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but a groan went up when
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The thin line was carried out far into the night
t was seen that the gale carried it fully ten yards beyond the wreck and far

cutt of reach.
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HEROES OF
- THE
LIGHTHOUSE !

A--Roggr'ng Story of the Scouts of St. Frank's, and of the gallant rescue in the

teeth of a raging gale of a party of Scouts from the Shingle Head Lighthouse.

Of )

By EDWY

-

SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER L
IN THE MIDST OF THE STORM.

HE storm was coming on in deadly
earnest.
At frequent intervals the blaek,
massed clouds were split asunder
0y the most vivid forked lightning, and the
thunder boomed and ecrashed and rolled.
At the same time, a hurricane gale was
ewooping iinland acress the downs from the
English Channel.

Shingle Camp, the headquarters of the
1st, 2nd and 8rd St. Frank’s Boy Scout

Troops, was being buffeted about severely.
he smgallier tents were withstanding the
gale manfully, but the marquees were boom-
g and hillowing ominously, in spite of the
eXtra stay-ropes.

t was late in the evening, and under
Ordinary circumstances the Scouts would
tﬂ\’e been in bed, and all lights out. But
thje gathering storm had changed every-
hing, For an hour the various Patrols had
®en busily attending to their tents, and
aking the camp snug and secure.

n Itehy darkness had settled down pre-
bei’;ture}y. At this hour there should have
ﬁimn the glow of sunset in the sky, and a

twilight, relieved by the cheerful glow
e camp fires.

But the storm, almost tropical in its
violence, had brought darkness—complete
and utter. And every camp fire had been

stamped out long since. With such a wind,
there was a grave danger of fire. There had
been no rain for many days, and the grass
was as dry as tinder, and canvas i3 nof
famed for its non-inflammable qualities.

Even now, when the storm seemed to be
at its height, no rain had fallen. Some of
the Scouts declared that they had felt a
huge drop or two, but these amounted to
nothing.

(‘ecil de Valerie, the Leader of the Eagle
Patrol, straightened his back and rubbed
his aching hands. He was perspiring freely,
for the July evening was cicse and sultry—
even the wind being hot.

“Phew! That was warm work!" he ex-
claimed breathlessly. ¢¢Still, T think we've
goft her all snug now. What about that
stay-rope you were tightening, Hubbard?
Did you manage it?"

“Yes, it's as tight as a drum,”
Hubbard.

The Eagles had just finished the task of
making their tent secure, and the other
Patrols throughout the camp had been
similarly engaged. One or two tents, how-
ever, were sagging about rather perilously

replied
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wind.
almost continuous lightning flashes.

in the They could be
“Can’t make it oub!” said Somerion,
staring across the camp. 1 haven’t
snyvthing of the Hawks or the Lions g
“Qr the Tigers, either,”> put in De
Valerie. *““What on earth can they be
doing? They ought to have been back
lere long ago—particularly as this storm
was coming on.”’
“Somebody said that
forth and all the other Lions and Tigers
went out in a boat,”” said Teddy Long.
““It’s my belief they've got swept out {o

Nipper and Hand-

sca, I expect they’re all drowned by this
time.”’ .
“You know everything, don’t yocu?”

snapped De Valerie.
‘““ Oh, really, De Valerie——"" began Teddy.

“ Never mind—we’ll let it drop,”” growled
iYe Valerie. “But I don’t believe anything
you hear, Long. XNipper and Handforth
wounldn’t be mad enouzh to go out in a
hoat in this weather. What about Reggie
Pitt and his Hawks? 1 suppose they went
for a swim?’? he added sarcastically.

“1 believe Long’s right,”” declared Hub-
bard., ‘“Boots told me that he saw some
of our e¢haps out in an old yacht—but that
was hours ago. I expect they went back
into Cailstowe, and have gone to the pic-
tures, or semething like that.”

Nelson Lee appeared at this moment, and
the  Scoutmaster-detective was  looking
rather worried. He was making a round
of the camp, sceing that everything was in
order. Mr. StG]{LS and Mr. Clifford—the
respective Scoutmasters of the 2nd and 3rd
Troops—were simijlarly engaged in their own
scctions of the camp.

“Everything’s all right, sir,”” said De
Valerie, as Nelson Lee came up and paused.
“1 expect we shall get the rain soon. By

Jove! That was a terrific flash 2
- The rest of his sentence was drowned by
the shattering peal of thunder which

. ¢rashed out, and which seemed to shake the
very ground itself.

‘“I won’t tell you to get to bed, boys,”
sald Nelson Lee, when the rolling echo had
died away. “But if it comes on to rain,
you'd bettdr get inside the tents, and stay
there. You haven’t seen anything of the
Hawks and the Tigers and the Lions??’

‘“No, sir?

“Extraordinary!” muttered Lee, {rown-
ing. “What in the world can be keeping
the boys away? At a time like this, too!
] ¢ould understand two or three absent{:e%
—but eighteen!?” :

“It's jolly rummy, sir,” said Somerton.
“And it isn’t like Nipper or Pjtt, either.
could understand Handforth———?*
“Yes,” interrupted Lee absently.
boys, don’t worry yourselves.
bound 1o turn up socon. 1 have

-
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rumoars that they were scen out in tis bay,
Do you know if thut 3 correet?”?

“Yes, it is, sir,” said 7Teddy Long
premptly. *‘I heard it hours ago. I'll bet
they’ve all been drowned——"

“Don’t be :0 ridicuious, Lonx!®’ inter.

rupted Lee ecurtly.

He walked off, and the Eagles looked after
him as he vanished into the intense glocm,

“He’s worried,” said De VYalerie, <]
don’t wonder at it, either.” = ]

“IHe snapped me up, anyhow,” growled
Teddy Long. ““And I'll bet I was right,
too! Just you wait and see! Nipper and
Handforth and all those other chaps hawe'
cot drowned!”’

““Aw, can that stuff!” growled IJ]}-sses
Adams. “Gee! You make me tired!”

Nelson Lee ran into Mr. Beverley Stokes
and Mr. Clifford at the edge of the camp.
The other two Scoutmasters were staring
out to sea, across the downs—for the camp
was pitched only a few hundred yards from
the cliff edge.

“ Heard .m};thzng of your boys yet, Mr.
Lee??” asked Mr., Stokes. :

‘“No, but I am not particularly anxious, »
rephed Nelson Lee. “They are all boys I
can trust, and there is ewdentiy bmne 260
reason ,[or their prolonged absence.’

el il

CHAPTER II.
A NEW EDITION OF WILLY.

R. STOKES made 1o
comment for a,
moment. He was:
staring out - across
in the direction of
= =% ohingle MHead—that +treacher-:
ous rspur of rock whlch nad brought disaster
to many a gallant ship. -
*““Yes, of course,”” he said, at length,
“ A good reason for their absence, eh? Un-.
doubtedly, Mr, Lee. But it is rather a:
pity. Except for those three Patrols, the
entire camp is complete. All my boys are
here—and all AMr. Clifford’s, to0o0.” :
“I hope everything is all right,”? said
Mr. Clifford.
The three men

the sea

were silent for a few.
moments, Nelson Lee was far more anxious
than he would have the others helieve.
And they refrained from telling him of their
CWN su&picions.

But they all had the same thought.

It was known for a fact that Nipper and
Mandforth and the rest of the Lions and
Tigers had gone. out in an old yacht earlier
in the evening—before the storm had shown
any sign of gatherlnﬂ

All the Tumours could
fake. And. the continued
concerning  ihe missing
disturbing 1n

not be merely a
absence of news
Patrols was
view of t{he
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weather conditions. What had happened |
to Reggie Pitt and the Hawk Patrol re-
mained a complete mystery. And there was
another cause for anxiety, too.

¢ [t's almost beyond belief!*” declared
¢ Barry ' Stokes, asz he shaded his face
against the strong wind and stared towards
the deadly Shmrrle Rock.  “Of course,
you've noticed the absence of aany light, Mr.
Le=? It must be the first time on record
that anything so alarming has happened.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“It is disastrons,” he agreed. “The
abscnce of the light would be bad enough on
any ordinary night, but in this storm, and
with the sea rising higher every minute, it
niay mean the 105 of many pl{Cious hives,
There is quite a lot of shipping oft this coast
—and I understand that a good many of
the Caistowe fishine smacks are out. Thev 4
paturally be fizhting their way back into
harbour.?? '

“May Heaven
(liftord fervently.

“Yes, they'll need Providential guidance
in this smother!*” said Mr. Stokes, noddmg.
““ Without the Shingle Light they'll be
blinded—utterly lost and deprived of all
guidance. Can’t something be done?”

The three Scoutmasters continued to gaze
in the same direction., The cause of their
perturbation was obvious. The famous
shingle Rock Lighthouse had {ailed! Tor
the first time in its history, the familiar
beam was invisible. The Io*mr and short
flaslies, so well known to the local fishing
boats, and the coasting vessels, no lenger
cént out their warning signals.

In short, the Shingle Rock Lighthouse hagd
ceased to function.

As Nelsonr Lee had said, this would have

help them!” said Mr.

been a seriovs state of affairz on a calm
Light. But it was a hundredfold more
38TIOHS NOW.

All the Caistowe ﬁthw smacks would
be heating back into harbour——\mzl the

]JC‘E"LH]\ fI‘OIl]. the }lf'llt-hOlL were thE‘iI‘ sure
fuidance. Deprived of this guidance, and
fighting against the rising seas, a boat was
liable to lose 1ts way, ﬂnd pile itself upon
the treacherous oclw

Furthermore, big ships were in danger—
liners, trading steamers, and so forth. All
1{?1\\(" passing down the Channel, and hug-
ging the coa:t would be imperilled by the
HF“R[}&Cted failure of rthe Shingle Rock
Light. Such a failure could not have hap-
Pered at a worse time.

“ Apparently something has gone wrong

With the mechanism,” said Nelson Lee at
Ienrrth “1 have no doubt the two keepers
are workine feverishly at this very moment,
and [ e\pect the lwht will flash out at any

second.  Old Danie! Nash is not the kind
°f man to fail in his duty. Mis record as
@ lighthouse keeper is absolutely un-

blemished, I understand.”

b

‘“But can’t soniething be done?’ repeated
Mr. Stokes, frowning.

" :uund not,'"" replied Lee.
Rock i3 a particularly exposed <crag,
only in the calmest weather can a  boat
approach. Of course, in this month, and
throughout the summer, the lighthouse is
generally apvroachable at almost any con-
dition of the tide. But in such a storm as
this no boat could live near the Rogk.”

¢ The
ana

“Ln mid-winbter ¢he .lighthouse keepers
liave been cul oft for weeks on end,” re-
marked Xr, Clittord. “1 think. Mr. Lee's
right, Barry. XNothing can be done in this
weathop—1

He Dbroke off as a flash of lightning re-
vealed a small figure near by. The small

figure was staring out in the same direction

as the three Scoutmasters.
“Who is that?” called out Mr. Clifford.
“It’s all right, sir—only me,” Tepliad a
familiar voice. “I say, what’s the matter
with the Light? Somebody’s turned the tap
off ! R '
Willy  Handfeorth, recognising his Scout-
masters voice, approached. Another flush

of hLightning revealed the faet that his face
was rather pale, and he was not his usual

self, But he strove to make his tone care-
less
‘¢ Seen anything of my major, sir?" he

asked, turning to Nelson Lee. “ He hasa't

turned up, I suppose?”

“I'm afraid not, Willy,”” replied Nelson
Lee., ¢ None of the Tigens have been seen
singe tea-time, in fact., The Lions are
also——"’ '

“Yes, I know, sir,” interrupted Wallv
“I'fll bet my major is the cause of it. He
got himself into a scrape of some kind, and
. the others are lugging him out of it. I've
heard that they hired an old yaecht, and

they'll have some excitement if they're out in
this storm.” ;

“Impossible!”" said Mr, Stokes, frowning.
“They wouldu't be mad enough to keep at
sea in this wcather—— B3 the way,
wouldn't it bz a - good pouu. to malke
inguiries in Caistowe?”

““I have already done s0,” said Nelson Lee
quietly, “The yacht went out late this
afternoon, and had not returned an hour
ago, when the storm was on the point of
breaking."

“ Good heavens!” ejaculated Mr. Stokes.
““You didn't tell us this before!”

“] didn't wish to cause any undue alarm,”
said Lee. “ And there is no reason for jump-
ing to conclusions now. In all probability the
yacht has taken sheiter in one of the
numerous coves down the coast. That is the
logical assumption.”

“ Rather, sir!"” agreed Willy. ¢ Nipper was
on board, and lie wouldn't let the chaps do
anything pash, T know. I'll bet they ve goae
ashore in some isolated bay. They're bound
to turn up before long.”

Willy turoed away and looked out towards

L
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Shingle Head again. He was a different | day—— "Why, what the diekells;-—_ I say,
Willy now. AN his usual confidence and |you girls, haven't you noticed something?” -

cheek had gone. He was subdued. And this
proved, more than anything else, how great
his anxiebly was.

The darkness had shut in deeper than ever,
the thunder boomed, and the wind howled:
Small wonder that the whole camp was
anxious! . :

——— S—

CHAPTER III.
" WHAT IRENE & CO.

(¢ ORGEOQUS!” exclahmed
Doris Berkeley breath-
lessly. -

“You won't say
that in a minute, when the rain
swishes down,” sald Irene

S5AW.

Manne: “It’s bound to start soon. We'd
(lj)ette.,l get back to camp while we’re still
ry.’

There were six Moor View schoolgirls on
the cliff path, full in the teeth of the summer
gale. And Doris, at least, was revelling in
tne fight against the elements. They stood
there, “stari ing out into the darkness, holding
their wide- brimmed hats against the wind.

All were in the uniform of Girl Guides, and
their shoulder-knots of brown-and-red told the
initianted that they formed the Robin Patrol.

And the two white stripes on Irene’s left

pocket, and the badge in her hat, formed
clear evidence that she was the Patrol Leader.

1% was quite late; but owing to the fierce
storm the camp had not settled down for
the night. The Moor View girls were camp-
ing much farther along the cliffis—two or
three miles from the St. Frank’s Scouts.

Irene & Co. had come along the cliff path
for a walk, Miss Bond, their captam having
allowed them to go, on Irene’s assurance that
. she would look after her Patrol with care.
There was also an understanding that they
would he back within half an hour.

*“1 simply love a storm like this!”’ declared
Winnie Pity enthusiastically. “ It makes you

feel so jolly small, you know. I’ll bet the
sea’s fearfully rough, down there on the
beach.”

“1 say, let’'s go down!”’ suggested Doris,

‘““There’s a path just along the cliffs
here—-~""
“No!” interrupted Irene firmly. “ We've

gob to get back to ecamp.”

‘The others accepted her word without ques-
tion, although they were not exactly on duty
Now. Irene's Patrol consisted of Doris
Berkeley, Marjorie Temple, Winnie Pitt, Ena
Handforth, and Violet Watson. They were,
in fact, the star Patrol of the Mcor View
company.

“Jlallo, 1 felt a big spot of rain just
then!” said Ena, shouting, against the wind.
"My hat, it'll probably come down in sheets
in two or three minutes, and we shall get
soaked! Miss Bond will have a fit!”’

“It won’t do her any harm!'” said Doris
complazently.

.kmd of dull agony.-

¢« She’s been a bit pecvish to--

“[t’'s tco dark to notice anythbing,” said
Marjorie.

“That’s just it!” went on Doris ex-
citedly. “ Why is it so dark? What about
the Shingle Rock Light? It ought to be out
there—almost dead ahead of us! Yet the
headland is as black as ink!” @

The girls were rather startled at Doris’
discovery.

*“The llqhtllume isn't workmf P’” said Irvene,
with a catch in her voice. bomethmu lmp-
penmed! It’s frightful, you know-—-espedal.ly
on a night like this! “There may be a lot of
wrecks o !

She broke off with a gasp, for at that
scecond a  particularly brilliant display of
lightning flickered and blazed in the =zky,
For a second, the network design of electric
flame patterned the sky. And the beach
helow, the angry surf, and the cruel crags
of Shingle Head were clearly revealed to the
watching girls.

And Doris uttered a shout of alarm and
horror,

“Look!” she exclaimed, pointing.
you see? Out there—""’

The darkness shut down, and the thunder
boomed and rolled.

“What is it?"" asked Irene sharply.

““There was a boat down there—being
driven straight on to the rocks!” panted
Doris in alarm, “J saw it clearly—and U'm
sure it was out of control! Oh, somebody is
in dreadful danger!” )

“1 saw it, too 1 said Ena quietly.

Violet Watson wasn’t quite sure, but she
rather fancied she had caught sight of some-
thing. The others were clearly sceptical.

“It must have been your Iimagination,”
said Winnie, shaking her head. “Xo boat
could live in this sea

Another fiash came—even Jonger than the

* Don't;

first—and 1t mnade the entire scene as brilliant

as in full day. But the sea and the rocks
had a curious look. The effect was like that
obtained when a flashlight photograph is
taken. But the picture was impressed vividly
upon the girls’ minds.

Far out, on one of the half-submerged rocks
at the outer edge of the bay, a boat was
caught in the crags. The girls even saw if
lifted high and smashed down. They saw
struggling figures, too,

““They're Boy Scouts!” screamed Marjorie,
terrified.

““Oh, and they’re clingiug to those rocks!
panted Trene. ¥ Pemapa they’re heing
smashed to atoms while we’re talking!” '

“Perhaps Ted’s there!” said Ena, with a

137

Furthey conversatlion was impossible at the
moment. The shock of the thing had hit the
girls like zometiting solid. The lightning
]md permrti“d them to see what was’ cvi-
dently a iragedy—tihere, below in the bay, @
boat had been smashed on the rocks, and its
occupdant: thrown 1o the merey of the angry
sea,
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Irene & Co. waited, tense and frightened.
Thev waited for the next flash of lightning
to gleam out. It seemed an endless vigil. In
reality the lightning came within twenty
seconds. _ _

And, staring, the girls saw the figures of
several Boy Scouts climbing high on the
rocks—out of reach of the smother and foam.

CHAPTER 1V.
GIRL GUIDES TO THE RESCUE!

HEY'RE safe!"”
breathed Doris,. her
dark eyes =leaming
with hope and li;hank-

&g /. .-, fulness. “Did you see? They’ve

J:xw%{"‘"’ got on to the rocks gl :
“«Yes; but the tide’s coming in all the

time ! interrupted Ena, in her quiet but de-

termined way. - ‘““That rock will be under
water within half an hour. And then they’ll
he swept off to certain death. What can we

do?” .

“ILet's rush to the coastguards,” suggested

Marjorie breathlessly. : =y b
“But that would take ftoo long!” pro-

tested Irene. ““There’s a lifeboaf-house in

the gap, only a few hundred yards away,
and it would take them a long time fo get
here.” - : : -

£0h, why aren’t they on the watch?” asked

Violet angrily. < They ought to be here all

the time, in a storm like this—particularly as

the lichthouse isn’t working! It’s a shame!”

““Oh, but, Violet dear, I suppose they are
on the watch,” said Irene. 1 expect they're
all along the cliffs, -looking for distress
signals, Naturally, they couldn’t see this,
because it’s only a small boat, and wouldn't
be able to give any signals. We only saw it
by chance.”

" I say, let's take the boat out ourselves!”
exclaimed Doris briskly.

““Oh, Doris! Don’t be silly—"

*We're Girl Guides, aren’t we?” demanded
Doris, her tone becoming obstinate. ¢ Aren’t
We supposed to do all sorfs of big things?
Guides aren’t merely to look at! It's their
duty to be ready in an emergency?!”’

“But not to take a lifeboat out!” objected
Irene. ¢ We're all good at rowing, I know,
but Miss Bond would be terribly angry—
‘i“‘g%d, she’d be frightened out of her

“She won't know anything about it!” in-
terrupted Ena. “I agree with Doris—we
Sught to go! By the time we get to the
COastguards the tide will be up, and it'll be
too late,  We've either got to make the
“ttﬂﬂ}pt. or abandon those poor chaps to
tertain death.”

pit Was a terrible position for the Robin
atrol. elhey were all plucky girls, but the

(¢

L)

EingD@Ct of braving the sea in this storm
CeUer appalled  them—whilst fascinating

~them. -

hem

at the same time. And they would have

fo make a decision, one way or the other, at
once. ' '

A little distance away there was a gap in
the cliffs, sloping steeply down to the beach.
And in this gap stoed a smal!, weather-
beaten shed. A lifeboat was hecused here—
not one of the big, official kind, but a com-
paratively small lifeboat which was main-
tained by local subscriptions. It biad been
occasionally used in big storms to reseis the
survivors from wrecks on the sh:ltered side
of Shingle Head. |

It was more or less of an emergency life.-

boat, and not designed for long-distance
work. The Caistowe lifeboat was the recog-

nised craft for this particular district; but
this could not be used now, for the crew—

even 1f on the alert—could know nothing of

the dizaster.

While the giris were still trying to make up
their minds, a figure loomed up along the
cliff path—and, indeed, almost bumped into.
A biaze of lightning revealed their
forms, and the newcomeér halted.

‘“Hallo!” he ejaculated. “What the
dickens are yvou girls doing out here in this
weather? At this hour, too! You ought to
be all tucked away in your little cots!”

“Why, is that you, Willy?” asked Irene.
staring into the gloom.

“0Of course it's me!"’ replied Wi’l!y Hand-

forth. “I'm jolly worried about Ted. {
couldn't stick in camp, so I came ®or 3
walk Oh, hallo,-Ena! 1 thought you'd

be kunocking ahouf somewhere.”

His sister grabbed hold of his arm.

“Why are you worried about Ted?’ she
asked fiercely. _ -

“No need to bite me!” said Wiliy.- <]
say, you've got some muscies, you know »

“Quick! Where's Ted?” demanded Ena
shaking him. : '

“I don’t know,” sald her young brother.
“He went out with his Patrol, and with the
Lions, quite early in the evening, and thev
haven't been seen since. They hired a yaché
and I believe it’s heen blown in one of these
coves = | -

“Then—then my brother is among those
boys on that rock!” shouted Ena huskily.
“Quick, girls! We've got to get that life-
boat—"" '

““Rock?"’ echoed Willy.
mean?”’

“We saw a small boat driven on to the
rocks, and the occupants were iust able to

“What do you

.scramble into safety,” said Irene guickly

“But they can’'t last long, because the tide's
coming up!”’

“Great Scott!” said Wiily, taking a deep
breath. :

“But it couldn't have been the Lions and
Tigers,” put in Doris. “If -was a small boat
we saw—not a vacht. Besides, there were
only a few fellows, as far as I could see—
certainly not a dozen.” 7

Willy gave a iump.
“The Hawks!"” he shouted. ¢ Reggie Pitt
and his lot! I expect they took a small



in the storm.
It’s as black

got caught

and
But how do you know this?

boat out

?3

as piteh

The girls quickly explained what they
had seen, and they even pointed out the
rock where the boat had crashed. The
lightning was so vivid and continuous that
Willy soon picked it out. And he could
distinguish one or two clinging figures, half-
smothered by the spray.

