immediately
. claimed a victory.. But as he had taken a
~ short cut half-way across the ring, he was
- disquatified, muc¢h to his disgust. : 8

The audience laughed .and cheered, for

this kind of performance-was altogether new
%o them. Hitherto, the spectaeles in the
arena had been grim and ferrible—sights
that a led to the basest natures. And
nine-tenths of the population were only too
‘glad to see something wholesome. ‘
- There was a mock fight, too, the juniors
-~ acting as gladiators, and after that Johany
Onions gave a real thrill by performing on
the tightrope. A strong wire had been
stretched across the entire arena, and
Johnny gave one of his most polished
displays.

He had lost none of his cunning since
departing from his father’s circus, and he
amazed the crowd with his many
for this sort of acrobatic work was
new to the people of Isirium.

- But the real triumph of thé morning went
to Tessa Love. ¥

quite

It was only after a great deal of persua-

~sion that she had consented to give her
Bareback riding performance. For she, too,
Had been 'in the famous Onions Circus.
frene and Co. had quickly made a suitable
costume, ‘
And one of the rative ponies proved quite
equal to the oceasion. |

full programme, for she was handicapped
by the untrained nature of her mount. But
the pony was a docile, peaceful animal, and
- she was soon on excellent terms with it.

¥y hat! This is a real circus now!”

- do wonde;rs with it.”

tricks— {

with the help of Mrs. Manners.:
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remarked Tommy Watson, as we stood look-
ing on.  *“ I'm blessed if I can understand
it, you know! Tessa hasn’t been with that
pony more than an hour, and yet she can

‘““She’s " always been like that,” said
Johnny -enthusiastically., “ In the old days,
when a new horse came to the show, Tessa
was able to break it in during the first
day. She’s got a kind of power over them,
and they'll do just whatever she demands.”

The girl came in for a great ovation after
she had finished. The emperor himselt
insisted upon her coming to the royal box,
so that she could receive his personal con-

gratulations.

And then the sports went on.

ﬁ There were plenty of events on the pro-

ramme yet—wrestling, boxing, and 80
orth. And just when everything was going
smoothly, a slave came hurrying into the
royal enclosure in an agitated manner.

¢ Anything wrong, my friend?’’ asked
Lord Dorrimore, who was nearest,

““ A man from afar is without, and would
speak urgently with the chief of thy party,
O master,” replied the slave. * The matter
is. of the utmost impoft, so 1 have
‘hastened.” -

Dorrie turned quickly to ILee.

“I think you're wanted, old man,” h.e
said, ‘“ As far as I can understand, this
fellow says there’s a man outside who

| wants to talk with the leader of our party.

That'll he you. Perhaps you'd better have
"a- word with him yourself and ge! the thing
straight.” -

Nelson Lee lost no time in leaving fue
enclosure. He had no inkling of the news
that this unknown man had brought, bul
he had an idea that it would prove
important. o _

Below, in one of the marble halis of the
Lig entrance, he found  Glabrio. The  un-
happy man was travel-stained, baggard, and
nearly on the point of exhaustion.

B e

CHAPTER ' VI.
THE WARNING. E
LABRIO looked ab

- Nelson Lee eagerly,

() and there was anima-
W] ~ tion in his expression,
in spite of the agony of mind

he suffered, and in spite of

the effects of his strenueus

journey.
“ What is it, my friend?” asked Nelson

“Thou art the chief of the
chariot?” asked Glabrio quickly.

“YT am Sscarcely that, but thy messagc
will be in no better keeping than mine,’

Naturally, Tessa was unable to give her | Lee.

great

replied Nelson Lee. * What hast thou. t¢
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impart, good frlend? But thou art looking Nelson Lee, at last.

weary and nigh unto exhaustion——*
. 1t matters not!” interrupted Glabrio.
¥ am come, my master, to warn you of a
I:ase act contemplated by Titus, the tyrant.
For it chances that I and wmy {riend,
Licinius, had met! with this rogue.”-
Nelson Lee was keen in 2 moment., Ever
since the ex-emperor had escaped, there had
been no trace of him. But here was this

countryman  eager with news—he had
brought some valuable information to the

capital.
~ *S8peak on, my friend, for thy news may
ba of even greater urgeney than thou art
.aware,” exclaimed Lece. ** Tell me, where
didst see Titus? And in what eircum-
stances 7 . @ - --

““In circumstances of the .most tragic
character,” replied the cther.
55 Glabrio, "and I live with my family in
the far country——near the mountains., And
this dog, this Titus, hath glain my brother
Julius.. Ay, slain him in cold blood, with
~ Jess compunction than a man will slay &
toad in his path!”»

Glabrio spoke with passionate feeling, and

But it was
was able

Nelson Lee tried to calm him,
* some moments before the man
to speak again.

“IWhat proof have you that this deed
was committed by Titus?” asked Lee.

‘1 have the word of my brother—*
C* But didst not say that he is slain?”?

- * Ay, slain—murderously slain!” replied
Giabrio thickly. “Bul ere he dicd my
brother imparted the mnews that ‘hath
brought me. here. For thou art in danger,
my master. 'Tis possible that thy great
-chariot will be econdemned fér ever to
remain in this valley.” | -

Nelson Lee held himself firm.

“What art saying?’ he asked quietly.

- Titus and his companions seek to close
up the great canyon,” replied Giabrio. ** 'Tis
their aim and object—and even now they
are engaged upon the great task. 1 came
with all speed, but I fear I am late—too
Iate for thece to act!”

“Thy message is indeed grave, friend
Glabrio,” said Nelson Lee. ** But ere I take
~ aetion, it would be better for thee to go
into fuller details, so that I may know the
true position.””

Glabrio lost no time in giving the facts
exactly as he knew them. He described
how he had found his dying brother with
the help of Licinius—how the unfortunate
Julins had given the warning with his dying
‘breath. And, finally, how he—Glabrio—had
‘sped through the night-and the early morn-
ing to the capital, travelling on foot the
cntire distance, without food or scarcely a
,drink. A poor man, he had been unable to
-obtain a chariot, and so much valuable time
"had been jost.

“* Thou art to he commended and thanked
for thy prompt action, Glabrio,” said

- My name

—

.tapped Lord Dorrimore on the shoulder.

F Lee!

Nelison Lee.

“* Fear not, the
emperor will cee that thy action is rewarded,
and what compensation for the death of
thy hrother can be made, shall be made.
And if there be any justice in the laws of
the gods, Titus shall be punished.”

Glabrio was led away, and taken to a
quiet chamber, where he eould rest ang
sleep. For now that his fask was accom.
plished, he was nrearly dropping with
exhaustion, i

Nelson Lee returned to the enclosure and |
He
also “drew the attention of Mr. Travers,

Earle, and Mr. Hobart Manners,

- “Just a minute, gentlemen, if you don't
mind,” said Lee quietly. |

There was something in this tone that
warned them of urgency, and they were
soon together in a quiet spot below the .
enclosure—a little marble apartment where
they had privacy. " |

- ‘““What’s the mystery, old man?” .asked
Dorrie. | - |

“ Fortunately, there is no mystery,”
replied*Nelson Lee. ** But there is need for
instant action, and I shall require you all.
In a word, Titus and his henchmen are
blocking up the canyon'” 5

“The infernal seum!> said Dorrie hotly.
“ Bloeking up the canyon?’ repeated Mr.
Earle, his voice husky with sudden cxcite-
ment. “ But-—-but this i3 dreadful, 3Ar.
If that path is blocked, there is no
way for us fo get back into the outer
world.” s _
The inventoi’s leathery face was creased
into a thousand wrinkles by reason of his
anxiety, and bhis tail, loose-jointed {framie
was fixed in an attitude of intense rigidity.
“Well, Mr. Lec warned us of this two
days ago,” put in Hobart Manners. * He
was afraid that we might be bottled up,
and he advised instant action. That is
why we were intending to leave Isirium to-
morrow. Surely it cannot be too late?”

“TH will be too late unless we take
action without a second’s delay,” replied
*In other words, we must
hurry to the Conqueror and speed off to
the mountain pass this very instant. And
it will be better, I think, to make no men-
tion of the journey to the others. We will
let the boys carry on with their innocent
amusement. They need not be informed of
this sudden e¢risis.”

““ But, they will wonder at the absence of
the Congqueror——*" began Mr. Earle, |

‘“No, I want Mr, Manners to remain
here, so that he can give some sort of an
explanation,” put in Lee. ‘ You had betier
telt then, Manners, that we have left the
city in order to make a trial run—and that.

‘indeed, is o perfectly true statement.: - For

the Conqueror needs a testing.” :
“She’ll get it, by all appearances,”’ said
Lord Dorrimore. “1It’s goin’ to be top speed
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all the time, Mr.
- Earle. If we can
~only. get to the can-
yon in time——-"

“« Well, we
waste time in
cussing: the matter
“here,” put in Leo
crisply. “We shall
have plenty of oppor-
funity for conversa-
- tion once we're on
 board. Come on,
gentlemen —  let's
- hurry - .

- Mr. Manners went

back to the arena,
and  continued to

watch the laughable

events.  The juniors
- had no  suspicions

whatever that the

gituation had become

so acute that even

Leo himself was look-

~ing haggard.

For if Titus and

won't
dis- -

S U
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his companions were _ o —
successiul, the result
would be too appal-
ling for  thought.
Imprisoned in this

It proved to be a race of endless laughter. The
chariots were by no means easy to control, and soon after
the start the race deteriorated into a kind of scramble.

valley! Shut off from

the rest of the world for ever! It was a,

- grim prospect.

e )

CHAPTER VIIL
TEN THOUSAND. TONS OF ROCK.

28 ~4 HE scene was an im-
2 pressive one, ‘
| Two thoysand feeb

above the valley fioor,
with jagged masses of rock
~on every hand. The blue sky
e _ overhead, the burning
~African sun, and the great vista of green
‘valley, stretching far away -to the distant
.mountains on the other side of the oasis.
{t was this scene that lay before the eyes
of the ex-Emperor Titus, Lars Melos and
Spurius Gallus. The three fugitives were
comparatively safe—for there was Ilittle
chance of being caught in this wild spot.
- For hours they -had been climbing—toiling
ever upwards, from crag to crag, and rock
to rock. Only the thought of their revenge
could have lent them strength and endur-
ance to stick to this task.

Lars Melos had talked of abandoning the
-¢climb on several occasions, but Titus had
constantly spurred him on. And it was all
the more remarkable, since Titus himself
;Yas fat, flabby, and in poor physical condi-

ton, :

‘But he had a will—a stern, grim deter-
Dination. And such factors can accomplish
wonders, in spite of bodily unfitness. But
Titus was exhausted now, and rest was
absolutely imperative.

hurry.

ot

“We are at the summit—and the great
canyon lies below!” panted Titus, his voice
quivering with gloating triumph. ¢ Well,
we can rest, my friends. Before we com-
nence on our next task, we will indulge our-
selves in a short sleep. ’Tis needless to
These accursed strangers will not
come hither in their chariot without our
heing fully warned.”’ . -

'This was true enough, for the main high-
way to the capital could be seen stretching
away for miles—a white ribbon amid the in-
tense greenness of the valley. The plo#ters
would be warned well in advance if the Con-
queror should come.

And so they rested—bubt Titus grimly
warned his companions that one, at least,
must keep awake. A watch was essential.

The three were crouching back in a little
rocky recess, where the sun’s rays did not
penetrate. It was fairly cool in there, and
after the gruelling climb, this rest spell was
welcome. _ - | -

From their position, they could see almost
sheer down into the canyon—for this
vantage point was just at the opening of
the deep pass. Vast masses of rock jutted
about in all directions.

Titus was asleep in two minutes, for he
had been even more exhausted than hLe
spoke of. In order to complete the task,
heavy physical work was yet entailed, and
the ex-emperor was incapable of it.

Lags Melos slept, too—Gallus being on
guard.

{ But Gallus was in little better physical
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condition than Titus himself. As chief of
the Isirium army, he had spent most of his
days in feasting, idleness and hectic living.
His appointment had been a mere farce, and
he was by no means a soldier.

Consequently, he soon slept, and it was j

not until two hours had elapsed that Melos
.~ opened his eyes, and looked round. For a
few moments he lay stili, sleepy and com-
fortable. Then he noticed his two sleeping
compaunions. And in the far distance, right
. up the valley, something was moving.
Melos took no notice at- first. But then,
suddenly, the significance of this moving
spot struck him with full force. It was
something on the main highway—something
that came ever onwards towards the moun-
tains. ‘
“ By Mars!”® ejaculated Melos. ¢ The
chariot of the stranger!’’ .
The Conqueror was coming—and coming
straight towards the mountain pass! Possi-
bly a warning had been given, and the Con-
queror was bent upon making a valiant
attempt to ezcape. - :
“ Awaken!” .ghouted Lars Melos urgently.
“ Titus—Gallus! What meaneth this? Who
sleeps while a watch should be kept? These
accursed strangers are coming in their
‘wondrous vessel,”? '

Titus awoke, and sprang to his feet.

“By all the gods of war!” he roared.
“YFools! Blunderers! Perchance we shall
be too late, and then what of our revenge?
Come! There may yet be time!’’
. “’Twas thy doing, Gallus!’’ growled Lars
" Melos. “Thou didst sleep on duty! By
Yenus! A wonderous example from such a
great soldier as thou art! What hast to
say??? |

Spurius Gallus scowled. .

‘“ Let, thy tongue be still——"’ he began.

~‘“And thine, also!”’ interrupted Titus
harshly. “ Wouldst waste time in quarrel-
ling at such a moment as this? Come, thou
turkey-cocks, and help me in this enter-
prise.” | |

They climbed round some of the crags,
and at length came within sight of a rather
curious looking contrivance. Set into the
rocks were several enormous beams—greatb
lengths of wood which had stood the test
of time for many years. And they were so
placed and so constructed that if cnormous
pressure was placed upon one of them, the
rest would act in unison—forming 2 terrific
leverage which would move thousands of
tons of rock. _

The contrivance was ingenious in the ex-
treme, and had been built for well over
fifty years—by a former emperor of Isirium.
At that period the valley had been threat-
ened by a wandering tribe of Arabs, and
cvery precaution had been taken to protect
the oasis. But the Arabs had all been killed
or captured during a great battle, and the
canyon had never been blocked.

But the machinery to accumplish this
c¢bject was still intact—crude, no doubt,
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very edge of the shecr drop stoed a vast
mass of rock—almost hovering. It had been
like this for centuries, and was perfectly
safe, But once that -leverage was brought
into operation, the mass of rock would fall,
And if this happened, there could be only "
one result. S .
The lower section of the canyon would be
utterly -and absolutely blocked. And these
beams of wood were placed in such a way
—joined together in series so cunningly—
that a mere light pressure would produce .
an effect. But would the strength of these
three men be enough to give that mass of
rock the final heave necessary to send-it
hurtling down? |

| That was the all-impoftant question. And

without the loss of a moment the precious
trio commenced heaving with all their
strength. And after the very first minute
the rocks quivered and shook,

““ Success!’’ shouted Titus thickly., ¢ The
rocks move!l’’ _

o E——re——

CHAPTER VIIL
THE SIGNAL,

i ELSON LEE was look-
. ing very worried as
he boarded the Con-

queror,
‘ Lord Dorrimore, as .ygsual,
¥ i seemed perfectly complacent
- and cheerful. In fact, the
more acute the danger, the greater his
enjoyment. He was not troubled by any
worries concerning the other members of the

ship’s party.

But both Nelson Lee and Mr. Earle felt
the great responsibility, and the possibility
of disaster concerned them deeply. They
were thintking of the young people rather
than of themselves, |

“ At all costs, we must keep the canyon
open,”’ declared Nelson Lee. ‘“We have
stayed too long in Isirium already. And
now we must rigidly set our faces against
sentimental leave-takings, and -get out into
the open at the earliest possible moment.

Dorrie nodded. -

“Just as you say, old man,” he agrecd.
“The youngsters, of course, are fairly
revellin’ in this place now—they think it's a |
picnic. But we’ve got to give ’em a rude
shock, Even Umlosi is fed up to his eye-
brows with this place. 1le hankers after
cannibals, an’ fightin’, an’ all that sort of
thing. But we’ve had some excitement.’’

“I fancy we shall have some more yet!”
said Lee grimly.

Mr. Travers Earle came hurrying along the

deck, his wrinkled face expressive of
anxiety.

“Infernal nuisance!’’ he exclaimed
fiercely. «“ A" delay, Mr. Lee! There’s @

slight defect in one of the engines—just the
confounded cussedness of things!”’
“J hope it’s not serious—--?

“ Serious—no,” interrupted the inventor.

but none the less eflicient for that, On the | “ But it makes me angry to think that we've



been standing here idle for all this time—
- and yet, when an emergency arises, a fault
must needs develop! But we shall only be
~about half an hour. The men are working

on it at top specd.”

*“It’s a pity Manners is away,” said Lee,
compressing his- lips. “ Can the men get on
without the chief Engineey?’’

-« QOh, yes—the Second is in charge!” sald
Mr. Earle,

" Lee paced up and down the deck with
nervous impatience for a few  minutes.
Dorrie watched him curiously. It- wasn’t
often the famous detective displayed such
emotion. But there was certainly every
cause. ' )

Glabrio’s news was vital.,

* And unless the eanyon was-reached with-
out unnecessary dclay, the exit to the
outer world might be blocked. And here
lay the Conqueror momentarily disabled.

- Nelson Lee suddenly turned on Mr.
Earle. : _ |
““Are we in full readiness for a long

trip?”’ he asked.

“Why, yes—most of the preliminary pre-
parations have been made.”

“Water-tanks full?”

- “To the brim.”

“Then there’s only one course for us,”

declared Lee crisply. ¢ My original inten-
tion was to dash away without a second’s
delay—for even one minute may mean the
difference between safety and disaster.
But as we are compelled fo remain here
. for half an hour, we will utilise that tlm“
to the full.”
< How?” asked Mr. Earle.
- “By giving the signal,” replied Lee.
“ Rvery membel of our company will hear
it, and will speed to the Conqueror. They
ca’.n all reach this spot within the half-hour.
Thus we shall start intact—with every
precious soul on board.”

“You mean—go for good?” asked Dorrie.
- - “1 mean go for good!” replied Nelson
Lee grimly. “We’ve had enough of this
uncertainty, and even at the expense of
offending our friend Marcus we must get
out of the valley.”

- Mr. Travers ]uarle nodded w1tn complete
approval.

