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"As far as Clive’s eye could reach, in all directions, the floor of the lagoon
was smothered. [t was one big oyster bed.
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the Wanderer. And throughout this
pen picture of life on a coral isiang,

- the South Seas.

A thrilling account of the adven-
tures of Lord Dorrimore’s holiday
party of St. Frank’s boys in their
quest for pearls on a coral island in
Some of the exciting
incidents in this narrative include a
ficht with a shark, Willy’s amazing
aerial flight on the crest of a palm
tree carried out to sea by the force of
a tremendous hurricane, his daring
rescue from a coral needle by Tessa

- Love, the appearance of a rival ex-

pedition on the island and their
capture of Lord Dorrimore’s yacht,
delightiul story runs an enirancing

THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER LI
NEWCOMERS TO PARADISE ISLAND.
ILLIAM NAPOLEON BROWNE,

of the Fifth Form at St. Frank’s,

picked his way dubiously over
the sharp coral ridges. He was
actompanied by Stevens, his inseparable
chum of Study No. 10 in the Ancient

House.

“ Without wishing to offend you, Brother
orace, may I remark that your schemes
are sometimes considerably blistered?’’ he
asked gently. “In the present instance,
?he scheme is not only blistered, but
absolutely seared. My regard for coral
145 suffered a complete relapse.”’

Eorace Stevens grinned.

’!I‘uhe coral's a bit chippy here,
don’'t sSuppose it’'s doing
much good,”” he observed.
WOrry over trifles—-
& sharp piece!”?

I venture to suggest that Mr. Gillette
& personal visit to the nearest coral

and I
our crepe soles
“But we can’t
My hat! That was

recf Dbefore he invented his celebrated
razor,”’ said Browne. “I1 was lamentably
weak, Brother Horace, when I consented to
this moth-eaten proposition. But I am
never one to grumble. Let us proceed.”

The two Fifth-Formers were crossing a
rather difficult stretch of coral on the
southern spur of Paradise Island. They
were not the only fellows to venture on
this enternrise, for Handforth & Co.,
Nipper, and Reggie Pitt and several others
were already In advance,

It was growing somewhat late in the
afternoon, and the tropic sun was sinking
westward. The atoll itself as wonderful as
ever with its long stretches of greenland
and woods, and with the palms all nodding
their ‘heads towards the crystal lagoon.

Edward Oswald Handforth frowned as he
glanced round.

“Who told old Browne to come?’’ he
demanded, gazing accusingly at Church and

McClure. *We shan’t get any peace now.
He’ll start jawing in his usual way,
| and——"’
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“You needn’t worry, oid man—you c¢an
easily beat him!’’ grinned Reggie Pitt.
“Qh, rather!’? agreed Handforth, with a
modest shrug. “Eh? Beat him?’ he
added suspiciously. “Do you mean I can
do more jawing?”
“My. dear chap, why argue?’’ asked Pitd
blandly.
. ““You fathead!’? e&norted Handforth.
‘“Everybody knows that 1I'm c¢ne of the

guietest chaps in the Fourth! I'm not
boasting about it—I'm .simply stating "a
fact. What the dickens are you grinping
at, Arnold McClure?”’

McClure hastily pulled his face straight.

“Was I grinping?’’ he asked.

“You looked Ilike a Cheshire cat!”

retorted Handforth tartly. ‘“Any of your
rot, my lad, and I’ll biff you over!”

“Steady, Handy!’> warned Nipper. “No
bifing here. A fall on this coral might
mean a serious accident, and if somebody
dropped into the ]arroen be’d probably be
snapped up by a sharlc.”

. “Rats!’’ said Handforth. “There aren’t
any -sharks. Don’t we bathe in the iagoon
three or four times a day?’

“Yes, but over on the ncrth-west shﬂre
where the water’s shallow and safe,’
replied Nipper. *“We're right against t-he
break of the reef here, and the water’s
tremendously deep. 1 wouldn’t give a cent
for anybody’s life once he feli inm at this
point.”

Edward Oswald lookd rather serious.

‘““All right—no biffing!’’ he promised. “1
say, she’s getting nearer now,”” he added,
as he glanced out to sea.. “ She ought to
be coming in pretty soon. We shall get
a fine view from here.”’

The fellows had ventured con this southern
spur for a particalar reason. There were
visitors coming to Paradise Island, and
everybody had an idea that the approach-
ing schooner would be none %00 {riendly.
Her progress was watched with more than
usual interest. '

In the deep water of the lagocon
Dorrimore’s famous yacht, Wanderer, was
lying at anchor, and she lcoked wonderfully
neat and trim amid these tropic surrcund-
ings. - Behind her, and ail round, in f{act,
stretched the great irregular horseshoee
that constituted the coral island.

- Although over five miles across, the
island itself was really a mere rim, for the.
lagood occupied the centre cof the horse-
shoe—with a narrow opening in the south.
" Here there was the inevitable break in the
reef, with sufficient depth of water to allow
any big ship to pass through into the safe
ancherage heyond.

No matter what tropic cyclones swept
down, no matter how thunderous the ocean, |

Leord

L]
v

in the

the Wanderer was safe
The harbour was perfect.
~ Even from where the juniors were stand-
ing they could see three miles across the
lagoon to their own camp—where they had
built themselves a rather wonderful dwell-
ing of bamboo and cane, with a thatch of
tropical leaves, But for the moment the
camp had ceased to interest them, although
they had only recently finished the con-
struciional operations.

Lord Dorrimore’s holiday party had been
thoroughly enjoying itself since ‘this
remote atolll of the Pacific had been
reached. Paradise Island was hundreds of
miles distant from all frade roufes, and
was not even charted. To all intenis and
purposes it ‘was an unknown, undiscovered
speck on the ocean.

The  holiday-makers had discovered
almost virgin beauty. The island was not
inhabited, and never had been, except by
Mr. Warner Russell and his son. . This pair
had spent several months on the atoll eally
in the year, and the present visit was an
outcome. .

The approaching schooner had been in
sight for a full hour. She made a fascinat-
ing picture as she came on towards the
island with all sails set. But the breeze
was light, and her progress was slow.

Some littie time earlier the boys had
seen  watching the schooner’s approach
from the outer bheachh near their camp.
Then somebody had suggested. - walking
round the island to the south, until they
were at the extreme end of the horseshoe.
From this point of vantage they would be
able to wateh the schooner at close
guarters as she swept in on the foaming
breakers. It would be an interesting sight.

So guite a number of juniors had come,
to say mnothing.of Napoleon Browne and
Horace Stevens. Browne would probably
have refused, only he had his camera with
hina, and he was anxious to take a gnap-
shot of the schooner.

The difficulties had been
hoys realised.

It nad been easy-going most of the way,
but the island dwindled into a mere reef
of coral for a difficult stretch of~two or
three hundred yards. This had to bhe
croséed in order to reach the extreme
end of the spur, where there was a rising
hillock, with "a grcup of three palm-*rees.
OR n..Le summit,

Gnce at this spot the view was wonders
ful, and under foot the ground was quite
solid, There was Phe added advantage of
the shade from the three palms. The roar
of the surf filled the air with a continuous
thunder, and as the schooner drew nearer,
the juniors became more and more
| interested.

lagoon,

creafer than the
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Russell,”” said

“You bhave not
and it would be a
You remember our

CHAPTER II.
SAMOA DROPS HER ANCHOR.
ORD DORRIMORE
lowered  his  tele-
scope and nodded.
“Yes, I made out
the name all right—she’s the
Samoa, as sure as a gun,”’
“You were right, Mr, Rnssell.
Your great friend, Mr. Jonathan Prescott,
is about to burst upon us in all his glory.’’
Mr. Russell frowned, and flushed deeply.
“The infernal rogue!” he said hotly.
“By heaven! The thought of meeting him
face to face makes me—-"" He broke off,
breathing hard. “I beg your pardon,
aentlemen,’” he went on quietly.
¢ Don’t mention it, old man.’’ grinned
Dorrie. “If Prescott had treated me as
he's treated you, I should now be sharpenin’
up my trusty s“01d an’ thoroughly oilin’
my pet revolver. Let yourself go as
much as you like—we shall enjoy it.’’
»Neison Lee and Cuptain Burton were on
the bridge with the other two men, and
all had been scrutinising the schooner as
she sailed fowards the island. By now
she was approaching the break in the reef,
and would soon come surging through on
the powerful rollers.
"“Xeep where you are, "Mr.
Nelson Lee warningly.
shown yourself so far,
pity to do so now.
Iittle plan
- “Yes, and a good plan too” said the
Canadian, noddmw “Mayhe I'd better get
below at once. But you won't keep me
waiting a minufe longer than is necessary,
will you? I guess I'm just crazy to face
that reptile of a Prescoti!”’

“*EGoodP? grinned Lord  Dorrimore.
“That's the style, old man! Go below, an’
lug  out your -horsewhip—swords an’

TE’VO]VEI‘b are a bit out of your line, I
fancy. You can practice on Umlosi if you
like—his hide’s so thunderin’ tough that
he’ll never feel it.”?

1t was characteristic of his lordship to
brepare for any situation with banter, He
Wwas in his most jocular moods at the

moments of greatest danger., Lord Dorri-
more had faced death on many an occasion,
and he had faced it with a smile on his
face, and a joke on his lips.

There was nothing particularly alarming
in the schooner’s arrival, however, for tho
Wanderer’s party was by, far the more
Powerful. TPrescott would he helpless in
the presence of these adventurers who had
forestalled him.

True he was bringing,
arrangement, a

according to his
hig contingent of
And he had stated that he
the toughest and wildest
possible from various islands.

1 obtain
3pecimens

gy O Y, o e
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{only two of our number

The more ignorant

and savage,
they would be for the work in hand.

the Dbetter

“I wonder what the beggar is thinkin’
at this moment?’ mused Lord Dorrimore,
as he lowered the telescope again. “I think
he’s standin’ on the poop, havin’ a look at
us through a glass of his own. If he
caught sight of Friend Russell he’d pro-
bably have two fits on the bhally quarter-
deck, an’ expire on the spot.”

“We're reserving that little surprise for
him later on,”” smiled Nelson Lee. *“I{’ll
suit our book to interview Mr. Prescott
as strangers. Russell and his son are the
he knows, and
they have both been warned to keep out
of the way until they are wanted.”’

Apparently Mr, Jonathan Prescott was
having a special reception prepared for him.
As Neluen Lee had stated, Clive Russell
had also been advised to make himself
scarce, and Clive, in fact, was now on
board, in his father's cabin, where he was
presently joined bhy Mr. Russell himsell.

In the meantime, Mr. Jonathan Prescott
was considerably astonished. The schooner
was making :trfun*ht for the break in the
reef, and she was already amid the surf,
rising and falling gracefully to the power-
ful thrust of the long Pacific rollers.

¢ (Gosh, darn it, captain, what’s this?”’
he exclaimed, turning to Captain Jason
Hawke, the master of the Samoa. *“What
in blazes’ name is this? Boys, by thunder!
D'vou- see ’em? I'm darned if we haven't
run into a school camp!’’