“My only hat!” he ejaculated in alarm.
“We musn’t stand here like this! We've
got to do something. Those chaps can't
“last long——"’

“We thought about breaking into the shed
in the gap, and getting out the lifeboat!”
interrupted Doris. “It’s only a small one,
and we’ve never done anything
before, but we can have a shot at it.” |

Willy looked at the girls with gleaming
pyes.

“By jirgo!
haven’t got
breathlessly.
right stuff! Geod egg! We’ll rush down to
that shed, and rush the lifeboat ouf in two

Who was it that said girls
any . spirit?” he ~exclaimed

shakes! < Come on! Girl Guides to the
yescue—with a Boy Scout thrown In as a-
makeweight!” |

And, without any further argument or

indecision, they hurried along the -cliff .path
{owards the nearby gap.

L e el

i CHAPTER V.
_THE CASTAWAYS OF SHINGLE RGCK..

W}HLE the whole coas?t

was animated . with

anxiety and conjec-

“fure concerning the

s¢., failare of the Shingle Rock

®rs - Lighthouse, the actual truth
)

was  very .- ditfcrent from the general
suppeosition. =

In Caistowe, and in all the fishing villages
aleng the coast the failure of the light was
set down to some mechanical defect in the
apparatus. People believed that old Dan—
the highthouse keeper—was feverishly work-
ing with his mate to restore the light. -

Up and dowa the coast for miles the

excitement and alarm grew. And at sea,
where many fishing smacks were fighting
ngainst the storm, and where coasting

steamers were steadily plugging on  their
eourse, the consternation was even greater.
For every vessel was gravely endangered.
Without the famous Shingle Light to guide
them, they werc like blind men near the
cdge of a precipice. And the storm
increased their peril a hundredfold.

The truth aboué the Shingie Rock waé
astounding. :
It was in the sole care of twelve Boy

Sconts—the Lion P#trol and the Tiger Patrol

like this

“I say, you're. made of the

'l

v

of the 1st St. Frank’s Troop! Daniel Nash-
was a prisoner in one of his own store-
rooms, and his mate was dead. That, in
a nutshell, was the exact position,

And how had this extraordinary state of
affairs come about? '

The St. Frank’s Scouts were not on the-
lighthouse by choice—they were marooned,
cut off from the land, and prisoners on ihs
rock. And the cause of their predicament
was the unexpected madness of Danicl Nash,

The hardy eold lighthouse-keeper had re-
cently had the misfortune to lose every.

penny of his savings through injudicious
imvestment. And his loss, combined with
the solitude of his life, had suddenly

deprived him of his reason.

. "The St. Frank’s fellows had been involved

by pure chance.
They had hired the old yacht in the early

-evening, as Nelson Lee had ascertained, but

they had taken no rash chances. At that
hour the sea had been glassily calm, and
Nipper had read the warning signs. So he
had decided to just sail round the light-
house and then make for the safety of
Caistowe Harbour, |
But old Nash had appeared at the door
of the lighthouse while the yacht was close
by, and had invited the Boy Scouls to
inspect his lonely home. It was hardly
surprising that they had eagerly accepted
the invitation. _
For they would be off in half an hour,
and there had been no prospect of the
storm breaking before nightfall. They had
had hours to spare.
Then had come the shock. _
TFor old Dan, having seen the boys enter
the lighthouse, had stove in the yacht’s
side with a sledge-hammer, and had set her
adrift. - T o g
It was not until then—when it was too
late—that the Scouts. had realised their
position.  The lighthouse-keeper had cun.
ningly concealed his madness from them
until he had deprived them of all means
of escape. And then he had come out in .
his true colours—and had, indeed, attempted ,
to choke the life ouf of Handforth.

For hours the startled juniors had re-
mained on the lighthouse baleony, hoping
to attract attention. But Inek had been
against them. In the meantime, old Nash
had wrecked the delicate lighting apparatus
and rendered it uselegs, " ;

But he had been conguered at last, and-.

was now safely under lock and key, unable
to do any further mischief. ‘The gathering

L storm had only-added to the consternation

of the Scouts.- L
Nipper had.sueceeded in signalling to the
Hawk Patrol late in the evening, and the:’
Hawks, without waiting to give any general
alarm, had taken out a boat with the in-
tention of rowing .to the lighthouse. Bub
the storm had swooped down with startling,
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cted suddenness. And they had found

“”ij‘f"a;rmt too strong for them.

1'1!1‘355111'[ ns they would, they had”heen -
.hle to get back to the shorc. The dark-
_~zz had swallowed the]‘.n up, and }-Leggnef
HEE ~nd his gallant Patrol had been cast
‘gﬁ ofle of the exposed ro_c?_fs, t\h:-.iir boat
smashed neneath them—as Iréne & Co. had

dramatically witnessed. . _
~ The Hawks were mercifully saved, and
at first they hgxd believed t—IlEtI'IE.S'?]E'E‘S._TO
be secure—thinking that the rising tide
would not affect them. But the direction of
the wind—a sheer gale—was haying a big

P
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cause of humanity. Fate had placed them
in this position—they were the temporary
keepers of the Shingle Rock Lighthouse.
And while the entire population along the
coast wondered, the marooned Scouts were
working at the highest possible pressure.
Even while the stormm was raging, Nipper
and fhree helpers were doing their utmost
to repair the damaged apparatus and get
it info working order. e
The others were manufacturinz flares, and
the first of these was about to be lit. By
hook or by croock the schoolboy lighthouse-
keepers were debermined to carry on!

o
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““Then we’ll comea !’ interrupted lrene prompily.

here——3!
‘“ Seven ! ¥’ corrected Willy briskly.

‘““There are sixXx 0f us

effect upon the water, and was causing-the
tide to rise with extraordinary speed, and
to a much higher point, than usual.

Thus their perch was not the safe oune
they had thought, and they were in peril
Ol being swept off and battered to death

?H the cruel rocks. Their fate, indeed,
ng in the halance.
IPper and Handforth and the other

2Couts on the lighthouse knew nothing of
fh?t fﬁtle drama, although thej.-'lsus..pect-e-:g
datnwg{}e Hawks were i+ some kind of
think . They hLad their own troubles to
tink about—and their duty, too.

hey were Scouts, and as such it was up-

¢ them to render unselfish service in the

CHAPTER VI
THE MODERN GRACE DARLINGS.

RENE & CO. and Willy re-
ceived a surprise when
they hurried down .the

= gap and came within sigh§

e 0f the smalil iifepoat-shed. Rain

2 was pouring down now-—sheets

of driving, hissing rain.

The girls weare” already wef through, bub
they scarcely noticed their discomfort. The
midsummer storm was raging ia all its fury,

and the sea, il anything, was getting
angrier. The lightning was so conlinuous

that the eleetrical display seemed to be
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the
and rolled with confusing intensity.
The girls were surprised to see a lantern

never ending. And

gleaming near the lifeboat-shed. And as
they approached they found that the doors
were opened, and several burly men wcre
engaged in hauling the lifeboat down the
shingle. There were two or three storm-
lanterns standing about. _

At first the girls thought that the ilife-
boat crew had witnessed the accident, and
were ahbout to so to the rescue. But they
socon changed their view. The men were
performing their work so leisurely and with
such calmness that they had obviousky
received no alarm.

They paused as the Girl Guides approached
and peered at them dubiously. Willy had
taken in the situation at a glance. He re-
cognised the men as local fishermen, and
ecasily guessed that they had come along
to the lifeboat as a mere precaution—in case
ihere was a sudden call. The fishermen
went up a good deal in Willy’s estimation,
They weren’t so slow, after all.

““ Better get back to your camp, young
ladies!” said one of the men, as he came

forward. “This ain’t no place for the
likes o youn. What wi® this ’ere rain an’
the storm—-" -

“Bother the storm!” interrupted Irene.

“We came here to get the lifeboat out.”

“Qh, ye did?” said the man with a grim
smile. “I admire yvour pluck, young lady,
but it’s work for men. An’ mebbe there’ll
be a call before long—what wi” the light
bein’ out an’ the sea fair swarmin’ with
smacks. Not as long as I’'ve lived have
1 seen that light fail, an’ if there ain‘t 2
- wreek it’ll be a mercy!”

“But there is—bthere is!” said Irene
quiekly. “A small boat was driven on the
rocks only a quarter of an hour ago, and
ithe occupants are all clinging to the rock,
and in danger of being swept off!”

“So buck up and get the lifeboat
launched!” put in Willy briskly. “I’ll come
along with yvou and lend a hand. But the
main thing is speed—we can’t stand here
jawing.”

The other fishermen had joined the group
now. There were four of them altogether,
and they heard this fresh piece of news
with an exchange of startled glances.
Willy’s calm offer to lend a hand with the
lifechoat made little or no impression.

“A boat was driven on the rocks?” 1z-
pcated one of the men. *You're dreaming,
missy! There’s been no boat out in this
seqa——""

“But we saw it!” shouted Doris.
saw it distinctly in the lightning. And
there were five or six boys in it. They’re
clinging to the rocks now, and ihey might
he swept off at any moment. The tide’s
rising all the time.”

3, only took Irene & Co. a few moments
to convince the four burly fishermen. And

“We

Lo -

got to

thunder crashed }then the latter were not oniy startled, bug

thoroughnly alarmed. This  was an une
expected call.

“The others won’t be along for half an
hour, Jim!” said the eldest of the group,

“You'd hest rush along and hasten ’em up,

If them boys are to be got off, there's no

time to lose!%

“We’ll never do it, Ben!” said the other.
“It’ll be more than half an hour before
I can get back—I ean’t go round by the
beach, because the tide’s cut off the ‘head-
Jand by this time. I shall have to go up
the eliff and round »?

“And those hbhoys will die!” interrupled
Irene.
“It’s no good. missy—four of us ain’t

no good in the lifeboat!” said Ben firmly.
“We'd go in a minute, if we could, but we
shouldn’t stand a chance—"

“Then we’ll come!” interrupted Irene
promptly. “ There are six of us here——-*

“Seven!” corrected Willy briskly.

“Well, seven of us!” went on Irene.
“We can all row—we’ve had plenty of
practice, and with you men o control the
hoatt we can do it! It’s either that or
leaving those boys to their fate!”

“And there’s mnot a second to
added Willy urgently.

“Bless your hearts, young ladies, it can’t
be done!” ejaculated the old fisherman. “I
daresent take ye out—much as I admire
your erit! We might never get back—"

“Well, that’ll be better than standing
here idle!’’ said Doris fiercely. “We’ve
go—we've got to! We can't let -
those boys drown without making any
attempt to save them. And if yon send
for the other men it’ll be too late!”’

lose,”

“@Gozh!”” shounted one of the others.
“The gal’s right, Ben! An’ we can do
it, too. What’s more, it ain’t for us to

pick an’ choose. There’s lives to be saved,
an’ it’s np to us to save ’em!?’

““Ay!” assented the others.

And in another minute the decision was
made, and the lifeboat was being dragged
down the bheach. It was unprecedented
for mere schoolgirls fo venture out in a
lifehoat, but the cirecumstances were soO
exceptional that the extraordinary nature
of the exploit was almost overlooked.

And the girls were so businesslike In
their uniforms that the fishermen did not
hesitate. The Robins were certainly proving
that they were Girl Guides in earnest,

CHAPTER VIL
ALARMING NEWS,

No news of the missing
Scouts had come in. Inquiries
4  had been made everywhere, but
definitc could be ascertained, It

N the meantime, Nelson
I Lee was not feeling any
y , happier.
4

s.jﬂ "
nothing
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known that the sailing yacht had
early in the evening, betore the

<torm was heralded. and since then it had
completely  vanished.
Neison Lee had

Wols !‘”[..

<t Dl
%
¥

paid another visit to
(aistowe, and his anxiety was increasing
by leaps and bounds. He met Mr. Stokes
ou the cliff path, and briefly explained the
futiie nature of his visit.

»[t's extraordinary, Mr, Stokes—and 1T
don't mind admitting I'm  intensely

worried,”” he said. **The boys would surely
“have communicated something by this time
if they had run into a sheltered cove. I
am beginning to fear they were swept out
into the Channel by the storm.”’

It will Fe all I'ight- if theyx
of the ecoast-—-""

“1t  won't, Mr. Stokes—it won't!’
intcrrupted Lee.  *“That old yacht was
safe enough in fair weather, hut I have
definitely heard that she would never be
able to withstand a rough sea. Her owner
asstured me that she couldn’t live for half
an hour in this storm.”

Mr. Stokes was deeply concerned,

“This is bad news with a vengeance!”
he exclaimed. ""And we can do . nothing.
Bitt 1 can’t believe that Nipper would be
so rash; it’s not like him at all.”’

“1 know it isn't,”’ agreed Lee. “That's
what puzzles me so much. But even the
most careful of us are liable to slip at
times., and the calmness of the evening
may have decrived him Hallo! What’s
that out there? Upon my word, Mr. Stokes,
it's on the lighthouse!’’

He pointed through
Flickering uncertainly in the murk was a
faint, raddy glow. It rose and fell un-
certainly. But from its very height and
- direction Nelson Lee knew that the glow
was proceeding from the summit of the
lishthouse.

The effect
storm was
rain  beating
thunder was

keep clear

the driving rain.

was somewhat weird. The
raging fiercely, with wind and
in from the Channel. The
stiil rolling and booming as
ance«altlv as ever, and the sky was inky
black, mdmatmﬂr that the wleat electrical
dhtmlnnce was by no means at its zenith.

“Yes, that glow is on the lighthouse,
“lthout question,”” agreed Mr. Stokes.
“But what can it be?:

“A flare, by the look of it,” replied Lee

k‘f””? "An improvised torch, I should
SU¥. At close quarters it is probably a
lrid wluva, put the driving rain has the
€lect of reducing the light to a minimum.”’
- lell i's no use as a substitute for the
m“ﬁl; lamp.”* said Mr. Stokes. "The_v
(SUt as well use a couple of candles.
Lep’i‘w are evidently in extremities,”’ said
betto t}nd any kind of \.varmng lrgh‘g 15
fiital 1an nothing. Even that improvised
rom }1_“1.‘»_ be the means of saving a ship
¢ ‘unning on the rocks. And at least

Ii’hu

we know for a certainty that the light-
house-keepers arve doing their bost. I pray
to Heaven they are succoosfie )
His tone was so  significant  tha:  Mr.
Stokes looked at him sharpiv.

“Have you any special reason Tor saying
that, Mr. Lee?" he asked.

“Well,  ves,””  admitted Nei.on o Lee.
“While I was in Caistowe 1 collected a
telegram, and I learned that Lord Dorri-

more is coming up the Channel this evening-
in his private yacht, the Waunderer. They
are making for Caistows h..ubm.u. and
shonld be due by this time.”

“By inngo!™’ said Mr. Stokes. “I1 hope
they steer clear of Shin*rlc Head!  They'll
come pretty close if they're eaking fov
Jaistowe  harbour-—2’

“That is the reason for
interrupted Lee. *“Captain Burton is in
command, and although he “is a splendid
skipper, this part of the coast is none too

my anxiety,”

familiar to him. He will naturally be rely-
ing upon the guidance of the Shingle Rock
Lighthouse. And without it, in such a
storm ag this—°

Lee broke off, and looked towards the
camp. Lights were glowing in many of the
tents. for none of the Scouts had even
thought of seftling down for the night.
But Lee had been attracted by the sound

of rapidly approaching footsteps.

“ls that yoi, sir?’? gasped a youthful
voice.

“What do you want, Heath?' asked Lee
sharply, -

Chubby Heath, of the Third, came up in

a fever of excitement.

* Please, sir, I've just heard something!?’
he ejaculated. " One of the boys from the

farm just told us that six of thosc AMoor
View girls ate down at the gap getting out
the lifeboat. Willy’s there, too, and |1
believe they're all going out to rescue
some chans who've Dbeen shipwrecked!’
This was something tangible at last.
Not that Nelson Lee wuas overjoved by
news,  He was startled to hear that
Irene & Co. were preparing to go out in
the DNreboat, and that Willy Handforth was
also involved in the adventure. Lee, indeed,
was Inclined to discredit the story. But
he couldn’t iznore it.
““TI'll go at onee!” he said crisply,
yvou coming, Mr., Stokes?’’
“Yes, rather!"” declared
“1 say. this is beginning {o
vou know. A shipwreck, eh?
that that yacht has gonce ashore
than we expected—-=-"’
“We can know nothing
there,”’ interrupted Lee, as
along the path.
And even when they
were still in the dark.
deserted, and wvo living

®Ave

Barry Stokes,
get exciting,
It seems
nearer

until
they

set
ran

we
fairly

did get there, they
For the beach was
soul was in sigat.



But the emntiness of the lifeboat-shed)
told its own :,tory.
“Look!” said Mr. Stokes huskily.

Ile pointed out across the tossing waters
of the hay. In the lightning flashes the
two men caught sight of a small lifeboat.
It was struggling manfully against the
strong sea, pulling out farther and farther
into the smother.

And just then Nelson Lee kicked against
something in the sand. Ile picked it up.

34 was a' Girl Guide’s hat.

L4

‘picnie,

“Then it’s true!”” said Nelson Lec
quietly. “Geod heavens, Mr. Stokes, 1t
seems that nothing is impossible to-night!”’

CHAPTER VIIL
' SAVED FROM THE SEA.

EGGIE PITT clung
desperately as Dbis
feet were swept
from wunder bim by

the fierce wash of the reced-

% RO ing wave. It was only by grim
tenacity that he kept h]a hold.
“You cnaps all right?”’ he panted.

“Yes; but it was a near shave!”’ came
Jack Grey’s voice. '

1 say, this is getting too 1thick for
words!’? gasped Augustus Hart. *“ Another

wave like that and we shall all be washed
off.  This rock isn’t so safe as we thought
it was. There’]l be no walkine ashore when
the tide ocoves down!”

*You said it!>’ came the voice of Ulysses
Spencer Adams. “Say, where’s the wise
guy who told us there was nothing to
worry about? Oh, boy! This Iis some
I’ll tell the worid!’’
everything, the Hawke were
their spirits with amazing
fortitude. They had been clinging to their
precarious perch for half an hour,: and
matters were becoming desperate in the
extreme.

It was Pitt himself who had expressed the
view that everything would be all right.
And he had done so in good faith. From
his own observations he had noticed that
this particular rock was never submerged
at high tide. But Reggie had*not allowed
for the strength of the wind.

This was causing the sea fto surge in
with amazing force, and the tide was rising
higher than any of the usual spring tides.
The rock, which rose to a kind of pinnacle,

Considering
keeping up

would not be entirely subimerged, even as
it was, but human life wculd scon’ be
.mpossible upon it. , .
For the waves were breaking cver the
rock with ever-increasing v ‘olence. 80 far,
the six Scouts had mamwerl to retain their
grip. But sooner or later an extra big

wave was lnevitable, for the tide was stiil

-
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rising.  And then the Hawks would be
swept away l‘uthlessiy. Death would be
swift, for nothing could save them from

bemrf flung with &pp‘l]]ln“ mo]ence against
the cruel fanfrs of rock.

But in spite of their sheer desperaticn,
the six St. Frank’s juniors kept uvp their
spirits. They felt that rescue wasg
impossible. Battered by the spray, &cakegd
by the driving- rain, and blinded by the
spume they were about as helpiess as any
human bheings c¢-uld be. And they all
realised that it was now only a matier of
minutes before the end came. :

And they had come out for ihe express
purpose of - rescuing their companions on
the lighthouse. This was indeed a {errible
end to their praiseworthy effort,

“We shan’t” have long to wait
fellows!’? said Jack Grey. “The
wave will do it. I'm nearly
already—-"?

“Keep your
interrupted - Pitt.
there’s hope, you
that we're all in this’
out here—-"?

“Rats! It’s nobody’s fault!’’ said Jack.
“Look  out! There’s ancther wave
coming——’?  He broke off, and uttered a
high-pitched shout of wild excitement,
“There’'s a boat!”” he panted shrilly.
“Look! There’s a boat! Hi! Help, help!”’

“Don’t old man!’’ said Pitt desperately.

He believed that his chum had fallen a
prey to his own imagination. For it was
incredible that a lifeboat could be out here,
in this sea, particularly as the boys had seen
no sign of lights frem the shore. This.
was easily explained, for a spur of rock °
shut off the lifeboat-shed from their vision.

“J tell you there is!” shouted Jack Grey.
“There’s a boat coming—I saw it in that
flash of jightning! Hi! This wayi Help!”’

“Hang on there!”” .came a faint,
mysterious wvoice above the hiss and roar
of the surf. *“Look out for the line!’’

Reggie Pitt nearly lost his hold.

now, you
next big
ﬁnm}’ed
old man,”’
life
fault:
you

pecker up,
“While -there’s
know. - It’'s my
mess—1i brought

“Great Scott!’? he breathed. *Jack’s
right!®?

K Hurrah!”

In spite of their e\hausted condition, the
Hawks managed to raise a cheer. Rescue
had come when it seemed no rescue was
possible. And now, peering through the

gloom, they could evf“'l distinguish the dim,
chostly shape of the lifeboat as it recse and
fell amid the tE'ITIPEbtUOUS seas.

By hugging the leeward side of the recks,
the boat was afforded some measure of
protection. And the four f{ishermen were
able to keep her safely away from the -
mediate danger zone.

Irene & Co. had dene weonders.

Although inexperienced in rewing in such
a sea, they had put their backs into the
task with all the energy they knew of.
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: 1 salts we : 1
:E[ilxlee L({ilgpfa:y'{)f the Girl Guides. And Willy

s no 1ess a marvel, for he
andforth was no 1€s55 & , for
llif;?dd[ed his own oar Wwith skill and

i ment.
]uldngdeed, these youthful . }'(_Jluntee.t.s
made the rescuc a possibility.
t];a{n the lifeboat could never have gone
oh%— And one look at the foam-swept rock
told the rescuers ﬂ

one second was to be lost.

fine

Lad

would owe their lives to the efforts of these
5 Mers 2 -gil‘lﬂ :

CHAPTER IX.
VICTIMS OF THE STORM.

shouted P.tt
¢“ Now then

(¢ TCMP!»
urgently.
all together!”

An unexpected oppor-

funity had arisen. The Ilife-
: boat, skilfully handled, had,
nevertheless, drifted much nearer to the

rocks than her crew had intended. In a
way, it was lucky, although perilous in the
extreme, ,

For the Hawks, seeing the boat so close,
seized their chance. )

They leapt—desperately and recklessly.
And before the boat was swept away by
" the succeeding wave they were aboard—
bruised and grazed, but safe. |

“(Good egg!” shouted Willy.
I thought you were going
Clarence!
legs!”