““ A splendid ldea'” he declared.
about it at omnce.”

" ““There’s no question about Marcus bein’
offended,” said Dorrie. “He’s gettin’ up a
tremendous fete in honour of our depar-
ture. But 1 suppose. it’s better to miss
the fete an’ clear out before we suffer
. another kind of {fate. Hallo, there she
goes!”

The Conqueror’s powelful syren suddenly
awoke the echoes. '

There was one long, deafening hoot, so
loud and penctrating that Dorrie’s ears
felt the shock. And that call eould un-
doubtedly be heard in every corner of the
city, and far beyond the outskirts,

“I’']l see
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‘be sounded continuously.

1 forth.

It was followed by other prolonged hoots
at fixed intervals, for a period of five
minutes. And the very sound of it was
urgent and compelling. Needless to say,
th_e signal was a prearranged one.

Lvery member of the Conqueror's cowm-

‘pany knew-what that sound implied.

It was nothing more nor less than a
hurry-call—a gl‘i-m summons that must be
obeyed without the slightest question.
Days earlier, Lee had addressed the entire
yacht's complt,ment of crew and passengers.

He had warned everybody that there
might come a time when the Congqueror
would have to make a break for liberty.
If such an occasion arose, the syren wouid
And Lée had
impressed upon everyone just a single
point. No matter what part of the city
they -were in, no matter what they werc
doing, ahsent members of the company
must make a bee-line for the yacht at the
first sound of that call.

There were no half and half measures
about it. If the hootfer sounded nothing
was to stand in the way of immediale
action. Boys, girls, members of the crew
—all were alike. All had to race like the

wind for the Conqueror.
And the syren had sent forth 1ts sigual
of urgency.

B ettt

CHAPTER IX.
ANSWERING THE CALL.
eyes

Y ANDFORTH'S _eye
- sparkled. |
“An idea!” he ex-

claimed -eagerly.
“By  George! A brain-
wave!”

Church and McClure Iaolu,d
at him dubiously. They were just in the
arena, watching some of the other fellows
disporting tht.mselves in the wrestling con-

tests. Handforth had beaten his own
opponent at this sport, and was, con-
sequently, in high good humpur. But his

chums knew what his brain- -waves were like,
and they were frankly doubtful.

“An idea!” repeated Handforth firmly.
“I wonder why I didn’t think of it

before 2’

““Well, your brain must have rest some-
times, you know,” said Church. “It’s
always humming at such express speed

that there’s really no time for it to get
ideas. I shouldn’t worry about it, old
man, Everything seems to be going alonw
smoothly——"

“1 don't care about that—this sch_eme of
mine is a regular snorter,” declared Hand-
“Why shouldn’t we play a game cf
foothall 2" he added triumphantly.

““ Football?”” gasped Church.

“ Footbhall!” repeated Handforth.

“You're mad!” said McClure. * How the
dickens can we play foothall in this heat?
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Whoever

And what about the ground?
I dont

heard of football on soft sand?

eall that idea ‘a brain-wave—it’s. a mis-
fire!”

Jandiorth looked thoughtful :

+ «Well, of course, it is a bib hoL » he
admitted. “But that’s nothing. If we

can compete in running races and wrestling
matches, we can play “football. Just think
how the crowds would stare!’
“mad over Reggie Pitt’s forward work, and
my goalkeeping——->"

“But what aboub teams?”’
€hurch. <1 suppose yowll surrgcqt tlmt
Irene and Co. should play——-"

“ Not likely!” snorted Handforth. .« Girls
ean play ericket,
wouldn’'t allow

game—-"
¢ Listen!” shouted Chureh suddenly

But he’ needn’t have given this instruc-
tjon to his chums. Cléarly and distinetly”
came the sound of the Conqueror’s. syren.
It was insistent and urgent.

«That’s the Conqueror,” said Handforth.
< Testing the hooter, I suppose.”

“You fathead!” yelled “\IcCure “It’s
the signall!”

“ Swndl? Which signal?”

“ Didn’t Mr. Les warn us—-"’

-« PRy George, yes!” said Handforth with
a start. “What rot! Just when we’re in
the middle of these sports! We can’'t be
. interrupted now—not -likely! Don’t take
-any -notice!”-

"~ This advice was ignored, for Church and
= MeChure were tcﬂﬂnor very full notice. And
8o werg all the others. I came running up
with Archie Glenthorne, and at the same

it! It’s too

~-moment- Pitt and Grey and the rest of the}
. fellows abandoned their various

positions,
“It’s the signal!”’ I said gr1.n1y i Some~

~thing’s happened!”

~ “Looks like it,” agreed Pitt. “We've
got to scoot! The order is to rush to
"the Conqueror at full speed. Come on!”
“But we can’t go yet!” howled Edward
_Oswald ““What about the sports?”

~ _“Bother the sports!”.

“«Put we haven’'t decided—

« Grab him, you chaps!” nnplored Church.
¢« He'll argue like this for half an hour if
you don’t lend a hand! The ass never
seenis to realise that an order is an
order.”

Handforth was seized by Pitt and Grey
and Christine and a few others, and fcuny
- bundled out of the arema. And by the
time he reached the exterior of the amphi-

theatre, he was convinced that the ecall
- was urgent, and that it wouldn’t do to
dally.

In the enclosures, Mr. and Mrs. Manners
were, startled. And Irene and Co. were
_'qulckly collected together, and
exit wa° made. In every gquarter, in fact,
"~ the signal was being answered,

The syren continued its urgent message.

They’d go

obiected | |

but not footba.ll' I}

r T
rough a say,

'ahould go, and who shouldn’t. The arrange-
-ment was that everyone
- himself,
shortest method of reaching the land yacht.

~enough to get hold of a chariot.
last minute, Trcgellis-West and @Glenthorne
-squeezed in with us, and wec weni career-
-ing
~charioteer Lemﬂ on]y too willing to reveal
“his prowess.

- sounded.

“attack, or-something.

" objected Archie,

-at a montent’s

a hasty
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The Emperor Marcus was full of concern
when he saw what was tfaking place,
Horatius Placidus was eqgually worried,
But nothing could be done. Nothing could
induce the guests -to remain.

Mr. Manners was doubly concerned. e
was the chief engineer of the Cenqueror,
and he feared that some disaster had
happened. Moreover, he knew {that the

- vessel should be already on its way to the

canyon,
Obv ;icusly, the programme had been
altered, and -Mr. Manners was full of im-

;pamence to be on board. There was some-

“thing about that hoeting syren -that
.sounded sinister. "
Everyone acted individually., That is to

there was no confusion as to who
should act fOL

-and choose the gquickest and

fortunate
At the

Tommy Watson and I were

off through the eity streets—the

We arrived in the central sguare less
than ten .minutes after the call had
And there was the Conqueror,
fairly humming with bustle and life. She

- had shifted her position, and was ready ior

instant departure. Her baby tractors had
becen hoisted up on to their davits, her

~mzain gangway had been pulled in, and a

temporary one substituted. And members
of the crew were hurrylng to and fro mth
urgent speed.

““Well, thank goodness she’s safe'” said
Watson.- “I thought there was another
What’s the idea of
this bustle?”

““Preparing  for departure, by the look

.of it,”” I said.

¢ But dash it all, that’s abselutely ridic!”’
5 mean, the good old
emperor s preparing all sorts of priceless
festivals, and so forth. We can’t whizz off
notice, and leave the old

sparrow flat.  That sort- -of thing isn'b
done!”’

“I think it will be done to-day,” I said
grimly.

“How abnolutely shocking?V® -exclaimed
Archie. “I inean, bally bad form, and sv
forth, and all that. Good gad! These

people will positively write us down 43
poisonous outsiders!”

Archie was quite concerned, and when he
went on board he was full of anxiety for
news. Above all else, he didn’t want t0
leave Isirium -in such a manner- that tno
people. would criticise.

Unfortunately, the position was too acut®
for any strict adherence te the laws O
hospitality. Our one hope of getting back
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to the outer world was to make a dash for
the canyon,

Within the bhalf- hour the adjustments to
the .engine had been made, .and every
member of the yacht’s company was on board.

And then commenced the flight.

f;'_"‘

THE HOVERING' ROCK.
UR “departure was, in-
O sudden turn.
We were literally
no time to see the emperor
and those Isirium nobles who

CHAPTER X.
deed, a dramatically
- fleeing, and there had been
had become our friends. Nelson Lee had

left a message of goodwill, but there had

been no time for anything else. |
And now the Conqueror was well clear of

the city, rolling steadily and speedily along.

" the great paved Righway. She was travel-
ling at @ much higher speed than usual—her
- engines being called upon to give of their
utmost.

Anxiety was clearly evident in the ex-
pressions of Mr. Travers Earle and the other
gentlemen. Even Nelson Lee was unable
to conceal his deep concern. For if Titus
and his two scoundrelly companions should
have attained theu' object, the outlook was

ack.

None of the younger people had been in-
formed of the peril. But they could easily

‘guess that something extra special was in

the wind.- Otherwise, this precipitate de-
parture would never have been made.

.. “Oh, of course, Mr. Lee. know's what hes
domg, but it’'s awfully dnsappomtmg,
said Irene regretfully. ¢ We were going to
-have such a fine ¢time to-night, in  the
- palace—with dancin and music, and all
sorts of things.”

Marjorie Temple nodded glooxmly

“Just our luck!” she said. *Look here,
Renie, haven't you asked your dad any-
~ thing It’s so mysterious, this running
away—-""

« 1'_ve asked him, but. he won't tell me a
thing,"” mterrupted Irene indignantly. “He
just says that Mr. Lee thinks it advisable
to leave at once. It’s a mystery.”

“Qh, don't be silly!” put in Dorls
Berkeley. ¢ They can’'t kid me! There’'s no
mystery about this, my little innocents!

We're scooting off beceuse old Tltus is up
to mischief!”

- “Oh!
Marjorie.
X don't know it; but Im not qulte
dotty!” rephed Doris calmly. *“I'll bet a
packet of pins that old Titus is on owur

,track—probably up to some scheme to do.
That's his gamel.

the Conqueror in the eye!
He means ta bottle us up, so that we're
imprisoned in this valley for life.”

How do you know that?” asked'

Wil THE NELSON LEE Lmimm'

Fa
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-bad!

said” Ena tartly.

e e o

. Dons'” protested Irene “ What terrible
slang!” | .

“Rats!” sald Doris. *If the boys can use
slang, so can 1! I say, just imagine being
compelled to live in this valley for life!

What a prospect! Fancy becoming Mrs.

Allectus Claudius, or Mrs. Spurius Glabrio!
My only hat!”

“Don't be 50 s:l]y, Dorts!” said Irene
severely.

“Not so s:llv either,” remarked Willy

Handforth, jommg the girls. “It’s quite
possible that we shall be hemmed in. Of
course, [ shall become Prime Minister, or
something, and I expect you girls will get
married to some of the local big-wigs—-"
Willy paused, and considered.
- “Qf course, there's another posmblhty,"
he went on. “There’s no telling, but my
major might grab you, Miss Irene. And

i I'll bet anything that Archie Glenthorne

takes Miss Marjorie for his trouble and
strife! I'm blessed if I know what Ena’ll
do—be an old maid, I expect.”

“Oh, will she?”’ exclaimed Kna Hand-
forth, who had just arrived. * You little
wretch' I’ve a good mind to spank you!"’

““ Spank me?” howled Willy.

‘““Heo deserves it!"’ declared Irene, red wzth
confusion and indignation. = “Oh, it's too
Why don’t you hand him over to
'll‘ed?“ It wouldn’t take Ted long to punish
11, S

“Well, of all the nerve!” snorted Willy.
“You pretend to get indignant because Ted
swipes a chap, and now you want him to
swipe me! It only proves that all girls are
the same—selfish to the core' Hi’ Lemme
alone, sis!”’

«“T wouldn’t touch you mth a pltcht‘ork"’
“T'll giver you just one
minute to get to the other side of the
deck—and then stay there! I'll feach you
to be cheeky!”’ |

Willy went, inwardly boiling. He couldn’t
reply as he would have hked for, after all,
he was dealing with girls, and he had a few
hazy ideas of chivalry. -He marched over
to-the opposite rail, and found Fatty Little
staring gloomily back along the white road.

“Lost something?” growled Willy.

“It’s a shame!” said Fatty, in a hollow
voice. ““We were gomg to have a feast
to-night—a terrific feed in  the emperor’'s
palace—and now we’re scooting off like this
and leaving it all behind! It’s nothing more
or less than a swindle!”

“ Glutton!” said Willy tartly. < Ain’t you.
satisfied with the. grub on board? . Anybody
might think you were ha]fetarved' At
least, they might if they were blmd but ons
look at you would prove that you '‘re a dozen
sizes too large, my lad!"

Willy marched off; and joined his chums
of ghe Third, with whom he was on much .
more comfortable terms.  And by this time
the Conqueror was getting fairly close to
the mountains.



Nelson Lee reckoned that the entrance to
the pass would be reached during the next

half-hour. Already the aspect of the sur-
rounding country had changed. The wooded
sections had been left behind, and very soon
there would be nothing but desert sapd on
either "side.

And the crags Iom'ned up ahead, with the
Satrance to the pass becoming more and

more distinct. ~ Nelson Lee was scanning
the .rocky heights  through  powerful
bmo»uulars ‘, R 4
“See anythin’, old maan?” asked Lord
. Dorrimore,

“Why, yes—figures against the sky-line,”
replied Lee grimly. ¢ Thev re there, Derr:e
but everything seems mtact so far, 1 dow’ §
think—  Good heavens' It’s moving!
That enormous mass of rock is moving!”

Ig elson Lee’s voice had taken on a startled
note,.

And not mthout reason Through the
glasses he could see a gigantic mass of
rock perched in a seemingly precarious posi-
tion at the top of the Ifrowning. precipice.
" If that mass fell, the entrance to the
canyon would be undoubtedly blocked for
ever,

The mass was tremendous
obviously safe,
jm this po-sition for centuries.

in size,

Three figures

'were to be seen straining and kxerting
themselves  upon some  <rude - looking
machmery.

And the towering mass of rock was aciu-
_.1}ly tottering!

e il

 CHAPTER XL

RE ONLY CHANCE.
seconds Nelson Lee
; -grasped the truth.
. Those rocks were
balanced — and, left - un-
touched, were perfectly safe.

blew could mnot affect them.  But these
three men, apparently puny and insect-like
compared to the mountain, were able to
shift the entire ecliff-top.

It was all a matter of Iev'erage as Lee |

realised. He had no means of knowing how
this leverage had been engineered, and he
didn’t care. The one fact that filled his

mind was the certainty that the rock mass

Moreover, it would fall before | fajrly close to be within range—-

would fall,
.the Conqueror could even reach the vlumty
of the canyon.
It seemed that all hope was dead.
‘Indeed, to even -a.ttempt the passage would

‘BUY THE —

MERRY MAG>
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we mnoﬂ.

q.opmuu:

and i
since it must have remained {

1

ITHIN the ﬁrst thirty |
- the Congqueror’s own2r, as he came hurry-

The m)ghtlesb tempest that}

"a concentration he seldom attained.

‘might be possible,
chance is well worth taking.”

- of rock is finely balanced,
- { surplus towards the safety side,”
- Nelson Lee.

"to be doing something active.

-ful - artillery plece——-or

be sheer madness. For, sapposing the rocks
remained in position, they might crash down
just as the land yacht was entering the
canyon. And such a chance eould mot he
,taken.

Nelson Lee was pale
acute worry.

““Moving?” said Lord Derrimore, staring,
“Man alive, what on earth are 'you talkin’

and haggard wit-:h -

about? You must be seein’ double.” ~ ¢
“Kook for yoursel,” said Nelson ILee
- grimly,

Dorric took the glasses and gazed. And
while he was doing so Lee was thinking 'i\i]lt}l
e
after idea occurred te him, only to be .in-
stantly dismissed. It seemed as though no
power on -earth could avert this disaster,

. And yebt Nelson Lee was striving to find a

Not until it was tgo late would he,

6 It
the

solution.

finally admit defeat.

“I wonder?” he murmured - keenly.
and yef——  Yes,

“By the Lord Harry!”’ ejaculated Dorrie,
as he lowered his glasses. ¢ Those men are.
shiftin’ the entire ecliff-top! But it’s im-
possible, Lee—they couldn’t do it!”

“They are doing it}’

«« Absoluteiy—but - how?? demanded his

lordship. ~“In the name of all that's
- amazing, how? --That chuak of rock must
weigh thousanis an’ $housands of tOR&'
It's a human impossibility ) (=

“Not when you realise that that mass
with a slight
replied
““And with adequate leverage,

‘the +thing becomes a mere matter of
energy.” _ ‘
“Mr. Lee! Have yvoa seen?”’ demanded

ing up “There are men up on the cliti-
top— |
“Yes, Mr. Earle, and there is only one

possible way eof frustrating this attempt
to bettle us up. 1t is a chance in a thou-
sand, but we must take it. Dorrie, will
you get half a dogen men, and speed off

ahead in ome of the tracto_rs?”_

“T'm game for anythin’,”” replied Dorrie
promptly. _
“Then go—and don’t waste a moment,’’
went on Lec crisply. ‘“Take rifles wmh
you, and se2 if you can pick off those curs

on the mountain-top. You will have to. go

“Leave it to me,” said Dorrie.

He was off in a moment, glad enough
In the
meantime, Nelson Lee had given orders of
another character. Phe land yacht was at
a standstill, and half-a-dozen men were

busily uncovermg &:big object in the bows,

It was soon revealed as a gun—a pcwer-
rather, a small
naval-type gun. The weapon was capable
of firing a shell over a wide range, and had



been provided by the builder for any emer-
gency.

The present range—from thLe Concueror
to the canyon entrance—was so short as
to make a direct hit a veritable certainty.
And Lee himself was at the levers, finding
the exact range.

In the meantime, the light tractor had
sped away, and all the men with Dorrie
were practised . sharpshooters. At any
moment Lee expected to see that mass of

rock fall—a signal that his efforts were
to0o late. '
‘But still it proved obstinate, and still

the plotters worked with all the strength
of their muscle and sinew. For the Con-
queror was within full sight, and Titus
could sce ms scheme on the point of
failure. .

As for the rest of us,
with intense, acute interest.
fellows knew exactly what the sclhieme was,
and there were naturvally all sorts of Crltl-
cisms. -

~“It’'s madness!”
anxiously. ‘ Surely. they’re not gomg to
fire a shell at the cliff-top?”