“Blamed queer—that's what it is!”’
agrowled Captdln Hawke, who was grasping
the wheel in his own hands. “Boys on
this uncharted atoll! Say, I'm sure pu/?!ed
over this, mister. Dut 1t looks good, all
the same. I guess these English SUYS
don’t know & thing about them pearl
oysters.”

Mr., Prescott laughed contemptuously.

“English!’”’ he snapped, glancing at the
Wanderer's masthead. “ You're right!
They’re British sure enough, an’ I guess
the‘f re a bunch of dumb- hel!q We don’t
need to worry a thing, cap.’

On the reef, within a short stone’s throw,
the St. Frank's fellows were interestedly
watching the schooner’s entry, quite un-
aware of the uncomplimentary remarks Mr.
Prescott had been making. Indeed, un-
conscious of ‘thoese inaults, they were
cheerily waving their hats, with Handforth
taking the lead. He “ould have crushed
it uude1 his heel rather than wave it, had
he known Mr. Prescott’s Opll‘llO'} of Brltmh
schoolboys.

The youthiul enthusiasm was not difliculf
to understand.

For the scliooner made a delightful, unfor-
getable picture as she swept through the
foam-laden break in the reef to the accom-



paniment of snow-white spray and hissing

froth.

Sailors were hard at work, and the
schooner’s canvas was being lowered and
trimmed. Men were at her anchor, ready to
drop it when the order came. She swept
majestically into the lagoon, curving round
in the Wanderer’s direction. ‘

While still- a quarter of a mile distant—
for Dorrie’s yacht was at her anchorage
nearly a mile within the reef—the chains
roared, and the anchor swept down to the
lagoon bed. And presently the Samoa swung
easily round, and her voyage was at an
end.

She was a neat eraft—one of the smartest
sailing-ships Nelson Lee had seen. And she
was finely eguipped, and kept as neat and
trim- as a private yacht. There was some-
thing clean-looking about her, and it was

difficult to associate the Samoa with any
dirty trickery. o

But appearances are very frequently de-
ceptive,

e

CHAPTER IIL.
QUITE A FRIENDLY CHAT.

ELSON LEE pursed his
lips tightly.
¢« Signifieant — e x -

tremely so!”’ he-said,
with a grim little note in his

voice. ‘“ You see what’s hap-
Sl pening, Dorrie?”’
‘““it’s no good pretendin’ that I can see

all that you see, old man,’’ replied his lord-
ship. “ My mind isn’t trained in the same
way. Not bein’ blind, however, I've got an
idea that four men are just gettin’ into a
wotor-boat from the schooner——"" -

“Exactly !’ interrupted Lee. ‘“A motor-
boat.”

““Anythin’ remarkable about that?”’

“I'm afraid you’re hopeless, Dorrie,”
smiled Nelson Lee. “ Last night, Umlosi was
on the outer beach with myself and some
of the boys. He declared he saw something
—4a shape out to sea—-"’ _

“By glory, yes!” interrupted Dorrie. < He
smelt. fumes, too, didn’t he? But you an’
the boys saw nothin’ an’ smelt nothin’?>

“Thav is so.” '

_“Umlosi’s an uncanny beggar,” declared
Dorrie slowly. “He can see things that we
can’t you know-—an’ he’s got nostrils like a
bally - bloodhound. Do you think he was
right?”?

“I hardly know what to think,” said Nel-
son Lee., “DBubt the fact that the Samoa
carries a motor-boat is enlightening. Not
every schooner is thus equipped. It almost
makes me believe that our friends ventured

upon a preliminary survey during the hours .

of darkness. If so, it’s more than- ever
necessary for us to be cautious in our dezl-
ings with them.”

They watched the schooner’s motor-boat
as it Jeft the parent ship’s -side and came
gliding across the lagocn towards

.themselves—although Mr.

the |

Nelson Lee had thougcht rather
And

Wanderer.
deeply over that “vision ” of Umlosi’s
in his own mind he was practically convinced
that the African chief had made no blunder.

The motor-boat drew alongside the plat- -
form below, and Mr. Jonathan Prescott ran
lightly up the ladder, accompanied by Cap-

tain Hawke. They were both considerably

smartened up. S _
Mr. Prescott had donned a dazzling suit

of white drill—cut and made with all the

usual American smartness—and the skipper
had followed his example. They looked a
very friendly pair as they stepped on to the
Wanderer’s deck. Two members of the
schooner’s ¢rew were left in the boat.

Lord Dorrimore and Captain Burton and
Nelson Lee were at the top of the gangway,
waiting. '

“Well, say, this is a big surprise!” ex- -
claimed Mr. Prescott heartily. “You don’t
know how pleased I am to sce-you folks
bhere! QGuess you’re British, eh? I'd be
proud to know you.” - _

“Sure thing!” put in Captain Hawke,
nodding. “ My name’s Hawke—master of the
schooner Samoa., This gentleman is my
owner—Mr. Jonathan Prescott, of San.
Francisco.”

“You are welcome on board, gentlemen,”
replied Captain Baurton, shaking hands
warmly. ‘““ Allow me to introduce Lord
Dorrimore-~the owner of the Wanderer—and
Mr, Nelson Lee, of London.” -

For a few moments there was a good deal
of hand-shaking and jovial chat. Without'
doubt, Mr. Prescatt could make himself
very pleasant when he liked, and even Cap-
tain Hawke—that leathery old South Sea
skipper—knew his manners,

Outwardly, the pair were just ordinary
voyagers, and Mr. Prescott’'s bluff, hearty
manner was disarming in itself. If Dorrie
hadn’t known the character of the man in
advance, he might easily have been deceived.
As it was, hie was inwardly amused, and was
determined to lead Prescott on, just to see
what nature of yarn he would spin.

They went below, and had the saloon to
Beverley Stokes
had casually strolled in. _

‘“Gee, this is some little boat!’ remarked
Mr. Prescott, as he glanced admiringly
round. “Just eruisin’ around, I take it?’
he added casually, *“Doin’ the South Seas,
eh?” |

Dorrie nodded.

‘““You're a wonderful guesser, Mr. Pres-
cott,” he replied drvily. ¢ That’s right—we're
doin’ the South Seas. A summer holiday.
trip, you know. We’ve got quite a big party
on board—mastly schoolboys an’ schoolgirls,
Incidentally, we’re havin’ a priceless time.”

“I’ll tell the world you are!’” agreed Mr.
Prescott. *“Say, anybody could have a good
vime on a dandy craft of this sort. You've
sure picked a gem of an island,”’ he added.
“I took a look as we came into the lagoon.
s a peach.”

““One of the most enchanting places 1 have
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cver visited,”” said Nelson Lee. “We
.couldn’t re51st the® temptation to let the
boys spend a few days here. Later on we
shall probably sail for the better-known
islands, where there are plenty of natives.”

Mr. Prescott heaved .an inward slgh of
relief. Already he was convinced that these
people knew nothing of the bed of shell—
and guessed less. The English dumb-
pells! This was easier than shelling peas!
-« Yes, these isolated islands are all very
well in their way, but they haven’'t got much
of a kick,” said Mr. Prescott, nodding.
“You kind of get tired when there’s
‘much scenery around
won’t be located here for very long?”’

«“ As a matter of fact, Mr. Prescott, we've
made no definite plans,” smiled Lord Dorri-
more. ““*It’s a holiday trip, as I said be-
fore, an’ we don’t like to feel bound to a
time -schedule. We shall just stay here
until we’re ready to go.”

“That’s great!” said Mr. Prescott breezily.

But he wasn’t particularly satisfied.
Dorrie’s statement had been non-committal,
and the owner of the Samoa had not gained
the information he urgently wanted. Even
now he didn’t know how long the Wanderer
was staving, Ab all costs, this British yacht
had to be shifted!

— r—

CHAPTER IV.
LEADING HIM ON.

HE situation was in-
teresting.

Jonathan Prescott

was now satisfied

that the intruders were a

harmless party of holiday

_ tourists. They knew nothing
of the lagoon’s secret, and were just staying
‘here bhecause the island was an interesting
haven.

But Mr. Prescott realised that the longer
the Wanderer stayed, the greater the risk.
Lord Dorrimore loohed an amiable sort of
ass, but he was evidently a man who had
Knocked about the world a lot. He probably
knew something about pearls. The fat
would be in the fire if the shell was dis-
covered, for these Britishers would un-
(Ioubtedh investigate.

“We shall sure be @ood company,” de-
-flared Mr. Prescott, seeking to gain some
further information. < My skipper put in
here for water—we don't carry our own
blant, the same as you wealthy people. But
ﬂlﬁ' island is so ‘inviting that we shall
Probably stay for a day or two.”

The lagoon is big enough,” said
Lee ealmlv

“Sure it is!” agreed Mr. Prescott.
aiiuess you folks don't intend staving
onger than a week?”’
dFaiflmfr to obtain any satisfaction by in-
Irect methods, Prescott had been forced to

Nelson

49 I
here

& blunt question. He received a blunt
{!HHWOI'
€ ¥ . - : 4
A week?” caid Dorris amusediy. “Good

_— - -

too
I take it that }011_

} gad, yes! We may be here two weeks—four
weeks—there’s no tellin’! Thiz island is so
rippin’ that we could enjoy ourselves, an’
find plenty to do, if we remained in this
anchorage for a 1ear”’

Hawke and Prescott exchanged a brief
startled glance.
“ But Gosh!” burst out Prescott.

“You don’t mean——"

‘He broke off, and resumed his careless
air.

““I guess vou can stay a year if you please
—it don’t comcern me,” he continued lightly.
““Captain Hawke means to up-anchor to-
morrow or the next day. Our time's more
valuable than yours, it seems.”

The two men were exasperated. Indeed.
they were thoroughly alarmed. This British
party was evidently planning to stay on
the island indefinitely! And a hint of those
pearls might be discovered at any hour!

““See here!” exclaimed Prescott, his alarm
getting the better of his caution. ¢ You
folks had best be warned! Bein’ British,
you probably don’t know the danger of these
atolls! Why, the first storm that comes
along will send this yvacht aground, and
vou'll be marooned for the rest of your
lives!”

“Indeed?” said Captain Burton coldly.

¢“Sure thing!’ said Prescott earnesfly.
“ (Gee, you don't know the danger you're
running! We're hundreds of miles off fhe
trade roufes, and once your yacht was dis-
abled you’d never see civilisation again!
You can’t afford to take risks like that—with
a crowd of young folks aboard!”

“ Dashed interestin’, but T'd like fo point
out, Mr. Prescott, that we’re easily capable
of lookin' after ourselves,”” said Lord Dorri-
more languidly. “Let me assure you that
Captain Burtop sailed these seas before you
were bhorn.  An’' let me add that there's
scarcely an island on this side of the
Equator that I haven’t visited at one time
or another You may take us for novices,
but we're not!"

Prescott flushed and blt his lip.

“Why, say, I didn't mean——"" he began.
¢« And about a sudden storm, Mr. Pres-
cott,” put in Captain Burton. “It will

afford you someé relief to know that there is
no safer anchoraze than this lagoon. The
hardest storm that blows will not affect
us. Your own schooner, therefore, is per
fectly secure.”