Even now the danger was acute. The
Scouts had been saved, but the lifeboat
was in momentary peril of crashing against
the rocks. Old Ben was shouting oub -his
instructions at the top of his voice.

‘““Back water—all of ye!” he roared. ° All
together! Now then, steady! Steady!
That's the style!”

The girls put their strength into the oars
as well as the men, and one effort, fierce
while it lasted, made them win clear. The
boat was tossed about giddily, and
spray came inbcard in foaming masses—
but those deadly rocks were no longer in
close proximity.

" ““Easy now—easy!” shouted Ben.
her round a bit—that’s the style!

to miss -us,

“Swing
By gosh,

if you ain't a set of living marvels,
I’Ofmlg ladies! All together now—pull!”
~“Pull  for the shore, sailor!” roared

Willy, as he strove with his oar.

Pitt and the others were sorting them-

selves out now, and their relief was so
great that they hardly realised that they
were now' comparatively safe. And they
Were fairly staggered, too, to see Irene &

(;fo. in  the lifeboat. It was an amazing
Surprise, | .
. ‘ -
- ““Here, let me take your oar, Dorig!”

Urged Pitt,
Pluck to come out—"

re startled and delighced at,

Without.

clearly enough that not.

If the. castaways were to be saved, they

- slithering into the trough the next.

‘“Jolly fine!

It's a good iob you’ve got long

the |

“Fancy wyou girls having the’

3 heen

“Dry up:.” commanded Doris. ‘You're

one of the rescued! Just you Kkeep still
until we get ashore. Besides, we can’s
change places in a sea like this.”

“ Winnie; too!” went on Pitt, as he
looked around, still half dazed. *““Great
Scott, Win, you might have come out to
your death——"

“We had to <come, Reg.’” said his
sister, as she wielded her oar. “But 1
wasn’'t sure you were one of the cast-
“aways! Thank goodness, I was able to
heip! I wouldn’t have missed this for

worlds !”

The lifeboat was now well away from the
rocks, and tossing about in the open water,
wnere the full force of the great waves
lifted her high one moment, and sent her
Con-
versation of any Kkind became difficult, and
even impossible. ‘f

And the Hawks, much as®they longed to
relieve the girls, realised that any changing
of - places would be fraught with real
danger. It was far better for them to keep
as they ware, :

It was so dark that the occupants of the
boat could hardly see one another—ex-
cept when the lightning flickered and
flashed overhead. But these glimpses were
too momentary to be effective.

irene uttered a sharp, low cry, as she
pulled her oar back, but the only one to
lear her was Willy, for he was sitting
next to her in the bows, wielding the
opposite oar. Practically all the rest had
their backs to the pair.

‘““ Anything wrong, Irene?”” shouted Willy.
““I thought I heard——" .

His words choked on his lips. TFor he
witnessed something which made his . hearb
leap into his mouth. As a matter of fact,
Irene’s blade had fouled a piece of float-
ing wreckage—a héavy wooden pile which
had been drifting, probably, for months.

But the shock, of it had momentarily
numbed the girl’s arms, and her oar had

i

slipped from her grasp.  She saw it going, -

and made a grab, for the tossing of the
boat had freed it from the rowlock. |

And at that very moment a wave came
up, and. hit the Ilifeboat broadside, heel-
ing her over giddily. In front of Willy’s
very eyes Irene toppled overboard with-
out a sound, and pilunged into the boiling

sea. It was rather uncanny, for the girl
had made »o outery—there had been no
time, %the whole- incident having occurred

in a few seconds.
As for Willy Handferth, he
at all. -
. He acted
the moment. As Irene
leapt overboard. The two actions were
almost simuitaneous. Willy had seen the
girl go, and he followed as a matter of
course, before his brain could direct his
movements. If iz had any thought at
all, it was a simple one. Somebody had
swapt overboard,

instinctively, on the spur of

|
didn’t think"

disappeared, so he’

and he had to go
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have acted

Willy
just the same if anybody else had been the

to the rescue. would

The tllouUht of any dapger to

did not cross his mind.

Bothh he and Irene vanished into the
storm-tossed sea. For a moment there was
A glimpse of Irene’s face in one of the
Hghtning flashes—there was a brief vizion of
Willy handfnlth striking  towards her.
Then they were both blotte¢ out in the
spray and smother.

And the lifeboat
totally unconscious

vlctlm
litnisell

her cccupants
two!

went on, (
of the missing

It was a situation that nobody could have
toreseen, and every stroke of the cars made
the rescue of the pair
mote,

more and rmore re-

CHAPTER X.
A TRAGIC RETURN!
¢t ¢ TOP—stop !
It was a scream frpm
Doris—a scream wlnph
startled everybody 1In

the lifeboat, so fraught was
g it with horror and alarm.

‘““ Steady, missy—steady!’’ said Ben, the
old  fisherman. “] was afraid - this
weuld be too much for ye 2

“ Where’s Irene?” cried Doris wildly.
“(h, stop! Ireme’s gone! She’s not In
the boat! ©Oh, and Willy—— Wiliy’s

wone, too! They’ve been swept overboard!”

Her words came like a thunderbolt to
ihie other occupants of the lifeboat. For
tlie shore was practically in sight—the beat
of the. surf on the shingle could he heard
like . a continuous roll of thunder. And
everybody had been thankfully telling them-
selves that all danger was over.

But within a second confusion lewned
‘i Good heavens!?” shouted Pitt, as he
peered through the gloom. ¥ Wi]ly’s gone'!
And . 1Irene R He raised his voige.
‘““Irene !> he shouted. “ Willy! Come on—
all of you! We’ll shout, and then listen!”
They did so, bub no reply came except
the hissing rain, and the swirl and swish
of the waves as they swept round the

rocking craft,
“May Heaven help ‘’em!” =zaid Ben
huskily. “They must ’ave been swep’
that wave struck us broad-

e -y

uwmboard mhen

Ue_""""'”

“ But that was five minutes
Coris.  “*0Oh, we must go back!
boat round! Irene!”?

She and the other girls ealled cut de-
spairingly—for the sudden discovery that
their Lkeder was lost filled them with horror
and fear. Until a moment ago they had
revelled in the adventure. They were ex-
hausted, and their fair hands were torn
and blistered. Bub they cared nothing for
siich trifles. They had done it as a matter
of duty. For the Guide Spirit had taken
Cheld of them.

“Trene’s disappearance,
different ecomplexion on

ago !’ cried
- Turn the

however,
the whele

put a
affair.

'dedth

L destined  to
F country.

The girls were nearly hysterical with ex-
citement and dreadful alarm. And the

Hawks were similarly affected—not only o¢n
Irene’s account, but on Willy’s, too. |

Ena Handforth was nearly distracted. It
was her brother who had gone overboard—
and Ena, usually so calm and
possessed, had te be forcibly quietened b
her .companions.

The aftair seemed positively uncanny.

Nobody had seen Irene and Willy go, and
nobody knew exaetly when they had been
swept overboard. - Consequently, it was im-
possible to form any judgment as to their
position now. -During the first few
moments everybody thounh’o of effecting a

IR
celT.
SIC A

rescue. And the szea echoed with shout:.
But gradually, after the boat had been
turned abvout, the realisation of helpless-

ness dawned upon them. How was it pos-
sible for those two poor victims to live in
this flerce sea? The current, alope, was
enough te drag them down and bring swiif
And the force of the waves was also
enough. The two combined made certain.

Perhaps Willy and Xrene had shouted—
had tried to attract the attention of the
disappearing lifeboat. It was a  tragis
thought. And the lifeboat, with its occu-
pants all unconscious of the disaster, had
kept to its eourse! The thing was appal-
ling in its stark horror.

And now?

What was the good of searching now?
Within five minutes the Scouts and the
Guides were convinced that their efforts
were futile. They were only endangering
their own lives by remaining on the water.
In such darkness as this, and in such a
heavy sea, any kind of rescue was out of
the question. Irene and Willy had gone—
had been swept away to certain death!

But it seemed inerediby cruel and callous
to row ashore while there still remained the
faintest shadow of hope. And so, again
and again, the lifeboat circled round—until
the girls were exhausted, and until the
ﬁshermen themselves were feeling the same.

And then, at last, with blank despair in
their hearts, they made for the beach. Luck
was with them, and a huge wave carried
the lifeboat high up the shingle, where she
grounded with a jarring crash,

Ready hands seized her, and held her
tivhtﬁfol by this time a con-1derable crowd
had gathered on the foreshore. Nelson Lee
and Mpr. Stokes were among the spectators

—and for some little time they had been
puzzled and worried over the erratic move-
ments of the lifeboat.

But they soon knew the .dreadful truth.

Now that the danger was over, the school-
girls were exhausted. The leactmn came,
and thevy had to be lifted out of the boat.
and carried ashore. They had covered
themselves - with glory. and their exploit was
ring throughout the entire

for that now.

But they
tearful. All

They were

care:l nothing
hivsterical and
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yhe ith despair, and XNeclson Lee was
igg:ﬁn“possessign of the facts. He was
overjoyed to see the Hawks come ashore
wnharmed—wet, bedraggled, and exhausted,
Lut otherwise safe. But when he dis-
covered that Willy and Irene were missing,
Lco was horrified beyond measure.

Wwilling volunteers practically carried the
girls to their camp” And Lee watched them
go with a feeling of pride. But it was
tempered by the despair that gripped his
he?‘rltt’s a mystery, sir—a terrible mystery!”
oxclaimed Pitt dully. ““We didn't know
nev were gone until it was too late. They
must have been swept overboard without
a sound—it's too awful.”

¢« We muet be thankful that so many of
vou are saved,” said Nelson Lee quietly.
«We are still uncertain about Nipper and
Handforth and the others. Possibly they
Lave been wrecked——"’

* ¢They're on the lighthouse, sir,”” inter-
rupted Pitt. ¢ Didn’t you know?”

Nelson Lee started.

““On the lighthouse?’” he  repeated
sharply. *The Lions and the Tigers?”

“Yes, sir.”

¢ All of them?”

““As far as I know,” replied Reggie.

® Why, that's why we went out in the boat
—to take them offi They signalled to us
—used a looking-glass, or something, in the
sunlight—Morse code, you know. QOld Dan,
the lighthouse keeper, went mad, and our
chaps are marooned on the Rock.”

. “Now I am beginning to understand,”
said Nelson Lee slowly. ¢ So they are-all
on the lighthouse! In one way, the news
is gratifying, for the boys are in no danger
from the sea. But with a madman—-?
““1 think they’ve dealt with him, sir,”
interrupted Pitt. ¢ At any rate, their mes-
sage said nothing about anybody being hurt.
They're just shut off on the lighthouse, and
all we can do is to wait until the sea gets
¢almer.”
- Nelson Lee could now picture the entire
Stquence of circumstances—the visit of
the two Patrols to the lighthouse, their
heing trapped hy Old Dan
effort of the Hawks.
élt seemed that everything was likely to
i:)Ime Qut right, after all. Only the dread-
Hl tragedy to Irene Manners and Willy
andforth marred the stirring excitement
the night’s adventure.

CHAPTER XI.
IN THE NICK OF TIME.

it Y George! That’s the

style!”” said Hand-

forth enthusias-

__ tically, holding. a big

flare high above his head in
the raging wind.
agreed Church.

 Bathgoio

, and the rescue -

They stood back, shielding their faces
against the smother of smoke and sparks.
vain was pouring down in torrents, the
thunder boomed, and from far below came
the roar and surge of the surf as it swept
round the Rock.

For the celebrated chums of Study D were
over one hundred and fifty feet above the
sea level—standing, in fact, on the observa-
tion balcony which surrounded the lantern-
room of the great lighthouse.

The storm was at its height, and the
Tigers were tattered, dishevelled, and grimy.
They had been working like mad—and now,
at last, they were reaping some reward for
their valiant efforts.

The huge flare was then fixed up. It was
thrust far out beyond the balcony, and held
secure, being fixed on a long pole. The wind
carried the smoke and sparks away into the
night, except for an occasional fiurry which
blew back.

It had been no easy task, getting thaj
flare into position, In the first place, a
huge torch had been manufactured—wood,
old clothes, oilskins, and other materials
being emp¥oyed. The whole had been soaked
with thick oil, and then set alight.

No less than three attempts had been
made to bring the flare out into the storm,
and on each occasion it had been ex-
tinguished. But at last it was well alight,
the wind now causing the flames to roar
with tremendous fury.

“We've got something going,
said Handforth breathlessly.

anyhow,”
¢ Where's

Brent? Where's Burton? What about that
other torch? This flare won’t last more
than five minutes, and——-"’

“ Here they are!” interrupted McClure.

Two or thrée other Scouts came ouf on
to the balecony. They were carrying a
second oil-soaked torch. Nipper's idea was
t> keep up a continuous succession of these
flares—lighting one from the other before it
expired. In this way a warning light would
be provided. Not that it would provide any
serviceable substitute for the real lantern.

Only at close quarters could this flare
be seen. On a clear night the torches might
have served—but in the midst of this storm
it was a question whether the Scouts’ efforts
would be of any use.

But they wera certainly doing their best.

All twelve juniors were working their
hardest. While nine of them concentrated
their efforts on the torches, Nipper and
Watson and Goodwin were struggling with
the lantern—smashed and disabled by Old
Dan Nash.

Nipper was hoping to get the lamp going,
so that the great licht would be flashed ouf
into the darkness of the storm, giving its
warning to all and sundry. The flares were
a mere femporary substitute.

“Just in time!” shouted Handfortn, as

|

| Brent and Burton aad two or three others
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the new loreh.
in the flames,

‘came out with
better hold it
'It_;_____” :

“That’s what we going to do,” inter-
rupted Alf Brent., “ Now then, Archie—

hold tight!”

‘Y Absolutely!”” said Archie Glenthorne.

The elegant swell of the }Fourth was work-
ing ag hard and strenuocusly as any of the
otherg, e was proving that his usual
laziness was a mere pose. IFor when it came
to the point he was just a3 active and
encergetic as any of the others. In an
emergency, Archie Glenthorpe was a fellow
to be relied upon.

The second torch was held against the
first one, which was now beginning to die
down. The oil scon caught fire, and within
a few moments the new flare was burning
fiercely and successfully.

“JIt’s a good idea to start with, but we
can’t keep it up,” said Brent, bhakmg his

and light

heaq’ ““We shall soon exhaust the supplies
‘“J.ook out, there!” shouted Handforth
suddenly.

‘Gripping the rail, he stared downwardfs-_——
where‘all was black and thick. They could
hear the crashing of the waves against the
erags., Buf nothing could be seen. . ¥or the
night was as black as ink. Ocecasionally,
for a brief instant the creamy foam could
be seen in a lightning flash, but then the
darkness would shut down, murkicr than
ever,

““What are you shouting .1bout?” asked
Church. ““There’s nothmrr to see

“VYes, there is!” yelled Handforth
‘“There was a light there—about a hund:ed
yards out; on that rock——?’
‘”Impossmle”’ shouted Brent. ¢ Nobody
could be on that reck—it’s  submerged
nearly all the time. The waves keep break-
ing over it—— Great Scott! I—] thought I
B W—-122

Alf broke off and gripped the rail fiercely.
It seemed to him that a dim kind of light
was visible—a sort of yellowish glow,
app«earmg and disappearing like some will-
o’-the-wisp. And it was certainly located
on that streteh of half-submerged rock.

‘““Good gad!” ejaculated Archie.
mean to say, dashed queer, what? We're
“all mistaken, of course. A good old trick
nf fancy, or aomethm” of that sort or OI‘dEI

l‘I

I mecan, out here, in this 2
“There it is again!” roared Handfr}rth
“Took!”

They all stared tencely, forgetting the

Eueu Saturday. Price 2:1’.

‘" You'd

!

=

 listing

R~

But the lighining
and the darkness

flares, and their work.
was less fiequent now,
was like something solid—— But then,
with an unexpected suddenness which
caused the juniors to gasp, a line ¢f fire
scemed to rise from the very sea itself—a
fong thin streak, which curved over, and
then broke into a display of vivid sparks.

“Great pip!” gasped Handforth. *“1It’s
a rocket!?” :

The others zaid nothing—they were too
startled. Tor, without any question, the
thing they had seen had been a signal of
distress,

s ot

CHAPTER XIIL
THE SIGNAL OF DISTRES&

e had been the
firet to break the tense silence

> HAT-HO!” said
. Arcnie Glenthorne,
at length.

> All the Scouts on the balcony
were staring down at that spot—where the
rocket had come from, and where they had
glimpsed  that uncertain, mysterious glow.
“ What-ho!?’ repeated Arehie. *‘I mean,
this is where we dash.about, and all that
sort of thing! A ship in distress, lads!
How about a few ropes, life-saving
machinery and so forth?”
Archie was quite serious—in fact, he wag
gripped with excitement, and he Cared little
for the fact that he was smothered with oil

and grime, or that his hands were rough-
ened and bll::téléd

*“There’s another one!’”” yeiled Church
breathlessly. :

He was right. A second rocket came up-

wards—and 50 near was the disabled vessel
that the rocket came over on its are, and
only missed falling on the Ilighthouse
balcony by a yard or two. The juniors were
rather startled.

‘““Why, she's only just down
those rocks!?” panted AMceClure. ¢“She’s not
more than forty or fifty yards away! A fat
lot of good our flares are, if a ship can’t
see them at that distance!?

Amother vivid flash of lightning flickered
overhead, and the lighthouse Scouts were
enabled to see with startling distinetness
for the space of two or three seconds. They

“there, on

were all staring down in the direction of
that rock, and so their gaze was already
fixed.

They saw a smallish sailing vessel—her
masts shattered, and her rigging entangled.
She was labouring Lelplessly on the rocks,
over pcrilously, and the following
ceag were crashing over her stern, and send-
ing the spray upwards in vast cascades.

Then the darkness blotted out the flecting
vision.

Hshe’s Caistowe fishieg

one c¢f +ihe
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supeks 12 panted Handforth. “ What the
Elickenrs can we do? There are probably
three or four men on board—-"’

« They'll have seen those rockets from
we lifeboat station,” put in Church. ‘3o
thev’ll be out before long——"’

««That's no good!”’ interrupted Edward

Oswald. ‘“No lifeboat could approach these
rocks, and you know it! That smack is

jammed on.the crags—and she’s breaking
to pieces with every wave that comes up!”

The Scouts felt their hearts beating furi-
ously., The knowledge that human lives
were in danger—that almoest certain death
awaited the unfortunate fishermen—stirred

straight on to these rocks! The torches—~
the torches——"’ ,
He broke off with a guip. for a glance

round had shown him that the second flare
was burning out. And the third one was
not ready! Within a minute the feebie
danger signal would he extinzuished—and
there was nothing to take its place!

And that big ship, all unaware of her
danger, was ploughing steadily on-—fighting
the fury of the storm—and heading straight
for the death-dealing rocks of Stiingle
Head!

The juniors were startled enough in all

L conscience.

What would have been their

As for Willy Handforth, he didn’t think at all.
u

r of the moment.

He acted instinctivsliy, on

As Irene disappeared, so he leapt ovsrboard.

them strangely. They knew the reason for
that mysterious giow now. The light was
Probably in the smack’s cabin, and they
had just caught a glimpse now and again
bf*j:‘ween the masses of espume and smother.
. TLOD}l\'f” gasped  Church  abruptly.
“What's that out there?”

His voice had risen to a kind of scream,
and he pointed directly out into the storm.
Other lights were to be seen—a double row
of them. They gleamed and winked
Wysteriously in the night.

“It's a ship!” roared Brent.

““ A big
Olie, too! (Good heavens! She's

driving

consternation if they had known thatt those
lights belonged {o the steam yacht,
Wanderer? Iow would they have taken
the news that Lord Dorrimore himself was
on the bridge, side by side with Captain
Btirton?

Yet it was the truth.

The Wanderer was bound for Caistowe
Harbour, and her skipper was determined
to take her in. The absence of the Shingle
Light had wupszet all his ca'culations, and
this, with the added confusion of the storm,

was causing Captain Burton a good deal of
L anxiety.
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¢ She’s nearer!” panted Hand-
forth. “Can’t we do something??

In ithe face of this new peril, they realised
their terrible helplessuess. As yeti, the yacht
“was a good distance out, but she was head-
inz for the rocks in an unmistakable way.

The juniors completely forgot the unfor-
tunate fishing-smack in their new excitement.

getting

~Ajier all, what was a mere cockleshell of a
fishing Svaft compared to this ocean liner?
For the Scouts were convinced that those

winking lights belonged to a great passenger
ship, containing hundreds of -souls.

And then, at that providential moment,
something cl:;e happened.

Handforth was about to dash round the
palcony, when he came to a dead halt, A
biinding, dazzling beam had shot out, illu-
minating the sea, the rocks, aud making the
balcony as light as day. Handforth gave one
guip, and stared up. '

It seemed incredible—impossible!

But it was a fact. The great lantern of the
Sshingle Rock Lighthouse was again sending
cut its enormous beam—the shutter was
working, and fhe familiar short and long
flashes were warning shipping that this was
a spot to be avoided.

s THe llwht”’ yvelled  Church  madly.
“ Hurrah!”?

“ Nipper's done it!”’ roared Handiorth.
“¥e’s got the light going! Hurrah! He’s in

time-~-they’ll be able to get, that ship out of
danger!”’

——— —

CHAPTER X1I.
NEARING 4 CLIMAX.

I PPER himself came
running out a moment
later. Behind him were
Tommy Watson and

Dick Goodwin. All three were
so grimy that they were almost
nme:*o.(,mmlrle And they were nearly ready
to drop with exhaustion, for they had been
working without LESb&tlﬂIl for two solid hours
at hwh pressure.

“Ts she all right?” chouted \11)p£1‘ above
the gale.

“By gum,
ﬁq,jdwin, gazing upwards =AY,
vou'ré a rea] mawel'
dé it—
_ ““Look out there!” shouted
clutehing Nipper by the arm, and pointing.
‘““Watch! There! Can’t you see?”

One of the long flashes came, and the beam

nANYy thousand$ of candle-power in mten:,ltv

iltuininated the sea out ahead. And in that
heam was the dark hull and the white
sngerstructure of a big steam-yacht. In the
first glance, Nipper recognised her familiar

tines.
“The

she’s working ch.zmplon"’ said
lad, but
I thought we’'d never

Handforth,

“Good heavens!” he shecuted.
Wanderer!”’
¢ What!”

" She’s the Wanderer!”

“was going!

telegraph.

_from the lantern!

The junicis were trebly excited now.
Lthacey, too, recognised the ves:zel’s lines.
watched with dreadiul anxiety, for even now
the danger was still ghastly. It was by no
means certain that the vacht would escape
disaster. She may have come too far to Le
able to get back.