“ Looks like it,” said Pitt.

we were watching

“Bup il wipe those three men out—

it'll kill them on the instant———"

“ Don’t they deserve it?” demanded Hand-

forth grufily.
- “Yes, I know—but what about the cliff?»
demanded Grey. ‘ Aa explosion like that
will simply bring those rocks down in thou-
- sands of tons——-—and if that won't block the
canyon, what will?” -

“Yes, it seems a bit ot a dotty idea,”
agreed Handforth dubiously. ‘“An explo-
sion of that sort will shake the cliff to its
foundations, and might even cause a
general collapse a2

““ You nevdn’t be so critical,” I etclaimed
““Surely, you can trust the guv'nor not to
do anything rash? Leave it to him, and
he’ll find the best way cut of this trouble 2

$“Yes—if there is a way,” said Tommy

Watson.

Nelson Lee’s plan was not clear to us all—
but, as I had pointed out, he could be
relied upon tc keen - his head. It was not
like the guv’'nor to go into anything rashly
or impulsively.

As a matter of fact, the gun was trained
on the opening of the pass, and it was
Nelson Lee’s plan te shatter the great mass
of rock if it should chance to fall. It was
‘a desperate scheme--but the need was
desperate, ‘ .

CHAPTER XII.

THE BULL'S-EYE.
ORD DORRIMORE
grunted. . :
“Not much good,”

.. he said briefly.
“Doesn’t look like it, sir,”
agreed one.of the. men.
“We're quxte out of- range
bere, and it'll mean a stiff cllmb if we're

None of the |

muttered Jack Grey |

\
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For the conqueror, on clearing
these boulders, ‘would mnecessarily
heave and roll to a dangerous extent. .

breech of the gun.

to get up these rocks. Why, it’ll take us
hours.”
“That's what I'm thinkin’!”
lordship grufily.
The small tractor had reached a

said his

spot

.{ where the rocks rose up almost sheer. But

the sharp-shooting party had taken good
care to go well clear of the canyon mouth,
For Nelson Lee had warned Dorne to keep
away from that direction. At any moment
the mass of rock might fall.

The snipers had lost sight of their quarry,
owing to the frowning cl:ﬁs But, some-

'where far above, Pitus and his twc com-

panions were working desperately at the
crudely constructeld levecs.

Even. if they. bad been within sight, .- the
snipers  would have done little, fer the
range was too great. The only chance, if
seemed, was to climb the mountfain itself.

This was not such a difficult proposi-
tion, for the rocks were not sheer, but
steeplv sloping. - And there were crevices by
the thousand, in which the climbers could
rest thetr ﬁngers and feet.

But it would necessarily be a Iong job.

In the meantime, Nelson Lee was af the
Hic eye was trained on
the target, and never for a second did he
relax his vigilance. Onre pull at the cord
would send a shell screaming over the in-
tervening space. And if that shell was to
be in any way useful, it must score a divect
hit. So Lee could not afford to be careless.

It was a tense, anxious ordeal.



It scemed that the rock would never go. |

It was possible,
his men had made & miscalculation. Per-
haps they would never be able to shift
that enormous mass. It looked dangerous,
but this may bave been merely an illusion.

However, nothing eould be left to chance.

¢ Why ean’t something be done?” growled
Bob Christine. ‘“Why don’t we meve on,
and make a dash for it? By this time
we could have entered the pass, and the
danger would have been behind us!”

“That’s true enough,” admitted Yorke.

“T'm blessed if I can understand why we |

should stick here like this!”
_Fatheads !> said Hamndforth tartly.
¢ Eh??
said Handferth, with

¢« Fdiots ! 8COrn.

‘“What’s the goed of us going forward at |

a time like this? You kroew what fate is!
H we stard still, tbat rock won’t shift an

inech—but if we make a dush into the can- |

yon, we shall be biffed in about two ticks
by a million tons of granite! That's just
the luek of things.”

<¢This is no time to be fusny ! said Chris-
tine coldly.
“““Funny?” howled Handforth. “ Who’s
funny? 1 say it's a mad idea to move
from this spot—and if any of you fellows
dizsagree -with me, it won’t take me long
to hand out a few bifis! Well?” '
- “Steady, old man,” vhispered Church.
““No need to make such a noise now, Mr.
L.ce- mustn’t be disturbed—— Hallo!
mass- of rock seems to be tottering a bit
more! It’s awful, the way it moves, and
yet .don’t fall!
and done with??’,

41 think it would he befter if we let '

the rotters do their worst,” sail McClure.

«“T'm not worrying, anyhow.

here we're certain of safety,
‘Handforth sniffed.

**THat's “all you eare about—safety!” he .

said scornfully. “My hat! This is the first
time I knew you were a funk! If I was
in  command of this ship, we’d be making
a terrific dash through the canyon by this
time!
ness to stay here!”

Reggie Pitt couldn’t help grinning.

“TFThen we're mad, in any case,” he re-
marked drily. “ A minute ago you suaid
we should be mad if we moved—so you ean’t
have it both ways. But we know you, old
son—and forgive you freely.”

“You—you forgive me?” hooted Hand-
forth.
“Without a stain on your -character,”

said Reggie.

“You—you t‘ott chump 22
forth.  What have I to be forgiven for?>?

“There are so many things that I can’t
waste time in naminz them all,” replied
Pitt. My goodness, we don’t want to start
any arguments, do we? The tronble with
you, Handy, is that—"* :

‘’Look 2 gasped Church qbruptly “11’s
gomo'”

indeed, that Titus and |

- space!

That |

Why don’t they get it over

And by staying |
at all events.”

It’s nothinz more »r less than mad- |}

roared Hand- |

i< Ohsﬂ

Everybody held their bhreath. Without
any question, that enormouns eliffi-top was
really and truly toppling; teppling into
Thousands of tons ©f roek, in one
solid mass, was heaving slowly and deliber-
ately into space, where it eould shoot down
'};o tlhe canyon entrange, and block it hope-
€5siy

““That,” exclaimed  Arehie Glenthorne,
“has somewhat marred the old prospect. 1
-mean to say, Isirium for the rest of our
days, what?”?

Nobody took uny netiee—for the whole
thing happened while Archie was in the
midst of his remark. The eliff-top detached
:;t:}a]elf from the rest of the. mountain, ang
- fe

Crash!

The Conqueror shook frem qtem to stern
as the gun belched ferth a blinding mass
of smoke and flime. At the sime time
there was a veritable shriek as the shell
ileft the muzzle and sped forward on its
“deadly mission.

Watching, we hardly had time to know
~what happened.

But from the centre of the great canyon

fcame a blinding flash—an .appalling roar—

and fragments of rock were hurled in every
direction by the millien. Ard Nelson Lee
took a deep breath.

“ A bull’s-eye, Manners,” he said quietly.

‘““ By gad, sir, you’re right!” gasped the
chief enrrm:.er

1

o)

because of
accuracy of
and
the

THE WAY TO LIBERTY.
IT was a wonderful piece
. Wonderful,
: the dead
wonderful because of
result that was wrought.
been hit - fairly and squarely by the ]110]1--
explosive shell. 'Thus, the full shock of the
mass of rock. The eanyon’s sides were
scarcely affected. There were thus no
And -the enormous mass that was to have
blocked the entrance was shattered to a
the ground. And the thousands of tons of-
‘debris were scattered over a wide area.
 forth breathlessly.
‘“By jingo!* I breathed. * That’s "‘bO'If
‘seen. T didn’t know the guv'nor was sueh
a wonderful marksman! Den’t you under-

|  CHAPTER XTI
of work.
Nclson Tee’s timing,
hat mass of rock, falling in mid-air, had
bursting shell was borne by the detached
further falls of rock.
myriad fragments before it even reached
“ What—what’s happered?” asked Hand-
| the simartest ; piece of gunnery I've ever
stand, you chaps? The obstruction was
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shattered

even before it reached the
ground!” |
“Yes, but—but—>»
‘“Instead of falling in. one ohunk it

arrwed in millions of bits,” I pointed out.
““ So it’s more than posszble that we shall
be able to get through, after all. Let’s
give the guv'nor a cheer.”

f Hurrah!”

““ That was wonderful sn‘"’

** You needn’t start cheermg yet, boys,”
called Nelson Lee grimly. “I hOpe we shall
be able to get through, but we’re not cer-
tain, ILet’s postpone cheermfr until we're
quite «clear of the danger.”

.-Handforth nodded. -
¥ That's what I say,”” he remarked.
“ Huh! All this fuss over nothing! I'll
admit that hit was pretty smart but it
wasn't _even necessary. ”

“ How wasn't it?” asked Church, staring.

“ My dear, pitiful ass, must < explam?"
asked Edward Oswald mthenngly “It's
a good Yhing I've got a brain in my head,
mstead of a piece of wet sponge!”

‘“ Wet sponge!™ roared ,Church indig-
aantly.
““ Somebhing like that,” said Handy.

‘“ Don’t you understand that the explosion
would have been just as eﬂt‘ectwe if Mr. Lee
‘had fired afterwards?”

‘““ Afterwards?” rereated Pitt curiously.

“Of course!” went on Handforth. “ Why
didn’t he wait until the rock fell, and then
biff it to pieces with a few well-placed
shells?”

“ Beho answers why,” sald Reggie Pitt.
““1 mean, I can think of about ten reasons
why Mr. Lee shouldn’t have done it—hut
one will do. Don’t you understand, my
"~ dear fathead, that a shell exploding in that
canyon would probably bring the whole
cahoodle down in a hopeless mass?”

Handforth looked blank.

‘““By George! I'd forgotten that!”
-admitted. - AL least, 1 hadn’t actually
forgotten it,”” he added hastily. *‘*And I
don't helieve that the canyon would bust
up, either!”

He continued the argument, mtendmg to
ba in the right. For under no circum-
stances would Edward Oswald admit himself
wrong. PBut as nobody paid the slightest
attention to him, it didr’t matter.

In the meantime, Lord Dorrimore and his
men were on the level ground again. They
had only climbed a short distance when
that shattering explosion came, proving
that their .own work was unnecessary.

Titus and Gallus and Melos were nowhere
to be seen. They had not been hurt by the
explosion, for the bursting shell had struck
the f‘l]lmgr rock midway from the canyon
top to the ground.

And the three  desperate fugitives had
made themselves scarce. They knew aill the
secrets of these cliffs, having lived in the
valley throughout their lives So it was
uscless to attempt a search,

he

{

| Reggie Pitt.
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““They’'re done for, anyway,” declared
Dorrie. “ There isn’t time for them to get
up to any other mischief. We'd better
shoot back to the ship, an’ then we’'ll get
a move on.” .

This was Nelson Lee’s own demsnon

When the small tractor had reached the
Conqueror, everybody was full of bustle and
rush. The tractor was quickly hoisted on to
the davits, and the great land yacht wa3
got into motion.

‘“ We cannot afford to waste a second o
declared :Nelson Lee grimly. ‘‘Those scoun-
drels have probably gone farther along the
pass in order to prepare rocks for hurling

down. -Our only hope is to get out at once
——bgfore such preparations can be fully
made.”

‘““But supposin’ the way i3 blocked?”

asked Dorrie.

““In that case we shall remain here » gaid
T.ee. ““But I have a shrewd idea that our
plan has succeeded.”

The Conqueror proceeded cautiously,
everybody being on deck, watching closely
and with intent eagermeSs. Even the girls
were just as interested as the d]umore And
a general excitement prevailed.

“In one way, I'm sorry to leave,” said
‘“ We've had some good sport

here, and there’'s not much prospect of

excitement, once we get out into the desert

again, Still, I'm satisfied.”

‘““ Same here.” agreed Jack Grey. “If any
chap wants more excitement than we've -
had he’s a glutton!”

‘““ What rot!” snorted Fatly Little, who

had caught the last word as he pasqed by.
i haven't eaten a thing since breakfast!

As a faatter of fact. I’m starnng’ Why
can’'t we have lunch?”’
“ Who's talking about lunch?” growled

“And I wasn’'t talking about

food, either! It only shows what channels

your mind runs in, you greedy rotter! If

you're hungry, why don’t you dive below

and get hold of the steward?” -
Fatty Little sniffed.

“ Think I haven’t tried that?”. he asked
disdainfully. *“I can’t even find the chap,
and the pantry’s locked! If this goes on
much longer, I shall simply fads away to a
shadow.”

“ What aboub heaving him overboard?”
demanded Handforth. “We ought to go
about ten miles an hour faster if we get
rid of this lump!*”

Fatty Little moved oﬂ’ ‘haatlly. not
hecause he feared being hurled overboard,
but because he caught czwht of an under-
steward with a tray. Such a spectacle, to
batlv Little, was a certain magnet.

The canyon mouth was re’tched and then
all fears were aft rest. For even 2 swift
serutiny satisfied Nelson Lee and Mr. Earle
that the Conqueror couid negotiate the pass
and escape from the wvalley.

Jack Grey.
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CHAPTER X1V,

" FARBWELL TO ISIRIUM.
HE Congueror was at a
standstill,
Just ahead the way
was strewn with
massive boulders and tons of
rough rocks. By slow pro-

gress, it would be possible for the land
yacht to elimb over these obstructions and
reach the smooth way bevond.

- But Dbefore essaying the task,
- adjustments were necessary.
objects on deek had to be lashed down, the
masts had to be shortened, and the wireless
unshipped.

For the Conqueror, in clearing these boul-
ders, would ‘necessarily heave and roll to a
danfrelous extent. And it would never do
to enter upon such an  enterprise
ulprepared.

The men were hard at work in a dozen
“plaees.

a few

- remain out of the way.
- *"Hallo! Look what’s coming!” exc]almpd
Grey suddenly.
‘He pointed down into the great valley.
- And sure encugh, a number of chariots
were approaching at the gallop. They had
Jeft the paved highway, and were ploughing
.ﬂCPO‘SS the loose sands. -
And when the chariots finally drew up, it

could be seen that the horses were almost |
glory!”? panued Mr. Karle, dropping to his
“knees beside the fallen detective.
Dorrie—help me to hft him!

on the peint of dropping with exhaustion.

_ Uhey had been driven hard, and the final
spurt had alinost proved too much.

- - The neweomers were the Emperor Marcus

; and his nebles,

Old TFlavius Placidus, and his son

g%, were two of the first to mount
the Congqueror’s gangway. There were

several others, too, and all were looking

anxious and concerned.

** What now?” shouted Plaeidus,
hoisterous way.
| in this abrupt fashion, good {riends?
Nay, but ’tis a. poor way of retmnmg our
hospitality

“Thou art nnaware of the c:rcumsuancen
egeod Horatius, or thou weuldst not
tkms,” exclaimed Nelson Lee, also in Latin.
“We fled from the e¢ity because news of
grave import had come to our ears. Titus,
the traitor,
yon, so that we should be mmprisoned.”

‘* By Mars! Has that serpent not finished
vet?? exelaimed Alarcus angrily.  ““ When
e is captured he witl be shown no mercy!
“Forture will ke his fate—ay, and torture
jor his fou! companions!”

“'Pis all they deserve, but I trust thou
wilt reconsider thy decision,” said Nelson
Lee gravely. ¢ Torture, good Mareus, is
rot looked upon with favour in the great
outer world. Spare these men thy wrath,
. and if thou must kill—kill mercifully.”

“A aquaint way of thinking, indeed,”
growled Marcus. “1 cannot agree to thy

in

Various § .
- sensible enough to realise that thelr guests

- The' juniors and the girls were |
hardly noticed—and they took good care to

bpﬂak 4
L number of other

L

. 4

'request

" that we should be different.

 not return to the capital,

Canda

' Earle on the other.

' from the
Nelson Lee
- crashed

- What on earth

others
had sought to shatter the can- |

-about with bandages an’ waters!

- crouched

syt tete

my good friend. We have oqp
ways in Isirium, and thou hast thine in the
big world bkyond *Fis better, perhaps,
But talk not
of these subjects—they offerd me. Wilg
so that thy
send-off can be adeguate??

Nelson Lee pointed ount as drplo*nauesllw
as possible that it would be most unwisc

to return. Indeed, he plainly hinfed to
" Marcus that his wery presence was a
- hindranee. '

And the emperor and his cortege were

were deternﬁmed on immediate departu @,
They made us all a ceremonious farewell,
and then tock their departure from the
Congueror, rciurning te their chariots.
Nelson Lee stocd by the- rail, with Lord
Dorrimore on one side, and Mr. Travers
This was probably
the last time they would ever set eyes on
Isirium or its people, arnd the moment
was impressive. _

And then—whiz!

Something came shooting throu"h the air
roeks, comparatively near Dby.
was struek forcibly, and he
to the deck ~without a groan.
indeed, knew mothing of it until

he

Dorrie,

it was over.

‘“Good heavens !-" gasped.  “ Lee!

was thrown—a javelin,

““ Something bv
‘““ Quick,
I—I believe
he’s done for!”
“It ean’t be!” breathed Dorrie huskily.
But Nelson Lece was silent, and blood
was flowing freely from his head. And
there, on the deek, ly an wugly-looking,
short-handled threwing-spear—a  silent in-

his dication of the disaster.
‘“ Thinkest. thon of leaving }|

Nobody thought of finding out who had
committed th:s foul deed For several
minutes there was nothing but acute eon-

fusion. For most eof wus bad scen the
guv’nor fall. | |
I rushed up, pale and shaken, and a

juniers came bounding
and the
Even  the
crowded

after me. Derrie, Mr, Manners,
were cqgually alarmed.

crew forgot their duties, and

eround.
L . @ Xor

Heaven’s sake, stand clear!”
“We must get him below
An’ somebody hustic
-1 hope .

shouted Dorrie.
—he’s badly hit!
to goodness he hasn’t been—>

Dorrie didn’t finish what he was aboutb
to say, and Nelson Lee’s unconscious forin
was quiekly ecarried below. Most of the
fellows believed that he was dead, and
utter consternition rexgned,

And while this was going on, three figures
against. the recks to the side of
the pass, within a few yards of the Con-
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indeed.
the
‘Melos, and Spurius Gallus.

And those three
ex-Emperor Titus, Lars

‘queror’s side,
figures were

By means known only to themselves,
they had got down from the summit, and
were seeking refuge among the crags—in
a kind of recess. But they could proceed
no further, for to emerge from this hiding-
place would mean discovery. And in a
moment of hatred, Titus had hurled the
javelin.
dNow he was imbued with another great
idea.