Slowly, Mr. Prezcott was beginning ftc
realise that these people weren’t such duflers
as he had taken them for. In any case, il
was apparently impossible to fool them. He

had only made himself look ridiculous by
his efforts.

“ Well, I guess we’ll be going,” he said
grufily.

“So soon?' aszked Dorrie. ¢“T thoueht
about invitin® you to dinner this evenin’;
but please yvourself. Take as much water acs
yvou like, Mr. Prescott—there are plenty of
streams on the island. You don’t know

how sorry we shall be when vou sail away!”
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Prescott was vaguely aware that Dorrie
spoke with a trace of banter. There was
mere in this than met the eye, but Prescott
conldn’t quite understand. He decided 1o
get back to the schooner at once, and con-
sult in private with Captain Hawke.

These people were proving to be an unex-
pected stumbling-block. They bad butted
into the lagoon, and looked like staying 1n-
definitely. They wouldn't be Irightened
away, and it was impossible to adopt any
hostile tacties. It seemed that there was
a deadlock.

The one ray of comfort for Mr. Prescott

was the fact that the Wanderer’'s party were.

on holiday—that the yacht had dropped into
the lagoon by chance. The island’s secret
was still secure. Thgse people were just
cruising about the Pacific, and had no know-
ledge of the pearls.

So far, the situation was good. Once the
Wanderer departed, everything would be
plain sailing. And Mr. Prescott mentally
decided that it wouldn’t be particularly
hard to get out some plan. But it would
have to be prompt, Those two hundred
savages on the neighbouring atoll could not
be left there for long. Swiftness of action
was essential, . o

«“Well, gentlemen, we’ll quit,” said Mr.
Prescott pleasantly. “T'm mnot the kind of
fellow to butt in.
you folks in any way.”’

Lord Dorrimore laughed. o

“You're not disturbin’ us in the least,”

he said reassuringly. “On the cont;ary,
Mr. Prescott, your company is highly
interestin’, an’ promises to be more ' s0

very shortly. Lee, old man, do you mind
callin’ our other friends from their state-
room?? ‘
This. was the moment Lee had been wait-
ing for, and he went to the door of the
saloon, and gave a soft whistle. The door

of a neighbouring state-room at once
opened, and Mr, Russell and his son
emerged.

They entered the salcon side by side,

and Lord Dorrimore turned. )
«“ Qood!’®> he said heartily. “Mr. Pres-
cott, allow me to -introduce Mr. Warner

Rusesell—-"
He broke off, for Jonathan Prescott had

staggered back with a startled cry. His
face had gone almost purple, and he stared
at the two Canadians as though they had
risen from the dead.

CHAPTER V.
FACE TO FACE.

RCM the very first,
Lord Dorrimore had
believed in Warner
Russell’s story.

Step by step this story had
proved true, and now the
last link in the chain had

Jonathan Prescett’'s wild

been forged.

i g Stk
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I should hate to disturb.
1 with

alarm was evidence enough that he was
guilty of everything that Mr. Russell had
related.

“Gosh, darn you!” snarled Prescott,
attempting to control himself. “What
the heck are you doing here? There’s

trickery—-"?

“Yes, perhaps there is!’’ broke in Mr.
Russell, with deadly calmness. * Being a
past master at the art yourself, Mr. Pres-
cott, you instantly . appreciate it. You
needn’t shrink back—I'm not going to
choke you as yon deserve. My only cmotion
is one of contempt, as it is for all things
foul.>?

Lee nodded approvingly. He was pleased
at Mr. Russell’s self-control. This was far
better than a burst of unseemly violence.
The contempt in the Canadian’s tone was
like the lash of a whip.

Clive, however, was unable to restrain
himself, | ‘

“You swindling brute!”” he Dburst outb
passionately. “You tricked my father in
'Frisco, and thought you could trick him
all along. But we’re here first, and you
won’t get a red cent!”

Prescott fought to regain his composure.
Captain Hawke was utterly startled, but
he stood there, making no comment. He
realised that his employer was face to face
an uncomfortable situation., It was
better for him to keep out of it.

“You're mad!’ burst out Prescott ab
last. “This- man’s crazy! Who is he?
F’ve never seen him before——?2

“That attitude was profitable in ’Friseo,
Mr. Prescott, but it carries no weight
now,”?” intermrupted Mr. Russell quietly,
“To deny that you know me 1is childish.
You gave yourself away when 1 first
entered.”’

“That’s true enough,’”” agreed Nelson
Lee. “In order to save you any further
embarrassment, Mr. Prescott, let me in-
form you that we are aware of the exact

position. Lord Dorrimore has taken the
place you so basely betrayed, and is
financing Mr. Russell in his pearling
enterprise.” '

“Good gosh!”” broke out Captain Hawke,
aghast.

“I know nothing of any pearls!’” roared
Prescott wildly.

“It’s no good, old man—so why keep it
up?’? asked Dorrie soothingly. “ Cool down,

an’ admit that you’ve made a mess of
things. That’s the general consequence
+~hen a2 man plays dirty. You obtained

Mr. Russell’s secret in San Francisco, an’
then you left him in the lurch. But Mr.
Russell happened to fall in with me, an’
the rest you can imagine. Anyhow, we
were in the lagoon first, an’ the British
flag ia flyin’ over it. You’ll oblige every-

| body, an’ simplify the whole position if you
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tuck in yvour tail an’ run away. Most curs

run when they’re thrashed.”’

Prescott went pale with fury.

“This island is as much mine as yours!’®
he stormed. “You'’ve got no right here!
That rag you're flying has no more
authority than a piece of dirty linen—"

“By the Lord Harry!’ roared Dorrie.
“You can insult me as much as you like,
an’ I'll grin at you, but I’'m listenin’ to
no abuse of the Union Jack!"’

Crash!.

He leapt forward, and delivered a terrific
drive which sent Jonathan Prescott hurt-
ling backwards. He struck the saloon
table, slithered sideways, and crashed over
on_ his back. All the men were startled.
with the exception of Dorrie. His lordship
grinned.

“It's all right—I'm as calm as a
cucumber,”” he said coolly. “The thing's
over, but it did me good!”’

Prescott picked himself up, subdued.

“1 apologise!®” he muttered thickly. I
suess I was carried away; I didn’t mean

- to insult your flag, gentlemen.”

“Then we'll say no more about it,”’
exclaimed Lord Dorrimore. ‘“Mind you, I
don't accept you as a sample American. By
what I can see, you an’ your skipper are

United States that ever sailed out from the
Barbary Coast. I know scores of Americans.
an’ 1 value them as the staunchest of
friends. You two are nothin’ bhut scum!’’
“Say!”’ bellowed Hawke hotly. “You'd
best quit that line o’ talk—-'?

Dorrie turned on him. -

“I'll quit nothin’!’’ he thundered. “ You
two will get off this yacht as fast as your

legs  will carry you. You've dirtied my.
decks too long as it is. Anythin’ more to

say?”

The leathery skipper backed away.
silenced.

“Well, folks, I might as well admit I'm
beaten!”’ said Prescott, with a sudden show
of frankness. “Gosh darn it! I take off
my hat you you. Beaten, by Jupiter!
Beaten by Britishers! I guess my opinion
0f you guys has altered its shape!”’

He lounged towards the door, all his
former assurance reasserting itself. He
Was evidently bluffing the matter ont.
Finding himself beaten, he was accepting
his defeat with a show of true American
bluster, '

“I was a fool to double-cross vou, Russell,
_know that now,”” he went on ruefully. “I
was greedy, and I’'ve got my reward. I'll
quit, and leave the field to you. I hope
those pearls will turn out good.’"

He suddenly laughed.

i Bé}lf | guess,:,vou’ve got it wrong about
“Thinr:}I blans,”’ he continued amusedly.
aw 1 85 went different to what I expected,

didn't drift into this lagoon for the

-y
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With a plunge, he entered the water

not three feet
shark.

in front of the rising




pearls. I just came to look around. As
a matter of fact, I haven’t got a pearling
crew yeb.”

"“Mo?? asked Russell contemptuously.

“I'm glad now,” said Prescott. *“It’s
saved me a whole heap of trouble. I
meant fo gather a bunch of Kanakas for
the job, but I shall be saved that expense.
If you don’t believe e, gents, you're
welcome {o come aboard my craft and see
for yourselves. The Samoa has come here
emply, except for her normal crew.”’

“I'm not in the least interested whether
you’ve come with a normal crew, or an
abnormal one,”’ said Mr. Russell con-
temptuously.- “There’s only one course for
you now, Prescott, and that is to get out.”

“Sure!” agreed the other. ‘“The fact is,
1 didn’t beMeve your pearl yarn, an’ came
here to have a look around first. It’s
mighty good to know that I can get back
to ’Frisco without any further delay.”’

He nodded to the company in general,
and lounged blusteringly out of the saloon,
with Captain Hawke at his heels. Their
attempt at indifference, however, was
rather pitifual.

A more thoroughly whipped pair of curs
could hardly be imagined,

—— s

CHAPTER VI
A CLEAR FIELD.

L 00D riddance to
bad rubbish, dad!”’
; Clive Russell

uttered the words
gleefully as he Jleaned over
the yacht’s rail, and watched
the Samoa’s motor-boat
across the lagoon to the anchored
The two white figures in the

gliding
schooner.
stern seemed small and mswmﬁcant now.
They had somehow crump]ed

“Yes, Clive, you’re right,”’ said Mr.
Russell. “I felt like throtfling the brute,
but it wouldn’t have done any good. ]:'Ies
beaten, and if he’s got any sense he'll lift
bhis anchor within the hour.”’

“He won't stay until to-morrow, will
he?’’ asked Clive indignantly. “I think we
ought to order him off. This is a British
island now, and we don’t want any
intruders. I don’t look upon those rotters
as Americans, either.”

“They’re not Americans—they’d
their spots in two seconds
moeney in it,”? said
contemptuously,

He turned, as Nelson Lee joined them.

“Everything went off splendidly, Mr.
Russell,’” smiled Nelson Iee. “I'd like to
congratulate you on your calmness =

*“That’s nothing, Mr. ILee,”’ interrupted
the Canadian gruffly.

change
if there was
Mr. Russell

Lyou?’’ asked Dorrie,

that Dorrie

hhumorous
should be the one to show violence,’’ went

“It was rather

on the schoolmaster-detective with a
chuckle. ‘“Dorrie, the languid, knocking
Prescott down. I’'m afraid he’s an impul-

sive fellow.”

“Jolly good luck to him!"’ said Clive
heartily. “I’ll bet old Prescott’s jaw will
ache for a week. It was a glorious hit,
and I'm only sorry that dad didn’t land it.”’

They watched their late visitors climb
on board the schooner, and it was soon
evident that the vessel was preparing for
departure. Her decks became alive with
men, and Captain Hawke stood on the
poop, bellowing out orders.

“They’re going, dad—they're quitting!’?
said Clive eagerly.

“So it 'seems,’”” nodded Mr. Russell,

Lord Dorrimore joined them.

“Wouldn’t it be as well {o pay the
schooner a visit?’’ he asked. “We might
as well satisfy ourselves about those
Kanakas, nof{ that it really matters. It
would make no difference if he had a
hundred.”

Mr. Russell” shook his head.