But the light was workmg—emd that was
the main thing! Nipper and his two helpers
had succeeded when any kind of success had
seemed Impossible. For Qld Dan had made
such a wreck of the apparatus that at first
glance it had appeared that weeks of work
would be necessary to repair the damage.
Goodwin’s mechanical genius was partly re-
sponsible for the repair; but Nipper’s had
been the guiding mind. They had made a
boteh of it—a repair which eould not stand
more than a few hecurs’ work—but the light
Nothing could alter that fact.

On the Wanderer's bridge Captain Burton
was aghast with horror, but by no means
panic-stricken. He and Lord Dorrimore had
seen the light suddenly flash out.-with inward
consternation, For they had discovered, with
an unexpectedness which came as a dire
shock, that their vessel was nearly on the
rocks. i

The skipper janmimed over the engine-rccin
Full speed astern! The yaclt’s
propellers ploughed and churned. The graceé-
ful craft shivered and shook in every plate
and in every rivet. She vibrated from stem
stem to stern like some stricken creature.

But, gradually and certainly, she fought
against the current, and drew slowly back—
away from that horrible danger-zone. Indeed,
as the look-out man reported later, for a few
tense minutes it had been touch and go!
The-yacht had come within five or ten feet
of the outermost crag! She had escaped
destruction by a hair’s breadth!

But for Nipper's determination to get the
light going, the Wanderer would, by this
time, have been piling herself up on the
rocks, doomed to certain and swift destrue-
tion. Once caught in those crags, no ship
had ever been known to escape. Big and
little, all were doomed.

But the Wanderer, having received the
warning in time, was able to get ack into
safe waters—her position now verified—and-
with the course to Caistowe Harbour no
longer in doubt. She was saved.

And the Scouts on the balcony, watching
with tense excitement, were relieved heyond
measure when they saw thie twinkling lights
growing smaller.

“T‘tdlﬂ-\ goodness!”  bhreathed Nipper.
‘“She’s just managed to pull out in time. By
jingo, it’s a gcod thing we got the light
going! l‘hose flares would have becen no

And
Tney

“There’s a fishing-smack down tihere—
pounding herself to bits on the rocks!’ ip-
terrupted Brent grimly, ‘“We can’t do any-
thing, Nipper; but it’s horrible! Look—we
can see her now! She's lit up in every flash
I den’t think she can lass.
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more than twenty minutes at the most! And
21l we can do is to watch her go to pieces!”

Nipper stared down, his attention attracted
towards the stricken smack for the first
time. In the intermittent flashes, he could
see the little craft. Big seas were breaking
over her, but so far she was comparatively
whole. She had jammed herself into a wedge
of the rocks, and her destruction was not as
cwift as it would have heen Gtherwise. Sooner
or later, however, she must inevitably slide
off the reef, and sink like a stone.

The nearness of the Shingle Roeck Light,
and its welcome beam, had brought
momientary hope to the apparently doomed
fishermen. But although aid was so near-by,
it was nevertheless remote. For no boat in
existence could have lived in that sea which

"poiled between the Shingle Rock and the spur
on which the smack was jammead.

" Up and down the coast and -out in the
Channel, the sudden reappearance of the
- famous light had brought relief and joy. No-
body knew why the light had been out, or
.how'it had beecn restored. But the familiar
-flashes acted. as a guidance and av aid to
every ship in the great waterway. .

“T can’t stand this!”’ muttered Handforth.
“T'm .going inside! 1 can’t stay here and
watch that smack go to pieces! Poor chaps!
Theyv don’t stand an earthly chance—-'"
~ - “They do!” interrupted .Nipper grimly.
¢ If we work hard enough. we can save them!
We’re here against our will, and we're new
“to all this sort of thing: But we've got to
do our duty!” . E :
.- “ But--but' I don’t understand!”’ gasped
Watson, staring. : :

“ Downstairs, in one of the store-rooms,
-there’'s a complete rocket apparatus!” said
Nipper {ensely.” “It’s got a mange of a
hundred yards at least—and that wreck isn’t
seventy-five- yards away!” |

CHAPTER XIV.
THE SCHOOLBOY LIFE-SAVERS.

: IPPER'S statement
- electrified th e others
, into wild activity.

A moment before they
had felt certain that nothing
~ could be done. But with a life-
savn]g. rocket apparatus there were immense
‘Possibilities. The stricken smack was so close
that she seemed to be almost below. There
had been no more distress signals, but this
did not indicate that her crew had been
-washed overboard. The supply of distress
Tockets had been expended, and now nothing
fur‘ther could be done. _
.The castaways must have known that no
hfebcu_at coultd reach them. And help from
the lighthouse scemed equally remote. But
the Scouts, with this new duty suddenly
h‘l“HSt upon them, rose to the occasion.
» “Rocket apparatus!” said Handforth
breathlessly. ¢« What’s the good of that?

‘deck.

It’s no good firing rockets! Thes've done
that already—"

“ Fathead!” shouted Church.
different !”’

“ How is it?”

“A rocket apparatus is a special con-
trivance, Handy,” said Nipper quickly.
“They’ve got them all along the coasts—
there must be two or three hundred stations,
and this is one of them.”

““Yes; but how——> :

“We've got to fire a rocket, and make it
carry a thin line across to the wreck,” ex-
plained Nipper swiftly. < Once we’ve made
the connection, we can send over a hawser,
and then it'll be comparatively easy to fix
up the cradle, or breeches buoy. It's. the
only thing to be done, in fact—and everything
depends upon getting the line across.” |

Now that the decision was made, achion
was the watechword.

Happily, the juniors were not worried with
the great lantern—there was no necessity to
waste any further time with the temporary
flares. The light was working perfectly, and
the great clockwork apparatus was function-
ingy with precision.  The fact that it jarred
and grated made little difference. If was in
werking order—even if reluctant and sluggisi.
Nipper was convinced that it would carry
on until dawn eame.

For the moment, there was much to be.
done, :

" Half a dozen fellows accompanied Nipper
down into the interior of the lighthouse.
They seized the rocket apparatus and carried

¢*“This’ is

it up to the balcony—the tripod. the rockets,

the box of thin line, and everything else
necessary. Other juniors were set to work
on the heavier task of hauling up- the
hawser, the breeches buoy, and all the other
necessary tackle. Tom Burton was placed in
charge of this work—and nobody could have
done it better, since he was familiar with
such things. '
The main thing was to get the light rocket
apparatus to work—if only they could shoot
the line on to the wreeck, and get it secur2d,
hali the battle would be won. And speed

‘was the most essential Eeatqre of all.

Fortunately, all was in readiness for instant
use. There was nothing complicated about
the mechanism. One look at it was enough
for Nipper. He had had some slight experi-
ence of these rockets, and the first one was
soon released. It went off with a terrific
spurt of flame and smoke, and the juniors
watched breathlessly. .

The thin line was carried out far into the
night; but a groan went up when it was seen
that the gale carried it fully ten vards
bevond the wreek, and far out of reach.

Another rocket was fired, and by this time
lichts were waving on the smack’s listing
The fishermen were aware that efforts
were being made to save them, and thoy
were using storm lanterns as a means of
guidance.

The szecond rocket was fired amid tense

\ silence.
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Over it went, and, as luck would have it,
the great lantern was shut ofi during those
momentous seconds. It scemed an age before
the bcam came out again. And then the
juniors were permitted (o see sometning
which filled them with joy.

The line had fallen true! Two figures,
visihle now and again amid the smother, were
bauling on it desperately.

“Hurrah!” roared Handforth.  They've
gob it!”’

“ Bust my main-deck, so they have!” bel-
Jowed the Bo’sun. “ We'll bend this hawser
on now, and give them the signal to haul on
it. We’ll bave the brceches buoy fixed up
in no time.”

And Tom Burton was right. He himselt
bent the hawser on to the thin line, and it
was soon hauled across the intervening
stretch of water; but as the balcony was so
far above sea-level, the hawser never once
touched the angry waves. Both rescuers and
sescied worked with a tremendous will. -And
it was surprising how soon the thing was
rigged up.

It going to be a stiff pull, mess-
mates!” shouted Burton. “ We shall have 1o
haul them-right up at a sharp angle, but
there’s plenty of us here. Better than
dragging them through the sca, anyhow!”

The hawscrs were now tight, and Nipper
and Burton and the others were working
~hard on the cradle arrangement upon which
the fishecrmen were to be hauled to safety.

The breeches buoy was sent down at last,
and all the Scouts knew that cvery second
now counted. The fishing-smack was in a
more precarious position than ever, and at
any moment she was liable to heel over and
carry her victims with her., Speed was
more essential than ever.

The weather was improving. The rain had
now practically ceased, onc or two rifts were
appearing in the clouds, and the lightning
was elusive and distant. The storm, in faet,
naving reached its zenith, was now rapidly
passing. Even the wind had lessened con-
siderably,

But there were precious lives {o be saved,
and the temporary guardians of the Shingle
Fock Light worked grimly and unselfishly.

e |

CHAPTER XV,
THE SURPRISE OF THEIR LIVES,

1y e - AUL away!” sang out
Nipper briskly,
With his eyes glued
W to a pair of night-
p glasses he had been watching
the movemenls on the smack.
He had scen the first fizure placed into the
hreeehes buoy.  An arm had heen waved,
and the signal was given.

Handforth and Burton and the rest hanled
on ithe line with all their strength. And

the precarious-looking cradle came travelling
upwards from the wreck to the lighthouse,

The passenger was  brought over thae
treacherous sea, over the spray-smothered
rocks, and upwards to safety. At Jast the
breceches buoy reachcd the balcony rail, and
willing hands were held out to pull the
fisherman into safety. Handforth and
Church were the nearest. s

“ Good!” shouted Handforth., “We’ll soon
have you-—  Great pnip, what the 1 §
—I must be dreaming——"

“It’s—it’s 1rene!” gasped Church blankly,

He stared in absolute amazement. The
figure in the breeches buoy was a slight
onc—attired in rough serge trousers and a
blue jersey. The juniors had glimpsed the
figure with the thought that it belonged
to the ship’s boy. But, to their stupcfying
astonishment, they now beheld Irene
Manners, of the Moor View School!

““Please,” she exclaimed blEdth ebsh, “JZ
—1 don’t feel very safe!” - ‘

Half a dozen fellows made a move ab
once, and Irene was pulled out of the cradle
and landed safely on to the balcony. She
was ® rather pale with excitement ond
fatigue, but otherwise she seemed herself,
And, owing to the fact that the life-line
was high above the sea all the way, she
was not even soaked. A little dash of
spray here and there were the only signs
of wetness. )

“But—but I don’t understand!” ejaculated
Handforth, staring, :

“Oh, it’s been too wonderful for words!»?
panted Ircnme. < Willy’s down there, toc—
they’re going to send him up next——" -

“Willy?”  gasped  Handforth, “Aly
minor?”

“Yes."”

“But—but what on earth—-"

Handforth broke off, and the amazed
expression in his eyes changed to one of
keen anxiety.

“Quick!” he shouted. ¢ Send that cradle
down again! My minor! He's down there
on t-hat wreek——" A @ g :

“Keep your hair on!” panted Church.
“The cradle’s gone!”

Handforth watched it, most of the colour
having died out of his cheeks., His face
became suddenly haggard. His deep cone .
cern for his minor gave the direct lie to his
usual indifference concerning Willy’s welfare.
Now that it came {0 a c¢risis, ne was nearly
mad with anxiety.

“Some of vou chaps take Irene indooss!
commanded Nipper. “ Take her in the living-
room and make her comfortable—you’ll ﬁnd
blankets and rugs——-"

“No, certainly mnot!” interrupted Irene..
“I'm all right! Oh, this is too amazing!
Fancy you boys being here and doing all
this—-"

“Yes, bui how did you get on that fishing
smack?” asked Brent.

119
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¢ W were rescued.”
g ' al 5 T - ra e Lr "
« pescued? 1 thought you were wrecked.
¢ | mean, we woeie rescued before we were
wrecked,” explained Irene. “ We went out
in ihe lifeboat, you know, to help Reggie
pitt and the other Hawks. On the way
back I was swept out of the boat by a

wave, and Willy dived after me. Oh, it
was the most wonderfnl thing I've ever
seen! He dived straight in to my rescue,

althouch it seemied certain death.” ~
Handforth flushed.
“Good little chap—my
aruflly.
“He's a brick—and he saved my life!
said Irene, with a catch in her voice. * He
pulled mz up when I was about to sink,
and we both clung to a piece of wreckage.

minor!” he said

e

It was that piece of wreckage, in fact,
which caught my oar, and caused me to
fall overhoard——"

Further explanations were delaved, owing
to the fact that Willy was now being hauled
up to safety. Handforth's anxiety was pain-
ful to witness. At any moment a hiteh
might ocenr, and Willy might go hurtling
down {o certain death. Buft at last he was
pulled over the rail into safeiy, and he took

in the situation with al! his usual calm-
Ness,
“Jolly goed, yon chapsi” he remarked.

Buck up with that buoy,
fishermen to be
Thev saved

“Thanks awfully!
though—there are three
rescued, first-rate chaps, too!
our lives!”

“Yes, Willy and I were drifting with
that piece of wreckage,” explained Irene,
her eyes sparkling. “We were almost done
for when those men on the fishing smack
hooked ws in. Oh, they werve splendid!
They put me down into the cabin, and after
I'd  iccovered a  bit [ found  these
clothes.-—*

“You look ripping in them!™ said Hand-
forth promptiy.

“I don’t—and you know I don’t!” said
Irene indignantly. <1 look a perfect sight!

But they're dry—and T haven't come {o.

much harm,
' i SR

“Only sea-water,”

I'm afraid Willy is dreadfully

interrupted Willy care-
1&95!:.—_ “ Sea-wafer never hurts anvbody.
ijsmles. what do T care? I thought it was
Joily smart of you to change into those
togs, Treme. Now that vou're dry, I don't
Worry so much—-—- Hallo, here comes the
exXt passenger up the esealator!”

-.'_l_“he fishing smack boasted a skipper and
:w.n‘mtn. And while they were being drawn
.'I‘_ifmlw safety the scouts gained an insight
f:}:—l_*}' ]'tn_r right’s  adventures. The smack
the r.'&'fl.“ lif’f*t in thf* _smﬂthe‘r, blinded by
s1_‘1_‘;11_;:'1:‘ft;n_:‘ﬂ;_ the Shingle Light was not
" s ;’,, cuide her. in the midst of the
Ariftir o ]lt'ln* cand Willy had been seci
gan > DY, clinging to that piece of wreck-
a4z 8o, mitacufously, they had been saved

—and were, indeed, hardly any the worse
for their stirring adventure.

Thus, there had been no casunalties at all.

But it was the Scouts on the lighthouss
who had covered themselves with glory.
In the supreme moment they had risen Lo
the oceasion—they had proved themselves
worthy substitiites as keepers of the light.

CHAPTER XVI.
THE PASSING OF THE STORM.

NE more thrill —another
moment of tense sus-
pense!

It was during the
— hauling-up of old Sam Wells,

R — e

the owner and skipper of the
ill-fated  fishing smack. His son and
another man—the crew—had Dbeen safely
brought up, and were now helping with the
tackle.

All the boys believed thal the danger was
over.

Firzl Irene had bheen reszscened, then Willy,
then the two men, and now only t{he
skipper remained. And he was dangling in
the breeches-buoy, midway between the
wreck and the lighthouse. It was only 2
matter of minutes before he would be hauled
over the balcony rail into perfect safety.

“Ay, but I'm glad!” exelaimed young
Wells.  “I never thought she'd stand 1ii,
vyoung gents! 1've bheen expecting her to
slip off that reef for “the Jlast twenty
minutes. But we’'re all right now——"

“Look out!” shouted Handforth suddenly.

The hawsers had suddenly drawn tight,
straining and =hrieking. Down below the
Sconts  caught a glimpse of the wreck
heaving in the sudden strain of several
enormous waves, And at last she gave up

“the fight.

She lurched, heeled over, and disappeared
among the smother of waves., And the
tackle was torn asunder and wrenched loose
—with the skipper in mid-nir between life
and death.

The breeches-huoy sagged. skidded down
the loosene line, and for a dreadful
moment it seemed that the last survivor
would go hurtling down into the foaming
sea.

But the tackle became jammed, and old
Sam Wells swung helplessly in mid-air—the
lines sagging towards the lighthouse with
a swoop.  Yortunately, the wind carried the
helpless man past the cruel granite wall in
a long swing. There had been a chance
of him being dashed to death., But that
peril waz now over.~ '

“Up with him—altogether!”  shouted
Nipper desperately.

'The Scouls were rather pale now, for
they suddenly realised how narrow the

 margin hetween death and life had been,
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1t seemed only a moment or two ago that

Irene and Willy had bheen bhauled up. If
they had bungled over the firing of the
line, and fixing up the breeches-buoy, ail

those on the smack would have gone down
The smack itself had vanished. Having
heen swept off the reef, the succeeding
waves had sent her crashing ‘against ‘the
rocks. In the space of a few seconds she
had been battered to pulp—smashed 1ke
an egg-shell, and distributed over the angry
water in a mass of minute wireckage,
Owing to the fouling of the line, the
skipper was safe. He was hauled up by
the willing Scouts and by his- own crew,
And at length he was pulled over the rail,
safe and unharmed. His lined, weather-
heaten face wore a softened
he was helped out of the apparaius.

“Thank ye, young gents—thank ye
kindly!” he =aid hus]\ﬁ} “1 thought ’twas
all up just then. The old boat’s gone, bub

there are no lives lost. How’s .the young
leddy?” : =
“Oh, I'm fine, thanks, skipper!” said

Irene, answmmg for herself. “I'm awfully
p]eased fo see you here—I half-thbought you’d
be drowned. We're all right now. The
danger’s all over.” "

house swarming with schoolboys, but no
explanations were gone into at the moment.
He and his crew were escorted below—Willy
Handforth with them. And they made a
raid on the clothes chests of the two light-
house-keepers,

The Scoutls themselves were comparatively
dry. For the rain had ceased long since,
and their own cxertions had had the effect
of drying them. Irene was in no need of
another change. She had already donned
routgh  fishermen’s  clothing, and  her
ch‘implons had taken such ecare of her that
she was scarcely damp.- Her tlerrible €x-
perience in the water had left her little
the worse. For the sea, after all, was com-
paratively warm, and Irene was an athletic
girl, in fine physical conditicn. She ached
from head to footf, but there was nothing
alarming in this. ,

In the meantime, the storm was swiftly
passing.

Already the stars were gleaming cut, and
the wind had dropped to a mere breeze.
There was no more lightning, and the
heavens had found peace. X~Nobody thought
of the time, or of going to siecep. But
Nipper urged Handforth and scveral of the
others to dash down to the living-room and

make plenty of jugs of hot cocoa, and to
prepare some food.
Then tension was now over, and a slight

‘Itl'l e ll'e
And

reaction had set in. All the feilows
Jeeling tired and hungry and thirsty.

they all glowed with the pride of achieve-

ment. They werve conscicus that they had

expression as.

Old Wells was amazed to find the light-

. the

done well, that their efforts in the cause
of bumanity had heen crowned with success,

Aund up and down the coast there were
many ¢roups of wakeful fishermen, coast-

guards, and others. It had been a night of
uncertainties. But the Shingle Rock Light-

house was flashing out its warning as of
old, and so everything was well.
The Sccuts considered that they hagd

saved five lives that night. But in reality
they had saved fifty, a hundred—perhaps
two or three hundred. F¥or not only had
the Wanderer been saved {rom- diSaster
in the nick of time, but many other ships
had found their bearings at the. height of

the storm, and had crept safely into
harbour.
- Indeed, the work of the Lions and the

Tigers could never be estimated at its true
value. There was not an inhabitant along
the whole coastline who would ever forged
this famous night, when the St. Frank’s
Boy Scouts had taken charge of the Shingle
Rock Lighthouse, and had saved many a
gallant ship from dire destruction,

CHAPTER XVII.
THE QUEEN OF THE LIGHTHOUSE.

AWN! -

Nipper felt grateful

as he wsaw the first

flush of coming day

in the eastern sky. Except

for Tommy Watson and Archie

Glenthorne Nipper had the balcony to him-

self. The others were down in the Iwht-
kouse, busily preparing food.

Sir &finptle Tregellis-West was in the Iamp-
room, it being hls turn to watch the work-
ing of the apparatus. Should there be any
thcn he would instantly repert the matter
to Mipper.

But the great light was t:atlll flashing out;
mhutter was ~working meakﬂy and
reluctantly, but it was working. :

“Well, thank goodness it’s pretty nearly
overi’® exclaimed Nipper. “In another
twenty minufes we shall he able to breathe
freely. The light won’t matter, and even
if the machinery busts up, we shall have
dene our bit.”’

“ Absclutely!’’ agreed Archie Glenthorne.
“Besides, the storm is practically over, old
chestnut. 1 mean to say, what are the wim
waves saying, and all that sort of thing

| It qtrihcs me they’re telling us they mant

forty of the best after this frightful
of energy.”’

Mipper smiled. -
“VYez, the sea’s going down now,”’ he
said. “The wind’s practically dropped to
nothing, and with the dawn I expect there’ll
be a dead calm. At this time of the year

burst



low water
clze but a

a calm, and at

scon  get ana
hardly be' anything

sluggish swell.”.

we
there’ll

«Let’s hope so, anyway,”’ said Tommy
watson. “They’ll be able to bring some
boats out here, and then we can get ashore.
1 don’t mind admitting I’ve had enough of
ligchthouses to last me a lifetime!l”” |

“« What-ho!’> agreed . Archie, leaning
against the rail, and inspecting the redden-
ing sky with approval. “I mean to say,
the old tissues are .absolutely exhausted.
1t wouldn’t be so bad if Phipps were in the

ofing. Good old Phipps!”” he added
dreamily. “1 haven’t seen the Jad for
weeks. This DBoy Seout stuff is dashed
exciting, and so forth, but give me the
simple life!”’ ’ |

“Well, we shall soon have the holidays
here,” smiled Nipper. “Only a few days

now, Archie, and it’ll be going-away day at
§t. Frank’s, and then our camp auto-
matically comes to an end, too.””

Archie continued to look dreamy.

“The summer vac., what?’’ he murmured.
“All T want, laddies, is to be left alone in

some woodland dell. A hammock,
cushions, and what not! After this fright-
ful -experience it’'ll take me two Dbaliy

months to recuperate.’’
“Don’t you fellows want any ecocoa?”’
It was McClure who sang out the words.

- He had just put his head out of the door-

way, and he was looking tired but happy.
He gave a glance ot the eastern sky and
grinned.

“Nearly daylight!”? he said. *“Good!”
“Watchman, what of the night?’ mur-
mured Archie. “I may be wrong, but it
seems to me that the night is just about
to do a flit into the offing. And a bally
good thing, too. These dashed stormy
nights  oughtn’t to be allowed. I mean,
think of the bally trouble!”’