The decks of the Conqueror were con-
fused—nobody was looking in this diree-
tion. And there, quite near by, was the
open gangway, leading into the heart of
- the vessel. It was more than possible that
an. entry could be made without anybody
being the wiser.

<« Come!” hissed Titus huskily. “We go
within this great chariot!”

“Art mad?” gasped Melos huskily. “’Twill
be -death—

““ Possibly so—but not torture,” replied
Titus grimly.

He acted purely on impulse, and his com. |

panions were foo much under his influence
to lag behind. In one rush they reached.
the great doorway of the Conqueror’s side,
sped up the short gangway, and were
within the vessel!

and
trio

CHAPTER XV.
THE LUST FOR VENGEANCE.
SECOND later,
the ~ infamous
might have
- seen as they
scurried through the Open-
ing. It was pure Iluck that
enabled them to get on
board so easily—luck, coupled with the
all-important fact that everybody on deck
was engaged.

At all events, Titus and his henchmen
were on board. ‘

They found themselves in the entrance
passage. A doorway loomed open, and they
sped through. They were in a passage
beyond, and from this they quickiy made
their way to a little room which stood
empbty. It was, indeed, a store-room—one
which had been exhausted of its contents,
and was, naturally, now disused.

Titus closed the door, and darkness
resulted.. _

«'Ti8 luck!” he panted. We are safe,
my friends—for the wmoment we have
naught to fear. None know that we came
on board.”

Lars Melos breathed hard |

“'Twas madness itself to come!” he said
harshly. ¢ What faces us now but death
and torture? ’Tis too late to get away.
By all the gods of war! This is indeed the
maddest thing thou hast ever done, Titus!”

Y

- Torn to

been |

g -
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“Ay, surely!” said the other.
“Mad?” snarled the ex-emperor. ¢ Think

you I am to be deprived of my vengeance?
If it brings death itself, 1 am determined
to make these accursed strangers suffer!
Thou canst talk and grumble, my fne
friends! But the die is cast, and we can-
not retract!”

But his companions were by no meaans
satisfied.

“Had we remained, ’twas even possible
we might have eluded all pursuit,” saud
Melos. “ Buft now ’tis useless. I blame
thee not, Titus, but I blame myself. 'Twas
the act of a fool for me to follow.”

“And thou art a fool, too, Gallus?”
sneered Titus. | |

“Ay! Madness itself did overtake me!”
growled Spurius Gallus.

Titus laughed with a harsh note.

“It seemeth thou art both witless!” he
snorted. *““Long have I suspected that
truth, but never before has it been so aptly
demonstrated. What remained for us in
the valley? What fate was ours, think
you? Naught but capture—and death!”

“That is true, without doubt,” agreed
Melos. g

“Ay, and torture likewise!” went on
Titus, “Were we to fall into the Hands
of this cub, Marcus, our fate would be
even worse than our wits can imagine.
shreds by lions, burnt at the
stake-—~ perchance, #omething even more .
foul than either of these.”

His companions were silenf. ' -

“Thy brains are beginning to work again,
eh?” went on Titus sneeringly. ¢ Sooner-.
or later, my friends, capture would have:™
been our lot. But here we are compara-
tively secure. We have naught to fear
from these strangers from the outer
world.”

“Why thinkest thou that?” asked Melos,
with a touch of eagerness in his voice: .

“ Why?» repeated the other. “By" Mer-
cury! Have we not had proof? "Did not
these fools protest against the pleasures of
the arena? ’Tis their creed to look upon
torture with horror. And so, even if we
are discovered and imprisoned, our fate

F would be easy.” .

“'Twill be death—no less!” said Gallus -

huskily.
- “Even that I doubt,” rephed Txtua
«“But if death comes it will be swift—

merciful. And we people of Isirium, who
know death in so many other forms, should
be content with such a prospect. But, ag
I have said, ’tis more like that we shall
even escape death. Perchance, we shall
get beyond into the great outer world and
fulfil an oft-desired wish.”

The other two men were getting ‘mote
and more easy in mind. And there was a
great deal of fruth in what Titus had
said. By remaining in the valley they were
doomed to a death by violence,



- themselyes away,:

~aware thab Nelson -Lee had fallen.

staying on board the Ccnqueror,

But by
and remaining hldden, they had an excel-

lent chance of escaping the homb]e fate

“which was undoubtedly their due. Even
- in these desperate mrcumstances, Tltus Wab
still as wily and cunning as ever, \

“ And there is one thing lhou hast gn?en
~ no thought to,” went on the ex-emperor,
‘his voice quivering. “What of our re-
venge? What of our sworn decision tlo
make -these dogs suffer?”. . '

“*Tis too late to talk thus—"

“Nay, good Gallus—not too late!” inter-
rupted Titus. “Our plan failed, but only
because of these wondrous mech_amsms that
seemeth to spring-to life when the fancy
taketh their owners. -‘But our -time will
come!
e was struck by my javelin.” -

And so -they went on- talkmg-—-MeIos and
~ QGallus only too pleased to have this:breath-
ing spell,
low. But Titus was  different. His fears
- were completely consumed by hlS lust.-for

revenge. His one idea in:eoming: on board

was to be near, so that  these strangels
should not escape.-

And nobedy on the Conqueror ‘knew!

Just that minute of confusion, and the
scoundrels were on board. And now “they

were securely below, skulking in a store

room which was disused, and not lxkely to‘
- be visited durmg the entire trip. e

So the chances were that the three would
be undetecte«}—-—unless they dehberatfely gave

-#7 Even the . new- emperor ’\Idrcus, knew
“nothing. He and his nobles were not even
- They
went on their way in their. chariots, return-
img to the wonderful city of marble halls
and imposing colonnades. They were re-
wurning to their capital, leaving us to
- emerge from the canyon~ into the outer
 desert. :

" We believed that our associations with
Isirium and all its inhabitants were at an

| eud: But were they?

CHAPTER XVI.
THROUGH THE CANYON.

yELL, Dorrie?” 1
asked breathlessly.
For fully ten

minutes I had been
standing near the dcor of
7 Nelson Lee’s state-room. The
R guv’nor himself was lying on
the bed quiet and still. Round him were
.<r.1thered Lord Dorrimore, Mr. and Mrs.
Manners, and Sir Edward Handforth. -
Sir Crawford Grey and Mr. Pitt and 1
were waiting, nearly distracted with anxiety.
And I blurted out ny question tensely as
Lord Dorrimore- turned, a finger to his lips.
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Perchance, one man is already dead _

and fearful -for. what might .. ] ik thankfulness.

-would be up on deck withih an hour.

' general satisfaction of my audience.

“It’s all right!”’ he whispered. < It’s not
so bad as we first thought—an infernally
nasty knock, but I think he’ll be all rlghu
soon. Thats one benefit of havin’ a thick
skulj!*

“He’s—he’s not dying?”’ I asked qulckly

“Dyin’?”? repeated Dorrie. ¢ Good gad,
no! A couple of inches lower, an’ it mlghb
have been all up. But the javelin caufrht
himm a glancin’ blow across the temple, an’
although the scalp wound is an ugly one,
there’s nothin’ grave about it. He ought
to recover consciousness any minute.”

“Thank Heaven!” 1 said fervently.

“He’s already recovered, thanks, Dorrie,”
came Nelson Lee’s voice from the bed.
“What’s all the excitement about? It's
only a slight knock!”

1 rushed to the bed, and looked at the
guv'nor with eager anxxety, intermingled
He was bandaged up,
but there was & smile on his face. .

“Oh, guv'nor, I thought they’d gob you!”
I said husklly

“That’s not the pomt young ’um,” said
Lee. ‘““Have you got them?” |

“Them?’’ I repeated vaguely.

““The kindly gentleman who presented me
with this trade-mark,’” replied Nelson Lee
calmly. “I suspect that our old frlend

. Titus knows something about it.”

., “As far as I know, nobody knows where the _
qpear came from, or who threw it,” said sir
Edward. “But 1 shall make it my business
-to find out, Mr. Lee. Leave it in my hands,
and there’s no doubt that the miscreant will
be captured, and made to pay the penalty!”
* “That is very nice of you, Sir Edward,”
murmured Lee. ' :

I was more than delighted'to see the :
guv’nor so cheerful, and I suspected thaltt he
is
always so easy to form a wrong impression
when a man is struck down, senseless and
bleeding.

During those first tense moments I had
‘thought that Nelson Lee was fatally hit.
But the bleeding, as we had seen, proved to
be deceptive. The wound was a mere gash

,on the scalp, with the skill bruised below.

Unconsciousness had only been brief.

1 hastened out of the cabin, joyful and
jubilant. Our other troub]es seemed insigni-
ficant now that the guv'nor was safe. Just
at the top of the staircase I ran into Hand-
forth and Co., and a crowd of other fellows.

““ There you are! I knew it!” said Hand-
forth gloomily. ¢ He’s dead! Didn’t T say
that poor old Mr. Lee was dead? 3But I'm
blessed if I can understand why this rotter’s
smiling!” he said fiercely.

“I’'m smiling because the guv’ nors safe”’
I replied. '
L3 q'lfe?” .
“He’s recovered consciousness, and the
wound isn't at all serious,” I said to the
“Just
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= scalp wound, and I bet we shall see the
guv’nor on deck before long.”
" “Hurrah!”
“Well, I'in jiggered!” snortecd Handforth.
“Jt’s a swindle!”’
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Did you want Mr. Lee to die, then?” de- "';‘”‘", 0

manded Pitt.

“Well, not exactly, but why the dickens
does he fall over like that, if he isn't really
hurt?” growled Handforth. < Of course, I
knew he was only just knocked a bit side-
ways. I've been telling everybody that Mr.
Lee was safe—-" | | -7

““ Oh, rather!” agreed Church. < Safe for
“the next world, according to your state-
ments. But let’s forget it. Everything’s all
serene, so we can be jolly thankful that
all ends well.” .

. ¢ Yes, but what about some lunch?” asked
¥atty Little plaintively.

His appetite was not decreasing, and still Haili

there was no prospect of food. Indeed, Fatty

Liftle was about the only person on board s

who thought akout eating.

One excitement had followed the other so
swiftly that there was really no time for
such trivialities..

time could be lost,
for there was always
the chance that
more trickery would
be attempted. —
. For, of course, no-
. body knew that the
tricksters were on
board. The auda-
%y of it was rather
startling—and yeb
the soundness of

And even now there was JIRGRHHE
the canyon {0 he eonquered. And no further (& |

Titus’ reasoning was
perfectly under-.
standable. |
The . Conqueror
commenced her jour-

Can [you find the most appropriate wording out of the
story to go underneath this sketch? See cover page iii
particulars of a new and fascinating competition.

for :

ney. : '
- Slowly, laboriously, she mounted the rough
"masses of rock, and climbed over them
steadily, with a purposeful movement that
could not be mistaken. Foot by foot, and
yard by yard, she progressed.

Mr. Earle himself was at the wheel, and
under his expert guidance the wonderful
land yacht cleared the great obstruction.
The littered mass of rock was finally left
behind. But more than once the Congueror
had tilted alarmingly, apparently on the
peint of capsizing. -

But now tha peril was past, and all the

- machinations of Titus and his Thench-
men had been in vain. Thé journey
through the canyon  was interesting,
but scarcely exciting; for, d4lthough a

strict, careful watch was kept, no sign of a
human being was seen.

“Let’s hope they’'ve given up the idea,”

said Mr. Manners, as he stood on the bridge.
“QOnly a short distance more now, anyhow,
and then we shall be on the desert.” |
“] won’t be sorry to see it!” growled th
inventor. “ By glory, this valley may be
wonderful, but it has its drawbacks. L.
don’t object to a strenuous life as a Tule,
but the past week has been rather too hectic
for my complete comfort.” e e el
“Yes, it’ll be a relief to see the desert,’” -
agreed Mr. Manners; “and I'm particularly

‘pleased, because we've managed to bring all

the young people out in perfect safety——"
“Hurrah! We’re through!”
A shout rang out from many of the juniors.
For the great cleft in the mountain bhad

been safely mnegotiated, and the open deserf -
beyond could now be seen. And I think we
all heaved a sigh of complete relief when the
Conqueror plunged out from the semi-dark-

-ness into the full glare of the Sahara sun.
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CHAPTER XVII.
NORTHWARD HO!
s (¢ URRAH!"

“The good old
desert, whait ?*

said Archie Glen-

thorne. “I mean, here we

old sand again., I'l admi}
.mese Isirium chappies are dashed interest-
mg. but give me the Sahara!”

“You're welcome to it!” growled Fatty.'

“Give me some grub!”

“This chap’s like a gramophone!” snorted
Handforth. * Every time he talks, he dithers
. about gruk' It’s aboul the only werd he
S
‘but do 1. make a fuss?”
- “You haven't got an appetite like mine,”
sald Fatty Little plaintively.
oo “Haven't 19 snorted Handforth.
come to. think of it, I'm starving! Some-
"~ ‘body ought to be spoken to! 1It's a bit
thick, leaving us without any food all these
hours, What about lunch? I've never heard
of such rank carelessness!’’

“X theughb you never grumbled?” grmned
Church.

*I'm not grumbling!” roared Handforth.

,“Im just saymv that lunch ought to ‘be

ready—-—""
- Clang! Clang!
“ Great bloaters!
Fatty frantically..
He scudded along the deck with the most
amazing agility, and shot below with such
speed that. he nearly caunsed a riot on the
staircase. - And most of the other juniors
- .were almost -as eager to get info the dining-

‘The gong!” shouted

> saloon—where the air was deliciously cooled.

The Conqueror was rolling steadily on over
the desert.

The mountains were being left behmd and‘

the remarkable .country of Isirium was a
mere memory. We had left the valley
hurriedly, precipitately, but we were, at least,
safe. Anpd we all felt that we were prettv
; lucky

“And fthere was a kind of reactlon, too.

Nelson Lee appeared on deck after lunch,
bound up, pale of face, but quite cheerful.
. "He reclined in a deck-chair, and it was sur-
prising how many others 1ndulaed in the same
pwastlme

Even Um.om had no life in him, and he
was longing to get back to somethmg more
strenuous. - And
. badly in Ismum He had been in several
- fights, and had acquitted himself well.
.. But the reaction, as I stated, was very
- obvious,
. Now that the excitement was over, and we
: were quite safe, everybody wanted to take
" things easily. Coniequently, the Congueror
was a very quiet ship, indeed, for two days
~ following our departure from Isirium,

But by the ‘end of this time the juniors
were just beginning to wake up again,
. Some, . indeed, were beginning to grumble
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any remote outpost of civi

are, whizzing about over the

matter of fact, I'm hungry,‘

“Now I

yet he hadn’t done so

' panions.

about the inactivity and lack of excitement, .
Thiey were not likely to get much of the
latter, for we were northward bound, and it
would be three or four da{'s before we hit
isation.
During the evening of the third day out,
Handforth and Co. were squatting comfort-

ably under a small awning on the after deck.

Dinner was over, and most of the fellows
were below, reading in the lounge, or

enjoying themselves In some other sedate

fashion.
“Things are jolly slow!’ said Handforth
thoughtfully. “ It woulda’t be & bad idea %o

start something.”’

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Church. ¢ Let's
have some peace!*’

“ We’'ve had nothing buf peace simee we
left the valley,” retorted Handforth. < Now,
what about a little theatrical performance?
Just we three, I meaan. Supposin'g we ges
up a play?”’

*“ Where’s the play?'’ asked Church, with.
out enthusiasm.

““Oh, that’s nothing—I'll write one in haif
an -hou'r,” said Handiorth carelessly.
‘“ After all, these plays are only a lot of
piffie. I've got a good idea for a Trackett
Grim adventure. ['ll be Trackett Grim, and
you chaps’ll be the villains!”

“Thanks awfully!’’ said McClure fartly.

He and Church did their utmost to' dis-
suade their leader—and they ought to have
known better. For this was the most cer-
tain way of making him carry on. And it
wasn’t long before the argument became
rather heated.

And while the discussion waxed hotter,
three people in the heart of the vessel were
by no means happy. These three, needless
to say, were Titus and his two henchmen.

They were in a pitiable plight.

For three days they had been without a
morsel of Yood—for three days they had
touched no drop of water. True, the
interior of the Congqueror was cool and the
air was refreshingly pure. But the ordeal

‘had been a ghastly one for the prisoners.

On several occasions they had attempted

to obtain supplies—but had always been

compelled to abandon the project. And on
three occasions either Lars Melos or Spurius
Gallus had sworn to give the game away.
Anything was better than this self-imposed

1 torture.

““ Be silent, thou craven fools!” exclaimed
Titus harshly. ¢ A brief wait, and all will
be well. Have I not suffered also? And vet
[ grumble not. When there is neither food
nor drink, we must needs do without. But
I go now to seek afresh."’

As a matter of fact, the rascals were
absolutely desperate. Titus himself was just
as desperate as the others, but he kept his
feelings more to himsell, Now, ho“ever.
he could wait no longer,

And he reselved that should he fall in this
attempt, he would boldly make known his-
presence, and the presence of his com-
He even smiled when he thought



%f the shock that he Would give to Nelson
.Lee.

Titus crept out of the store-room, passed
along the passages, and was lucky enough
to meet no one. In vain he attempted to
enter some of the other store-rooms, but all
were locked. He proceeded towards the rear
of the ship, and found a small hatchway
above him, :

And the ex- em’peror took
himself, and cautiously mounted the stairs.
‘He emerged into the open—and came face
| te face with Handforth and Co.!

CHAPTER XVIIL.
THE DISASTER.

ITUS- swayed- on his
feet, for the Con-
queror was lurching
rather badly—having

struck a wide expanse of
loose sand dunes, where the
-surfaece was wundulating and
-rather treacherous. Her giant caterpiliar
tractors were swthmg and grinding and
,whnrma—mth quite an unsual amount of

noise.
““My only hat!’? ejaculated Handforth

blankly | ' : _
“It’s—it’s  Titus!’ panted  Church.

“ Quick, call Mr. Lee -

- ““Not likely—we’ll collar him ourselves"’
said Handforth excitedly. -

“In the same second he flung himself for-

ward, and grappled with this apparition.

‘And Handforth proved himself to be a
fellow of aetion. In an instant it occurred
to him that Titus was bent upon murder,
and the only safe way was to render him
helpless.

But Titus was not so meak as one might
have imagined,.