“I wouldn't like you to soil yourselves
by going on that schooner, irim as she
looks,”” he said grimly. ‘“There’s no ques-
tion that Prescott was speaking the truth.
The Samoa only has her ordinary crew.”’

“Uniless they’re battened down under the
hatches,’” said Dorrie thoughtfully. “I’'ve
known that sort of thing on more than
one occasion.”’

“I fancy not, Dorrie,’’ remarked Nelson
Lee. ‘“Prescott knew mnothing of your
presence here, and he would have no object
in concealing his men. If he had really
come with a crowd of pearl divers, they
would be in evidence.,  There would have
been no object in hiding them from view.”

“That’s true enough,’” agreed Mr. Russell.
“For once the man was telling the truth,
I guess. He just dropped in to make sure
of the pearls before going to the expense
of collecting his divers.”?

“And yeb there is a strange discrepancy,”’
said Nelson Lee slowly. “I’'m convinced
there are no pearling men on board the
schooner, and it would be a waste of time
to go on board. But why has Prescott
taken so many weeks? What has occupied
his time?’’

“Unfavourable wind,
Mr, Russell.

“A few days ago we were attributing his
non-arrival to difficulties in picking the
right men,” said Nelson Lee. “That would
easily account for the lapse of time. But

perhaps?’’ suggested

now that Prescott has appeared with no
crew at all we must eeek another
explanation.”’

“You don’t suspect anythin’® funny, do

staring.
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“Judging by my brief acquaintanceship
with Mr. Prescott, I could suspect him of
anybhing,”” replied Nelson Lee grimly. “He
struck me as heing a particularly deter-
mined man, & man who would fight to the
bitter end before accepting defeat. It is

possible that he was delayed by unfavour-|

able winds and trading business, but I'm

hardly satisfied. The absence of those
pearl divers rather worries me.”’
“Whnat exactly are you gettin® at?”’

asked Dorrie curiously.

“Well, to be frank, Prescott accepted his
flefeat too readily for my liking,” replied
Nelson Lee bluntly. “I fancied I detected
a subtle change in him just before he left;
there was a gleam in his eyes as though
he had come to some decision. And his
hasty preparations for departure strike
me as being ominous.”’

«“ But, man alive, the fool wouldn't dream
of startin’ any funny business!’’ protested
Dorrie. “I#'1l take him weceks—months, to
collect the mnecessary men. “An’ by that
time we shall be gone, an’ the lagoon will
be clcaned out—as empty as—"'

“I’'Il admit all this,”” interrupted Lee.
“On the face of it there’s not the remotest
possibility —of danger from  Prescoti’s
quarter. But in my experience, Dorrie,
I've learned to be wary of the obvious. It

seems ridiculous that Prescott can be a
menace, but he may attempt s0mMe
desperate scheme to outwit us. I isn’t
likely, but we must be on our guard,.
That’s all.??

Dorrie and the others were frankly
sceptical. T'or the life of them, they

couldn’t see any reason for Nelson Lee’s un-
easiness, They were quite ready to dismiss
Mr. Prescott and all his works from their
minds. As far as they were eoncerned, he
was a back number.

Nelson Lea, however, remained unchanged.
The one fact which stuck in his mind was
Jonathan Prescott's tame ‘surrender. It
wasn't at all in keeping with the man’s
character,

Was there something behind it all?

CIIAPTER VII.
JONATHAN PRESCOTT'S VOW.
r~¢ HE Samoa skimmed
along before a fair

wind on a western

course—full into the
face of the sctting sun. In
the rear, Paradise Island was
dwindling, and looked like a
_Im the midst of the cternal blue.
S0 reflection from the placid lazoon was

ITIII‘FO“(‘-rl 11 : ] i 1

roreq in the Y {

iy e the tropic sky like a kind of
]'{'131?‘ rew talked together in twos and
“t% and the poop was in charge of the

glaring.

first mate. The abrupt departure from the
atoll had surprised cverybody.

Below, Mr. Jonathan Prescott and Captain
Hawke were in the szhooner’s well-equipped
saloon. And Prescott was pacing up and
down in the confined space like a caged
tiger., His expression was ominous. Cap-
tain Hawke sat &till, a glass of grog in
front of him.

“Russell!” muttered Prescott- thickly.
““Russeil! Of aill the men on this earth!
I tell you, Hawke, it was the biggest shock
of my life when he and that brat. came
through the doorway.”

““Doggone it, I guess
agreed the skipper. .
- ““Aand we'd been fooling ourselves that the
island was in the hands of a bunch of
blamed holiday-makers!” went on Prescott,
“We thought they knew nothing of
the pearls, and—— Yet they were laughing
at us all the time—laughing and waiting
for the right mowment!”»

“T've got to hand it to that titled guy
that he fixed us good and proper!” admitted
Hawke ¢ Say, he pulled it over snappy!”

Prescott swore fiercely.

““ ¢ They hag Russell there all the time—
ready to spring upon us!” Le went on.
“Think of it, Hawke! They've got that
island—and they’'ve got the pearls! I've
spent weeks and months for nothing! Hun-
dreds of dollars—thousands of dollars!
Everything wasted! By Heaven! If you
think I'm going to sit still and see all this,
you'’re wrong!”

““What’s the big idea?” asked the cap-
tain. ““We're beat, Mr. Prescott—and vou
ought to know it! Gosh! You don’t expect
us to pull anythinz over on them guys?
What in blazes can we do against a ship of
that size? Theyv've got us beat, mister.”

“Have they!”” snapped Prescott, pacing
up and down with the same jerky stride.
“You're wrong. Hawke-—there’s plenty o
fight in me yet! T’ll admit things look
fierce, but we’ve got them Kanakas.”

Hawke looked up ctharply.

“You don't mean———2

““I don’t know what I mean,” broke in
Prescott. ¢ But there's two hundred natives
within easy reach, and they’re ours. Russell
and his new friends don’t know a thing
anout ‘’em—they don't even know that
there’s another atoll thirty miles away. We
hold the trumps, Hawke.”

The skipper was on his feef.

“You mean to make a fight?” he asked
tenszely. -

‘“ Sure T mean to niake a ficht!" retorted
Prescoft. “Have you ever known me to
give in tamely? We'll go warily—we'll allow
those guys to think that everything's sweet
an' pretty. They can go ahead with their
pearling.  All the better—less {rouble for
us. The longer we can delayv, the more cer-
tain we 3hall be of success.”

““I guess you're full of pep,” said the
captain admiringly. ¢“But it’s a tall order,

it was startlin’,”
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mister. I'm not altogether sure that I’ll
help you. You may be the owner of this
ship, but I'm the master. I’'m not taking
any risks if there’s no chance of——"’
“PpDon’t be a fool, Hawke,’? interrupted
Prescott. ¢ I’ll make it worth your while
—+trust me for that. You were to get a
ten per cent share of the pearls under our
cld arrangement. Now that things are
changed, I'll make it twenty-five per cent—
and another twenty-five per cent for your
crew.”’ :

The skipper’s eyes narrowed greedily.
““It’s sure temptin’,”’ he admitted. ‘ But,
doggone it, you don’t know what you're
monkeying with! It’ll mean piracy—no
less!?? '

¢ Piracy be hanged!’? exclaimed Prescott.
““These people were on the island first, and
we’'ve either gobt to quit, or get the upper
hand. Somehow or other, we’ll capture

that yacht, and show them who’s master!”

“If we capture the yacht, we’ll have to
capture the island,” said Hawke slowly.
“It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve played
a game of that sort—but it’s risky. It’s
mighty risky, Mister! If we fail L

¢ There’s no such word as ‘ fail’ in my
dictionary, Hawke!”’ interrupted FPrescott
eurtly. “I’ve been in busineas twenty-five
years, and I've never failed yet. No matter
what DI’ve planned to put over, I've put it
over. Sometimes it’'s c¢ost me more than
I've made on the deal, but no man’s eve;
beat me. ‘Those pearls are goin’ to be mine,
and those Britishere will eat out of my
hand before I've finished with ’em! Gosh!
I'm worked right up over this affair, and
nothing’s going to stop me!”

"~ “Them Kanakas——'" began the skipper.

“You've hit it!’’ said Prescott. “We've
got two hundred of ’em—and they're going
to prove the deciding factor. We picked a
tough bunch, and I’'m glad of it now. Those
cusses are as savage as blazes, mostly—I
took good care to ship only men from the
infand villages. Coast mnatives know too
much. We’ve got the right stuff, captain.
As soon as that crowd is let loose on that
British bunch there’s goin’ to be something
doing!?”’

The captain
ever.

looked more dub-ious than

“Jt'll be murder!”” he said grimly.
“Gee! Once those niggers get fairly going,
they’ll wipe out the lot—boys, girls, and

the whole crew. You’d better think twice,
Mister. One sight of blood, and those dog-
vone  Solomon Islanders will make a
massacre of it. Half our men are from
the Solomons—hard-working blacke when
kept in check, but devils when
they're let loose. Why, blame me, they're
head-hunters «nd cannibals!”’ -

““All the better!’” said Prescott harshly.’

“But you're all wrong, Hawke. Canni-
balism and head-hunting died out in the last
Ee:;t-ury. These natives are rough customers,
ut —»

P

knows best?’” interrupted
Hawke grimly. “Haven’t I sailed these
seas all my darned life? Those islanders
are capable of reverting back to their
savagery if they’re given half a chance.
Mebbe it was their grandfathers who last
went off head-huntin’—but it’s in their
blood. They'll go back at the first chance,
I tell you. Once loose, and there’s no tellin’
what might happen.”

“You can leave it to me,’’ said Prescott,
sitting down. ““I'll be careful before I
decide on any definite step. There’ll be no
murders, Hawke. We 2an arrange it better
than that. To . let the islanders loose
altogether would be a mistake—we should
never get them under control again. No,
we'll think this out carefully, and take our
time. And when those Britishers least ex-
pect it, we’ll strike!” )

““Say, who

CHAPTER VIII.
THE PEARL HUNTERS.

N

ARADISE ISLAND
basked in the <clear
morning sunshine,
and the coconut

groves swayed and bent in
the wind which was blowing
up strongly from the north-

eastbs .

The lagoon, with its glorious shades of
blue, was ruffled by the gusts, and over on
the wooded parts of the island everything
was moving. The whole picture was en-
chanting. Breadfruit trees, artu, and chap-
pa}rgl all swayed and rocked in the driving
wind. -

And on the outer beach the surf was dash-
ing with much greater vigour than hitherto,
sending the spray and foam cascading. The
air was cooler, too, and the inhabitants of
the atoll were more than pleased at the
slight change in the weather. The sky was
still blue: and glorious, and there was no
sign of rain—but this coolness was refresh-
ing. ©

Four days had elapsed.

The schooner had almost been forgotien.
She had zailed away into the infinite of the
Pacifie, carrying a defeated man. And there
was little or no risk of him returning. In-
deed, there was nothing to return for. He
could never hope to drive his enemy from
their stronghold.

The St. Frank’s fellows had thoughs no
more of Jonathan Prescoft. On the evening
of his departure there had been a good
deal of talk, but on the following day the
juniors had their own concerns to attract
them. i ;

Crusoe Camp—as they had termed their
island home-—-had been greatly improved of
late. The Fourth-Formers had built a
splendid house of <¢ane and bamboo and
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creeper, and they were thoroughly enjoying
the life of the island.