“I'l bet the guv'nor’s anxious,”’ said
Nipper, as he passed. inside. “Of course,
Reggie Pitt has told him that we’re all
on the lighthouse, but he’s bound to be
worried. 1 shall be glad when we get
ashore, Who would have thought yesterday
t—hafo we should bhave walked into all this
excitement 9?2

They passed through the lantern-room,
down the stairs through the service-room,
and came upon_a scene of much animation.
he living-quarters were crowded, and noise

Wwas the order of the hour.

Irene was in full command.

arg'};e« had taken charge of the cooking

iilténbgments: and was pouring out cocca

r €very kind of receptable—cups, mugs,

4% even tins. The Scouts weren’t at all

Particular,

. “What-ho!” beamed
¢ lighthouse, what?’
« 200’ be silly, Archie!”? exclaimed Irene.

Absolutely 1" said Archie. ¢ That is, of

Archie. “Queen of
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“ By QGeorge, that’'s the style!?”
said Handforth enthusiastically, hold-
ing a big flare high above his head'in
the raging wind. -

course, absolutely not. Irene, old robin,
allow me to say that you look somewhat
priceless. Why, dash i, you'’ve never
looked bhetter!’? . . |
- “Never!’’ agreed Handforth, after a guip
of cocoa. “You rotter! I was just going
to say that. I think Irene looks ripping in
those clothea.”

Being a sensibie girl, Irene took very
little notice of these compliments. She
continued her duties in the same calm,
matter-of-fact way as before. Now that all
the danger was over she was fairly revelling
in the adventure. It was rather exciting to
be on a lighthouse—the only girl among

 sixteen mere males.

But Archie was quite correet in what he
had said.

Irene was looking quite charming, Iler
hair was unruly and wavy after its wetting
in the seawater, her cheeks were aglow
with good health and excitement, and the
lines of tiredness and fatigue were practic-
ally wiped out in the excitement of her
novel surroundings. Dressed in the old blue
jersey and wide trousers, she lcoked
quaintly picturesque, particularly as the
trousers were roiled up over her ankles.
Handforth would have given a month’s
pocket-money for a snapshot of Ircne as she
now stood.
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and the Scouts
realise how

The c¢ocoa was grateful,
were only just beginning to
badly they needed it. They were all feeling

cnormously hungry, positively ravenous, in
tact.

ety ——

CHAPTER XVIII.
CLEARING UP A FEW POINTS,
it doesn’t

& HIS cocoa’s
well, but
seem substantial

enough to me,”” re-
marked Owen major. “I1 could
¢/ eat a giddy house. I’m stary-
ing. Do you realise we haven't had a
proper meal since midday yesterday?’’
. “My hat, I don’t believe we have!’’ saul
Chureh.

“We’re all famished!”” -

“Yes, rather!”

“All right, don’t all speak at once!”
laughed Irene. “You've had some cocoa,
and that’ll do to be going on with. I'm
going to prepare a big meal now; I’ve
1ound heaps of things to eat in the store
cupboard. I shall want two helpers”

“I'm on!”’ said Handforth promptly.

“Thanks all the same, Ted, but 1 don’t
think you're suitable,”’ said Irene sweetly.
“1 don’'t mind Willy——?’

“Geod!”’ grinned Willy.

all very

“Count on me!”

~ Handforth  went nearly green  with
jealousy.
“You yoang rotter!”” he hissed. <1If

you think youw’re going to oust me—-"’

“A fellow of your strength and power
oughtn’t to waste his time on cooking,””
went on Irene diplomatically. “ Aren’t

there some bigger things you can do, Ted?
Can’t you devise some acheme for us all to
get ashore?’’

Handforth started.

“By George!” he Dbreathed. *“You're
right! Why should I waste iny hme on

CODI\lHU?”

“Whv, indeed?’’ murmured Willy. “Or
to be more exact, why should you waste a
I?tjof good food in attempting to cook
it?’

Handforth didn’t hear
gleam had come into his eyes, and he
stood there thinking deeply. The others
were grinning. They could easily under-
stand why Irene didn’t want Handforth to
help her, for he was always inclined to
cause ruetions.

Nipper had gone up into the lantern-room,
accompanied by Sam Wells and the other
two fishermen. And Nipper  briefly
explained what he had done to get the lamp
into temporary working order.

the insult. A

“A wunnerful piece of work, young
gent,’’ said Wells nodding. “There’s many
lives ye've saved #o-night, I'll warrant,

You could have knocked me down with a
feather when I found you boys in charge
here.”’

“We couldn’t help ourselves,” explained
Nipper. “We were marooned on here by
chance, and we had to do our best. T'm
worrying about old Dan Nash. He went
mad, you know—I've already told you about
that.””

“Poor old Dan!”? sajd the fisherman.
“I've known him these fifteen vears; and
he went mad, eh? It’'s a mercy some of
you young gents weren’t hurt. He must
have been violent, the way he smashed up
that lamp.”’

“We managed to -get him into a store
cupboard, and we Jocked him in)”’
explained Nipper. “Then the storm came
on, . and we ecouldn't think of anything
but flares and repairing the lamp. We've
been busy every minute of the time. But
now I think we ought to have a look at
Dan, and see how he’s getting on.”’

“That’s what I think, too,” said Watson.
“fe may be dead, for all we know. We
haven’'t heard a sound of him for hours.
We daren’t open the door, because he was
absolutely murderous just before we locked
him in.”’

“I'll have a Jook st him!’’ said the old

{ fisherman gruffiy.

He was a huge man, powerful, and as
strong as a lion in spite of his years. Mis
son was no less a giant, and with the third
man -in reserve, there was little chance of
the mad lighthouse-keeper doing any
damage. While the Scouts had not dared
to risk an encounter with the madman,
these burly fishermen were quite ready for
the ordeal. -

Nipper led them down into the hohthouse,
through the living-room, where Irene and
her helperb were already getting busy. ‘And
they halted before the store cupboqrd where
Daniel Nash was a prisoner,

“T'll ask you young gents to stand back
a bit,”’ said Wells. “You’d best keep close
against me, Tim,”” he added to his son.
“Tf the old feller show@ ﬁght we've gotb
to hold him.”’ !

The door was suddenly ﬂunf' open; but

“there was no necessity for the precautions.

There was no attack. Everything was dark
and silent within the cupboard.

““There you are—he’s dead!” breathed
Watson huskily. ;

“Take this!”> said Nipper, pushing
forward. :
He thrust his electric-torch into the
fisherman’s hand. They entered the deep
store cupboard. And one beam from the

torch revealed the truth. The unfortunate
llghthOHSE*RBEPGI‘ was strefched on the floor
in a state of unconsciousness. He was not
dead as Tommy had supposed, but his
sanity had taken another turn. The violeut,
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nomicigal spell bad had a brief life, and,
he poor old fellow was desperately ill.

«Jt’s brain fever!” muttered Nipper, 55
he bent over the unconrscious man. *“ He’s
in a bad way, by the look of him—but it’s
just as well. When bhe recovers he’ll prob-
ably get his sapnity pack. If he hadn’t had
this stroke he may have remained insane
for the rest of his life.” .

«“Qo even brain fever has its compensa-
tions,” said old Wells, nodding his he_ad
grimly. ‘‘Youg gents, we'd better lift
the old feller out of here and put him in
one of the beds. Might as well make him
comiortable until he can be taken off.”

pow the

“Yes, that’s the Dbest way,” agreed
Nipper. ' _ _
And the unfortunate Daniel Nash—the

original cause of all the trouble—was gently
" lifted by willing hands, and carried to one
of. the bed-rooms, further down in the
lighthouse,

¥
Wb

CHAPTER XIX,
GETTING A MOVE O,

ELSON LEE  noddec

2. 2 with relief and _ satis-
: faction. -

X es, shie’s the

Wanderer,** he declared.

= < Splendid, Mr. Stokes! The

yacht musv have crept in before the dawn—
after waiting for an hour or two outside
the harbour, I suspect.”

“30 it would appear,’”’ said Mr. Beverley
Stokes. : -

The two Scoutmasters were standing on
one of the piers in Caistowe Harbour.
Although dawn had only just come, .there
were plenty of people about. For on this
~ €xciting night there was hardly a fisher-
Mman or a member of his family who had
retired to rest. :

After the storm had come the calm.

The sky was clear and cloudless, and not
@ breath of wind disturbed the tranquility
Of the July dawn. It seemed impossible
hat a hurricane could have been blowing
only a few hours since. But the sea gave
the game away. It was still restless—still
strong and treacherous.

But the waves were losing their power

fapidly, and with the ebbing of the tide
D€re would soon be a great difference.
’ Nelson Lee was peering out into the bay.
Ii?ﬂlfi distance from the pier the graceful
i‘r(]m: of a steam-yacht could be picked out
“;-‘H‘ﬂ the other vessels—for the harbour
shs trowded with' shipping whieh had
Clght refuge from the storm.
55 We must get a boat of some kind, and
15nm«eut to her, said Lee, after a few
it inents, “Even if we find Mr. Fielding,
ozre'gﬂ doubtful if he will consent to take
the f his boats to the Shingle Rock until
Vel *€a goes down a bit. We might as

.- tMploy the time.”

€6 had come to Caistowe with the c¢b-

ject of seeking out a ccrtain Mr, Fieldi. g,
a local sportsman whose chief hobby was
the constructing and racing of powerful
motor beats. Nelson Lee knew him well, and
indeed, the St. Frank’s fellows had every

good reason to know Mr. Fielding for a
real sport. |
Although Lee was relieved to see the

Wanderer safe and sound, he was, neverthe-
less, heavy-hearted over the tragic hap-
penings of the night., For, as far as he
could see, both Irene Manners and Willy
Handforth had gone to certain death. BHe
did not think it possible that they could
have been saved. )

They had been swept away at the height
of the storm, and nothing had Been seen
of them since—although watchers had kept
a constant vigil on the beaen. Even now
there were fishermen and others searching
the shingle and the rocks, in the hope of
finding the poor, battered bodies.

ILee had come away just before the
dawn, intent on getting one of Mr. Field-
ing’s boats and paying a visit to the light-
house. HEven if a close approach was im-
possible, he could, at least, establish com-
munication with the boys, and find out
how things were going.

_The sudden resumption of the great light
had brought relief to everybody, and
Nelson Lee was proud of the fact that his

own boys were responsible. For he needad
no -telling that Nipper and his stalwarts
had succeeded in putting the light in

order.

The necessity to take a boat out to the
Wanderer was obviated. For while Lee and
Stokes stood on the quay, they beheld a
launch coming in. And as it drew nearer
Lee recognised the familiar figure of Lerd
Dorrimore.

The famous explorer and big game
hunter was looking as bronzed and cheer-
ful as ever. He caught{ sight of Lee at a
distance, and waved a cheery hand. And
soon afterwards they were clasping hands
at close guarters.

“By gad, Lee, I hardly expected to see
you again!” declared his lordship. 1%
was tocuch an’ go with us durin’ the night.”

“1 was afraid the Wanderer might be in
danger 22 _

““In danger?” repeated Dorrie. < RBy tae
Lord Harry! Do you realise that the old
tub was drivin’ straight for the rocks when
that light started goin’ again? We missed
em by a few feet, old man. 1It’'s the
nearest shave we’ve. ever had!”

“Well, you’ve got to thank the Fourth
Form !>? said Lee quietly. “I can’t go into
all the details now, Dorrie, but the Ilight-
house is in the c¢harge of a dozen of my

boys. The light was wrecked by the
keeper—he went suddenly mad. The boys
somehow got the apparatus to function
again.”’

“Good luck to ’em!”” said Dorrie en-
thusiastically. *3s a matter of fact,
you're not tellin® me any news, We saw
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the youngsters through a telescope—five
or six of ’em on the lighthouse balcony,
By gad! They’'ve done some wonderful

work, Lee, an’ they deserve every credit!”

Nelson Lee shook his head sadly.

“But for one {iragedy there would be
much to be elated over,” ne said. < But
one of the younger boys and a girl belong-
ing to the Moor View School have, I fear,
gone to their deaths.” |
¢ say, that’s . terrible,” said Dorrie
gravely. “One of the younger boys? Do
1 know him?”

““ Handforth minor,
Willy.”

Lord Dorrimore stared, aghast.

“Willy!”  he echoed huskily.
You den’t mean it! Why, 1

of the Third Form—

“Lee!

An’ ‘he’s gone—drowned? I can’'t believe
1, old man—I can’t believe it!”

“I wish I could say the same!”
claimed Lee, with a sigh.
—you knew her, Dorrie.
the daughter of Mr. Hobart
who was with us in the Sahara adventure.
sShe and five of the other girls went out

ex-

Irene Manners,

in a lifeboat to rescue some boys off the
rocks. A wonderful piece ‘of work—a superb
achievement. The tragedy occurred on the
return trip—wWhen Irene and Willy were
washed overboard. That was hourd ago.
They haven't been seen since.”

Lord Dorrimore’s face was pale and|
grave. :

“This 13 tferrible news, Tee,” he sgaid
quietly.

“It is, indeed,” agreed the Scoutmaster-
detective. “I am about to get hold of a
motor-boat, so that we ecan visit the light-
house; the sea is now much calmer——*’

“Why get hold of a motor-boat?” in-
terrupted Dorrie. My launch is here—
waitin® to be used. *“ .ou’re welcome to
it, Lee» - ‘

And a few minutes later they
oft for the Shingle Rock.

—— s ol

CHAPTER XX,
BREAKTAST..

T won't be
there’'s some
activity,” said Nip-
per, as he  walked

round the balecony. The sea's

getting calmer every minute,
socn be a swarm of boats

long before
Kind of

\§

b
'V\\

and there’ll
round here.”
¢“Including eoastzuards. and
House officials, and probably the Navy!”
said Tommy Watson, with a grin. ¢ They
couldn't get near us during the night, but
now that the sea is getting calm, they’ll
simply buzz round.” '
There were six or seven Scouts on the

Trinity

liked the
cheeky youngster better than all the others!

“The girl, too

Manners,

started

balecony. They could hardly believe that
such dramatic adventures had happened to
them so recently. For all signs of the
storm were rapidly passing.

The sun had just risem, and the air was
filled with the brilliant rays of & summer’s
sunrise, Flocks of gulls circled about the
lighthouse, and the beach, apparertly so
near, was not as deserted as one might
‘have expected. Figures could be seen here
and there on the shingle. Other figures
were visible along the ecliffs.

Everything, in fact, was calm and screne,

And now that the tide was rapidly going
out, the sea itsell wore a subdued, half-
ashamed look. The heavy waves were
-reluctantly falling, and the surf and
spray at the base of the lighthouse were
greatly lessened. ’

“] expeet the
fore long, too,”
““1 hope he comes along soon.

1

cuv'nor will be here be-
said Nipper thoughtfully.
Even if Le

can’t land on the rock, we shall be able
to shout the news to him.*
“What news?” asked Brent. 0
“About Irene and Willy—and tliose
fishermen,” replied XNipper. = ““They rust
be in a terrible stew ashore. Miss Bond

and all the Girl Guides are probably half
mad with worry about Irene. And what
about the Third? How -‘do you think
they're getting along without Willy in
command? Their anxiety must be terrific.”
““Yes, I hadn’t thought of t{hat.,”” said
Watson slowly. ‘“ And = those fishermen,
-too—their families, you know.. The sooner.
‘we. can get the news ashore the better.”
The big lamp was out now, and the
apparatus was silent. It had performed-
its duty. And before nightfall, no doubt,
experts would arrive on the scene, and
make a more substantial repair. The St.
{ Frank’s Scouts had done their part—and
had done it amazingly well. :
¢ Breakfast, you chaps!” said Willy
i Handforth, appearing on the halcony.
¢ Come on—eggs and bacon—coffee—Dbiscuits
—marmalade 2 o
“That’s enough!” shouted Watson. “Lead
me to it!” .
“You don’t need any leading—follow your
nose !’ said Willy. “1 don’t know how
I've helped with the cooking—I felt like

i,

eating the giddy f{rying-pan! Where's my
major?’?

“Haveu’'t seen him for over haif-an-
hour,”” replied Nipper. <«He seems {0
have disappeared somewhere—Church and
McClure, too. You'd better go and look

for thein

“Who, me?"' asked Willy. = “Not likely!
If they can’'t find their own way to the
grub department, it’s their funeral! Archie
seems to have vanished, too. I thought
he was up here——" .

“You'll find him down in the service
room, fast asleep on a pile of old rub-
bish,” erinned Brent. I wondered whabt

and had a search.

had happened to him,
lark—he couldn’t "be

. He’s as happy as a




M

9 THE ST. FRANK’S WEEKLY

LAY (T

o contented if he was sleepivg i 2y < We've got Lo get this thing finished before
mosz S ed 1 we do anything else—-"
[C% Jit?v nad a look in the corner of che “But we haven’t ecaten anything since
-n-vilnl;-mom as he went down  agaln. | yesterday afternoon!”’ roared MeClure. “I'm
”*‘f,} je Glenthorne was sound asleep—in the | nearly famished, and I'm unot going to stay
;;Jl:;lt}, uncomfortable attitude, ageording 1o he’re-—}--” i
?;};;gamnceﬁ- His body was reclining on A A gnTy take us another ten minutes,
A undics, and_his head resied againsy ) fathead!” interrupted Handforth. “You
O lrum of oil. There was a contented | weaklings! Are you going to peter out now—
A aile on his face, and he was breathing | within sight of success? ~Where’s your will-
I & it power? They’ll be plenty of grub left for us.

<« wake up, Archie!” said Willy sternly.
« Great Scott! You haven't even washed !
Rreakfast’s all ready——-" _ _

« Apsolutely !” murmured Archie drfzamily.
«phat’s all  right, laddie. That’s all
vight! You can pass me solne of the muf-
fins! What-ho! Muffins and a _cup of the
goed old priceless tea Eh?’

Archie started up out of his dream, and

inked az Willy.

b“‘]* You wou't }get niuffing and tea, but we
can supply you with biscuits and coffee,”
gaid Willy calmly. “ Do you realise that
Irene is waiting for you? Do you appre-
ciate the faet that your face looks like
a sweep’s? Are you aware that you abso-
Tutely whifl of o0il?”

«“ Oddslife and good gad!’ gasped Archie,
starting to his feet. “ Absolutely! I meant
to have a wash, and decided on stea}ing forty
of the best and brightest as a dashed pre-
liminary.”

“Well, you must have taken an overdose!”
said Willy. < Better buzz down and have a
wash in record time.”

Soon afterwards all the Scouts were merry

and happy. Breakfast was an entirely in-
fermal meal; but Irene and her assistants
had provided a big supply of eatables, and
the manner in which they vanished was an
eye-opener. The juniors had got beyond sleep
now. They weren’t likely to want any until
later on in the day. :

And while breakfast proceeded, nobody
seemed to notice that three fellows were
missing.  Handforth & Co., for some unex-
lained rcason, remained absent. Considering
hat Irene was the hostess, this was all the
more remarkable.

CHAPTER XXI.
HANDY’S GREAT JIDEA.

= ACON!" said Church
hungrily, as he sniffed
the air.
“Eggs!’”’ Dbreathed
McClure intoxicatingly. -
. They stcod there, their noses
like a pair of retrievers. Down

up, sniffing
ojt stairs came a gloriously appetising waft

andﬁookingz. It was so wonderful that Church

via de}-“lﬂtllure' forgot about their task, and
5 H,;’ln instinctive move towards the stairs.
‘« P]' Come here!” commanded Handforth.

f.ﬁ]l‘eakfast!” explained Church briefly.
CW breakfast !’ snorted Edward Oswald.

3

Come oun—just one more effoit, and the
thing’s done.”

Church and MeClure groaned.

““0Oh, all right!” growled Church.

They turned back to their work-—consoled
by the thought that they were possibly pre--
mature. The smell of cooking did not imply
that breakfast was actually ready. 1t would
probably be ten minutes or a quarter of an
hour before the meal was served.

Handforth & Co. were in the lower store-
room. It was half-filled with, emply oil-
drums, and the remembrance of these had
given Handforth a brilliant idea. Some little
time earlier he had dragged his ehhums down,
and they had brought with them an enormous
amount of thick rope.

And the result of their labour was now
taking definite shape.

A raft was in the course of construetion—
in fact, it was nearly completed. It was
composed of a large number of the empty

drums placed flat, and roped securely to-

gether. The entire floor of the store-rocm
was covered with them.

“ Why should we wait until a hoat comes
out?” Handforth had demanded. “ We’ve got
to show that we're independent! We've only

‘got to build this raft, and we can launch

it from the steps outside, and drift ashore
in no time. This is where you want brains!”

“But why go to all the. trouble?” asked
Church. “ There are bound to be plenty of-
boats soon-——"" '

“We want to show everybody that we are
capable of dealing with our own problems,”
replied Handferth promptly. < We’ll give the
other chaps a surprise, too. As a matter of
fact, I’'m thinking about Irene.”

“Yes, but——>

“ Doris and Marjorie and the others must
be nearly off their rockers with worry,” went
on Handforth. ¢ They haven’t had any news,
and. they think that Irene’s dead. We're
going to take hercashore on this raft.”

In vain Church and McClure bad protested.
In the end Handforth grew so insulting that
they deliberately allowed him to go on. They
failed to point out a very obvious drawhack
to the scheme.

And in tke end they helped him with en-
husiasm—not because they thought the raft
weculd ever be floated, hut because they were
anxious to show :im up in front of Irene. He
deserved to be laughed at for his pigheaded-
ness. -

The smeil of breakfast made them waver, .
but they fought it down.

ahead!”

“ A1l right—we’ll go declared
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““ Come on, Mac—let’s have
This is going to be a wonderful
Whaere do you get your brajny

Church gruffly.

those ropes.
raft, Handy.
1dea“?" .

“They come to me naturally,” smd Hand
forth modestly. “I can’t help it, yvou know
—they just come. And thex alv\mq come
easier when there’s a big emergency. We've
got to hustle now, because my minor might
come nosing dm&n here. 1 don’'t want hlm
to know anything about it until we've
finished.” -

They worked on tirelessly.

¢ These embty drums are a lot better than
fogs of wood, 3 remarked McClure. as he drew
one of the ropes tight. ¢ They’ll float high,
and the I"lft ought to be able to support a
dozen

“It'l oniv have to support four,” inter-
rupted Handforth. < We three are going 1o
take Irene ashore—nobedy else will be
allowed.’

¢ Good!™

“T1t’s my idea, and we’ll get ::Hl the credlt L
said Handf,orth .