He was parched and famished, but there
was still a fair ameunt of strength in his
big frame. He met that onslaught squarely,
~d@nd the pair lurched against the rail with
tremerndous foree. -

Church and ¥McClure threw themqelves for-
ward to help, but before they could even
touch the pair, the thing happened.

Handforth and Titus, ' locked together,
“toppled over the rail, and plunged down
upon the locse sands. They fell without a
sound—and Cliurch and MeClure instinetively
gasped

“ @uick! Shout for somebody to stop the
yvacht !*? panted Chureh.
¥ believe they’re buried in the sand——

“Yes, look there!” gasped ‘\IcCIure fean-
ing over the rail. '

- Church joined him, and by some capricious
trick of fate, the Conqueror at that moment
gave a tremendous lurching heave. Church
and MeClure were shot upwards, and both
fell like stones. They clutched at the rail
in vain, and one of them sent out a des-
pairing shout.

But the sound was drowned in the roar of
the tractors,

a firm grip on.

 tion.

{ will be killing him!

1 other,

 eould manage it.

“Y can’t see them' :

Chureh found himself ﬁghtmg for his tife.
He had fallen deep into an enormous pile of

loose, shifting sand. It enveloped him—it

came over him like a floed, unti} his very

lungs seemed to be on the pomt of burstmg.
Madly, he fought for life.

And at length, to his infinite joy, he
gulped in a breath of air. His head was
above the sea of sand, and he managed to
scramble cut-—gasping, spluttering, and
nearly blinded. ‘

Movements near him attracted his atten-
He opened his eyes, but could sce

“Js—is that

little.
4 Ciurey Py
“0Oh, my hat?”
e What happened!*? -
“ Somebody pushed us over the railt??
“1 -don’t think s0,” muttered MeClure.
“The ship gave a lurch, and we lost our
balance. But where’s Handy? ‘That fiend
Handy! Handyl”
It was a despairing ery, for there was no
sign of Handforth. But the leader of Study

he spluttered.

came rl\ieCIure’s voice.

{ D was not so very far off. ‘He, too, had

fallen into the same loose sand—but a little
further back. Titus had been below, and
so Edward Oswald partially escaped being
buried.

But, even so, he was helf choked thh
sand, and when he finally scrambled to_ his
feet there was no sign whatever of the
The ex-Emperor Titus had vanished—
hadd failed to come up from these deadly
sands,

- “Oh, my goodness!” muttered Handforth
in horror. .

Much as he loathed and detested ‘the
scoundrel, he commeneced ﬁghtmg des-
perately-—-—thmkmg of nothing else but- this
man’s  life. With both his hands- he
scrambled the sand away as fast as he
His one thought was to
bring Titus to the surface,

And in the meantime, not a soul on board
the Congueror knew what had happened.

Handforth and Co. had been in the stern,
quietly sitting under the awning, while the
rest of us were below. There was no look-
out at the end of the slnp—-for a leok out
was unnecessary.

In the bows, of eourse, a man was
stationed, and two powerful searchlights
were sendlng their beams across the endléss
sands—lighting up the vista ahead‘as though
it were daylight.

Jut astem, all’ was black and mysterlous.

Even the oflicer on the bridge knew.
nothing. Owing to the treacherously loose
nature of the surface, the Conqueror was
making 1less speed than usual—indeed,
lt]r:),'nrellmg no faster than eight miles an

our,

And the noise of the sand was contmuous
—a swishing, rushing sound from all the
tractors. To those below, it sounded sooth-
ing and comforting intermingled with the
gentle throb of the engines. -

Buh it had had one fatal eflect.



THE NELSON

The faint cries of Church and McClure had
been unheard, and so there was nobody to
tell what had happened in the stern, while
the stately vessel continued her peaceful
course northwards. And once again it was
Titus, the treacherous ex-emperor, who had
caused the disaster. Even now, so many
miles from Isirium, the brute was making
himself felt.

Handforth was utterly terrified.

He seemed to make no impression on the
sand whatever. The more he dug and
scrambled the more the sand fell
And Titus remained hidden--he had gone
down 'into the Sahara sand, never to appear
again. Death had ovartaken him at last——-
u fitting reward for all his sins. _

“ Handy!”’ -panted Church desperately.

He and McClure had just come up,
scrambling over the loose sand in sheer

24 D43 __

horror. And they found their leader on his
knees, - panting fiercely, with e¢yes that
plainly told of his state of mind. The]
junior was haggard. _

¢ Quick!” shouted Church thickly. * The

Conqueror’s going——"’

‘“ He’s dead—he’s burled
muttered Handforth {aintly.
understand? Titus feil down
he must have got buried—

“ But—but we shall be left here to die In
. the desert!” shouted McClure. ““ The Con-
queror’s going on! They don’t know we've
been left behmd"’ '

“ Look!” muttered Church, with a sob.

He pointed, and they all stared.

The Conqueror was ploughing her way
 steadily onwards, growing further and fur-
ther distant w1th every mmut,e that passed.

in the sand!”
‘“ Don’t you
with me, and

CHAPTER XIX.
LEFT IN THE DESERT.

ANDFORTII suddenly
. scrambled to his
feet. ‘

“ Left dbehind!” he
csaid dazedly. ¢ But—but—
Quick — run — run  for your
lives! If we're left here——"

He didn’t finish kis sentence, but ran
madly ~forwards—only to pitech  head-
first over. He had forgotten the loase
nature of the sand, and his feet clogged
in the shifting surface.

The Conqueror was not very far off, roll-
~ing along comparatively near by, the throb-
.bing of her engines clear and distinct on
the. night air. Her gleaming lights loo%ed

attractive and comforting. #ven the
steadily moving tractors could he scen in

the reflection from the searchlight.

Handforth scrambled up and took a grip
on himself.

“It’'s all right—we'll do it!” he said
steadily. *““No need to get into a panic.
'1‘hov re not far off.”

iven now the juniors were not absoluteiy
in full realisation of the situation. The
Conqueror seemed 80 near that it appeared

back.
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ridiculous to suppose there was any possi.
bility of being left behind for good.

The very fact that she was keeping to
her course provoed that nobody had  wit-
nessed the disaster. Titus was forgotten—
the luckless man was left to his fate,
Indeed, it was almost certain that he hag
p(rlshed within a minute, suﬁocated by Lhe
deadly sand.

“ Come on; we'll do it!” repeated Hand-
fcrth hu‘zklly

They set off, chasing the Conqueror, but
their efforts were pltlful In that loosc
sand they could make no progress. Pant-
ing, gasping, and becoming more horrified
every second, they fought on.

But in spite of all their efforts, they
could attain no greater speed than four
miles an  hour. It was a constant fight
against the sand. And the Conqueror was
plugging along at over double this pace,
The result, of course, was inevitable,

The land yacht drew further and further

away. .
“ We can't do it!” sobbed Church. * Oh,

we can't do it!”
shouted Hand-

“We must—we must!”
forth.

They slithered and stumbled up the side
of a great rising dune, the ‘Congueror now
completely invisible. Again and again the
desperate juniors fell, rolling to the foot
of that sandhill.

And when at last they conquered it they
were all well-nigh exhausted with their
strenuous etertlons And the Conqueror
was right away in the far distance, churn-
ing along as steadily as ever, her llghm
now a mere blur. ,

Handforth fell fmplv to his knees, his.
heart throbbing painfully.

““ What's the good?” he muttered. ““Weo
might as well chase the moon! We can't
do it—this sand’s too much for us!”

“ But we shall be ieft to die here-—in the
desert!”” screamed McClure.

“ Steady, old man; don’t do that!” whis-
pered C‘nurch “It's no good pgeiting into
hysterics! I expect they’ll miss us in a few
minutes, and come back. They're bound
t0|n

Handforth cave a curious laugh.

¢ What absolute asses!” he said huskily.

“ 0f course they’ll miss us! And then
they'll search the yacht, and find that
we're not there. They'll come back after
that sc=sl?

“ Look! She's stopping!” shouted
McClure gladly.

Ilis chuns gazed at the Conqueror with
leaping hnpe——but she was progressing oh-
wards just the same as ever.

“ Not this time, old man,” said Hand-
forth. *‘ Give her a chance, you know. Ths
best. thing we can do is to squat here
until they come back for us. If "we mc;h
on again we shall only exhaust ourselves.’

And so they waited.

But although they kept outwardly calm,
they were almost in a state of sheer pamc.
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within. For the Conqueror econtinued on
her course—continued, indeed, wuntil she
finally vanished from sight.

A full hour mus{ have passed. Handforth
& Co. sat there, on top of vthe sand dune,
too dazed with misery and trouble to
realise the passage of time. They had
watched the Conqueror’s lights dwindle and
- dwindle, and now there was mnothing—
nothing but the desert.

- On every side stretched the desolate
sands, with the Jlackness of night merging
with the dreary landscape. Above, the
stars twinkled ' down,
cool breeze blew. .

. *“*What are we going
Church dully.

X don’t know; better sleep,” muttered

to do?’ asked

McClure. “ I feel awfully tired; and we
- might as well sleep until they come back

for us.” - -
- Handforth said nothing. .

- His thoughts were busy, however.
~they come back? Obviously, no alarm had
- been sounded so far. Uitimately, the miss-
ing " juniors would be searched for. Their
abgence from the yachd would be found
" But when? - _ -
. And supposing the Congueror was un-
able to return on her own tracks? I{ was
possible—probable, even—that the -three
~ juniors’ would be . left to perish-in -the
desert. .
That  would come, perhaps, when the sun
' rose—when the fierce, blinding African sun
blazed down relentlessly on the suffocating
‘sands. Night was mercifully on the desert,
and Handforth and Co. "did not suffer. -
At the moment, they were totally un-
alble to appreciate the Tull extent of their
- dire peril. They just knew that the Con-
queror had gone, an1 that they were left
alcne under the stars. o

They had a feeling all the time that the
lights of the land yacht would loom in
sight again, and then would follow a Iliitle
excitement, and bed—with peaceful rest.

- ¥t was so sudden—so unexpected. - Hand-
forth tried to make himself grasp the
actual reality of the situation, but he gave
it up. He told himself that he was only
wasting his time. . ,

-And he and his echums continued to scan
the horizon. _

But nothing could
darkness—no Jights, no movement.
forth and Co. were alone,

They were left behind!

be seen except the
Hand-

CHAPTER XX.
THE DISCOVERY.

‘“ EEN my major
' where about?”
- Willy Handforth

. buttonholed  Archie
Glenthorne and Alf Brent in
the corridor, just off the
saloon. It was nearly bed-

any-

and,” mercifully, a

Would

They didn’t think of thirst yet.
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'Handforth and Titus, locked
together, toppled over the rail, and
plunged down upon the leose sands.
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time, and some of the fellows had, indeed,
already retired.

“ As a matter of fact, laaddie, absolutely
not,” said Archie. ° Frightfully sorry, and
all .that sort of thing, but I don't appear
19 have glimpsed the dear old soul.
Possibly he’s already dozing slightly.”

- “He isn’t-—-this vibration is caused by
the engines,” replied Willy. “ 1 can quite
understand your mistaking it for his
snoring, but in this case you're wrong. I
~wouldn’t mind betting the ass is up to some
~mischief.” - g

““ Not really?” exclaimed Archie, adjust-
ing his monocle. “I mean to say, hardly
at this hour of the old night, dear old
twinkler. Even Handforth has a certain
period when the good old energy ebbs to a
~¢ertain degree.

“ Oh, well, if you haven’t seen him, I'll
pass on,” said Willy. *“If I stay here talk-
ing to you I shall waste the whole night!
Talk about an old fish-wife!” '

Willy passced down the passage,
Archie looked thoughtful,

“Now, I wonder, dash it, what he
meant,”” he observed. “I mean to say—
fish-wife! The old.brain may be lack-lustre,
but it isn’t absolutely motionless. I do
helieve the voung bounder was absolutely
ticking me oft!”

“ He was,” grinned Alf.
tatk too mueh.”

“ Good gad!” said Archie. ‘ How abso-
Iutely frightful!” , ‘

They went on towards their state-room,
where Archie gave himself up to the care
of Phipps. And Willy was wandering about

““ He thinks you

from cabin to cabin, making endless
inquiries. - '

Indeed, he got forcibly ejected {rom
several. On one occasion he was booted

out with no little force, and came face to
face with me. ‘

“Hallo! Not in bed yet!” I said
severely. “ It’s time for all little children
to be asleep!” _ |

Willy gave me a cold look. _

“ I'm not asking you anything about dittle
childreri!” he said tartly. I want to know
if you've seen my major.” e

I turned to Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey.

“ Have we seen his major?’”’ I asked.

. % Many a time!” replied Reggie promptly.

““ Look - here, don’t be funny!” roared
Willy. ““ This is serious! Ted’s vanished!
And, what’s more, Church and McClure have
vanished with him!” _ |

““ Then we shall have some peace on board
at last!’ said Pitt. < Now I come to think
of it, the evening has been rather quiet and
eaceful during the last two or three hours.
{fave you looked on deck?”
“¢ Everywhere,”” said Willy.
with looking.”

I detected an anxious expression
face, and became instantly serious.

“ You’re not fooling us?” I asked.
you really find your major?"”

“T'm fed up
in his

“Can't

and
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“I've been looking for nearly an hoyr
said Willy gruffly. * Blessed if I can undoy.
stand what’s happened! I can tell you, I'in
getting the wind up! How do we know? Th,
fathead may have fallen overboard.”

- ““ Rats !’ I said promptly. “ I could under.

swallow Church and McClure going with
him! Come on! We'll help you to searcl
We'll soon locate the precious fatheads!”

But we didn’'t. At first we commenceg
the search in a spirit- of fun. Then othepr
fellows were brought in, and after a ful)
half-hour we were beginning to get vaguely
uncomfortable.

forth and Co. were missing! _ -

Lord Dorrimore and Mr. Earie noticed u
at last, wandering about all over the deck,
and exploring the corridors. Two or three
of Qhe’ fellows were even chased up from the
engine-room. :

¢ Missin’?"* repeated Lord Dorrimore, when
I told him. *‘‘ Rubbish, my lad! I'll bet
theyv’re asleep somewhere,”

““ They're not—I tell you it's.serious!” I
insisted.

and Willy is at his wits’ end. We're be-
ginning to think all sorts of  horrible
things.” |

““ Come, come!” laughed his lordship.

“ They must be somewhere.”

He joined in the search next; but i6
that the affair became officially serious.
Thus a full half-hour had passed since
Willy had first approached Brent and Glen-
thorne. ]
long time before that.

And the Conqueror was ploughing
steadily throughout the whole period—and
now making much better progress.

Quite a number of fellows were recalling,
with a few starts, that Handforth and Co.
had not been in evidence since shortly after
dinner. Four hours, at least, had elapsed.
And it began to strike us rather forcibly
that something really was the matter.

FFor Handforth and Co. were generally very
conspicuous by their presence. Handforth
wasn’'t the kind of junior to hide his light
under a bushel. And yet nobody had seen
him for over four hours!

Finally, the alarm became acufe.

~ Not only all the juniors engaged in the
search, .but Nelson Lee himself took it in
hand. He organised it thoroughly, instruct
ing various members of the crew to take
different sections of the yacht. In this way
a perfectly close search was made in every
inch of the Conqueror. The comb-out was

possibly slip through the meshes.

But not a single trace of them was found!
And the alarm and anxiety increased by
leaps and bounds. And then, in one of the
empty store-rooms below, two crouching,
cowering figures were located.

| They were hauled out, and Nelson Lee
compressed his lips. . .

stand Handy falling overboard, but I couldn'®

on

It was an amazing thing,' but true—Hand-

‘““We've looked everywhere, sir—

wasn't until another half-hour had elapsed

And Willy had been searching for a

L o

so fine that the missing juniors could not -



- was

- ey

THE NELSON

Bttt

he
“ATe we

“Tars Meclos and Spurius Gallus!”
sexelaimed grimly. °** By Heavei!
-pever to be rid of these reptiles?”

CHAPTER XXI.
THE ALARM.

l«cag YHERE’S Titus?”
1 shouted Willy
. | ~ huskily.

The first blank
- amazement was over, and the
two prisoners had been thrust

,‘be QUEthOHéd later, when this present,

-anuety concerning Handforth and Co. was |

- QVEr.
-4 Pitus?” repeated TLee. ¢ Apparently he
~didn’t succeed in getting on board. These
~prutes must have slipped on during the
-ghight confusion after I was hit by that
-javelin. By James! [I wonder——"’

~ ‘““You—you mean about my major, sir?”
“asked Willy keenly. ‘° Titus is responsible!
Pl bet he’s murdered poor old Ted—and
- Church and McClure, too! They've been
~ehucked overboard!” ' -
- ‘““ Impossible, my boy!” exclaimed Lee, but
without conviction. ¢ The youngsters would
~ have given the alarm—they would have
- shouted——"

“But they’ve been missing for hours,
-‘sn”’ I interrupted. ‘‘ And at that time
we were going through that loose sand. You
remember? Good heavens! I wonder if they
_ fell ‘overboard, and got buried——

- Y We must tinish the searcll _at once!”’
‘broke in Nelson Lee harshly.

I knew well enough that his tone was
- caused through -anxiety.
~plenty of reason for worry a short time
~later. TFor a second comb-out proved as
'--frultless as the first.

- Staggering as it seemed, Handforth nnd Co.
~were not on board!

At some moment during the evening they
had quietly ané smuysteriously vanished. It
almost uneanny. It was as though
_‘they had been spirited away by some evil
‘genius of the surrounding gloont.

- But we all suspected Titus.

The Congueror was instantly brought to a

standstill, and then swung round on her
ewn tracks.
~and deliberately, -every searchlight blazing
%o the full. And with dozens of keen eyes
‘-Watchmg from every quarter of the decks.
- “And at regular intervals the great syren
beomed forth its message of hope—in case
the missing ones should be within ear-shot.
But we all realised that it was a desperatc
situnation.

‘Nobody slept—those who-
ea.ught the fever of -alarm; -
deck,
abont the quietest pair on board. They had
.Bothing to say.
- endlessly _over the desert, straining -their
eves for the first sign of the missing ones,

had retired

back into the store-roomi—to |

' peckish.”

And: there was|

And now she proceeded slowly

and came on |
-Willy Handforth and - his sister were |

All they -did was to stare |

TEE !.mmmr I

And by this time Gallus and Melos had

been questioned. They had been given drink

and food, and they had admitted that Titus

| had been with them from the start. He had

crept out some hours earlier to leok for
water—but had failed to return.. They little
thought that Titus was gone for ever!