Trene & (o. were equally keen. The girls

had their own camp—although they always |

went abeard the Wanderer at night. But
there was endless interest during the day
—ondless adventure on the island and in
the lagoon., The St. Frank’s fellows and the
Moor View girls spent a third of their time
bathing in the warm, crystal waters. And
not merely bathing—but watching the con-
tinuous panorama of life on the lagoon bed,.
it was a source of fascination that never
palled.

This morning Thalf
bathing, and had Deen
water since breakfast-time. The others were
exploring the <coconut groves and other
stretches of woodland, . There was always
something to do

Fatty Little, of course, had all his work
cut out to superintend the food department.
It had been agreed that he should always
have six assistants an hour before each meal.
and the fellows took it in turns to perform
this duty. So there was no grumbling or
jealousy.

Clive Russell had had his bathe, and was
preparing to leave. The pearling was in full
swing on the north-east shore of the lagoon,
and the juniors had more than once visited
the scene. But to them the diving opera-
tions did not seem very attracuiive.- :

Clive was going over this morning to see
how matters were progressing—for he
naturally took a great interest in This
father's fortunes, Lord Dorrimore had in-
sisted that the pearls were Mr. Russell’s,
and whatever their value, it would be his.
But Mr. Russell was determined to give a
big share to the Wanderer's crew.

‘““ Anything you fellows want from the
Wanderer?” asked Clive, as he prepared to
push out one of the small boats. “I'm just
going to row across, and I can bring a few
things back—books, or clothes.”

“I thought you were going to the
fishery?” asked Handforth, as he lolled back
in the shallow water, -

“So I am--but I can't go like this!” re-
plied Clive, indicating his careless attire.
“I've got to put on a clean white suit, and
look a bit Jdecent.”

“¢“ Good!” said Fullwood, strolling up. ¢ If
you're goin’ to the yacht, I'll come with
¥ou. There's one or two things I want.”

Clive looked at him curiously.

“ All ri .- s iy =y
b D s ght—jump in,” he said.
. They were soon out upon the lagoon, Tow-
Mg across vp the Wanderer—quite a fairish
d‘ls_‘tan-ce: The two juniors said little, and
Clive did the rowing. Fullwood lounged
back, trailing a hand in the water,

From the very first, there had been a kind
Of tension between these two. At the com-
mencement of the voyage, TIrullwood had
Sheered at Clive Russell in no uncertain
manner. He had reminded the other fellows

the juniors were
in and out of the

““We'll
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that Clive and his father had first served
on the Wanderer as steward and cabin-boy.
But they had accepted these positions after
being wstranded by Jonathan Prescott’s
villainy. lullwood was not the kind of
fellow to forget the menial position Clive
had once held. He had always been a snob,
and - his weeks of association with decent
fellows had <changed him little,

“The wind’s blowing up pretty hard this
morning,” remarked Clive, presently.

“A good thing, too,” said Fullwood.
‘““The heat's been ghastly for the last few
days. I woudn’t care if a storm came
along—it might clear the air.” )

“1t might clear something else, too!”
laughed Clive. ¢ These tropical storms are
fearful things. Lord Dorrimore was saying
that it looked a bit uncertain, but Y don’t
know why. I've never seen the sky clearer.”

“ What do you know about fropical storms,
anyhow?* asked Fullwood.

*“I've heard——7’

“You hear all sorts of vyarns,” inter-
rupted Ralph Leslie. “Take my advice, an’
talk about what you know.” ‘

Clive flushed slightly.

“No need to be personal, I guess!” he

retorted. “If we only talked about our
persounal _experiences, we shouldn’t say
much, You're a queer chap, Fullweod—I

can’t quite understand you.”

“That doesn’t worry me in the least,”
said Fullwood sarcastically. ¢ You'd better
attend to your rowin’, an’ jaw less. We
shan’t get to the yacht at all at this rate.
Put some energy into it.” :

Clive was about to make a hot rem. k,
when he checked himself. After all, he
had consented to take Fullwood, and Full-
wood had accepted the invitation literally.
It was just like the cad of Study A to loll
back in comfort while somebody elze did
the work, |

CHAPTER IX.
A SCRAP AND ITS CONSEQUENCES.

: HEN they reached
the Wanderer,

Clive was perspir-

ing freely, and

Fullwood was  comfortably
cool. It rather amused Full-
wood to see his companion's
condition. It suited his mean nature to
let the other fellow expend all the energy.

They walked up the ladder, and found the
deck deserted. The yacht, indeed, might
have been abandoned altogether, to judge
by her appearance. The reason was simple
enough.

The St. Frank’s fellows and the Moor
View girls were at their respective camps.
and Nelson L.ee and Dorrie and Mr. Russell
were over at the shallow end of the
lagoon, intent upon the pearling operatioas.
With them were a number of the crew—

i engineers, and so forth.
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few ieft on  tne

There were only a )
Wanderer, and these were below sgmewhere,

attending to their various jobs, or taking
things easy. The entire cdecks were emptly.
- “You’d better co below ap’ clean your-
seif up a bit,”? remarked Fuliwood, giving
Clive a look over. *“Gad, you're streamin’!
What the deuce have you been doin’ o ged
in that state?” he added bumorously.

Clive glared. '

“If you think it was easy work, pulling
you for nearly two miles cver the iagoon,
youw’d Eketter think again!”® he retorted.
““ Aund while I'm at it, 1 might as well tell
you my opinion. 1f you’d had any decency,
vou would have taken an oar!”

“You confounded Canadian rotier!” said
Fullwood, scowling. “You Kkeep your in-
~sults  to yourself! Go below an’ ges
washed! 1I’'ve generally noticed that com-
mon people perspire more-than gentlemen!”
.Clive’s eyes gleamed.

‘“ .ook here, are you asking
he demanded grimly.

“Yes—if you can give it to me!” snecered
Fullwood.

for trouble?”

“T’ll give you more than you bargain for
sald the
“¥From the very first

if you try that tone any more!?-
Canadian boy angrily.
vou’ve tried to pick quarrels with me, and
1’ve ignored you. 1Look here, Fullwocd,
what’s the matter with you? What have

I done to you that you should pick en me?-
‘“ As

‘“Nothin’,” replied -Fullwocd calmly.
far as I can see, you're a perfectly harm-
‘less chap. But Lm a bit particular about
the people I mix with—that’s all.”

He turned with a laugh, and walked off.
But Clive leapt after him, and dragged him
Tound. Perhaps it was the absence of any
“other eyes which caused tiie Canadian boy
to aceept this opportunity. For week’s he
jiad felt a keen desire to have a strawlt
'2ailk- with Ralph Leslie.

¢ Just a minute!” he snapped.

"¢ Let go of my arm, conicund
shouted Fullwood. “ Do you
common ﬂ '

“That remark of yours just now needs
explaining,” interrupted  Clive fiercely,
“You sald you were particular about the
people you mix with. Are you telling
I am beneath your position in life?”

Fullwood looked him up and down with
obvious contempt

““By gad!?” he said slowly.

you :”
hear?

¢ Hawe you

got the utter nerve to pretend you're n0t?

The insolence of you menials is
peyond all bounds nowadays.”

“Menials?” repeated Clive thickly.

““That’'s the word I said—arn’
have always been menials to me,” said Full-
wood, thoroughly enjoying the other’s dis-
comfort. ¢ An’ your father teco. A bally
steward! You ought to be jolly
that we speak to you at all!
pect, too much!”

Clive breathed hard. i

““You mean, contemptible cad!” he said
passionately, “You know as well as I do

gettin’

You can’'t ex-

You |

me

cabin-boys "

t-hanl—:ful ‘

that my father and I accepted those posi-
tions because we were down and out—be-
cause Prescett bad swindled my dad out of
everything !+
“‘i‘hat» what your dad
sneered u]]wooa meanmgly . :
““You rotter!” shouted Clive. “ Are you
trying to suggest tiiat my father didn’t tell
the truth? At one time he was one of
the richest merchants in Montreal——>?
“I've heard all that!” interrupted Full-
wood lmpatiently. * You an’. your people
don’t interest me in the slightest. A mer-
chant in Montreal, eh? What was he—a
street-hawker?”
He laughed heartiiy at his own humour
and Clive turned a shade paler under his
perspiring skin. Fuliwood was not only un-

said, anyhow!”

pleasant, but deliberately . insulting. His
-words were offensive in the extreme.
“You’ll take that back!?® he said, in a

low voice. “ My family is one of the best
in Canada—one of the cleanest on record!

Three of my uncles were in the war! Two
were killed, and cone got the V.C.— ‘
““This is f{rightfully interestin’,’?> inter-

rupued "?ullvfcod “1 suppose your wonder-
ful pater was a baliy conscientious cbjector?
You haven’t mentmned him yet. -A shirker,
whai‘}n

“You miserable his
patience exhausted. ’

Crash!

He swept his right fist round, and caught
Fullwoed on the chest with such force that
the cad of the Fourth reeled back, 2and
tumbled headlong to the deck. He was
more surprised than hurt, and he was up
again in a mowment. He had enjoyed taunt-
ing the Canadian boy, but to be knocked
down by him was a totally different matter.-

“By gad!” he said chokingly. *‘1’011
bally pauper!»

He hurled himself at Clive like a Whlrl-

cad!” roared Clive,

wind, convineed that he would be able to
eat this miserable Canadian up at one
mouthiul. ¥or Fullwood was an excellent

boxer, and. he had plenty of courage, too.
It was on his credit side that he was game
in a fight.

A moment later the pair were locked to-
gether, hammering, tearing, and fighting
with absolute abandon.

CHAPTER X,
IN DEADLY PERIL,

T was one of those
desperate ‘ milis > such,
as schoolboys will in-
dulge In when they are

genuinely infuriated. Nine

schoolboy fights out of ten

are mild affairs, undertaken

| in the presence of a crowd of partisans;

and with a referee and a time-keeper,
But now and again two fellows will fling
" themselves at one another and fight wﬂuly

=



—untic one or the other is "drastically
knocked out. This was one of those occa-
sions.

Fullwood was exceedingly sorry for him-
self within two minutes. :

Contrary to his belief, Clive couid fight
amazingly well. He had an excellent know-
ledge of boxing, and his guard was uncom-
fortably perfect. Try as he would, Full-
wood couldn’t smash through it. On the
other hand, Clive got in punch after punch
—and TFullwood v.as already marked.

“{'m going to make you apologise to
me !> panted Clive, as he fought. *“ At least,

yvou'll apologise for my dad! You miser-
able S

Biff! Crash!

Conversation was interrupted for a

moment by a sudden interchange of blows.
This time Clive was caught unawares. Full-
wood’s bare knuckles landed on his jaw
just as he was in the middle oi a word,
and his teeth snapped together with such
force that the agony was tremendous.
Everything went blurry in Clive’s eyes, and
‘he broke away.

But he had delivered a Dblow on Full-
wood’s nose at the same time which hurt
that member considerably. Fullwood choked
in a great breath, and literally leapt at
his enemy like a tiger.