“Of course, there may be 2 bit of trouhie
in the launchmg,” said Church thoughtiully.
“Tor example, T don’t quite see how we. shall

get the raft——""

¢ Oh, that’ll be easy
lmst;ly

He gave-his chum a warning look, and they
continued the work. And at last, after
nearly another half an hour had elapsed, the
famous raft was completed. It was certainly
a creditable piece of work.

“Now we'll go and have breakfast!” said
Church eanetly

e Yea, we can go up now—I expect it’s
ready,” agreed Handforth. < Phew! That
was warm work vou know! But just look at
the result! Won’t the other ch: aps go green
with envy!”’

Somehow,

nterrupted l\IcCiure

Church and McClure felt that the

others would be affected in quite a different
way.

iy Sue—

CHAPTER XXIIL.
A LITTLE DRAWBACK.

B OU don’t expect any_

breakfast now,

sureiy?” asked W;ilv

as Handforth & Co.

\,»» 2appeared in the living-room.

: S “We’ve done ages ago--and
there’s nothing left to eat—"

““ Nothing left?” gasped Church. * There
you are, Handy-——what did we tell you? You
ass! And we're nearly starved——"’

““ At least, there wouldn’t have been any-
thing but for Irene,” went on Willy. “She’s
saved a few eggs and some bacon, and some
coffee, and some biscuits, and T believe there
are some fried potatoes. But you’re jolly
lucky! That’s the best of being on good
terms with the cook!”

“Willy, don’t be so absurd!” said Irene,
frowning.

“Just as yveu like,” szaid Willy calmly. e .
wouldn’t dream of arguing. with a girl.
I'm going vp on the ba.lcon:yﬂ--—- My
you chaps look pretty hot!” he added @‘re-
ing the trio. ¢ What the dickens have You
been doing? 1 thought you were having 4
nap?’”’

“Your mind would naturally run on qome_
lazy subject of that sort,” sncered his major.
“We've been busy—working hard. If yowqd
care to come ashore, Irene, we can start as
scon as you like.” '

Irene looked up cagerly.

“I'd love to!” she exclaimed. “But—.

““0Oh, you can rely on Ted,” interrupted
Willy. ¢ He's probably rigged up a wire be:
tween here and the shore—or he’s going te
shoot you out of a catapult. He has wonder-
ful ideas, you know. There’s no telling what
he’ll do next.” '

Handforth smiled serenely.

““You can be as sarcastic as you 111~.e but
[’ve done the trick, and we can go ashere in
no time,” he said car-elessly. “If vou'd like
to come downstairs, Irene, I'll show you what
we've been doing!”’

““I should love it!” said Irene.

“Good!""

“ But what about breakfast—-w—” began’

Ch urch,

“We can leave that till afterwards.’
“Yes, but—"" .
- ¢ Afterwards !’ insisted Handiorth firmly.
“We’'re hungry !’ roared McClure.

““Don’t bother,” said Irene, turning to
them with a smile. “Ted will take me down.

You stay here and be having vour breakfast.

You'd better come with us, Wllly e
“ Rather!” said Willy promptly. g

ITandforth gave his minor a leok that ought
to have shrivelled him up, but the leader of
the Panthers didn’t even quail. He was s0
used to his major's black looks that he took
them as a matter of course.

There were other juniors who went down,
too. for their curiosity had been piqued.
Owen major and Brent and Singleton fol-
lowed Irene and Handforth and Willy. And
Church and McClure looked at one another
4 and hesitated.

“Just our luck!” growled Church. ¢ We've
either got to miss the look on Handy's face,
or wait a bit longer for breakfast! 4 -

“Let’s wait!”” grinned MecClure., We
can’t be out of the last scene!”

They hurried down into the depths of the
lighthouse, and overtook the others just a3
they arrived in the store-room where the raft

was ready. Handforth was pointing to i
with an air of modest pride.

“There you are!’ he said. ¢ That's it!”

“Jt?"' repeated Irene. ¢ They look like 2
lot of empty cans——?

“Tt's a raft!” said Handforth, with dignity.
“ A taft!” exclaimed Irene excitedly. <O
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sw lovely!
i.]:?ezlL }Oh, but how—— But how——"

« Exactly !’ said Willy. ““How?”

« How?’’ repeated Handforth, staring.

«That, as Hamlet once said, is the ques-
tion,” w’illy nodded. “In other words, to
be ::>r not to be? Somehow, I think it’s
Jecidedly not!” i

«You silly young ass—- . |

« One moment !’ interrupted Willy, holding
yp an admonishing finger. “One moment
pefore you let yourself go. I know exaetly
what Irene’s thinking about—I'm a thought
veader. This rait is great—wonderful! It
ought to float like a cork!”’

¢ 1t will!”’ said Handforth firmly.

« Exactly—after we’ve got it outside!”
smniled Willy.  «“If you’ll explain how am

eight-foot raft is going through a three-foot

doorway, we shall all grovel at your feet
with gratitude., I didn’t know you were a

gnagician i . ;
“ Great pin !’ ejaculated Handfortb, with a

. violent start.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

The expression on his face was so extra-
ordinary that the other fellows burst into a
howl of laughter. Church and MecClure comn-
sidered that this one moment was a full
reward for all their efforts. .

panted Handforth.

“No?” asked Willy. “You don't say
so!”?
“0h, but Ted!” protested Irene.

“Surely you thought of a little thing iike
that beforehand? You didn’t really build
this raft in here, forgetting all about th

decrway??

Handforth {turned so red that Willy
moved hastly away, remarking that he
didn’t want to be scorched. The others

were grinning with enjoyment.
1 @ L]
‘I—I—— That is, you see——** gurgled
Handforin,

e turned, and glared at Church and
Mc(‘l_ure, |
“You helped me with that raft!’® he

rcared.  ““'Why
the doory» |
‘ . _ )

; @ like that!” snorted Church. It was
fﬁfﬂ’ idea, and you wouldn’t listen to us
el owe started objecting. so we let yon
ﬁg;“_’n' You ought to be satisfied now! The
° 'y thing is {0 get a charge of dynamite,
4nd blow the lighthouse down!®

(e

tfa, ha, ha!* :

e Ii1 S s H 1 I
T}Ll. You chaps!* came a hail from above.
,,_,‘,,flfl;'(%"s A boat in sight—coming straight
S¥ards the lighthouse,”? |

didn’t you ted me about

1

‘l ™ 4 ¥ LA T i L] -
Co A hoat?”  yelled Wiliy. Furrah!
orme on!v ) -
.’%u:] * “ - 1" .

w4, much to Handfsrth’s relief,

body , every-
2 ‘jghﬂed: They were far more interested in
n}ié?l???b boat than in his wonderfnl raft!
G& circumstances, they could hardly

b& b}-‘tl[jed. . -2 } H d._ N {11“

You mean, we can float it, and )

““ Quick !’* he shouted. fSend
that cradie down again! My Minor !
He’s down there on the wreck ! ¥’

it

CHAPTER XXIII.

THE END OF THE ADVENTURE.
i T'S a motor launch,”
said Nipper content-
edly. “DI'm not sure

whether she’ll be able
“to come up c¢lose, but the sea’s
a lot calmer now. Anyhow,
we’ll be able to shout the news,”

““Rather!”? ‘
- #¢ Absolutely,” said Archie. ¢ Personally,
I'm thinking about swimming ashore, dear
old laddies! I'm feeling frightfully grubby
2 .

“We &hall all be ashore soon, Archie,”
said Brent.

The balcony was crowded. The Scouts
were feeling practically themselves again.
The lack of one night’s sleep did not worry
them in the least—and there had heen so
much excitement that t{hey hardly needed’
any sleep now., They had breakfasted well,
and they were feeling fit.

The sun was higher now, and the tide had
receded stil! further. The sea was corres-
pondingly indeed, scarcely

«

calmer—until,
any sarf washed reound the Shingle Roek.
The waves ro:e and fell sullenly without
breaking,

Some distance awayv. a motor launch was
neading straight for the lighthouse, She
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rapidiy, having

fairly
appeared round the adjacent headland a few
minutes earlier—obviously on her way from
Caistowe.

¢ Hallot 1t
exclaimed Willy, who was looking the other

was coming up

never rains but it pours!”
are two more b0at~ comma

We shall soon

way. ‘‘There
out—rowing becats this time.
have a swarm round us.”

- From the nearest land two small boats
were pulling out from the neighbourhood
of Shingle Bay. But they would he much
longer in reqchmg the lighthouse than the
motor launch, Ths latter was coming up
apace.

the \-“Jan_derer’s launch, too! That
she got into hlrbour all right.”

There was frezh excitement when every-
body knew that Lord Dorrimore hlmaelt
was in the launch. Ie was popull- With
all the boys, and his very presence in Cais-
towe with the Wanderer was significant.
FFor the holidays were mnear at hand, ang
perhaps Dorrie had some special Teason
for arriving at such a time.

¢ say, why should we stay up here?»
asked Inene eagerly. “It’s low tide, angd
there’s a big gmmte platform down below,
It’s safe on there, isn't it? Why shouldn’t
we go down??®’
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“Let's have the telescope!” said Nipper

" briskly.  “Do you mind, Willy? You’ll
find it just inside—"’
¢ Right you are!” said Wllls

ITe ran in and fetched the telescope, and
Nipper wlaced it to his eye. The approach-
ing launch sprang into prominence at once,.
And after a moment Nipper gave a start
of surprise and delight.

¢ Good!”” he ejaculated.

“Mr. Lee?” said Willy.

“The guv’'nor!”
““That’s finel!”

“VWait a minute!” went on Nipper.
“There's somebody else— Yes, by
Jove. it’s Dorrie! Good old Dorrie! It's

‘““ Hear, hear!”” echoed the others.

“Come on—we’ll -go!”’ said \’ipper.
nodding.

““Oh, but I'd forgotben“’ went on Irene-
flushing. ““My clothes Or, rather,
these things I'm wearing——"’

“It doesn't matter about them,”

chuckled Nipper. “You may look a bit ub-
usual, but that’s a detail. The main thing -
is to show yourself to the guv’nor, so that
he can be relieved as soon as possible.
suppose he's fearfully worried.” -

So Irene accompanied them down. And
Handforth was picked up on the way—for
he had remained in the store-room, taking
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- ; ieces. He had deter-
bis "f_.ﬁnfglﬁit”{g tguﬁd it again outside.
mlf;:;li;;in-g on the last floor of all, the heavy
roar of ihe lighthouse was opened, and the
EGUE, = d down the steep granite steps
geouts trooped e : ¥ol €0 BEsict
“yandforth himself being careiul 1o m;u
Irene—although  she really needed 0
M;?f;;ﬁi'ﬁng the lighthouse was a great

ite platform, with further steps leading
ERal 's edge. Ab high tide it
down to the water’s edge. gh
was practically covered, and amy exit from
ti;e- lighthouze was perilons. But at low
water there was no danger whatever,

As the Scouts spread themselves out on
the platform, the launch was growing quite
near. Sam Wells and the other fishermen
had come down, too. In fact, everybody
weis waiting for the rescuers to arrive.:

In the motor launch, Nelson Lee and Lord
Dorrimore were sbtanding up, scanning the
tizares through their binoculars. And Lee
felt relieved and happy as he saw the
obvious liveliness of the boys—proving that
they had come to mo harm. He recognised
themm one after the other, but there was
one figure which puzzled him at first. And
~ before he could think who it could be, he
caught sight of another.

“1 say, Lee, old man,”” came Dorrie’s
voice mnear by. “I thought you told me
that young Willy Handforth was deceased?
Unlees I am vastly mistaken, he’s caperin’
about on that platform 2 =

‘““Gocd heavens, Dorrie,
broke in Lee tensely.
myself.- But T
amazing——*

He broke off, and fairly gave a shout.

“Deorrie!” he ejaculated. “That other
figure! Do you see? I thought it was a
boy at first—but it’s Ireme Manners! She
& safe, too! This is the most glorious news
we could possibly have!”

Five minutes later the launeh, by skilful
handling, had succeeded in approaching the

you’re right,”
#I’ve just seen him
don't understand-—it’s

i'ltep*s. And Nelson Lee and Dorrie were on
i  Rock—surrounded by the <cheering,

excited SReouts

.

Y ———

CHAPTER XXIV.
GLORIOUS DAYS AHEAD.

€ YCH.» said Reggie
Pitt, ¢“is fame!? -

He leisurely threw a

fresh log on to the
Cﬂ;pp fire, and stretched him-
the @ s€ luxuriously. Overhead
thz first, stars were beginning to gleam, and’
ThpEﬂCO of the July evening was perfect.
. € day had passed— iteme
ang Celebmtif;n,p ssed—a day of excitement

LOno b
> GG : ) 3 2 ;
bronghs fore moon all the Seouts had been

M the from the Shingle Rock, and landed

Ting

bay.  More than this. The un-

fortunate Daniel Nash had been conveyed
to the Bannington hospital, and a pre-
liminary report indicated that he would
ultimately recover, although he would never
be fit for duty again.

The Trinity Fouse authorities had now
taken possession of the Shingle Rock Light-
house, and big activities had been going
on all day. To-night the light would blaze
out as steadily and as regularly as ever.

There was only one tragic feature in con-
nection with the entire adventure—and that
was the fate of the under-keeper. Even
now it was not known whether he had
accidentally fallen over the balcony, or
whether Nash, in his madness, had flune
him over. It was a point which was never
kely to he cleared up. |

The Scouts were all im camp again, and
they were excitediy discussing affairs round
the various camp fires. Those Patrols who
had not taken part in the night’s excite-
ment were crewding round, listening to the
breathless tales of the others. And a fur-
ther interest was occasioned by the fact
that Irene & Co. had promised to come
round during the evening. Needless to say,
Miss Bond and all her Girl Guides had been .
delirious with joy to find that Irene was
safe and sound—particularly as they had
almost regarded her as dead.

And this evening, too, the Scouts had the
newspapers to read. :

“Such is fame!?” repeated Pitt, as he held
out the front page of one of the London
evening journals. ¢ Gaze at it, my sons!
For the first time in history, we occupy the
whole front sheet! We, the St. Frank’s
Fourth Iorm, claimi the attention of the
nation!?

“And so you jolly well ought!’* said De

Valerie, “1 only wicsh we Eagles had been
in the affair! Some chaps get all the
Tuck !?? '

Reggie sheok his head.

“He calls it luck to cling to a rock, and
nearly get drowned!”” he said sadly.
““There’s no accounting for tastes! In the
morning papers, don’'t forget, we shall have
all our photographs in!*

This was true enaugh. Newspaper photo-
graphers had been swarming round the camp
all the afternoon, Tor the affair had aroused
the interest of the entire country. The London
néwspapers were making the very moast of
the story—for -1} had come along during a
pericd when there was a dearth of exciting
““copy.”” The great thunderstorm was fully
reported, of course—but the exploits of the
St. Frank’s Fourth -were given the greatest
preminence of all

To the juniors thersselves, the adventure
was now assuming & Kind of unreality.
They could hardly believe that those stir-
events had aetually happened. And
there was c<omething else for them to
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discuss and to grow excited about. One
thing was coming on top of another,

Lord Dorrimore’s arrival in Caistowe was
no coincidence. The summer holidays would
commence within a few days. And Deorrie
was thinking of a trip—a wonderful yacht-
ing cruise to some distant, tropical part of
the globe,

Nothing was known for certain yet, buf
the juniors were convinced that a party of
them would be invited. They were all on
tenterhooks—anxious and eager.

There was even talk of the Moor View
girls participating in the summer holiday
adventure—and this time Mr. Beverley
Stoheu and his wife would be included.

“It’s too early to say anything vet, but

| Islands

vacation s going to be the most wonderfy
we've ever had z sald Nipper calmly, as he
dlSCUSoed affairs’ with the crowd round the
Lions’ camp fire. ¢ There’s something big
bremng, you chaps—just mark my wmrd,s b

-¢“0Of course there 1is,” said Handforth
““Dorrie wauldnt come here for. nothlnal
I believe we 're going to the South Sea

“Or up the Amazc}n ¥ said Church

“Or off to the \orth ‘Pole!”” put in
McClure, ‘o

“It's no good wguessing—we don't know
anything for certain vet,” replied XNipper,
“Let’s leave it to Dorrie—we can rely on
him every time!”’

And the rest of the Four$h were in- whoi.a
bLarted agreement. %

I don’ﬁ mind "Venimrmcr that this summer
' END.

TH#

Now 1s the time to introduce our paper
to yvour triends and add to the member-
ship of the League, for next week will
appear the opening story of our Grand
| Sum*‘ner Holiday Adventure Seriesﬂ

“ ADVENTURE BOUND "

In these fine yarns of the Boys of St. Frank’s
+abroad, Mr. Brooks has produced a wonderful
series of narratives which easily secures him a

place among the foremost writers 0f bu;,rs

stories. |

Beginning Next Week iizﬂse new Siories
of the Boys of St. frank’s will be graatly
increased in fength.




(NoTe.—I1f any readers care to write to me, |

I shall be pleased to comment upon such
remarks as are likely to interest the
majority. If you have any &nggestions,
send them along. If you have any
grumbles—make them to me. All letters
should be addressed to EDWY SEARLES
BROOKS, ¢/o The Editor, THE NELSON
LeEe LierRARY—*The St. Frank’s Weekly,”
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
Londen, E.C4. All letters acknowledged

below have been personally read by me, |

and 1 thank their writers most heartily.
But, although ALL letters afford me an
- equal amount of pleasure, I am reluctantly
compelied to confine my individual replies
to those of general interest.—E.S.B.)

As I want to have a littie chat with vou
all about The St. Frank's League this week,
Pm afraid I zhall have to pcstpone my in-
dividual replics to many of the enthusiastic
correspondents whose letters I will now pro-
ceed to acknowledge. But if your letter has
dealt with a subject likely to arouse
universial interest you may be quite sure
that I have set it aside for attention on an
early future oceasion.

* * * -
‘Billy J. Benton (Hythe), Kangaroo (Bondi,
Sydney, Australia), A. IL. Towers (Iorsham,
Vietoria, Australia), Bruce Rose (Belsize
Park, N.W.3), Joe Smith (Rosyth), Leslie

_ Holland (Wimbledon, S.W.19), A Well-
Wisher  ((lney), Brian Antheny Sadlier
(Gillingham), Ethel Jowsey (Scarborough),
T. Blackburn (Coventry), A Shingled Tom-
boy (Luton), Lancastrian (Rio de Janeiro),
Dudley Lister (Southoweram, Halifax), Um-
losi 17, (Notting Hill Gate, W.11), George
Burgess (Selsey), 8. E. Bate (Warrington),
{;"}3'?101}{'1 St. John (South Shields), EKugene

Ardt  (Lez-Gand, Belgium), Girl Chums
{(Melton Mowbray), Charles R. Colwell (Bir-
mingham), J.-Bebbington (Manchester), F.
Monkhouyze (Walworth, S.E.17), Nipper II.
fvlla!ichester), Orlando Crowther (Sheffield),

01n (.  YWhite (Southall), S. H. Yeo

(T'_Valﬂasey), Wilton Butterworth (Roch-
dale), ,
* * .

\,:}Infllliﬁiti‘.-‘e One ¥ (Worthing), Karl
R'[};ljﬂkoﬁmkz Ivanofi (Broadstairs), P. H.
J Fﬁ".“‘mﬁktpn Junetion, New Zealand),
- Aeith (Christchurch, New Zealand), Jack

b E
- Molomby (Melbourne), Kenneth E. Lueas
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(Gawler, S. Australia), Dick Jackson (Burn-
side, S. Australia), Bob Berger (Bulawayo,
S. Rhodesia), Julias Herman (Graaff-Reinet,
S. Africa), Martin Luther (Twickenham),
A.8.D. (Briilington), G. Turnceck (Chices-
ter), Ilerbert Wilkinson (Torguay), Brian
Steele (Southend-on Sza), “Connie * (Ful-
ham, S.W.6), Sydney Atherdtone (Leicester),’

Jim . Bannister (Sheffield), ¢ A TFaithful
Reader » (Halifav), Professor Locke (Tavi-.
stock). '

* * *

N.H. (Liandrindod), Thomas J. Dickens
(Birmingham), Sydney Lobb (Finsbury Park,
N.4), Frank Jerram (Selsey). “ A Soldier
Reader (No Address), A. Anderzon (Aber-
deen), Stuart Johnson (Dulwich, S.E.22).
Riehard Edward Long (Brighton), J. Keith
(Christchurch, New Zealand), G. A. Hunt
(Farnham), Ernest Reynolds (Dublin), David
S. . (HMuddersfield), ¢ Nipper > (Ireland),
Percy Young (Liverpool), F. Clarke (Man-
chester), M. MecCarthy (Dublin), G. Forbes
(Kingston-on-Thames),  Arthur Mervyn
Schofield (Lymm, Cheshire). Edward R. Sim-
mons (Southampton), Jack D. Hutchinson
(Upper Norwood, S.E.19), -

% ’ * H

Leonard Bailey (Raunds, Wellingborough),
rrank Hollingworth (Oldham), If. V. Lionel
Thorpe (Aylesbury), *Tarzan ?* (Puiney),
S. L. Rushworth (Huddersfteld), Doreen Fin-

lay {(Wandsworth Common), Elsie Stuttard

(Hobart, Tasmania), “ Buster II 7 (Durban,
Natal, S.A.), “0ld-Timer »” (Dulwich), L. G.
Felthouse (Oxford), Charles A. Watts
(Islington, N.1), C. © Bullock "(Gloucester),
Jack Ricketts (Hayle, Cornwall), Richard
Ferrell (Gateshead-on-Tyne), Basil R. Brad-
field (Pimlico, S.W.1), “Saucy Sis ?* (Syden-
ham), P. G. Norman {(Southampton), Crispin
Dennis Brown. (Carshalton), Thomas Gilpin
(Fenrith, Cumberland), Frank Voce, Jnr.
(Seaforth, Liverpool). -
E * *

Robert Whitehead (Burgess Hill, Sussex),
Cyril Rundle (Blackheath, S.E.3), Chapman
Lowrie Wilson (Leith), B. A. Simkins
(Harlesden, *N.W.10), -Stephen B. Cravos
(Cardiff),” L. W. Steer, W. Stanley, M. Gee
and R. B. Steel (Southend-on Sea), George
Trusty (London, N.W.1), Joseph B. Taylor
(Bradford), A. Anderson (Aberdeen), William
Jobhnson, Jnr. (East Ham, E.6), William
Olley, Jnr. (East Ham, E. 6), Thomas C.
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Styles (Coleltester), George Burgess (Selsey),
Harold Denial (Woodszeats, Sheflield),
Bdward M. Stainer (Lee, 8S.E.18), Cyril
Prescud (Leytonstone, E.11), Cecil Lawrence
(Fareham, Hants), R, McKeown (Wellington,
New Zealand).
* w L 3

F. Betteridge (Taranaki, New Zealand),
H. Rumball (1)«01:@1*1~ New Zealand), Donald
Beutley (Manor Park, E.12), Clifford H.
Grifiin  (Balham), W!]Il.tm Holland (Stock-
port), Donald Chapman (Limehouse, E.14),
S. Lanegreeis (Wood Green, N.), D. Bishop
(New Cross, §S.E.), Orlando Crowther
(Sheflield), Edward L. Roberts (Brislington,
Bristol), Kenncth James (Solihull, Birming-
ham), W. V. Thomson (Great Burstead,
fissex), Harold Josgph Taulks (Honor Oak
Park, S.E.23), Tommy Thornhill (Clapham,
S.W.4). .