Nelson Lee’s anxiety was trebly increased,
for there was ot the siightest doubt that
the three juniors had disappeared in connec-
tion with the vindictive Titus. In some way
the villainous ex-empcror had brought about
the disaster.

And while all on board the Conqueror
were watching, the first faint slghs of da,vx n
appeared in the sky.

Somewhere on the desert, Handforth and
Co. saw the grey flush in the Eastern sky.
Sleep had not come to them, to relieve their
anxiety. @ They were weary, they were
utterly sick at heart, but so far they
had suceessfully managed to fight against
panic. -

“I'd give anything for a lemon-squash
now!” ‘growled Handforth, as he stood up
and scanned the desert. °° This blessed sand
is hali clioking me. -I’'ve still got lots of it

in my mouth Blow the stuff!’’-

ad kv
dully.

ahle to see better.
won't be long in shamng up.

be dayhght soon,’”” said Church
“I'm jolly glad, too—we shall be
1 heope tbe Coengueror
I'my getting
“And I want to get te bed *  muttered
MeClure.

‘There was somethmg rather pathetic in tle

way the three juniors blindly made them-

selves believe tha.t the C€Conqueror would.
return.  They dldn’t admit of any 0*1"@’.{'
possibility,

And the dayhght strengthened, and then

| at length, the 'sun came wup over the distant

sand dunes—red, majestic, and dazz}mg
Before long the heat would be eoppressive.
But even Handforth and Ceo. did not real:%
the dreadful, devastating power of the sun’s
unprotected rays.

Higher and lngher rose the great sphere

of heat As yet there was not mueh power,
but Handferth and Co. - were feeling the
effects acutely. And now that the broad

light of day was with them, they could see
their own faces—and they could read the ex-
pressions of haggard hopelessness in  one
another's eyes.

And the Congqueror was ..,earchmg——sweep
mg along to the rescue! _

THE END.

Grand conéluding story eof this
magnificent series will appear
NEXT WEEK in

“THE CRIMSON EAGLE ;

Or, The Sign in the Sky!”
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No 40.—THROUGH THE FAMOUS
PLAYERS—LASKY STUDIOS.

Hh Famous Players —Lasky Corpora-
tion had been always known to me
only by the magniﬁcence of its film

: produetions. It was with great

- anticipation that I visited Hollywood for the

purpose of entering the Lasky Studios, and

going through them in person. I was, of

course, armed - with an introduction—for
without +this I could never have gained
admittance.

My first impression upon arriving at the
studio was ome of surprise. Indeed, I was
disappointed. I had been picturing to myself

~a vast, magnificent, palace-like edifice in
keeping with the firm’s great name.
Instead, I beheld a .low, straggling,

wooden bulldmg, Or series of bmldmgs that
came up flush to the pavement. A tiny
‘board hanging over the sidewalk announced
that .this insignificant place was the home
of the Famous Players—Lasky productions.

I gained admittance thr L’ough
looking lobby, and was ushéred into the pre-
sence of one of the ‘‘big men.”  He was
cordiality itself, and immediately placed his
secretary at my disposal for as long as I
wished to stay. Then I started my tour of
inspection.

In case anybody has gamed the 1mprea31on
that ihe Famous Players’-—Lasky Studios are
small, let me destroy this impression at
once. I. was. startled by the enormous size
and amazing complexity of the whole
organisation. Once fairly within the place, 1
was able to form a true judgment.

There was nothmg pretentious or imposing
about the place.- Kverything was made for
use, and not for ornament. In one of the
biggest studios séveral *f sets '’- were being
utilised at one and the same-time. I hap-
- pened to butt in while Mr. James Cruze was
directing a scene for a big super- -production
called *‘ Hollywood "—which has already
" been shown extensively in this country. I
. was an - interested--spectator whilst several
- “ shots ” were. being taken of the biggest
spectacle in the entire productlon

a cheap- |

e

‘mysteries of

There were hundreds of people in  thig
great set. Entirely under glass, the scenery
was constructed to represent a forest glade—
with grass, trees, waterfall, and crystal
Iake. In the film itself (which 1 have seen)
the glade appears to be the genuine thing,
in the open air. But, having penetrated thea
these productions, I know
better. But, without inside information, one
could never detect the deception.

Not far from this big scene, with all its

noise and bustle, a qmet lookmg actress was

methodically rehearsmg an episode in one of
the smaller sets. A director and one or two
assistants were quietly. going about their
business, and I felt almost like an intruder
as my guide edged me nearer. I then
recognised the lady artist as Miss Gloria
Swanson, and I watched with interest as she
went through the whole business of sitting
at a desk .and writing a letter, and then
repeatmg ‘this process time after time.

The chief things which struck me aboub
Miss Swanson was her indefatigable. patience
and thoroughness. And 1 realised how
terribly tedious the work must be. The same
little trifling incident over and over aga.m.

| I do not wonder that the majority of cinema

arfists are Inghly strung. - The very nature
o{ the work itself is a constant nerve-racking
strain.

I had been e\:pectmg to find myself dazzled

by the powerful lighting effects used in the

studios. I was, therefore, astonished fo
find that the lights were not. dazzling in tho
least. - Even when fully: turned ron, they
merely diffused a quiet, bluish radiance over
the scene. Possibly there is some harmful

‘ray in this type of light, but it is certalnlf

not apparent to the casual observer
‘I had intended going into a few more de

- scriptive details of this visit, but I find that

my space i3 nearly at an end So I shall be
compelled to leave my further remarka until
next weeks artlcle. . .

. NEXT
Films."”

WEEK: ‘How Théy ‘Make tho
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Kingswood School was founded in 1748 by
-the Rev. John Wesley at Kingswood, Bristol,
but was afterwards removed to Bath, where
it i3 now situated. :

- The school is divided into four houses,
known as  the ‘ Upper,”’ ‘““Lower,”
““ Middle,” and ¢“‘School. Each of these
houses is under the supervision of a resi-;
dent house-master, |

The buildings include the dining-hall,
dormitories, big school-room, and class.

a gymnasium,

rooms. There are besides, _
swimming baths, workshop, library and
sanatorium. '

5 The number of boys at present is about
00.

1 am indebted to a reader for the above
particulars, and I am accordingly sending
him the original drawing by Mr. Briscoe.
Readers are cordially invited to send along
photo, badge and history of their school,
if it has not already appeared in this series.



Editorial Office
Study C, &
. St. Frank’s.

My -dear Chums,

The good ship of the desert, the Con:
is at this moment ploughing its |
way across the Sahara towards -Algeria, for:

gueror,

the - Remove, headed by Nelson Lee and
‘Dorrimore, are homeward bound. It will
not be long now before they will be back
‘at St. Frank’s, - :

THE TRAGEDY OF HANDFORTH AND CO.

The glad news, unfortunately, is marred
by what, it is to be feared -may prove a |
tragedy over which St. Frank’s will mourn.

for many a day. I can hardly believe it
is true, yet sooner or later I was afraid
something would happen to poor old Handy.
His reckless indifference 1o danger has
nearly cost him his life and the lives of
his chums 8o often in the past that I am
not altogether surprised to hear that he,
Church and - McClure have

vanished from the Congqueror.
A TERRIBLE END.

If, as it is assumed, Handy and Co. have
fallen overboard info the devouring sands
of the desert, their chances of surviving
-2 single day exposed to the intense heat
without protection from the sun, and with-
out food and water, is very remcte. It is
a terrible ‘end for these poor fellows, and
though I have my doubts whether we shall
ever see them again at St. Frank’s, we
can but hope for the kest,

THE STOWAWAYS.

% is rather significant that TLars Melos
and Spurius Gallus should have been dis-
covered on board. Undoubtedly, Titus, the
ex-Emperor of Isirium, had
ohserved, with his two lieutenants, on to.the
Conqueror, and the fact that Titus is now

missing seems to indicate that he has bad

mysteriously

stolen un-

‘comers have arrived, that a new

someihing {o do with thé‘ 'dis-appéarénce of

the chums of Study D. - ‘

THE IRONY OF FATE: Y
Considering - the many . stirring . times =
through  which the Holiday Party have
passed in Isirium, we must be thankful that -
fatalities have been so few. In fact, up to

the last momeént, when the Conquéror had. =

safely negotiated the great canyon ‘and
had  already  started on- the homeward -

| journey, every “member of :the party was

safe and rejoicing at their good fortume., 1t
is thus all the more cruel that Handforth,
Church and McClure -should. meet with such

a -tragié. end within a week or two . of

returning to 8t. I'rank’s. A
AWAITING YOUR EDITOR'S APPROVAL.
‘Unless - anything ~ unforeseen  happens,
Nipper should be herc next week, and then
my job as deputy-editor will automatically
termimate. All those suggestions from my
readers will be put before your real editor,
who “will - decide - whether or not to adopt
them during the new term.

A FOREGCONE CONCLUSION.

With regard to the Portrait Gallery,
Who's Who, -and-a new map- of St. Frank’s,
I am practically sure Nipper will accede 1o
these requests. It is quite a long time since
we published these interesting .Partlculaxjs
akout our -associates at St. Frank’s and the
school. So much has} ha;mlppte_:ned in the lgst -

ar ring whic ime many new- - -
two years, during i
Gallery and. an wp-to-date Who's Who are
an absolufe recessity. Every reader should
make sure of procuring the coming numbers
of the Magz. containinz these important
facts about the school, for it may be some
time before they will be repeated.

Your old pal,
BUSTER. (Acting Editer).



- CASUAL CONVERSATIONS

Imagined by Charlie Talmadge.
No. 3.—GIRLS. |

Bt
in the Smoking-Room,

LORD DORRIE: You can't get away from
the fact that girls are a boon apd a

blessin’! Just look at the way t‘hey’ve{

livened things up on this trip. We.

can't get on without the ladies. F
MR. MANNERS: I'm inclined to agree.

My daughter and her friends are not
only enjoying the adventures tremen-
dously, but their very presence increases
the enjoyment of others. B
SIR EDWARD: Fiddlesticks, sir! Girt8 are
more bother than they're worth! Just
look at my daughter, for instance. All
she can do is to ecreate mischief and

*Zgood for -nothing!
every time!

MR. MANNERS: I'm afraid you're unduly

Give me boys

prejudiced, Sir Edward. Personally, I
like Ena immensely. She's a fine girl—a
daiighter to be proud of. And I repeat

that this holiday. would have been drab
?nddi dull without the presence of the
adies. -

LORD DORRIE: Hear, hear! An' don't
forget the way they keep the boys in
order. QGirls may be a bit frivolous, but

. we need ’em. Life wouldn't be much of

talk scandal! And all girls are tho same

a game without the fair sex.

in the 3aloon. | _
REGGIE PITT: Blessed if I know bhow they living. What should I do without my
do it! The hotter the weather is, the|  sister? _
cooler they look! Only this morning { FATTY: You're all mad! Girls don’t know

- Irene and Co. were out on deck in the
. _glaring sun, and didn’t turn a hair.
' Ehese girls are pretty wonderful, you

ROW.

HANDFORTH: Especlally Irene!
ARCHIE: Oh, T say!
How " about Miss Mariorie, old c¢com-
panion? It's absolutely topping, the
way Miss Marjorie whizzes hither and
thither, looking like a dashed fairy! 7
REGGIE PITT: Give me Doris every time!
No. nonsense about her! I like a girl to
be free and easy, without any simpering

What priceless rot! |

anything——theg can't even eat properly!

It takes a chap to show what can be
done with some really good grub!

HANDFORTH: Look out! Here come
Téssa and Ena and Irene! Pull your-
" selves together, you fellows! By QGeorge!
Don’t they look ripping? And I'm
‘blessed  if Irene doesn’t get prettier
every day!

FATTY: Rats! I'd rather see a plate of
doughnuts! ;
"ARCHIE: How absolutely frightful! I'm

afraid you've got no soul for beauty, you
fearful chunk of unnecessary tissue! It's

or giggling. 8till, taking them as a - the girls who keep us up to the scratch,
~whole, girls help to make life worth by gad! -
11} ..
On Deck.

WILLY': Thank goodness! We've dodged
em!

CHUBBY: Who, those girls? Y wish they
werg all a thousand miles away! What's
the good of girls, anyhow?

JUICY: No good at all!.
is to interfere, and jabber, and cause

mischief, and make a chap’s life a
misery ! '
WILLY: Expensive luxuries—that’s what

girls are! I've heard my pater say so,
and he knows what he’s talkinfg about!
I wouldn’t . give a fig for a hundred!
And here's Ted going dotty over Ireng!.
It's a pity he hasn't got more sense!

All they can do |

CHUBBY: They've spoilt the whole .trip!
We can’t call our souls our own with
all these girls about!. It’ll be an abso-
lute relief when we get back to St.
Frank’s. :

JUICY: And even then we shan't be free
of ’em! I think we ought to get up a
petition to have the Moor View School
shifted out of the neighbourhood alto-
gether. e o i =

WILLY: It’s a good idea—but what’s the
good of fighting against an overwhelmin
orce? It's a  horrible humiliation, bu

- these giddy girls have got ten times the
power we have! 1It's a mystery {0 me,

| and always will bel
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. o ONDERFUL!” commented Trackett

./ - Grim through his elenched teeth.

' -““ Why, these runners get over
the ground ever so much faster
than if they were catching a tram

‘““Just what I noticed, guv’nor,” agr(,ed
Splinter, Grim’s marvellous boy assistant.

Trackett Grim, the world-famous inerim-
inator and his assistant were on their sum-
mer holiday. They had left all the cares
and worries of their arducus career behind
them.

Already they had been away from the
Baker’s Inn Rocad for more than a day, and
if Grim ecould afford it they would remain
away. another day. So they had come to
spend their holiday at Mudsea-on-the-Mud,
a most up-to-date holiday resort on the
South Coast, with a fine service of week-end
trains on the Outer Circle Railway.

And here they had been rusticating, spend-
ing money like water. They had ridden on
donkeys, bought ahrimps for tea, and
paddled in the water absolutely regardlcss
of expense.

And now to crown it all Grim had bought
two tickets in the Grand Stand to watch
the Mudsea Athletic Harriers hoeld their
Annual Regatta and Marathon. The
Regatta was already over, as the boat sank
the day before. IBut now the Marathon
was {n progress.

The grand stand was just big enough to
hold Grim and Splinter, and the two stood
side by side, gtraining their eves to see the
ruanners. They had already started, and all
three were now passing the stand. -

The race took place in a huge field which
was crammed to the full with specsuiors.
There were no less than ten along the side
by the hedge., and half a dozen more were

waiting outside the gates.

The runners flashed past led by a ycuth
with red hair whose name was Speedy. lle
was a fine sef up young fellow, and looked
every inch an athlete. Round and regud
spun the runners.  The distance to be

a;tIgA(KETT GRIM

‘a courtly manner.

THE AFFAIR OF THE

: ’  ©. MISSING ATHLETE

A Wonderful Detective Story,
introducing Trackett Qrim
and Splinter.

| By |
E. O, HANDFORTH

-

covered was six laps, and the finish fook

place at the gates.

¢ Last lap“’ Grim mutlered, nearly falling
off the stand in his excitement. I have
been counting them.?’-

Spiinter was too thrilled to reply. He

stood watching the runners who had now

reached the straight and were making for
the winning-post.

““ Speedy wins!’’ yelled the vast cro\ad like
one man.

““Pime!” shouted the referee, and the
linesmen waved their flags. It was the most
wonderful finish ever seen in any Marathon
For all three dead-heated!

But just as the spectators were about to
cheer, a most startling development
occurred. For Speedy, racing twenty - fect
ahead of the qthers forgot to stop! Instead,.
he went running on and in a seeond disap-
peared irto the .lape that ran oulside the
gates!

Needless to say, Trackeit Grim was the
first to see this extraordinary occurrence.
Without a moment’s hesitation he rushed-up
to the referee, Splinter at his heels.

¢ 8ir,” be cried. ‘1 have made a most
remarkable discovery, Speedy has pot pulled
up at the finish!”»

The referee looked nt him in amazement.

“ That—that is quite true,’” he faltered.
“But what manner of man are you who

can tell such things??

“I am the world-famous mcrlmmator,”
Grim replied simply. '

““Yon must be a wizard,” the other
returined. “ But if what you say is true you
are surely Trackett Grimn of whom we have
all heard.”

“1 am he,”” Grim said, raising his hat in
“ Perhaps you would like
mo to solve this mystery for you.”?

“Mystery?” gasped the other. ¢ What
mystery is that??

“Ha!” Grim replied earefully replacing his
hat. 1 thought that would startle you.
The mystery ¥ refer to is that of the missing



athlete. JFor Speedy has completely disap-
peared! He never stopped at the winning-
post and is now still running ahead.”
1 ¢ Jt's amazing!’”’ the referee shouted.

He could scarcely believe that such a
thing was possible. Yet now That Grim had
.explamed it 4n a '‘simple manner, he was
bound to agree that
mystery.

““Then will you take the case up"” he
begged Grim, gomg down on his knees on

the grass.
“1 will,” the incriminator answered
simply. “But I am afraid it is a very

easy case for me and I shall not be akee
to charge much. It Is just a matter of
getting on Speedys trall and running him
down, If—" *

As he spoke one of the other runners came
rushing up, his face pale and scared.
+¢I've losT all my valuables,’”” he cried,
facing the referee. “I have been foully
robbed.”

At once Grim’s clean-shaven mouth tight-
ened. At the first mention of the word
robbed he sensed that something had been
stolen. Thrusting the referee aside he
caught hold of the runner by nls shoulder.

- ¢ “Tell me,” he
hissed. “ Have your

valuables been
stolen?”
“Yes,” returned

at the sleuth in
amaze. “ My pocket
is now completely
empty. I left it
hanging up in my
coat when I.changed
for the race. And
- now look.”

As he spoke he
held out his pocket
and Grim saw it
was quite empty.

“1 take it there

- was something in
it before it was
emptied,” Grim
queried shrewdly.

“Yes, all my valu-
ables. My silver-
knobbed indelible
pencil that was
given to me by an
invalid aunt six

- weeks ago. Oh,
sir,” he went on,
his voice hreaking,
“get it back for
me. It is all I

The grand-stand
was just big enough

to hold Grim and!| ILave in theworld!”
Splinter, and the S t ron g Nnian
two stood side by| thouph he was,
gside straining their Grim’s heart was

pyes to see the run-

ners. melted at this piti-

~able story. If, as

there must be a

the other glancing |

seemed likely, this silver-knobbed indelible
pencil had been stolen, where was he to turn
to find the thief?