His gaze blurred, Clive side-stepped as he
sought for a moment’s respite. The next
instant the scrap was over. Fullwood was
unprepared for the swift movement, and he
was unable to pull himself up.

He was exactly opposite the gangway, and
although he clutched desperately, his speed
was too great. His hand just gripped the
woodwork, and failed to hold. He went
hurtling down, -

Splash !

Clive felt his heart leap as he heard
the sound. He had feared that Fullwood
would dash himself upon the moored boat,
Vi_-'}iuch was close against the Wanderer's
side.
him outwards ir a kind of are, and he was
fairly in the lagoon.

.. “That’ll cool him, anyhow!” muttered
Clive, with a deep breath.

His relief was great, and now that the
fight was over, he experienced a momentary
sensation of shame. After all, it had been
a rather disgraceful business, this cat and
dog fight on the deck.

And it had ended in a fitting manner.
When Fullwood eame on board again he
would probably be in a chastened mood. A
ducking of this sort was exactly what he
had required. : |

(:-lwe leaned over, and watched.
| Fuliwood was a good swimmer, and he
mfe out of the transparent depths, end
m'dEie, for the 1ladder. Apparently, he
wasn't  chastened, after all. For he
stopped swimming, and glared up at Clive.

: e .
. ‘Si”ou wait!” he shouted fiercely,
Smash you for this!?”

Clive laughed.

But Fullwood’s great speed had sent |

L'l

He ¢ould afford to do sot

Nnow. It  suddenly occurred to him
that the whole thing was ridiculous.
All  his temper was gone, and he

could appreciate the fight at its true worth.
He had been an idiot, in the first place,
to take any notice of Fullwood’s nonsense.
Many of the fellows had wacaned hiwm that
Ralph Leslie’s tongue was forked. '

Grinning, he continued to watch, in-
terested in the water. It seemed more
transparent than ever, now that Fullwood
was down there, a definite object in the
blue. The lagoon was deep ler:- twenby-
five or thirty fathoms, at least—and the
coral floor was shrouded in bluish glvom.
But for a depth of eight or nine fathoms
the water was almost crystal. Iish of all
kinds could be seen flitting hither and
thither,

And then Clive suddenly felt his beart
miss a beat. At least, it seemeda tc. (Com-
ing from the direction of the yacht's stern,
and making straight for Ralph Leslie Full-
wood, was a long, sleek objeet. It reminded

Clive of a torpedo. A huge thing, ten
or twelve feet long. It was deep in the
water, but rising as it approached.

And Clive gasped with horror as the

truth flashed into his mind.

A shark! :

He had seen them before—hovering near
the yacht. The lagoon was practically free
of the monsters, but a stray one would
occasionally glide round. This fellow was
comparatively small—but a horrible, deadly

menace, nevertheless.
Attracted towards the Wanderer in the
hope of snatching some morsel of waste

food, probably, it had caught sight of Full-
wood in the water. And it was losing no
time in attacking its prey. -

Just for one second Clive felt appallingly
helpless. The shark would get to Fullwood
long before the latter could pull himself
into safety. And Fullwood knew nothing
of his peril—which made the thing in-
finitely worse.

Clive tried to shout, but his vocal cl..ds
had failed owing to the tension of his ex-
citement., Near him, on the deck, lay a
golf.- club—for Lord Dorrimore and Mr.
Stokes frequently indulged in a game of
clock golf on deck.

Almost without knowing it, Clive gripped
the club, and his next movement was auto-
matic. One second of hesitation, and Full-
wood would be mauled to death before his
eyes! A thought too ghastly for words.
There wasn't a split moment to be wasted.

Clive flashed down into the blue in a per-
fect dive. He didn’t seem to realise that he
was risking his life for the sake of Full-
wood—that it was any odds against him
escaping the fate’ that Fullwood was men-
aced with.

He merely knew that a human life was in
terrible peril, and that it was possible for
him to save it. So he dived—judging his
direction perfectly.

With a2 plunge, he entered fthe water not
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three feet in front of the rising shark. For

one second they were togethcr——Clne and

the shark. They even touched. And then

the shark shot away at a tangent, diving

deeply. Exactly as Clive had hoped, his

sudden plunge had scared the monster away.
But his peril was by no means over.

CHAPTER XI.
BY A HAIR'S BREADTH.
ULLWOOD was rather

confused. .
He lhad h d no
knowledge oi the

shark, and didn’t even know
that Clive was diving, until
he actually struck the water.
But Ra]ph Leslie had reached the ladder,
and he pulled himself clear, and stood-up,
dripping and running with water. e was
breathing hard.

4 Bally fool I’
ousiy.

He thought that Clive had gived in for
the purpose of continuing the scrap. Then
he stared. Clive had comme to the surface,
and was making for the ladder with frantic
strokes—hampered by a goli-club. But his
face was ghastly. 1t was pale, drawn, ang
herror-stricken, :

“ By gad" gasped Fullweod, jumping.

Behintd Ciive something had just cut the
surface of the water with the edge of a
fan. It was a fin—and, ;nd1stmﬂ+lv Full-
wood could see a shape. He could see some-
thing whitish—and a gaping black hele in
front, with eruel, fearful teeth.

“ A shark!”’ panted Fullwood madiy.

His blood seemed to turn to water. He
knew that ne could do nothing—he was help-
less. And something told hlm that here was
- an explanation of Clne dive. The Canadian
boy deliberately flung himself into the water

he muttered contemptu-

to protect him—Fullwocd—from this tropic
monster!
It was a thought that made Fullwood

wince—a thought that penetrated his mean
soul,

Clive was scared out of his wits—and
didn’t mind admitting it, He had a hor-
rible feeling that one ¢f his legs would ke
snapped -olf at one bite of those cruel jaws.
He acted by instinet, and dived. Some-
" thing told nim that he couid never puli him-
self out of the water in time, although IFull-
wood was leaning over, ready to grasp his
hand.

The shark swept over the spot which Clive
had just vaecated, and the snap of his jaws
. was audible—it made Fuilwcod go sick and

faint. He stared down into the water,
clutching at the ladder for support. And,

~ Every Saturday. Frice 2d. -

“curiously

pretty near, wasn’'t it? Thanks,

ERs |

nobody else knew what
was happening! Neo shout came from the
deck, and no alarm had been raised. Clive
and Fullwood were the only two who kncw
of this battle of life and death.

The Canadian boy saw .the shark sweep
over him, and he acted without a second's
hesitation. To swing the golf-stick was im-
possible—he could get no force upon it under
water. Furthermore, he was gripping it by
the base. There was only one pos:abxlsty,
to use it as a kind of lance.

He plunged with all his strength, and the
end of the stick rammed hard against the
shark’s stomach as it swept overhead. The
cffect was startling,

The shark sped away with the pace of a
streak. It simply vanished, surprised and
«nnoyed at that thrust. Contrary to general
belief, sharks won’t attack human beings
unless provoked, or hungry. There is, of
course, an etceptlon to this rule, as there is
to every rule. And Clive’'s shark had only
made the attack because the prey had
seemed easy.

At the first show of resistance, the shark
fled—although it would doubtless return to
the attack within a second or two.

There was just time to get into safety.

“ Grab hold!” yelled Fullwood despecrately.

He grasped Clive’s hand, and a moment
later the Canadian boy was safe on the
ladder. Bub for that golf-stick he would
have undoubtedly perished. He clung there,
breathing hard.

““ My goodness!” he muftered.

encugh,

“That was
Fullwood !’

““By gad!”’ said Fullwood blankly.

He couldn’t think of anything else to say.
To receive thanks from Clive was the very
last thing he had expected. They mounted
the ladder, and reached the deck again.
Neither of them wanted to look overside, to
see what had happened to the shark.

“That was a close call!” said Clive, re-
covering himself. “It’s the first time I've
met a shark at sueh close quarters, and once
is enough for me! Did you sce the way he
sheered off when I hit him with that club?
I never thought for a moment that it would
scare him!*’

Fullwood was looking at him queerly.

“Y say, Russell, did you dive in on pur-
pocse to save me?” he asked. ‘1 mean, did
voit see the shark comin’ for me?”’

““Yes,” said Clive uncomfortably.

“ An’ you dived in——-"" Fullwood paused,
and stared, “But why didn’t you shout?”
he asked.

“It wouldn't have been any good—the
brute was almost on you,” replied Clive.
“LEven as it was, I practically landed on tep
of the heast. I was scared stiff.”

“Rot!’’ growled Fullwood. ¢““ A chap
who’ll risk his life like that wouldn’t be scared
stiff.  I'm begcinning to believe what you
said about your V.C. uncle. It must run
in the blood!”
Clive flushed.
“ 3y uncie admitted be was frightened out
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of his life while he was winning that
V.C.,” he replied drily. “ But let's go below
and get changed. I say, we’'ll keep this
mum, shall we? There’s no need for any-
body else to hear about it.”

“Keep it mum?’ repeated TFullwood.
«« Aren't you going to tell everybody that
you risked your life to save mine?”

«“0Oh, don’t make a song about it!’ said
Clive awkwardly. ““It's over now-—-done
with. If my pater gets to know, he'll ask
Dorrie or Mr. Lee to forbid us bathing in
"the lagoon. They wouldn’t admit that the
other shore is shallow and safe. It’'ll be
far-better to keep quiet. I don’t think any-
body saw us.”

Fullwood had the decency fo feel rather
ashamed of himself.

DIRECTION
OF TORM /

yd

CORAL NEEDLE
WHERE ——>A_ "\
WILLY 'FELL

“That’s bally good of you, Russell!” he
muttered. “I say, I'm sorry I goaded you
like that. I was a bit of a beast, I suppose. |
I didn’t mean what I said about your pater
—-% inust have been dotty!”

v Lhat’s all right,” said Clive frankly.
“Let’s forget it.”

““Thanks awfully!”

For a moment Fullwood met Clive's eye,’
and then he extended his hand. They shook
With a certain amount of embarrassment,
apd went below. Clive was pleased. Full-
wood wasn’t such a rotter, after all.

_As for Ralph Leslie, he experienced a re-
"'Uls:lqon of feeling. His contempt for Clive
is-ama‘hr:d. The fellow had saved his life, and
¢ was obviyusly several kinds of a brick.

WILLY IN PALM-TOP
WHEN STORM BROKE

And Fullwood stood gazing at his reflection
i his cabin.

“Gad!” he muttered disgustedly. < What
a bally cad you are!”

And for Ralph Leslie Fullwood to address -
himself in such terms was indeed an indica-
tion that he wasn't completely bad. :

CHAPTER XII.
THE DIVERS.

LIVE RUSSELL saw no
more of Fullwood
when he <came on
deck twenty minutes

iater. He was changed now
—arrayed in gpotless white,
And he was feeling unusually

The recent scrap and its

good-tempered.

consequences had dene him a lot of good.

N v

PARADISE
ISLLAND.

PLAN SHOWING
DIRECTION OF
WILLY’S FLIGHT IN
THE GREAT STORM.
(See page 22.)
The wind was still blowing hard, and

the iagoon wwas ruffiled. He went down the
ladder, got into the boat, and pushed off,
And he was soon rowing acrcss to the north-
east beach, where the pearling operations
were in progress. .