S * ]

Thiz acknowledges -every letter I have
received up to date of writing—June 12th.
I ought to be a very happy man after read-
ing your many expressions of delight. And
s0 I am., Tor I ecannot doubt tne evident
aincerity with which so many of you write.
But, my word! This genercus encouragement
has given me a proper twisting, You see,
d am notw in constant fear of letting vyou
down. And fto 20 baekwards wouldn't do at
all, would it? (}h well, T’li go on finding
my highest pleasure in trying hard to beat
my own little best. 1f I don't succeed, let
me down as lightly as you can, won't }Oll?

3 % £ *
I'm glad to see so many applications
among your letters for appointments as

Officers in connection with The
Leagu And long before this
print I hope you will all have

Organising
St. Frank’s
appears in

received your C(ertificates as Foundation
Members of the League.
* * e

I wonder if our worthy Futor-—and Chief
Ofiicer of The St. Frank's League—will kick
up a fuss if 1 now proceed to further invade
the territory which hkas been given over
to his capable hands. In other words, if
I wander for a brief spell from my usual
patir of generalities, and take a temporary
stroll in the garden where my own hand
implanted the seeds, Those seeds have now
started to fertilize with a veugeance, and as
I am a very ardent gardener I take the
keenest pileasure _in wateching the forth-
¢oming flowers,. They are bs:no tended hy
cther hands than mine, but my delight in
them will continur to increase as the
blossoms develop.

A

-

Tor the past five weeks, onr Chief Officer
has been explaining the objects and benefits
of the League to you all. He has also tried
to make clear to you, in simple, straight-
forward language, the ease with which you
taay become Members., It IS easy, isn't it?

teontinued

centrate upon is

of any kind. Just
non-reader

No introductions, or fees,
make QOur Paper knewn to one
(who  immediately, of course, becomes g
prospective League AMember) and jyou at
once receive your Cervificate of Membership,
[ntroduce Our Paper to <ix more non-readers,
aud you gain your RBronze Medal.
¥ * *

Those holding Bronza Medals are a grade
above Certificated Members, and will share
greater benefits. Moreover, they can imme-
diately become Organising Officers in their
reapective districts, and qualify (by their
efforts in gecuring new League
among present non-readers) to
receive  llluminated Scrolis and  Prizes.
These will all be awarded in accordance
with the number of Members standing to
each Organising Officer’s eredit by the end
of the vear. There are three grades in the
Hluminated Scrolls, and qguite a large list
of handsome Prizes.

% = %

When the League has reached a Member-
ship of 25,000, the more important benefils
which it will confer on its Members will com-
mence to operate. ILceal Chiefs will also
then be selected from ameng the entire band
of Organising Officers who are acting for the
League at that time. The best pioneer work
which has been displayed in multiplying the
League -will count importantly in thiz selec-

Members

tion. Other simple tests of aptitude for the
noests of Diatriet Superintendents will be
applied. TFinally, the chosen candidates (all

over the world) will be given charge of the
League intereats in their reipective
localities. The duties of these Local (Chiefs.
or District Superintendents, will be simple,
but important. To hold one of these pnsi-
tions will be a very real honour.

¥ b =

S0 the first fthing for all of us to con-
getting the- League 25.000
aithough The St Trark's
f.eague bids fair io hecome the biggest Club
for borys which hLas.ever heen established.
it must not be confined to boys. OQur Paper.
while appealing maost to boys. has many
thousands of giri readers, hesides an
astonishing number of adult adherents, of
hoth sexes. 8o with the League. In unity.
iz strength. And in these enlightened days
we cannot afford to disparage feminine help,
while adult aid for the League will be par-
ticularly valued. Both, indeed. will be most
heartily welcomed. The ranks of our Organ-.
ising Officers are alresdy adorned by many
of the fair sex and ~uenrrthened by adults.
The more of botin we get, the better—
provided they are in enrneﬁt
* * %

Boys and girls, men and women, mothers
and fathers, unclex and aunts, grandfathers
and grandmothers. bacheiors and old maids
—we want vou ALL in The St. Frank's

strong.  And

 Leazue!
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A STIRRING TALE OF A BRITISH BOY’'S EXPLOITS WHEN SIiR FRANCIS DRAKE

SAILED THE HIGH SEAS.

purzae

By the Author of

“With Cavalier and
Roundhead,’” etc.

-l
e

(Continued from last week.)

-HE eayl rose with a smile, and
warmly greeted his old friends.
“Odds fish, °“tis a strange place

to meet.” he said, “and I am right
sorry to see three such hrave fighting men
within the precincts of the Tower:; I have
heard of your late doings in the South and
in Holland. |
“ Also have good reports of you come to
my ears, Master Van Hartsen,” he added, as
he turned to the burgomaster. ¢ Your name
was mentioned in dispatches more than once
‘while Sir Roger Williams was conducting the
defence of Sluys; indeed. I have but -just
comg jrom Holland myseli to spend a few
days. In these times innocent and guilty are
often confounded, and her Majesty learned
hut a few hours since of her trusty servants
that were confined in the Tower. So now tell
your story to Sir Francig, and I doubt net
that it will lead to good results.”

I'ne burgomaster necded no further invita-

tion, and in a voice that frequently shook
With emotion he related his family troubles,
ﬂgt} explained how he and his companions
ln:a tome innocently to the Nag amrd Pillicn
N Ou the night of their arrest.

Lh‘é;: I:}l'.a}ﬁ@]S- listened without comment, and
rerns Closely questioned Trent and Giles con-
‘Séemn? their knowledge of Simon Baillie. He
fﬂ‘d ‘;1*. to be msturbegl by what they had
fi A of the mysterious events at Mount
U3cumbe on that long-ago foggy night when

th{-:’; h'l(i : 2 :
A u if a ¥ . Vs
th} Sh(}l‘ . .fO ght with the Spdnldlds ﬂlong

v Y
f-‘lms]bte ‘-’«ht?lilld appear that Sir Richard Edg-
has 'lbl’dj _{I_Jmore pressing duties at home
Sir 1‘;111 ?fi*- y’ Jl’le remarked. ‘‘Then, my good
. dé;;-.}s_"fb]e-* he added. ““I authorise you
seiarge the prisoners. I will answer

y for their innocence.

Also, I would caution
them against venturing into unknown places
during these times of plottfng and
treachery.”’ -

With this Sir Richard Walsingham rose,
and after a severe look at the prisoners he
took his departure. They gathered round the
Earl of Essex, and thanked him warmly for
his services,

““Nay, it was but a pleasure,” declared the
earl, “and I heartily congratulate you on
being free. Had not timely word come to my
ears you might have languished hege for
months, since prisoners suspected of treason
are not hastily deait with. The constable
will shortly have horses ready outside, and I
pray that you will honour me by a visit to
Essex House.” '

To this the burgomaster objected, insidting
that they should go home with him, and as
the earl saw that his friends were of the
same mind he did rnot press the invitation.
In answer to questions, ke stated that Simon
Baillie had not been taken, but that spies
were watching Mount Edgcumbe in the hope
that the knave wonld venture back there,

“And what of Humphrey Jocelyn?" asked
Giles. “Is he still in the Tower?”’

“Y learn from Sir Francis that he secured
his freeddom ten days ago,” replied the earl.
“1t seems that he had been tracking Simon
Baillie bimself, and would likely have taken
him into custody had not the royal pikemen
spoiled his came. Certainly no suspicion can
rest upon Humphrey Jocelyn, for, ag captain
of dragoons, he hath done long and trusty
service to his country.”

“ Ay, s0 say I,” exelaimed Trent.
stake muech on his innocence.” |

““The man <orely puzzles me,” declared the
burgomaster. *“If he was playing the spy
upon Simon Baillie at the inn that night he

«“ T would



can hardly be the mysterious Septimusz Tul-
worthy. Ah, but I am sure of it! He must
be the same, since I am satisfied that it was
his face I saw in Sluys on the night my
grandson was stolen.”

““The innkeeper might give you some in-
formation,” suggested Sydney.
““His lips are sealed for ever,” the earl

“ He proved to be a fugitive
The
two

said solemnly.
-criminal who had been long sought for.
axe and the block ended his career
weeks ago.”

““ Then there is naught to do but lay hold
of Master Jocelyn and tm to wring his sceret
from him,” muttered the burgomaster. I
will go down into Devonshire with you at
once, my friends, and with your aid "

“Odds fish,” interrupted the earl, <1 quite
forgot to tell you the news. The Armada
sailed for England on the nineteenth of last
month, and is constantly expected to arrive,.
The country is in a stew, and musters of men
are crowding tc the coast like flies to a barrel
of sweets. Drake—who is now a vice-ad-
miral—is lying in harbour at Plymouth, and
is doubtless perplexed that you do not join
him. So speed thither with all haste.

e — ——

CHAPTER XXIX.

IN WHICH MASTER VAN HARTSEN FAILS IN HIS
- SEARCH.

AVING imparted this amazing piece
- of news the Earl of Issex added
-a few words of farewell, and then
hurriedly took his departu:e, ex-
I)Iammﬂ that he had to present himself at
ithe Palace of St, James within an hour.
. Trent and his companions could hardly
restrain their impatience during the brief
time they were compelled to await the
constable’s pleasure. They eagerly dis-
cussed the great invasion which was about
to come at last, and Giles and Sydney made
the grim old walls ring with the echo of
their shrill voices. Master Van Harbsen
was little less excited, and he vowed that:
if Drake would have him he would take a
part in the fighting, :
The constable very graciously providad
the liberated prisoners with decent clothing
1 place of their ill-looking disguises, and
accompanied them through the Tower
grounds to the iron gate, where he had
horses in waiting, and also a soldier who
;.;.'as] to ride along and bring the steeds
ek
Great was the joy of the burgomaster's
scrvants when he and his friends arrived,
and such a feast was prepared as the
house in Bishopsgate Street had never yet
beheld. But, hungry and thirsty as the
lads and Trent were, they had more im-
portant things to think about. They gave
~but scanty time to- the meal, and soon after
midday they were riding fast and hard
through the green lanes

ey

| of the

and orchards of |

Surrey. The burgomaster was with them
for he Wwas rletenuwed to seek an Intervlew

with Humphrey Jocelyn. The latter haq
reported for duty to his regiment at
Plymouth.

On the ecvening of the third day the

traveliers reached Templeton, after a long
ride through a most.grievously alarmed and
disturbed section of the country. On the
following morning they hurried down to
Plymouth, and happily encountered Sir
Francis Drake on the Hoe. He gave them
a warm and gordial greeting, and declared
that he had not been able to learn a word
concerning their whereabouts since they had
gone up to London in June.

He had a hearty laugh at the adventurs
which had landed them I the Tower, and
he seemed to be much taken with Master
Van Hartsen. He accepted his services,
and assured him that there weuld shortly
be no lack of opportunity for fighting.

‘“But the time is uncertain,” he added;
“the invasion may be within a week—per-
haps not for a month. Yor the present it
will be just as well if you take up your
quarteza at Templeton, which is within easy
reach.”

This was
lads, and was

satisfactory to Trent and the
even more so to the burgn-
master, since it allowed him every oppor-
tunity of getting Humphrey Jocelyn inio
his eluftches. He had a strong conviction
that the captain of dragoons might not be
averse to owning up to the perscrification
of Septimus Tulworthy, providing a secret
and private interview could be obtained.

While it was true that the Armada had
sailed on May 19th, there were rumours of
its having been delfwed and scattered by a
great storm, and the time when it mlght
be expected was as uncertain as Sir Franeis
Drake had stated.

There was less uncertainty, however, as
to its strength. The -Spanish fleet was
gaid on good authority fo consist of one
hundred and twenty-nine vessels, carrying
nearly five thousand cannon, as well ‘as an
enormous -quantity of provisions for the use.
army after it should be landed on
English soil.

Of this vast fleet sixty-five were warships
of immense size, built high like castles,
with musket-proof upper works, and with
timbers from four to five feet thick. In
addition to these galleons—as they were
called—were eight galleys, fifty-six huge
merchant ships, and twenty caravels.

The crews of the Armada amounted to

more than thirty thousand men, comprising
Spanish soldiers, sailors, and gentlemen
velunteers, as well as a large force of

faithful Catholics from all countries—Italy,
Portugal, France, Scotland, ¥ngland, and
Ireland.

It was truly a fearful array to meet the
limited resources of the English, and yeb
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were plenty of hope and confidence

B ) .

jL:_al‘eij'le country as the peril loomed steadily

:w'u'er In May Admirai Lord Howard had
{ .

sailed down the Channel with his fleet of
thirty-nine small sh;ps to Plymouth, where
he joined Drake with his fleet of forty-
three privateers, T_he aggregate of men
on board was something over nine thousand.

Here the English Navy had been lying
ever since, waiting and ready to oppose
the dreaded invaders. In addition to
prake, Admiral Howard {}_nad under h.nn
sueh renowned seamen as Sir John Hawkias
and Martin Frobisher.  Meanwhile, Lord
Henry Seymour, with a squadron of men-
of-war and privateers, was lying off Dun-
kirk, and keeping a watch on the army- of
the Duke of Parma that was encamped
ihere.

The preparations might have been much
more complete but for the stinginess and
uncertain character of Queen Elizabeth. Sir
John Hawking, who was at the head of
the naval administration, could not induce
her to open the royal purse-strings
sufficiently even to provide the mnecessary
rations for the fleet, and such as the men
had were of a quality to cause a great deal
of sickness.

Within a short time after their arrival
from London, Giles and his friends were
thoroughly acguainted with every detail of
the above situation. Though not quartered
on board the fleet, they were, nevertheless,
under Drake’s command, and the bearing of
messages and the collecting of stores and
ammunition kept Trent and the two lads
pretty actively employed. They were often
absent from Templeton for several days at
a time.

Macter Van Hartsen, sad to say, met
with no success in the purpose that had led
him to cxchange his luxurious. house in
Bishopsgate Street for the doubtful comforts
of a ‘West-country home. That he failed
Was owing to a combination of baffling and
vexatious circumstances, B

In short, Captain Humphrey Jocelyn had

been assigned to the very formidable task

Otl: Inspecting and drilling -the different corps
% men who had mustered for the coast
Gefence, and in formulating and instructing

t'hff,m in a plen of quick and concerted
acion.  Whatever micht be his failings,

. fgllhhrey_ Jocelyn was certainly a skilled
i]h €Xperienced officer,, and understood the
andiing of raw levies of men.

a4 I'dhc gailant, captain had left Plymouth just
oy Y before Master Van Hartsen arrived

h}}‘_}the garrison in that- town to inquire for
3. Then cnsued a weary and fruitless

thase #an
as¢ for the worthy burgomaster. He rode

c;‘j}t through the “west of England from
gﬂ]?'»}’ to county, from village to village,
oo 10 find that he was a few hours late,

Dine times out of ten to learn that

‘grounds,

Cantain Jecelyn’s next destination was un-
known. :

After three or four weeks of this useless
chase, during which time he was twice
within half a day’s ride of Loundon, Master
Van Harisen fell from his horse on the
morning of July 19th., and broke #¢s right
wrist. This ended his jaunting for the
present, tor t{he physician who tvas sum-
moned from Plymouth ordered the burgo-
master to keep his arm qujet and remain
in the house for a few days,

This sentence was all the more disagree-
able because a strong belief prevailed
throughout the country that the Armada
must be very close to England. But Master
Van Hartsen proved an obedient patient,
and he resigned himself during the first day
of his confinement to the society of the
learned Master Tomewell, who, delighted
to have a listener who could not slip away
fromm him, disconrsed by the hour on the
scientific treatises of Erasmus. As a result
the unfortunate burgemaster went soundly
to sieep after dinner that evening on the
great setfec.in the hall.

Meanwhile—during the past montl, that
is—Trent and Giles had found no oppor-
tunity  to give any personal attention to
affairs at Mount Edgeumbe, though they
learned from time to time that Simon
Baillie was still a fugitive, and that the
mansion was under strict surveillance.

There were rumours of witches and evil
spirits haunting Sir Richard’s house and
greatly to the fear and dis-
turbance of the servants and #e Queen’s
officers on duty there; but no mention of
these tales 1reached the ears of the
occupants of Templetorm, else some suspicion
of the aforesaid supernatural manifestations
might have been aroused. Stephen Trent
had no faith in “haunts.”’?

— . et}

CHAPTER XXX,
SOME STRANGE THINGS HAPPEN
ON DARTMOOR.

T s0 happened that Trent and the lads
were not at home on the day of the

-~ burgomaster's accident, which, it will
be remembered, the 19th of July.

But they reached Templeton about an hour
after dinner, tired and hungry from a long
ride into Cornwall and back, whither they

IN WHICH

ra
.‘r&..“}

had gone to contract for some supplies
with the country folk.
They fcund Master Van Hartsen sound

asleep in the hall, and after learning with
mueh sorrow of the accident, they thought
it best noet to rouse him. As soon as the
table could be re-spread they sat down to
eat -and drink, intending to start shortly
for Plymouth; they had word to carry to



Drake, and they were impatient to know if
anything had been heard of the Armada,

During the progress of the meal—at
which Master Tomewell showed himself a
scod trencherman for the second time with-
in an hour—a servant entered with a letter,
‘which he handed to Sydney.

The lad opened and read it, and at once

his face showed a trace of grief and
surprise. -
“YMow did this come?’ he asKked.

“Where is the messenger?”’

“ He would not wait,”’ replied the servant. |

“ He-was a youngish man, and had the look
of a sailor. He gave his name as Martin.”

“ Ay, that’s it!”’ exclaimed Sydney, rising
hurriedly to his feet. “I fear I must
leave you for a few hours,”’ he added to
his companions. *“This letter is from old
Peter Martin, who lives down by Xings-
bridge, and served as first mate under my
father for many years. He writes that he
is mortally ill, and would see me before he
dies. He begs that I will come to him at
once. It was no doubt his son who brought
the message.”’ :

“Let mie see
dry _tone, _ |

He took the rudely scrawled paper, and
glanced over it keenly. Then he bhanded it
back, evidently satisfied of its genuineness.

“I am sorry to hear of your old friend’s
illness,””’ said' Giles, “and I hope he may
recover. Were it not for our duties, Trent
and I would ride with you.”

“I require no escort,”” Sydney answered.
% The distance is less than ten miles, and I
do not expect to he detained long. As soon
'as 1 can get away 1 will come straight to
Plvmouth.”’

. #You will find us there,”’ declared Trenf,
“for we shall leave in an hour or so.”’

This arrangement being settled, Sydney
picked up his hat and sword and hastily
left the house. A minute or two later the
eclatter of hoofs told that he had started
on his lonely ride across -the moor, for the
waterside hamlet of Kingsbridge lay some
miles to the south-east of Templeton.

it, lad,”’ said Trent in a

-~ $ LI . 4 . [ 3 [

About midway between Templeton and
Kingsbridge, and close to the right-hand
edce of the road, stood one of those
agigantic granite tors that are so common
in Devonshire. It was called FEagle Tor,
from the fact that its lofty summit was a
favourite nesting-place for those birds.

Shortly after Sydney had started from
Templeton three mounted men rode over
the moor from the south, crossed the road,
and halted in the deep shadows of Eagle
Tor. They dismounted, and staked the
horses a few yards to the rear, where
there was an abundance of sweet grass for
nibbling. Then they threw themselves

1 time the lad was riding by.

down in a row on the edge of the road,
amid the fern and scrub.

The towering rock hid them and their
steeds from the sight of anyone coming
from the west; but -the road was in plain
view before them, and by craning their
necks slightly, they eould see for quite a
iong distance toward Templeton.

These - mysferious :three were fruly ill-
assorted companions.: One was . a burly,

broad-shouldered man, with the ruddy face

and bushy moustache of a soldier. Another
was handsome and swarthy, and though he
wore coarse clothing he looked far more
accustomed to soft velvet and costly lace.
The third was a little, villainous-featured
man, with a wrinkled hole where one eye
had been, and a wooden stump in place of
his left leg. E :

For nearly an hour, while this odd. trio
lay hid like serpents in the roadside scrub,”
scarce a word was spoken. They seemed,
to be watching and listening intently.

“I fear me the plan has miscarried!’
arowled the soldier at last. “ It is surely
I can wait but
little longer, comrades. As you know, my
duty requires me at Plymouth. I promised-
to lend my aid to this affair for an hour
or two, but I expected to be clear of it
ere now.” ,

“Iave patience!’”’ muttered the wooden-
legeed man., “All will come well yet. Still,
it would have been better had we bidden
the messenger to return.”’ 5

“Not so0,”” replied the
speaking in English, but with a foreign
accenft, *“It was the part of wisdom to
send the fellow in the opposite direction
after he was done with his errand. KElse,
had the message caused mistrust, enemies .
might have followed at his heels, and &0
found and trapped us.”’

“Ay, it was wise,”’ admitted the soldier,

swarthy man,

“though there was slim chance of the
letter causing mistrust. I dare say the
lad will be along presently. If he come

not scon I shall be forced to leave you.”

“I would say a word on another
matter,’”” he added, “both to you, my
Spanish friend, and to you also, Master
Hobble-leg. The clink of gold hath ever
been my weakness, and therefore I have.
yieldea my services in this matter. But I
am as loyal to my country as any officer in
the Queen’s service, and if I find that ye
two are concerned in any treachery—which
I have long suspected—assuredly you will
rue it.”

At this the one-legced man and the
Spaniard looked quickly into each other’s
eyes. |

“We have naught to do with the affair8
betwixt England and Spain,”’ muttered
the former, “save that we are on the side
of the Queen.”’
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v He speans tru]y_,” added t‘he Spaniarq.
«That I am dwelling on a foeman’s &oil
jends colour to your suspicions, my worthy
friend, yeb I pledge you my word that I

for naught save the purpose of

am here ; AU
which you know. .