Who could say? After a minute's deep
thought Grim lit his pipe and began to
question the runner. 8

““Did you leave your coat hangmg up
when you rani?”

¥ Yesfﬂ ‘

“Did you see any suspicious character put-
ting his hand into your coat pocket after you
had taken it off?”

The other suddenly started. \

“ Why yes"’ he cried. ‘I saw Speedy
put his bhand in my coat pocket now you
come to mention. it.”

¢ Ah,” said Grim with a nod. ¢ Ah!”

Though he said so little, Grim in reality
was doing some hard thinking. If Speedy
had put his hand into this man’s coat pocket,
what was to prevent him taking the pencit

out? And if he had taken the pencil what
was more likely than he had stolen it? -

T gee it all,” he said suddenly. * Speedy
is a thief!”’

““ What!”’ gasped the others.

““I repeat. Speedy is a thief. The fact

that he stole the silver-knobbed pencil
proves that. And, furthermore, I believe he
has run away to escape being caught. Or,
perhaps it is to get rid of the booty. 1
will tell you which after I have caught and
questioned - him.”
- “Then you will cateh him?" begged the
ofhers.

‘“f will,” Grim said with a nod ¢¢ Splin-
ter, lad, » he went on.  Our great powers

.are needed We must get on Speedy’s trail

at once. I have not the least doubt that

‘'when we cateh him we shall find the mi ssmg

property upon him. Come!”’

Grim was a man who never wasted time.
He pulled out a pair of pocket binoculars
and seanned the countryside intently. There
was no sign of Speedy.

Then he bent the glasses to the ground,
and a ery escaped him. In the dust he saw
the imprint of a rubber sole.

““That was made by a human foot,” he
explained breathlessly. ¢ And I expect that
foot was Speedy’s. At any rate I shall trail
these footsteps till I run the eculprit to
earth.”

Then with a wave of his hand Grim qet
offt at a run with Splinter at his side. They
were on the trail!

IFor over two hours
steadily. Buft even Grim’s
began to tire.

 We must get a conveyance,’” he said.

And at that moment an old man rode
slowly past on a tricycle. Grim caught hold
of the saddle. |

“Sir,” he said,
tha loan of your vehicle.
the law hand it over.”

The old man climbed off.

#But I can’t afford another,”

they followed it
iron strength

“I must trouble you for
In the name of

he said.



4 This tricycle is worth over a hundréd
pounds. It is am heirioom; and ‘was built
jin the sixteenth century.”

“Here is your hundred pounds,’” Grim
& answered, taking out his cheque-book,

He quickly drew out the cheque and gave
it to the old man. Then he leapt into the
saddle and rode off at a desperate pace.
Splinter had jumped up behind, and once
more they were on the trail.

Hour after hour they travelled, passing.

through most of the chief towns in England.
The trail still lay thick upon the dust, for
it had not rained. And through his powerful
binoculaxs, which Grim had fastened to the
“handlebars, he couid see the marks of the
rubber shoes.

When night fell he lit his lamp, and the

two went on through the darkness, which
Grim knew would pass with the commg of
dawn.
. And when the sun rose Grim was proved
right again, for the night ceased as if by
magic. And now, straight ahead, they
caught sight of a running figure dressed in
white! The srme  thought entered both
their heads.
It was Speedy! -
Grim pedalled like mad—and splinter clung
on for dear life. The road was perfectly

straight, and they gained on the fugitive

with every revolution of the pedals.

*“ Now we've got him,” Grim- hissed.

But a second later he gave vent to a cry
of disappointment. For immediately ahead
appeared a level crossing!

"It must be a railway line!”’ Grim :gasped.

He was right. There were a pair of gates.
And even now Speedy was Tunning through
- them. As his figure passed through the
gates began to shut, and in the -distance
there came an earth- shahmg roar.

“It’s the Royal Mail,”” groaned Grim, who
knew all about trains. “We have loat our
man!”’

Even as. he spoke, the gates clanged to
with a clang, and Grim pedalled towards
them. Then out of a cutting came the Mail,
travelling at ninety-one miles an hour, by
arim’s stop watch. ,

What could Grim do?

It was a baffling problem, and the in-
criminator screwed his brows in deep thought.
He saw that as the gates were shut he could
not get through. There seemed no way out.

Yet he did not give up. And as he reached
the gates Grim suddenly saw a way out, for
- there was no hedge bordering the line. A few
yards from the gates the railway passed
across o field. - At once Grim saw that if he
could get ahead of the train he could pass in
front of it. _

‘““ Splinter, lad,” he cried, * yon must jump
off! 1 can never do it’ with your added
weight. T am going to cut across in front of
the Maillt”

Without a wordg, Qp]mter Jumped off, afil
the tricycle, freed from the lad’s we:ght

——— —— e W i o -
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I‘ In ten seconds Qrim had reached the
side of the line.

tfa:r]y -ushed through the air. In ten seconds
Grim had reached the side of the line, and
a moment later he crossed it-—barely three
inches in front of the engine!

With a sigh of relief, the “ineriminator
filled another pipe and weited for Splinter to
rejoin him. This the lad conld not do, of
course, till the Mail had passed by and the
gates were open again, -

Then the clever lad got on the b’tck of the
tricycle, and the chase was resumed.

Speedy was mow runping much slower..
But, even so, it was not. till dark had fallen
that the incriminator eame  within twenty
vards of him, and by this time they were in
a flourishing town.

“We must have reached Wigan,” the in-
criminator remarked; “or it may be Crewe.”

“Well, are you going to arrest Speedy
now?"’ asked Splinter,

Grim shook his head.

“That would be too risky,” he qald in an
earnest voice. “Were I to arrest himn, I-am
afraid it would warn him that we are on his
track. No, lad, I inbend to trail him to the
house where he lives.’

In accordance with this plan Grim followed
the man at a slower pace. Speedy socn
dropped to a walking pace; and it was. clear
he thought he had completely outdistanced
his pursuers.

But this was not the case, as Grim and
Splinter were only a few yards behind. They
had to stop once to mend a puncture, and
tater on the handle-bars fell with a clatter
into the road.




Swisssshhhhh ! A flood of inky water
gushed out from the hole and took
Qrim in the eye. =

Speedy turned at the sound, but with his
habitual presence of mind Grim suddenly
wheeled the machine so that it faced in
the other direction. And, apparently satis-
fied that the two were journeying away from
him, Speedy continued his walk.

- It was ten o’clock when he reached his
destination, & small house in a side street
facing a brick wall.

He opened the door and went inside.

‘“Now are you going to arrest him?”
breathed Splinter, in great excitement.

But Grim shook his-head again.

“The time is not yet ripe,” he replied. “I
intend to watch the house during the mght,
and if, as I suspect, Speedy is still inside, I
shall make an entry to-morrow.”

Grim had by now got all his plans cut and
dried. So during the hours of darkness he
and Splinter leant against the brick wall,
carefully hiding the tricycle behind a lamp-
post, in case it might give their presence
away. -

The hours passed at the usual rate, and at
six o’clock QGrim determined to make his
‘inal move.

““] am going info the house,’”” he told
tiplinter, “and you must wait here. If I do
10t come back you will know things have not
gone right. After that you will have to get
the police. But I shall not failt!” ,

“I hope not, guv’nor.” said the lad, in a
choking voice.

1 Grim shouted in a ringing voice.

He felt that he might never see (rim
again, for the incriminator was about to pyg
his head in the lion’s den.

And a moment later Grim crept up to the
front daor and put his eye to the keyhole.

Swissssshhhhh!

A flood of inky water gushed out from the
hole and took Grim in the eye!

Splinter gave a shriek of terror as the
shastly fluid covered his master from head to
foot. Then, with the utmost bravery, he ran
to Grim’s assistance. '

He took out his handkerchief and began to
plug up the keyhole. Not till this was done
did he say a word. Then he turned to
Grim, '

“So you have failed?”” he said mournfully,

“1 am afraid so,” Grim admitted. *“ Yet
there is one more chance. I intend to try tue
window!” ~ | |

With his penetrating sight Grim had
noticed that to the side of the door was a
window such as are used to give light and
air to rooms. At once an idea flashed into
his alert mind. If he climbed through the

- window he would be able to enter the house!

With Grim, to think was to act! 1le
smashed the glass of the window and climbed
inside. As he had surmised, he found himself
in a room, and in one eorner was & door.
He leapt through it, and he was in a passage

{ or hall such as can be found in many houses

all over the country.

And he found something else! Kneeling at
the door was a figure of a man in running
vest and shorts! It was Speedy! 1In his
hand was a garden hose. At once QGrim
realised that it was he who had squirted the
water at him.

«“So my deductions were absolutely right!”’
Y1 arrest
you for stealing a silver-knobbed indelible
pencil!”’

Speedy turned with a snarl, and his pale
face went ashen. His red hair turned a dull
grey, and he snarled like a dog. But it was
useless. In a.second Grim had seized a small
object that was in the nascal’s hand. It
was the pencil!

After that it was useless to deny his guilt, )

and Speedy confessed how he had yielded to
temptation. He explained that he had
intended to sell the pencil and on the pro-
ceeds he was going to emigrate to the
(‘olonies.

This was just what Grim had suspected, so
he showed no trace ‘of surprise, and ten
minutes later Speedy was handed over to the
police, who sentenced him to ten years for
“pburglary with intent to defraud.”

As for Grim and Splinter, they returned to
the Baker’s Inn Road, and it will be long
before they forget their memorable summer
Iplida,v.
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{NOTE.—Readers
LiBRARY e¢an wrlte to me, and 1 will reply

of the NELSON
‘'on this page.
four or five weeks. Address vyour letters
-or posteards to UNCLE EDWARD. c/o The
Editor, The NELSON LEE LisrRARY, The Fleet-
way House, Farringdon Street London,

ECA4 —-U\TCLE EDWARD.)

J..-,RUSHDEN (Bow): You're off your
‘tocker. What rot! Can I fight Teddy
Long! 1 could lick him bound, g-agged,

_ and blindfold.

BETTY (Gravesend): .'.folly nice of you,

_Betty, to say you like me the best pf the

“bunch. I don’t iike to agree with you

that Church and MecClure are lucky to |

" have me as a leader, but we can’'t get
away f{rom the Lruth can we? Don't
worry—I expect we shall get back from
Africa 0.K. T like Chureh and McClure
hoth the same—dhey're
Write again soon, won't you? -

CLAREV(_‘E (Louth, mee,) Hallo, Clarence,

old fellow! (I don’t mean Clarence

Fellowe, you know.) My pocket-money

doesn’t last at all—somehow or other, it

vanishes like lightning. If they held a

beauty competition at the Moor View

School the prize-winner would certainly

be Miss Irene. I'm not prejudiced a bit

—averybody admits that Miss Irene is

lovely., Willy is bad enough as a brother

—my sister Ena is quite enough for me

in the feminine line. Willy's a terror, but

En}:% is the only person who ¢an sgcare me

stiff.

N. PANTER (Lavendon): Come on! You say
you’'ll come to 8i%. Frank’s and wipe up
the floor with me if I talk about punch-

“ing your nose. Come and try it, you
cheeky rotter! You'’d better bring an
ambulance with you; so ‘that you can
be faken .away. in comfort.

SIDNEY NISKIN (London, W.): I’'d like

~  to edit the Mag. again, but the chuaps
are so jealous that there’d only be a row
if 1 insist. Besides, Nipper might cut W
rusty.

fine chums.

- But don’t e\pect, a reply for

i IR
Correspondence Answered

by UNCLE EDWARD

/A Hllll!lll“llllHIHIHHHIIIIHIIlllllilllllllll!HIIIH!HIHIHH

MAY (Ba%mmtoke) You've got a wrong
idea, Miss May. I don’t hit Willy as
all=I'm-not a bully. Now and again I
might lieck him for being cheeky, but
that’s different. I've told Nipper you
like him, and he’s as pleased as Punch.
I haven’t kissed Willy, as you reque.st
I don’t want to be ill,

GEORGE (Clapham): So you thmk Miss
Irene is stuek up, my Trackett Grim
stories are daft, and I'm daft? Angd then
you say, ‘" No offence, of course.”” Not
at all! I simply love being cailed daft!
But if you stray away from Clapham and
shove your nose near me, you'il suddenly
find it missing. I shall squash it straight
into your faee with one swipe. .

REOGEG FADFREN (Warwick): You ean't
diddle me, George! I won’t give your
surname because you might want to keep
it private. Yes, I'm one of those strong,
silent chaps—glad you know it. I've told

- -Archie what you say, and &e’ll probably
write some more stuff for the Mag. when
he wakes up. If you want Warwiek
School to be published in the 0ld Paper,
why don’t you send along a photograph
and particulars to the Editor? He’ 11 do
the rest.

A. WILLIAMS (Peckham): Some of .you
chaps do ask dotty gquestions! <Can 1

= box? You might as well agk me if I can
breathe!

8. J. WARD (Bluntisham, Hunts): Tt wasn't
my fault 1 put MHants last time—you
~shounld write more clearly. And 1 can’t
keep the name of every town and village
in my head, ean I? The Portrait Gallery
and Who's Who are due for pubhcatmn
in the autumn. Thanks for get.tin a
new reader. (Good man! |

GGOREF‘ HRRPUA (Bluntisham, Hunts):
This wheeze of mixing up names seems
t0 be catching among the Georges.
You're the second one—Q@eorge larrap.
I'll.bet I've got it right!

F. DYER (Arnold, Notts): Too late to
give ericket articles now, I'm afraid. We
shall have football on us in next to no
time. I dom’t think much of your taste
in liking Willy. .Still, he’s my minor, so
there must be somethma attractive about
him. The oldest boy in the Remove
‘doesn’t want me to give his name. IHe's
an awful dunce, you kunow,

LESLIE MOBAN (Liverpool): The fellows
you mention are all here, and youw’ll have
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all particulars in the forthcoming Who's

Who. Yes, Boz is still alive. That list
" you want will eome along later. o
RALPH TINXKER (Huddersfield): Dr. Staf-

ford has been our Head for ages. Josh
Cuttle came here as porter when old
Warren went abroad, or retired, or some-
- thing.” Snipe’s still here, but we Kkeep
him well muzzled. He's a bit of - a
rotter, you know. Miss Irene’s birthday
is November 24th. o .
TOM HASKETT (Peckham): Have a look at
my reply to S. J. Ward, above. Yes, of
course 1 ean fight Nlpper I ecould ﬂght
Jack Dempsey, you ass. But this doesn’t
say that I should win.
doesn’t really exist. He’s the
: detective of fletion. '
GERALD K. LLOYD (Streatly-on-Thames):
Splinter’s name is Splinter. He’s a chip
of the old block. Tullwood was Remove
. skipper before Nipper arrived, but he
- soon got knocked off his peroh
adventures were first recorded in No. 112
of the Old Paper, and the story was
called * Nipper at St. Frank’s.” . I can't
enlighten. you about the back numbers.
Write to the Publisher, and I expect he’ll
be able to let you have some at the
ordinary price.
ALAN MARSHALIL (Sydenham) 1 admire
your 3udgment Yes, of course the Mag.
wvould completely ﬁzzle outt if my

great

Trackett Grim stories were stopped i 4

~have given your best wishes to Miss
Irene, but it’s like your sauce to inelude
_ your Tove.. Why, you chump, you don’t
“even know her! -

JOHN A. (Walworth): My goodness! You
~ Must have ‘a time of it with eight
* brothers! ~Aren’t you always . ﬁghtmg?
As for climbing to the top of St. Frank’s

and. doing ten somersaults, I wouldn’t |

.. attempt anything so silly. -
BRENDA (West Bromwich): Some ot you
girls fairly take the cake! Just faney
yvou liking Willy better than anybody
alse! What about Nipper, and Pitt? And
where do I come in? "Your questions
will be answered in the Portrait Gallery
~and Who'’s Who.

- letter.
LEIGH H. REYNOLDS  (Cheltenham):
Thanks your your chatty letter. All

right, I'll forgive the writing this time,

but don’t do it again. If Mr, Crowell saw

_your fist, he’d go off the deep end. And

1o wonder!

‘1. BROOKER (St. Neots, Hunts): Archie
‘doesn’t really require Phipps at all. When
Archie likes, he ean be as brisk as any-

. body. Do T somebimes get fed up with
“Tucker’s rot? My dear chap, I'm always
fod up with it. The best ﬁghter at
3t. Frank's is Ernest Lawrence.

C. 1. 8.
“"What do you mean by asking such silly

gquestiona? - Why don’t I write a deteetive |

.What about my
As for your

“story in the Mag.l!!
 Trackett™ Grim yarns?

Trackett Grim

Our

* ,GWENDOL:NE

Thanks for your mce_-

(Lambetn) You dottyl lunatic?

worse than that

writing, it’'s a “lot
I .beheve. some  of

Cheltenham chap’s.
you do it on purpose!

EVELYN (Lancs): Facts and ﬂgures about
the Remove will be given very soon now.
So please be on the look-out. The reasgg
why Church and McClure don’t write fo
the Mag. much is because they’re siich
duffers at writing. It takes them 4
month to think of an article, angq
another to write it. Hope I'll be able
};ot 1}gwe you a longer reply to your next
etter

DORIS CLEVELAND (Hudderbﬂeld) Pleage
look at the reply immediately above this.

I say, it’s a bit steep to call me a bully,

. isn’t it? And you're-all at sea in des.
cribing Miss Irene as stern and prim
~and - strict. And when you say that [
copy my Trackett Grim yarns from a

book, I feel like biffing you. ‘

DAVID STONE (Lwerpool) I don’t ever
fight Nipper because we're firm friends,
and, besides, he’s a tough nut to crack,
Even I would have my hands full.

W. DUMBRECK (Linlithgow). Hear, hear!
You are quite right. Sir A, Conan Dovle
never wrote anythmg like my Trackett
Grim stories.. I quite agree, old son. 1
don’t think we can allow readers to
contribute to the Mag., as this is really
a School paper, and we run it ourselves.