The lagoon was very uneven.

Within a mile of the break in the rcef
the depth was great, but then it shoaled
fairly rapidly, and the entire northern half
of the great stretch of water was shallow.

And to the north-west the lagoon floor

was literally one vast bed of oysters—
enormous oysters that lay clustered in
myriads. Their value was a mystery. It

was impossible to know whether they con-
tained a vast fortune, or whether they <were
only valuable for their own worth. Ior the

: shells alone represented a small fortune.
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Quite a camp had been established on the
pearl beach,

Lord Dorrimore had brought every kina of
modern apparatus. A great raft had been
constructed, and tuis was moored out over
the oyster ‘bed. On the f:hore were tents,
with supplies of every Xkind, A motor-
Jaunch was hovering near, and on the rait
were several air- pump-

" Three di verw were at work—not pears: divers
of the primitive type, however. “Presectt

had planned to obtain the pearis by native

l&b()lll'—-—-lldkﬁd divers, who ccntinucusiy weng
down, and groped for oysters wh le they
- held - thelr breath.
Dorrie’s methods were different.

- Divers wearing the latest suits were on
-the job.  As the water was shallow, they
were capable of working fc¢r iong penodc
without exhaustion. And insteac of gather-
tl’lt‘i‘ collected

ing the shells one by one,
them by the basket, these-being hauled up
centinuously.

Clive approached in his boat, and paused
in his rowing when he drew ne ar 10 the big
' raft, The water was so clear that it was
possible for him to foliow the movements of
one of the divers whe was almost bencath
him. The figure, in its sguat heimet, looked
grotesque from immediately cverhead.

As far as Clive’s eye couid reach, in all
directions, the floor of the ]agoon was
smothered. 1t was one big oyster-bed. And
it was ugly. In other spot , the lagcon was
a paradlse of heauty. Here it was precise!y
the opposite,

Mr. Russell had estimated that the
northern sectlon of the lagecon contained
millions of oysters—revresenting countless

But shell was one thing, and
pearls were another. It was impcssible to
estimate what pearls there were, for there
is nothing more uncertain in this worid than
pearl-fishing

But this lagoon had - already given fortn
many wonderful stones.

The old-fashioned method was to expose
the raised shells to the sun—aliowing them
to gape copen until the oysters retted. It
was then possibie to wash them, and search
for . pearls. The stench involved in this
process was remarkable,

And it was rather a slow business, too,

Lord Dorrimore was using different tactics
at present. The oysters were being examined
while {fresh, although this meant Iforcing
them open. Bui the Wanderer had come
provided with one of the latest methods.
Dorrie had invesfed an encrmous amount of
capital in the enterprise. He would, of
course, consent to Mr. Russell repaying him
this money—although he required no prefit.

“Any luck, dad?”’ asked Clive. when he
met his father.

*Sure!” replied Mr. Russell briskly.
“ We’ve made one or two finds already. The
whole thinos a gamble, cf course, but I
think we're on the w:nnmg side. Scmetimes
we’ll open oysters for two or three hours
on end, and find nothing—and then we'll

tons of shell.

leaving

come upon two or three prizes in succes-
sion.’

“Are they good pearls, dad?”

“There’s nothmg more uncertain than the
size of pearls,” replied Mr. Russell. ““ We've
goL a wonderful black pcarl here—although
the black ones aren’t the most valuable, Our
best pearls are half a dozen white ones—
ail perfectly round, and of enormous size.
They’re worth thousands.”

“My hat!” said Clive. “And yvou’'ve
hardly started getting the shell up yet!”

“We might work for weeks, and take up
nothing but shell,”” replied Mr. Russell,
“But 1’m nob excited about it. Lord Dorri-
more has promised to take the shell away
with him—there’s plenty of cargo space on
the Wanderer. And the shell is” worth bhig
money. Whatever happens, Clive, we're
made.”’ ,

“1 say, that’s ripping!”’ said Clive happily.

“0Oh, and there’s another thing,” went on
his father. ‘It has been decided that the
Wanderer shall leave in about a week, You
and all the other guests are to continue your
holiday ecruise. VYou'll have a lcok round
the Tongas and the Gilberts, and most of
the other islands—-"

“But what about the pearls, dad?”

“QOh, 1 shall remain here with one of
the Wanderer’s officers and a few men!”?
replied Mr. Russell. “We can get on with
the work while you have your pleasure.
The yacht’s going to call for us on the
way home, and possibly another ship will

come out here—a schooner of some sort.
I can’t expect Lord Dorrimore to spend

il his time over my affairs.”’

Clive looked thoughtful.

“Well, as long -as we call back on the
way home I suppose it’ll be all right,”” he
said. “Fve a good mind to stay with vou,
dad—I'm mnot keen.on going away and

you here—-*?

“Nonsense!”” interrupted his father.
“You might just as well have a good time
with all the others. In any case, nothing’s
settled yet, so we needn’t discues the
matter.”

Soon afterwards Clive was lost in mterest
as he watched the diving operations and
all the other details in connection with
pearling. He came to the conclusion, like
all the rest, that the other part of the
island was vastly more interesting.

— e

CHAPTER XIIL
THE COMING OF THE STORM.

RCHIE GLEN
A THORNE yawned
lazily.

“What about it,

laddies?’” he murmured. “I
mean to say, all this dashed
racket, and so forth, It’s
frightfully annoying when a chappie Is
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attewmpting to ~obtain his
after the day’s weary lahour.’

Handforth stared.

“«vou've done a fat lot of weary labour!”’
he said tartly. “Youwve bheen slacking
~ahf3uf ever since this morning.*’

« My dear old horse—-?"
“You were asleep all the afternoon, under

one of the palms,” continued Handxort}
‘severely. “And now it’s Dbedtime you
wonder what’s the matter. Dry up, and
let somebody else get to sleep!”’

¢ 1f it’s all the same to you, Handy,
vou're the one to dry up,”’ said Reggie
Pitt.* I was just dozing off, and I

didn't even ‘hear Archie. But as soon as
vou started speakmﬂ' I thought somebody
had pushed a hole in the reef”

A numlber of chuckles came from the

darkness

. 2k suppose vou call that funny?”’
demanded Handforth sarcastically. *I'm
getting fed up with all this noise. You can
sleep by vyourselves—I'm going out!”’

- Many swhs of relief v.ent up audibly.

But theére were two other sighs of resigna-

tion. Church and McClure prepared to
accompany their leader. If Handforth was
going out, they must go with him. It

wasn't sheer affection that actuated them,
but Handforth was such a reckless beggar
that he couldn’t be trusted alone.
Crusoe Camp was supposed to be quiet
for the night. The camp fire on the beach
was out, and everything was shipshape.
Within their big dwelling of cane and
bamboo the juniors were cool and comfort-
able. Of course, an insect or two would
create a disturbance now and again, but
such matters were treated lightly.
- Strangely encugh the {fellows
this primitive life far Dbetter
orderly perfection of the Wanderer. Sheets,
spring ‘mattresses and such-like luxuries
were scorned in favour of simple hammocks.

.*.The bamhoo house was very big, with
open windows, and the hammocks were
slung round, side by side. At the moment,
practically all the fellows were trying to
get to sleep. Archie’'s lament was by no
means unjustified, for the racket he referred

enjoyed
than the

to was certainly annoying.
tIt came from outside, from far across
the lagoon.

- For some reason the seagulls were making

@ big uproar.

Occasionally they <suld be heard scream-
ing as they wheeied over the thundering
reef, But to-night their commotion was

unusual. They were making a continuous
clamour. And it was all the more noticé-
able bhecause ‘they ‘had never previously

been heard after nightfall.

“Archie’s right about those giddy gulls,”
'ISMd H‘indforth as he prepared to 1eave
s hammock. “Something must have

rrood old forty

-down.

hands foreibly

| The sky's

know.
spotted another ship coming along.”’

happened, 3"'"(‘){1 They wmay have

“Don’t be an ass, Handy!”’ said Church.
“The gulls wouldn’t take any notice of
that, ’ve heard that the glass is falling,
and it's quite possible that a storm’s
coming along. Old Dorrie was looking a
bit queer this evening when I spoke to
hiin.??

“A storm?’’ repeated Handforth
fully. “What rot! Why, the sky’s as clear
as crystal, and even the wind is dying
We've had it pretty strong all day
and all yesterday, but the weather's
lovely.’?

‘He swarmed out of his hammock, .
immediately bumped into the fellow next
to him, ihcidentally pushing one of his
mto the unfortunate sleeper’s

SCOrn-

and

face.

“Gug-gug—— What the——’

Buster Boots sat up, confused.

“Was that your face?’’ asked Handforth.
“Sorry! It was your own fault, though;
you shouldn’t push it in my way.”’

“You clumsy fathead!”’ roared Boots.

“1 was fast asleep!”’

“All right—go to sleep again!’?

- And thus lightly dismissing the subject,

Handforth put on his shoes, and stalked
out. DMost of the juniors dropped into
their hammocks attired in their shorts

and shirts, and they were thus ready to
venture out whenever they cared to, with-
out the formality of dressing. In any case,
they half lived in the ]aﬂoon during the
daytime. : '
Handforth walked out of the shade of
the veranda and strode down the beach.
Church and McClure accompanied him, and
they stood looking across the great stretch
of placid water towards the gleaming
lights of the Wanderer. Behind them, and
on both sides, lay the dark, mysterious
depths of the tropic isle. To-night the
lagoon was disturbed by strange, silent
undulations,  They were almost imper-
ceptible until one Iooked closely.

“Hallo! Those gulls have stopped their
din,”” remarked Church.

“I suppose they were scared over some-
thing,”” said Handforth. **Nothing to be
worried about, anyhow. Who was that
saying something about a storm? Rubbish!
clear and the wind’s nearly gone. .
The weather’s going to be fine yet for
days.’? _

“Well, sure,’’ &aid
“The  stars

I wouldn’t be so
McClure, glancing round.

don’t look as clear as usual, and there’s
something rummy about the moon. Listen
to the surf, too. It doesn’t usually make

all that noise. There's a Kind of {fecling
in t-he air that something’s going to
happen. .

“That’* what I thought, too,” agreced
' Church.
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the 1gea <scorn-

But Handiorth dismisced
fully. ;

“You shouldn’t let your imagination get
the better of you, my sons,’”” he said in a

fatherly way. “You can take my word for

it that there’s nothing wrong. ILet's get
back to bed, and have no more of this
nonsense. It was like your rot vo drag me
out for nothing.”’

“Eh?’ ejaculated Church. *Why, you
ass, it was you who dragged us out!

b B

Didn’t you get out of your hammock

““There’s no need to argue!’’ interrupted
Handforth curtly. “We ‘don’t want to
have a scrap on the beach, I suppose?
Let’s get back.”

So they returned without further argu-
ment and were goon asleep.” But even
Handforth had to admit to himself, before
dropping off, that there certainly was an
uneasy sort of feeling in the very air.

ey p——

CHAPTER XIV.
OMINOUS SIGNS,

EXT merning the
schoolboy camp was
astir early.