This earnest declaration appeared to
<atisfy the soldier, but before he could

make a reply the dull sound of hoofs came
distinctly on the night air from the west.
The conversation ended, and the turee
conspirators . stood to their feet in the
shadow of the tor. They peered cautiously
out, watching and waiting.

without a thought of the lurking danger,
sydney Rookwood rode on at a brisk trot,

spite of hix struggles bis wrisls were ticd
behind him and his eyes were blindfolded
by a strip of cloth. Then he was hoisted
up to a saddie and held there by an arm
round his waist. '

A moinent later the three horsemen and
their captive were riding rapidiy over the
ionely moor in the direction of Kingsbridge.

l. . » 3 ] ) § ¥

by their hungcer and thirst,
Master Giies and Trent lingered longer at
the table than they had intended doing.
When they finally rose, the burgomaster

Tempred

L was still scund asleep on the settee, and

ﬁﬁ% ]L}“t - he came opposite the tor, a

Snat{?] f%mf{ sprang out into the road and

as Lpul }11;. bridle.. He ut':tered a loud cry

i C{;u]dewgmsjed.hls assailant, butjbeforf_:,

from Jthe ﬁdrraw _h1c§ 1s,wm'd Il_e was dragged

landed saddle with such violence that he
oo O his head in the hard road.

i £
Et,gé‘;pl_g:;l{[ partly stunned him, but he
assaslant -%hna feet and grappled with his
CXpectod: "te le-u-t}er thus fiercely and un-
£0 thg i«1}.:1\‘(:1\{3& was compelled to let
o snes J]O.Ihb(" and the frightened unnnai
1:,”-101“3:;"‘“11"}{- f_f‘e}@_{}_ round and  galloped

The tws hthljl- the direction of Templeton.
Sy ney fl‘mo1 ﬁl‘ucmspn'utors pounced upon
U\.C"f'-'f‘")‘*‘-‘t‘:'eajl 1e rear, and he was quickly

‘nd borne to {he ground. In

Hereward Tomewell was in the
depths of a big echair.

‘With a laugh and a jest at the expense
of the slumberers, they hurried to the
stable, and they had just mounted .when
Syaney’s horse came tearing into the yard,
trembling and perspiring.

“Gur friend bath met with an accident!”?
cried (xiles, in a toane of alarm.

“Ay, or =omething worse!”’ exclaimed
Trent, as he- cicsely examined the steed.

“I hope e has not fallen in with high-

snoring

wayme:n.” adeed, **What is to be done,
Stephen? We have lost much time, and
Sir Frants will be jooking for us. But
sureiy we cuannot start for Plymouih @l
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we have learned what peril hath befallen
Master Rookwood?”’

“Ay, lad, cur duty to our comrade comes
first!”’ replied Trent. “Wc will be off at
once, and since time so presses, let us

spare neither bit nor spur.”

They urged their horses down the Ply-
mouth road at a gallop, and several minutes
later they furned off on the narrower track
that led to Kingsbridge. For mile after
mife they rode over the solitary moorland,
and their anxious and impatient hearts
made the journey seem painfully long.

Aty intervals they called Sydney’s name
lustily, and kept a keen watch to right
and left. The fact that the night was dark,
and that the road was covered with spongy
turf, made it impossible to ftell if any
travellers had passed by lately.

When they were half-way to Kingsbridge,
from which neighbourhood they calculated
that the horse had returned, they stopped
a moment to shout together. Hearing and
seeing nothing, they rode furiously on,
hoping that Sydney had been merely thrown
from his steed, and had started to end the

journey on foot.

The night was still early when they ;
clattered into the Ilittle hamlet of Kings-
bridge. A lad showed them Peter Martin's
abode, and they pounded on the door of
the cabin without dismounting.

After a long delay a cross old woman

appeared with a candle, and declared that
Peter Martin was out in the Channel fish-
ing, and tha% his 'son was with him.

“A purty time o’ night to be knockin’
bodies up!’’ the aged crone growled.

She changed her reproaches to a cackle
of gratitude as a gold piece fell at her
feet, and stood staring after her visitors
as they vanished at a gallop.

Without drawing rein Trent and Giles
rode furiously back toward Templeton,
and they were soon a mile and a half
beyond the village. They were at first
dazed by the startling plot they had just
unearthed, and were at a loss to fathom
its meaning. _.

“Poot Sydney!”’ exclaimed Giles. “Some

enemy has done this to get him into his
power. And yet it is strange that anyone
should hate him.”
* %Ay, it is a mystery!’ replied Trent. “I
can't tell what to make of it. To hunt for
the lad over this wide moor would be but
folly. The only thing we can do is to ride
back slowly and carefully, and when we are
half-way to Templeton we will look for
signs by the light of my tinder-box. In
case the knaves were mounted—-"’

“Hark!” interrupted Giles. *There, I
hear it again!™

As he spoke the dull noise of a galloping
fhiorse came faintly over the moor from the
south, and a second later the report of a
pistol rang out sharply.

Before either Giles or Trent could utter
another word something else happencd—
something that brought a mad cry to their
lips, and made their hearts thump ang
their limbs tremble with excitement.

CHAPTER XXXI.

THE GREAT ARMADA IS SIGHTED OFp
THE ENGLISH COAST. '

IN WHICH

T is not surprising that Giles and
I Stephen Trent should have forgotten
for a moment the ominous sounds
which told, beyond much doubt,
that Muster Rookwood was in peril of his
life somewhere in the surrounding darkness

of the night.

How could they think of
the great discovery that
suddenly upon them-—a discovery that
would ere long be thrilling all England
from town to town, from coast to coast?

For straight across the moor in the
direction of Plymouth a huge beacon-fire
was blazing on a lofty hill-top, and a pillar
of flame was dancing in a red glare that
scemed to reach up to the starry skies.

The beacon-fire was the signal for which

aught else bu
had burst so

hundreds of anxious eyes had watched
during many a night past. Now it had
come at last, and its flaming message

told that the terrible Spanish Armada was
in sight ofi the English coast.

Already the dread message was flashing
inland, showing that those appointed to the
duty were not lax in their preparations or
steadfastness. As the two eager watchers
surveved the landscape from where they had
checked their panting horses, they saw a
second fire blaze up over the distant heights

of Dartmoor Forest, and another in the
direction of Exeter, while yet another
stained the night red off toward Lymé

Bay.

“Look, they are spreading!®’ cried Giles.
“EKre long the signals will reach to London
itself, Iw this time the muster men aroe
arming and saddling in many a town. What
a sight it must be to the Spaniards. They.
will know that England is ready for them!”’

“Ay, and here are we wandering ahout
the moor like a pair of blundeiheada,
exclaimed Trent half angrily, “when we
should have been in Plymouth hours ago.
It will be sore ill-luck if the fleet sails
without us. Come, lad, dig spurs and
away!” _

“Stop, stop!”’ shouted Giles. “We have
hoth forgotten Master Rookwood!’’ ]

Trent had already started, but at this
he checked his steed with a Jetk ttmt threw
it back upon its haunches.

“Zounds! Master Giles—so we have!”
he cried. “ Ay, but sucl news would excus®
a man if he forgot his own head!”’
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How,”’
hear the alump of hoofs.

« Hark,
horseinall, and he i3 C(Jllllﬂﬂ
surcly must bo Sydney.’

« Little doubt, Master Giles, and yet it
may Le another. What meant the pistol-
shot? lhexe was but the one report; none
foliowed.”

Giles did not reply. He opened his smouth
and called Sydiiey’s name three times loudly
and clearly. A hearty cheer answered him, and
11rr>~ehtlv a horse and rider loomed ouf of
the darsxness. A moment more and Sydney
had checked his restless steed alongside of his
companions, and was gladly
proftered hands. |

But what was wrong with the lad? He
had not a word for his own adventure, and
all he could talk about was the message of
the beacon-fires: He nattled on eagerly and
excitedly, giving his friends no chance to put
in a word.

“Why are we stamding here?’” he cried.
“Lock, the beacons are spreading! We must
ride in haste to Plvmouth. By this time the
fleet may have lifted anchor. I have put you
to much trouble to-night, and I see you have
ricden hard and long in search of me. So
let us be off at once. Why, the Armada may
evenr: now be sailing into harbour!”

“ But what hath happened to you,Sydney?”
Giles demanded. ‘“You have put us at our
wits’ end, and we feared you were dead. We
have been as far as Xingsbridge, and there
we learned that Peter Martin and his son
were off a-fishing.”’ |

“Ay, let us have your sftory as we

aleng, Master Rookwood,”
givmg his horse a gentle start “T’ll warrant
It be a stirring one. The strange nag you
are riding seems a spirited one.’

“In truth I bave had a strange adven-
ture,” Sydney replied. as he made- hls horse
walk alongside those of his companions, ‘“ but
it will keep for a more favourable time.”

“Nay, but we are impatient and curious,”
said Glle" “l pray you tell us all now.
Was it some enemy who decoyed }ou away
from Templeton by craft?”

Sydney shook his head, and his face sud-
denly hecame perplexed and worried, though
In the gloom his companions could not note

1"\

jog
added Trent,

A

“T may tell you but a part of my adven-
ture to- night,’” he finally said, in a troubled
tone. ¢ v.ould have wished not to speak of
't at all, and there are some things that I
muc.t, t-ecp secret.”

&

" One word, lad. before vou begin,’” inter-
mff“} 1'ent ‘“Are we In danger {from
ek _

“Not a bit,” replied Sydney. ¢ After that

Pistel-shot, my

pursuers fturned back.”
Ee Tesitated

deg a moment, and then rapidly
kel cribed how he. had been assaunlted and
fTpocwered at Kagle Tor, and how his

QaD‘tﬂrc had taken him away in the direction
Ingshridge. :

shaking their

. could sav no maore.

They turned off toward thie sea somewhere
about here,” he added, “and took me to a
lonely hut on the cliff. There they cxplained
their purposce and made me a certain proposi-

tion. I refused, in spite of all they ecould
say, They threatencd fo kill me, aud then

to keep me a prisoncer until I shouid change
my mind.

‘“At last they fell to quarrelling ameong
themselves, and through -carelessness they
gave me a chance to escape. I made 2 dash
out of the door, sprang on onc of ihe horses,
and spurred blindly over the moor. Two of
the men were soon moutrtted and after me.
After a couple of miles they hegan to gain,
and tiey would surely have caught me had
not the beacon-fire blazed up just then. They
gave a shout and checked their horses, and
Simon Baillie fired liis pistol——"’

““Simon Baillie?” cried Trent, fairly leaping
out of the saddle with surprise. “ Was that
ruffian one of your captors, my lad?”’

‘“ The name fell from my lips unwittingly.”
muttered Sydney, in a crestfallen tone. 1%
is useless to deny it now. Yes, Simon Baillie
was one of them.”

““And who were the others?”

Sydney hesitated,
speak,

“YI may as well tell you,” be said.
fact, T think it is my duty to do so.
was Captain Humphrey Jocelyn, and
other was Don Ferdinand Gonzales.”

“My uncle!” said Giles. “He 1is in
England &"dli‘]" But what did he want with

a':kf,d Giles,
and zeemed relustanty o

“In
One
the

30u?”-

““That que-tlon I cannot answer,” =aid
Sydney. “For certain reasons, my 11‘[}5 must
be sealed. But T can tell you this much,

Giles, you are safe in the future from Don
IFerdinand.” .

“I want to know more,” Giles exelaimed
bluntly. “ L don't think you are treating us
fairly, Sydnoey. This is .a tremendous mystery,
and you are seifishly keeping it to yourself.”

“PDon’t talk that way,” said Sydney, in a
lisky tone; ‘it hurts, and I don’t deserve
it. I want you to promise that you won't
ask any mniore questions about this affair,
Giles. Tt may be speedily cleared up, and it
may not. But I assure you that I have «cod
reasons for silence, and reasons that are
free from dishonour. 1f there is anyone
living from whom 1 hate to have a secret it

is you, Giles. You, who saved my life at the
risk. of yvour own, You, whom I love as a
brother——"’

Here Sydney’s voice broke down, and ha
But for the gloom that
masked his face his companions must have
seen the depth of grief and dﬁ'ectlon that

shone {romn his eyes.

There was a lengthy pause, Mnle the horses
jogged on side by side. Giles was waging a
bitter strugele with self. He was vexed and
angered at his friend’s obstinacy, and yet not
a little stirred by his appealing words. In
the end the lad’'s better side won.’

(T0 be conlinued),
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‘ 22nd June, 1923.
My Dear Leagueites,

- At the time of writing thjs letter, we are
just on the eve of waiting for the first rush
of applicants for membership of the League.
I am naturally eagerly looking forward to
the first post on Thursday morning in the
hopes that it will bring a magnificent
response. But, of course, 1 must not be
too. sanguine. I know it will take a day
or two for applicants to qualify, and there-
fore I do not expect the full volume of
early applications  until the Monday
morning.

When the list c¢loged on . June 20th for
Organising Officers to send in their applica-
tions, about 800 readers had applied
altogether. By the time our friends Over-
seas have contributed their share of volun-
teers for Organising Officers, we shall. have
had the League firmly planted throughout
the Empire. 1t is very gratifying indeed to
know that we have so many willing workers
distributed throughout this- country, who,
ag I write, are doing all they can to per-
suade their friends to join the League. 1
look upon these trusty lieutenants as the
backbone of the League, for they are not
only adding considerably to our membership
numbers, they will be establishing in their
districts social or sports clubs affiliated to
the League,

The Author, who has been throughout a
strong champion of the League, has devoted
this week the main part of his ¢ Befween

Ourzelves »* to a chat on the subject. ile
has suggested offering special prizes and

illuminated scrolls at the end of the year
to Organising Officers. 1 certainly agree
that some special awards should be given
to Organising Oilicers, and although the end
of the year is still comparatively a
way off, I see no reason why Mr. Brooks’
idea should not be adopted. As to the exact
nature of the prizes 1o be awarded
Organising Oflicers and any other matter
concerning them alone, they will be notified
individualiy through the post.

The next step in the development of the
League will be the publishing of the names
and addresses of Organising Officers in THE
NELsSON LEE LIBRARY. By that time, it is
hoped, the membership will have reached
suflicient proportions to warrant social and
sports clubs being formed under the auspices
of the League. Members will then be in-
vited to aommunicate with their nearest

-

long .
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Organising Oflicer, who, in due course, will
arrauge a meeting at some suitable place.
Next comes the actual formation of the
local ciuns, and Orzanising Officers will be
duly advised from lleadquarters how to run
these clubs.

Once we get these clubs going, you wiil
then appreciate to the full extent the
manifold advantages of the League to the
many thousands who ultimately belong to
it. I have in my mind now a score of
attractions which could be inftroduced into
these clubs., But I will content myself at
present with naming a few as they occur
to me. In the world of sport, for instance,
we can arrange cricket and football inter-
club matches, and cups might be offereil
for the champion S8t. Frank’s team (in both
these popuiar games) of all the c¢lubs in the
United Kingdom. In hoxing, we could start
tournaments in the same way, offering a St.
IFrank’'s Belt to the winner. Billiards, swim-
ming, rowing, not to mention many more
kinds of sports and pastimes, will also b2
encouraged.

Apart from sport, I would suggest the
formation of concert parties, St. Frank’s
pierrot troupes, and even a St. Frank’s brass
band. The last named might come in very
useful when we begin our annual railies.
As regards the concert troupe, I suggest
that some of the famous boys of St. Frank's
(such as Handy & Co., Archie, Tucker, IFatty
Little) could be impersonated and acted, if
2ood enough, in public. A troupe of this
kind, I am sure, would never fail to attract
large audiences at the seaside.

In addition to the above suggestions, [
hepe later on to put before you a scheme
for camping out during the summer months,
holiday excursions to places of interest in
England and on the Continent. But all
theze things will depend on a large member-
ship, and that is why, for the time being,
[ want Organising Oflicers and Members to
concentrate during the next few weeks on a
big campaign for recruiting new Members.

Wishing you all every success in your
endeavours to propagate the League
throughout this country, '

Your sincere friend,
THE CHIEF OFFICER.

To Girl Readers.
My Dear Girl Readens,

Last week I promised to address a letter
exclusively to my girl readers, and here ib
is, although I am afraid it will not be a8
long as I intended owing to the meagrs
space available. _

However, let me thank you one and all for
your many kind letters offering to help
popularise the League among your friends.
Since some of you are in doubt as td
whether, being girls, you may join the

' League, I feel it necessary to point out that
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readers are cordially invited to become , Remember that you can qualify for all

girl the
ﬂcmin rs of the League, and there is nothing | awards I am offering, provided you make the
to prevent them from fullilling the duties | Old Paper knowun. according to the condi-
of Organising Officers, if they wish. In that | tions required, to any 1heiy boy or girl
case. of course, they would form girls’ | reader.
qm-i&l and sports clubs, . Here's the best of Inek to you!
So, 1oll up, girle, In your thouszands, and Your sincere friend,
show your boy fellow-readers what 3011 can THE CHIEF OFFICER.
do when it comes to getting recruits (S.F.L.)
AS SIMPLE AS A BZC.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for ; lime when the forms are sent in. On one
Membership: Cut  out TWO complete |of the forms fill in Seetion B, crossing out
Apphtdtlun Forms from TWO copies of this | Sections A and C, and write your name
week’s issue of THE NELSON LEE LiBrRaARY. ! and address at bottom of form,. The
On one of the forms fill in Scetion A, cross: ! other form is for your new reader, whe

]nf.r out Sections

pen diagonally duu“ both Seetions. Then
write clearly vour fuall name and address uat

bottom of form.
your ncew reader,

and C by running the

o ————————. —— . S . s

The second form is for

who fills in Section C. ! Officer, as above. One new reader

erosses  out  Sections A and B, and ! then be registered against your name,

writes his  name
of forn. Botlh

together and sent to the Chiet Officer, The !

and address at bottom

St. Frank’s League, ¢;o0 THE NELSON LEE : vou from sending in forms for two

LiBRARY, The FKlee

tway House, Farringdon | more new readers at once, provided

fills in Section €, crosses out Sections A
and B, and writes his name and address at
the hottom of the form, Now pin both
forms tocether and send them to the Chief

will
and

{ when six new readers have heen registered,
forms are then pinned |}'0:1 will he sent the St Frank’s League
bronze medal. There is nothing to prevent

or
the

Street, London, E.C.4.  Member Applying | forms are taken from the latest issue
It will be neegessary {of THE XNELSON LEE LiBrRARY at the time

for Bronze Medal:

for yvou to obtain

complete  forms

_ gix new readerz for this | when the forms are =ent in.
award. For each Hew reader TWO. —_—
arc  needed, and these | These Application Forms can he posted

must he taken from copies of the latest | for id., provided the envelope is not scaled
issue o1 THE NELSON LEE LipraRY at the  and no letfer is enclozed.

IMPORTANT. -Complete and post off this form hefore the next issue of Tne
NELSON LEE LIBRARY is on suale. It then becomes out of date and useless.

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 4. duly 18, 1925.

SECTION

READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

Being a regular reader of ¢ TIIE NELSON LEE LIBRARY?” since - -

....................... (give dafe, 1 desire to become enrolled as a
\lember of THHE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE, and to qualify for all such
benefits and privileges as are oltered to Members of the League.
I hereby declare myself to be a staunch supporter of “THE
NELSON LEE LIBRARY» and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and that 1 have introduced Our Paper to one new reader, whose
signature to certify thiz appears on second form attached hereto.
Will you, therefore. kindly forward me Certificate of Enrohmnent
with Membership Number assigned to me.

———

SECTION

MEMBER’S APPLICATION FOR BRONZE MEDAL.

I, Member NO.....oeven.nn (give Membership No.) hereby declare
that. I have introduced one more new reader, whose signature
to certify this appecars on seccond form attached hereto. This
leaves nie ......... (state number, or, 1if none, signify with a dash)
introdaction: to make to ¢ntitle me to a Dronze Medal.

SECTION

_ NEW READER’S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare that [ have been introduced by ......ccoveeiviinnnins

......................................... (¢ive name of infroducer) to “TIII‘

NELSON LI E LIBRARY ®” I NG usersiics D8I cocvivpanas ). which I will
recad with a view to becoming a regular reader of this paper.

(ADDRESS)

(FCLL NA '
A 4
ki #\- EIE) CTtaenttRdgansrar s b Tr RN N ERE LR N LR N I I i i ] fasdgeriondbSaspndiiy s FALSAIIEB v W ssrpssbubadd

(SR RN AABA NSO R A A R N RN NN I NN Bptnpwena®igpdstapnen=a FEET R Y] $essfeadg e RaTARtss D

Cassandstanan #asanssensa R I T T T T AT F2is sl BB v eBBRdIRie i st Rbve




1v

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Have

ripping,
Ecllpse Sfakes.

2 SPankmg article on °

= S i . S P————— S~ e e i S,

| “BOY BAYLEY AGAIN!”"

| you met this fine young county chcke‘ter yet ?
name’s Bayley—they call him Boymand he plays for Uplandshire.’
I you haven’t &lready met him, now’s your chance.
pearing this week at Edgbaston, ulrmmo‘ham against -Warwick-
Shlre in the first of a ﬁr*’md new series of stories in the—-—-— '

| BOYS’ REALM, 2d.

In the same number—-—whlch 1S NOW On sale at all newbagentb by
the Wayﬁ—y011 Il find no less than ‘five other stories, ‘including a
long, complete racing tale of thls W'ef‘]x S grea’t race, the

Don’t miss this exceptlonal twopenn} Worth Whlch also mcludes
‘How 1 Grot Into Co unt} Cricket ”

P 'g_;By_
HAMMOND, OF GLOUC‘ES’TER._.:
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qu Bargains in

\f . < Immedidtetdelivery,
~Accessories”at

Second-h: -hand- C}Cles
! “ponular” prices. &~ Write for Free
: List & Special Oﬁcr of Sample Cycle,

Mé_a CYCLE CO. Inc.

Dept. B601
SPARKBROOK - - BIRMINGHAM.
Height Increased Complete

In 30 Days. 5/' Course.

No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dieting.
.The Melvin Strong System NEVER
"FAILS. Send stamp for particulars
and testimonials.—Melvin Strong, Ltd.
{Dept.S),10,LudgateHill,London, Eng.

Be sure to mention “The
Nelson Lee Library ” when
commumcatmg with ad-
vertisers. -

L

LN
e

'Sent Paclxed FREE & C arriage PAID.” :
£4 19s.64d.Cashor 2/6 Weekly,

HEIGHT GOUNTS

in mnmng success Let the Gumn
System increase your height. Send
P.C.» for, particilars and our £100
"~ guarantee. to Enquiry Dept. A.M.P:.;

X Stroud Green Rd., .London,N.fL

il

p .sn;ﬁh

COLLLECTORS' ACCESSORIES . FREE!
Also the ‘“ Great’’ (62) packet Tweezers,
Titles, etc. Request approvals.—LISBURN
& TOWNSEND, London Road, Liverpool.

1

£2,000

July Road I.werpool

‘worth cheap Photo Material.
ples catalogte free; 12 by

10 En-
argemet*t any photo, 8d.

L
L

Write for m:r Free Bar

& zain Lists of the best

Coventry  made cycles.

Sentonl4days’approval,

4 carriage paid. Thousands
of teqtimonials ;
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