HELEN PRICE (Birmingham): I hope you'll
continue to be a reader for a long time
to come. I think your name is jolly
-nice, I am sorry I haven’t got a photo-
graph that I can send you. But look
out for me in the forthcoming Portrait
Gallery. 1 expect I shall be among the
first. Anyhow, if I'm not, there’s going
to be a lot of trouble for somebody

TYKE OF HALIFAX: I expect you're a bit
of a gay dog, with a name like that.
~All the ages and particulars you ask for
will be contained in the Who's Who,
which i3 now being prepared : :

(Wisbech): - As. you re-

quested, I have biffed I‘ullwood and Co.
~ for you. Anything to oblige a lady.
Of course, I should have biffed them in -
any case [ do it regularly, as a kind
~of exercise. And I know that the cads
always deserve four times more than

they get.
EOH (Shefﬁeld)-: I was at St-. Frank’s
before Nipper came. If yo_u'll geb

No. 112 of the OQld Paper, you’ll read
all about it. Rummy, your name bemg

- 30 much like mine.
JOHN HALLEY (Walthamstow): You're
asking for frouble, Johnny. But you
- only call me a bnlly and a tyrant and
boast about how you could biff me
because you. know- you'll never get ihe
- chanea. of trying And when you sa¥
that my Trackett Grim. yarns:spoil the
Mag.. I.can see- you -are only trying to

& ' be funny.
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A.B. P (Slmcmtone, Lanes): ow can I tell

W

‘FRED
-~ What’s the matter with your spelling?
It’s a good thing you ask for it to be
~excused. But I think you did it on pur-
pose, because no chap could really spell-

W,

U\‘CLE EDWARD’S
You're a nice chap, I must say!
- ping me a line,
on the top of that you call me a silly

Grim  stories are

‘when you grow up?
a human skyscraper.
Sixth  is
"months - old.

Handforth he’s a silly ass? Do you ex-
pect me to. cail myself names, ycu
rotter? -

J. WHITE (Islington): Yes, all the
photographs of the Remove chaps will
be published in due. course. There are
twenty-six - numbers of the Magazine to

- -a volume. Thanks for  your nicely
. written letter. . e
CHARLES PRICE (Leeds): Rats! What’s

the idea of pulling my leg, Charlie? It’s

like your cheek to say that you and Ren'|
~and Walter are coming to St. Frank’s.

after the holidays. A red-letter day
means a very special oeccasion..

STOTT (Bacup): Great Scott!

so badly.

H. ED‘\«IUNDS (Seven ngs) You must
be a lanky sort of chap——-under twelve
years of age, and five foot five in helght‘
I wonder what the dickens you'll be
You'll look like
Fenton of the

-seventeen - years and nine

page.  Don’t you think my time’s more

valuable than that? ‘ | __
.. WALTER HANCOCK (Snodland,): Archie.

Glenthorne is a lazy bounder, but when

he really lets himself go, he can box
tike the dickens. You’ll hear all about
* the dlﬁerent studies and
pants in the Who’s Who.

ADMIRER
Drop-

hoping I'm ill! And

josser! .And then you say my Trackett
> rotten! And you’'ve
got the nerve to sign yourself ¢ Uncle
Edward’s Admirer!” You're asking for

trouble, my lad—that’s what “you're
doing! .
EILEBN ALAINNAH (East Dulwmh) You

: DAVID .

- fight like -the dickens to "smash Full-
- wood’s power.
© "puntbers,

didn’t need 'to pluck up your courage to
write - to me. There was nothing to be

afraid of, you fathead—I 'mean, sorry!

Forgot you were a girl for the moment.
'l shake Clarence up, and ask him %o
write some more of his rotten parodies.

‘You ask-for a long reply—most of the

girls do—but this time, I'm afraid I
shall -have to- cut it short
next; I hope )

“ROBERTS (\Iountnm Aqh)
Fullwood ~was Remove ~ skipper when
Nipper first arrived, and \Tlprer had to

If you ‘waiit those early

vertise for them, bhecause they're out of
print. A.chie Glenthorne’s soft spot is

W. L. HOPE (Falkirk):

REGGIE (Gateshead):

I haven’t troubled to|-
count those dots at the bottom of your

their occu-

(Bristol) :

Better luck |

I'm afraid you’ll have to ad-}.

for Marjorie Temple—not for Doris.
You've. got it wrong, David.

Don’t you get
enough laughs out of the Mag. without
a page of jokes? Most of these jokes
are chestnuts, at the best. T’'ll try to

- answer some of your other questions

later, when I've got more space.

SPLINTER II. (Somewhere in Nottmgha.m)

The Who's Who you want will soon be
appearing now, so don’t be impatient.
Your descnp ion of me is prefty gocod,
but you're -a bit off-side when you .say
that I've got big feet. T'll admit there
are’ a few mistakes in your letter, but
not five hundred million, as you csuggest
You'll get the replies to your other
questions in the Who's Who.

It’s a good thing
you didn’t write on a sheet of foolscap.
With tiny writing like yours you would
have kept me husy for an hour. My
Trackett Grim stories are not supposed
t0 he dramatic.. They are dramatic.

- The Moor View School is about half a

mile from St. Frank’s. “The - Ancient
House caps are blue and gold,- and the
College House green and yellow. The

- -hest fighter -in the Remowe- is Ernes}

Lawrence. - The best footballer is Reggie

© . Pitt. And Nipper i€ a fine skipper. 1’d

like to describe Miss Irene to you, but
I haven't got the space—zt would take a
whole page.

RENA F. CHESTER: There s nothmg funny

in your reading a boys’ paper.. We've
got hundreds. of girl readers, so you're

.. in good company. Hundreds? . I should

have said thousandg Yes, the Portrait
Gallery is a .cert. now, and-- you won’t
have o wait long

- SP bCIAL NOTE.

~ dads 6 Tentlen write for particu-
lars about the. colour of my hiir and
eves, and so forth. Sometimes they
want to know the same details about
- the other chaps. In two or three
weeks’ time the Editor is beginning a
‘Portrait QGallery and Who's Who?
and all these faets about eyes and
‘hair and ages and heigh*s will be
given then. Of course, it’s all a lot
of rot, but we’re out to please every-
bady, so there you are. In my brief

- replies next week 1 shan’t answer any

guestions of the above nature, Don’t
be disappointed. You’ll know why.
I'm a patient chap, but I can’t spare
‘the time or space to answer all
these inquiries singly, and keep re-
peating ‘them. You’ll have ‘all the
full information in due course, in
weekly spasms. - |

UNCLE EDWARD.
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Boy
(Lord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle)

No. 14.—AN ALLUR-
ING VOLCAND.

EW people have heard of Coseguina.

Yet it is one of the most impressive

volcanoes in the world. I have called

it alluring because it had that sort
of cffect upon me; it drew me, and im-
pressed me, to a far .greater extent than
ever Teneriffe, Etna and Vesuvius did.

Yet it is but small, perhaps 4,000 feet high,
and looks smaller than that in the presence
of its towering neighbours dMomotombo, San
Miguel, and FEl Viejo, but its name exerts
a spell, strikes a terror, which theirs cannot.
~¥or in the early days of January, 1835, Cose-
guina, which had been sleeping
and peacefully as wusual all through the
Christmas _ season, suddenly awoke, and
burst into dreadful activity.  The explosion
which occurred was heard in Jamaica, 800

as quietly

—

‘| town of Chinandega,

miles away; and yet in the nelghbouring
some 50 ‘miles off,
nothing was heard at all, though it was
overwhelmed with m:dmght darkness.

What the natives call a ¢ poloacion,’”’ a
terrific shower of burning ashes, followed,
and. covered the earth for hundreds of mriles
around, in some places twenty-one feet deep.
Men who went to bed ric¢h in land and cattle .
on the eve_of the eruption lost everything
in less than a week, and were left penniless.

Yet what seemed to be a curse turned out

1 to be a blessing, for the fertility of the 1and

was increased enormously, and in a year or
two the people were back on their ranches,
and on the way to become as rich as before,
or richer. No trace of the devastation now
remains. Even the forests have renewed
themselves in less than a hundred years, and
giant cedars and caobas wave in the breeze.

It takes three hours’ hard riding to reach
the lonely jutting rock on which Coseguina’s
crater may be viewed, but it’s worth all the
effort, 1 was entreated not to go too close
when we reached the crater’'s rim, but
although the ground was cracked it seemed
solid, and I went to the very edge and
looked down. The ecrater is just over a
mile across, while that of Teneriﬂ‘e is twelve
miles across, and yet Coseguina was the
more impressive. Sheer down 2,000 feet, a
perpendicular wall, and at the bottom @

peaceful lake, about 200 acres in extent,
shining and glistening as the sunlight
touched it. Beautiful, majestic, still; a

silence that could be felt.

As one looked, and thought, and won-
dered, there was always the underlying idea
that this gentle and harmless Coseguina
might again awake like a giant, speak with
its dreadtul voice, and spread fire® and
desolation o’er the land That idea a[fected
and coloured all one’s thoughts.

‘Modern Aqueducfs

| By DICK HAMILTON.,

HESE are of two types:
structed of masonry, concrete or
brickwork; (2) Iron or steel piping
(chiefly cast iron), though these may

be lined with masonry. The former are

(1) Con-

expensive, and also more difficult to manage -

in working, through permeation, leakage,
ete., and consequently they are only used
nowadays for short lengths, though the
ancients had to rely upon them chiefly. But
labour was cheap in their time, and building
materials plentiful, besides which the manu-
facture of cast-iron pipes was ‘almost un-
known to them.

Modern aqueducts are mostly covered,
thus involving much tunnelling, whilst those
of the ancients were generally raised above
the ground, and carried on arches and

bridges. We have many fine aqueducts in
this country, all built within the last fifty
years. The Thirlmere aqueduct, which. sup-

{ plies Manchester with 50,000,000 gallons of

water a day, is ninty-six miles long, and
consists chiefly of cast-iron . pipes. It has
a man-hole every quarter of a mile.

Birmingham has a similar aqueduct of
seventy-four miles long, which supplies it
with 75,000,000 gallons a day, drawn from
Radnorshire. Liverpool’s aqueduct is sixty-
eight miles long, and conveys 40,000,000 gal-
Ions a day from the River Vyrnwy, in North
Wales. Derby, Sheffield, Nottingham and
Leicester have an aqueduct between them
which is fed from the headwaters of the
River Derwent, in Derbyshire, and in the
case of Leicester the water has to be con-
veyed 60 miles.

Wooden aqueducts are common in
America, where timber is plentiful, and per-
manency in construction is not so much
valued a3 it is here. But wooden aque-
ducts are said to last quite as long as those
made of cast iron.
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“NELSOH LEE " MYSTERY
PlGTURE COMPETITION.

sepooavEee * sesnen®nren

Boys' ‘Here’s the splendid little comgeti-
“tion which you can ail -enter. It need ounly
" cast you the stamp for a postcard or letter,
-and you will find that it is qulte a ncvel
;dea we have hit upon.

On Page 21 of this issue you “will find 1.

| *peture drawn to illustrate a certain part Jt
this neck's great story, “ Leit in the Desert,”
as you will see when you read the yarn.

" Now you know that under our pictures we
always ‘have a line or two describing the
incident shown. Well, this time we waat
you to find the beat wording to be uyut
-underneath this picture.

© A.Prize of £1 1s. will be awarded to the
reader who sends what, in the Editer's

. opinton, is the best
" picture, and Twelve Consolation Prizes will

. g0 to the readers whose efforts are next

+ best.

" All inseriptions must be taken from the
"actua] text of the story, and they must not
exceed 25 .words in length. Each inscription
" must be written on one of these coupons,
which must be posted to:

*  «“ MYSTERY PICTGRE No. 7,”
| C/o “ Nelson. Lee Library,”
Gough House, Gough Square, E.C.4.

The Closing Date will be 'lueqdav, Septem-
T Yth, . 'I‘he Editor’s decision is final.

inscription for the

““MYSTERY PICTURE” COMPETITION

"“NG 7.—I agree to accept the Editor's
rdeczs:on as ﬁnal and binding.

Name and Address.cieecnienn.. — -

“Nelson Lee Library.”—Closing date,
Tuesday, Septembe 1.

Inseription to Mystery P1cture (see
Page 21).
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I.BE. 'L]BRARY

PRIZE WINNERS

NELSON LEE LIBRARY
~ MYSTERY PICTURE
~ COMPETITION No. 2

e e ]

In this competition the First Prize

of £1/1,0 for the best inscription to

the picture has been awarded to:

MISS G. KERR
- 279, Seven Sisters Road :
Finsbury Park, N 4

for the following :

Had the sky been eclouded, the.
searchlights would lave shown up
promment]y But in this clear,
crystal air the beams were almost,

lost.

The twelve consolatlon prizes have
been awarded to the following :

A. Bacchus, 22, William

M‘orrie
Close, Walthamstow E.17. o

S. Brown, 9, Hawkstone Boad
Rotherhithe, S.E.16.

"E. A. J. Crook, West Street Ban-
well, Somerset.

H. Davies, -1, Lee Street Swanseq

G. Eldridge, 42, Kingsley Road,
Preston Park, Brirrhton )

Frank Sheath, 15, Sussex Squme,
Kemp Town, Brwhton

Vera Silver, 44, Richmond Row,
Liverpool.

N. J. Skipp, 105, Little Heath Road,
Foleshill, Coventry.

F. H. Trist, 47, Heston Termee,.
Porthill, Staﬂb.

J. A. Courts, 2,7 Elvan Terrace,,
Ibrox, Glasgow. "
V. Ward, Oaklands Bungalew,

Dinas Powis, Glam.

J. Wileoek, 21, Parsonage Street,
Bury, Lanecs.
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i& all you pay.tor _our No. 400A §

Mead ‘*Marvel'’~the finest cycle ever @
§ offered on such exceptionally ~easy @
@ - torms-— Brilliantly - .plated. -richly .
B criamelled: lined 1n colours. -Sent
packed free carriage .paid op - /@ -

~ 8 15 DAYS, FREE TRIAL.

B Fully warranted Morey refunded ! R
-~ B dissatisfied. Qld machines exchanged B
" @ Big bargains in factory soiled mounts. - §
B Tyresandaccessoriés 354 per.cent below
8- sliop prices. Write TO-DAY for. tésti- -§
@& -monials and illustrateg art catalogue. B
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cyélev.éompérii?:(Inc'.‘), - gl
@ (Dept.B797).Birmingham. 4

ﬁﬁglﬁTRIGKS, etc.—~—Parcels 2 /_6, 5/6. Ven.
striloguist’ s Tastrument, Invisible. Imitate Birds.
“Arive’ 6d.=édoh, -4 for 1{-—~T. W. HARRISON.

'f(}ua,,ra'_r'iti&(ﬁgi-Range'-25 mileg,; Catalogue FREE. {(Trade
snpplie‘d)'."_—k.?f. HAYNES, 22, Daulby St.; Liverpool:
; . s s

A &), MAGIC TRICKS, Etc.
AN PARCELS, 2/6 & 5/-.

N - o & ) VENTRILOQUIST'S INSTRUMENT.

[ 4 INVISIBLE. Astonishes, Mystifies,
- Imitates Birds, Beasts, o©d. each.
& & for 1/- =P, FEARING, Travancore

THE NELSON

{1 Treatment.

EREE §

LEE LIBRARY

YOURS for 6d. ONLY
& . “Qhis - -han@some, ~ fitll . “sized
~ QGent.’s . Lever . Watch sent
“upob receipt of 6d4.  Aftep
approval send 1/ more, the
balance- is then payable by
6 monthly instalments
of 2/- each. Guaranteed §
‘years. Chain offered Free with
every watch. Wrist Watchzs, %

; 1 ¢ ~ etc., on 'same> terms, Cash
L returned if -dissatisfled. Send
: 16.- now to Simpson’s, Ltd.,
Chain {Dept. 122), 94, Queen’s
FREE “Road, Brighton, Sussex,

FREE! A CAMEL packet of stamps if you ask
to see my special approval sheets. It contain-: .
British _Soudan (Camel), Angola, Tanger,” Cape, ®

- { Reunion, Victoria,; Salvador, China, :Tete, Russia,.

Guyane, - Ceylon, Venezuela, Jamaica, Portugal
(Charity),” Ukraine, Guadeloupe, Argentine, "Aus.
‘trian (Express),” and Lourenco Margues. “Send a
postcard.~-VICTOR BANCROFT, Matlock.

“ARE YOU FRIGHTENED

of meeting people, mixing in company, going to
social gatherings, dances, etc. P Do you lack Féeli’ _
Confidence, suffer from ' Nervous :Fears, Depres-
sioh, - Blushirg,  Timidity, or: Sleeplesstess?. Be- .
come -Self-Confident,r full of Courage..bright and
‘happy by . sending immediately 3 penny stamps-
‘for.particulars of the Mento:Nerve- Strengthening
GUARANTEED "CURE OR MONEKY

REFUNDED.—~GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, [Ltd.,
543, Tmperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London,

E.C.4

=\ HEIGHT COUNTS
441 B in winning success. Let the Girvan
- System increase, your -height. Send
P.C. for.parti¢ularsgxand:our £100

¥ o - guarantee to Enguiry Dept. A M .P.,
g i 7-;_’Stt_rdt§1a(}:mr-r{bad algidon. N.4:
,.% - DON’T  BE BULLIED.

 “SBecial O™ Two it " Sample Les-

g By
I“'@
3

29, Pol‘] tOflVllle : ROad’ I_:Ondon, N.l Lo S . o - 80NSs 'from_' ‘my Comple’tﬁg;f_ggurse on
Ti&%ESS';RB-C.EIVING SET 3/- "POST .| § &, JUJSITSUfor 4 penny stampsoraLargo
TOAAILRIW ~ (Complete), Tested &£:U/ '

& I11us; Portionof Course-for P.O. 3/6.

: Jujitsu is the best & sim-

y, Dlestsciénceofself-defences

. Gdadty 20d attack ever invented.

o ™A’ Learn totakecare of your:
selfunderallcircumstances. SENDNOW=YAWARA' -
{Dept. A.P.), 10, Queensway, Hanworth; Middiesex

“FREE | l

- I't_

Pair  Metal  Tweezers
' and 60 Different Stamps
8 Just request approvals. ~-LISBURN &

’:; " '; .- House, Sa:g.ﬁeld Rd., ._001?",5:? Baly T?WNSEND London Rd'.' Liv_gypgolh
| SILVER CUPS AND MATCH FOOTBALLS FREE!

- r

You'will find full details of a wonderful = *
FREE OFFER in- this Wednesday's .

 6BOYS"REALMff'

theimbst andei‘ful 'tw-d-pennyworth of Sports 'S-t'o_ries e_v_ér published.

| TWO NEW SERIALS STARTING THIS WEEK! |
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