Fatty Little was

the first ome out,

and he gave his six assist-
anfs no rest until they

joined him.. Breakfast had
to be prepared, and Fatty had no intention
of doing all the work himself.

Soon after dawn the entire camp was
active. Some of the fellows had noticed
that the seagulls had set up their clamour-
ing noise again shortly before dawn. Their
screaming cries had contained a significant
note of alarm. Buft now that daylight
had come, all was silent. And the juniors
were surprised to find that the gulls had
vanished,

“That’s a it funny, isn’'t it?? said
Reggie Pitt thoughtfully. *“Where the
dickens have those birds gone to? And

why did they kick up that din during the
night? Hallo! The sky isn’t so clear as
usual!’? he added.

With two or three of the cthers he had
walked out from beneath the shelter of
ths palms, and they stood looking towards
the east. Although the sky was clear
generally, the esunrise itself was clouded.
And the recent high wind had dropped. A
great calm had settled over the island.

A storm, eh?’ sniffed Handiorth, as he
looked round. *“What rot!®’

“There’s no need to display yvour ignecr-
ance, old man,”’ said Nipper gently.
"These signs are too obvious to ignore.
A ealm like this, following a high wind,
means something. And cdon't forget those

gulls. Even if we don't get the storm,

vnere’s one about somewhere—and a big one,
too. Jdust listen fo the surf!”

“Suppose we go across and leok at the
reef?’’ suggested Pitt.

Quite 2 number of fellows approved of
the idea, and they were soon off across
the narrow belt of the island—at this
point it was no more than a quarter of a
mile from inner beach {0 outer beach.
The juniors proceeded at their usual brisk
pace, but soon slackened down.

“By jingo!”’ ejaculated Pitt. “It doesn’t
feel particularly warm this morning, but
I'm all weak. 1 wonder what it is? TI’ve
got a feeling that the air’s all charged
with a sort of high tension current.”’

Pitt had put it into the right words.
The others ‘had felt the same thing.
Electricity seemed to be in the very air,
although there was no visible sign of any-

thing different. By the time the juniors
reached the outer beach they were

positively limp.
“By George!”’ said Handforth, staring.

Without question, there was something
wrong with the sea. It was amazingly
calm—absolutely flat. And yeb, with this

calmness, there was a powerful underswell
which stirred the very depths of the ocean.
Unknown  forces were at work, and
although the Pacific was calm on the sur-
face, appearances were deceptive,

After a while the juniors noticed that
the flatness was  more or less deceptive.
The sea was one long series of enormous
undulations. And the rollers were break-
ing -upon the recef with a steady, even
persistency. Xach roller broke with sullen,
concentrated fury.

“*There’s been a fearful
where,””  said Nipper grimly. “If we do
get the storm it’ll be a real beauty.
These rollers mean something—they mnever
come in like this unless there’s a tremen-
dous disturbance somewhere., Look at
them-—each breaker is just as powerful
as the last. They're not coming in series,
as they usually do.”

uproar sonie-

The sun was already up, but the =zea
didn’t sparkle in the wusual way. The
surface was dazzling where. the sunlight

fell, but otherwise the whole vast expanse
of water was hlack and ominous, and the
iong undulations gave one the impression
that the once-blue sea bhad turned to

treacle.

1f the boys were Iimpressed by thess
ominous  signs, those on board the
Wanderer were no less disturbed. Beth

Nelson Lee and Dorrie were out early, and
they found Captain Burton shaking his
shaggy old head in a solemn manner.

“TLooks a bit threatenin’, eh?”’ suggested
Dorrie,

" Threatening isn’t the word,”’> replied
the skipper grimly. *“There’s one o¢f the

higgest of all storms coming. We may nob



get it for hours yet, but it'll he a miracle |

I'm thinking
he added,

it altogether.
of those boys on the island,”’
-glancing across the lagoon.

«“Won't they be safe?’ asked Nelson Lee.

“ They'll be safe enough if they keep to
their shelters; but there’s no telling what
the young rascals will get up to,”’ replied
Captain Burton. ¢1 wish you'd get across,
Mr. Lee, and give them a word of
warning.”

“1'll bring them all back
said Nelson Lee promptly.
¢ don’t think it’ll he necessary to do
that,”’ replied the captain. “As long as
they refrain from any of their
tricks they’ll be safe. But there must be
no expeditions on to the coral, no rowing

if we escape

with me,”’?

about in the lagoon. When the storm
breaks it'll come with a rush.”’
And eso, before breakfast, Nelson Lee

visited Crusoe Camp, and earnestly warned
the boys against venturing out upon the
coral, or going far from their shelters.
They all promised to remain in or near the
camp.

After breakfast there were a few other
changes—although they were more obvious
" t0 the experienced eye than any other. The
calmness was oppressive, but there seemed
to be no actual danger. And Irene & Co.
were highly iddignant when it was suggested
. that they should remain won board the
Wanderer.

“If the boys can be in camp, why can’t
"we?? demanded Doris warmly. And the
‘other girls echoed hier protest—with the
Tesuit that the girls went ashore as usual.
But when they had a look at the sea from
the outer bheach, they began to appreciate
the menace.
~ The sun was shining, but it had none of
1ts usual brilliance. And the horizon, in-
stead of being clear cut, was hazy and in
distinet. The entire surface of the sea
was oily and smooth, and the rtollers were
breaking on the reef with a dull thunder
which was a threat in itself.

— ——

CHAPTER XV.
THE DREADFUL HUSH.

VEN Handforth felt
E uneasy. He had
scoffed the previous
night, but he scoffed
no longar. The air was
charged with a vague threat,
and it was impossible to

ignore it

» T:e whole of Paradise Island was wrapped

otiis complete silence. Not a single tree

.:t‘m”npeff*d“"mt a palm frond moved. The

‘t'-en“r‘?ch Wwas uncanny—and was trebly in-

=fr"m ied by the continuous roar of the surf
UM every side of ths atoll,

usual

morning slowly passed, the
became less. Hour after hour
remained unaltered, and the
jtniors grew accustomed to them  They
were becoming convinced that the storm had
missed the island, and that there was
nothing te wa-ry ahout.

“What did I tell you?” said Handforth,

But as the
sense of dread
the conditions

with a sniff. 1t only shows what the
imagination can-do. It was a bit threaten-
ing this morning, but this calm will
soon——"’

He broke off, staring. He and a few of
the others were on the beach where the
water of the lagoon was lapping gently
upon the whife eoral sands. Handforth was
staring at the palms along the rim of the
lagoon.

Without t{he slightest warning, the tops
of several palms had rocked to and f£ro,
tossing about as though pulled by wires.
There wasn’t a breath of wind where the
boys . were standing. '

1he palms became restful again, and the
surface of the lagoon was whipped into froth
in several piaces. Then a whirl of hot wind
struck Handforth in the face, and passed.

““My hat!” he ejaculated. ¢ What was

that?” _
¢ Simply another siga that we’re not out
of the wood,” replied Nipper grimly.

“There’s a wind coming—and it’ll be like
something &olid when it arrives., These
isolated gusts are just forerunners.”

‘““Do you think it’ll be a eyclene?? asked
Chureh eagerly.

““I hope not!” retorted Nipper.

“l saw a cyclone in a picture once,” said
Handforth thoughtfully. It was a ripping
picture, too. It was called * The Cyclone of
Doom,’ and there was a terrific wind in it.
Everything was bloan to the dickens, and
sheets of water flooded down 3

“Yes, I know all about those ecyclones!”
growled Nipper. ¢ All made in Hollywood—
with aeroplanz propellers and hose pipes!
But a real cyclone is a“different proposition,
cid man—and for our own sakes I hope we
don’t get one to-day.”

“It would be rather
Tommy Watson.

¢ My dear c¢hap, if a eylone struck this
island direct—if it passed right over us—
there’d be precious little island left after-
wards,” said Nipper grimly. ‘It’s the
terror of the Pacific, and I'm not exactly
‘;autébl.ing with eagerness to breathe my
ast.”’ ;

It wasn’t until the mid-day meal was over
that the coming storm definitely showed
itself. Nipper and Nelson Lee and Dorrie
and practieally all the sailors had known
what to expect, and were prepared. They
Lad all read the signs accurately. To many
of the others, the storm was a novelty.

-It appeared over the north-east. The haze
in that direction was heavier than else-
where, and the horizon became inky, and
remained so. After about an hour, this

exciting,” said
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imtense blackness became something solid— |

't looked like an enormous cliff riging out
«f the sea, in the far distance. It was too
massive to he a mere cloudbank. But as
't rose higher, and spread itself over the
vntire sky, the St. Frank’s fellows felt their
ineasiness growing. They were aware of
their own insignilicance in the face of this
rerrifying exhibition of nature’s forces.

The bank of dense clouds was changing to
a4 dull bronze hue, and it filled the sky
along the northern horizon., And there was
now a remarkable change. For hours the
ctorm had gathered siowly and impercepti-
bly. . But now it, gathered at tremendous
speed. .

The development was so swift that the
boys found themselves looking at the sky
in amazement and awe. The sun was prac-
tically gone. A dimness settied over the
‘sland—a  kind of half-light which was
cminous in itself. The surf was still roaring,
and the breakers were gathering in force.

And then, at length, the wind came in
carnest. It swept down upon the atoll with
@ fierce, devastating rush. The palms bent
nearly double. and the other trees in the
groves groaned and shrieked under the sud-
den onslaught, The air thickened, and the
darkncess increased,

On the beach, a number of the juniors
were nearly bowled over by the sudden rush.

‘“Now we've gobt it!” gasped Watson.
By jingo, what a wind!”

“This is nothing!’” shouted Nipper.
** Come on, you chaps, let’s get in the grove
-—there’ll be shelter there. The storm
hagn't started yet—this s just a pre-
liminary taste.”

“ A taste!” roared Handforth. ¢ Do you
call this gale a taste? Why, the storm
can’t be worse than this when it’s at the
full! Hi, Willy! What are you doing with
that monkey? Leave the young beggar
alone!*? ,

Handforth minor was near by with Mar-
maduke in his arms. The pet monkey was
shivering in every limb with fear, and he
wag clinging to his young master with a
desperate kind of terror.

“All right, Marmy—Xkeep your pecker up,
cld man,” said Willy soothingly. ¢*There’s
nothing to be frightened about.”

But perbaps Marmaduke knew more than
Willy did—his animal instinet was unerring.
The leader of the Third was perfectly coal

ahout thse coming storm—it didn’t worry
him in the least. But Marmaduke knew
hetter! liis pitifaul terror was not without

cLuse,

‘“There you are!”
“It’s blowing over!?”

Ifte was astonished-—-as, indeed, were most
cf the other fellows. As suddenly as it bhad
tome, the wind was dying down, and then
15 dropped altogether. The resulting still-
Ness WwWas uneanny.

said Willy suddenly.

-

-

The hush was so absolute that it could be
felt. Not a leaf moved, and even the roar
of the surf had quietened down to a ghost -
of its former thunder. There was something
pesitively dreadful in this weird silence.

.“' CHAPTER XVI.

THE INFERNO.
ILLY HANDFORTH .
looked at Marma-
‘;i’ - duke anxiously.
The monkey was
showing greater signs of
verror than ever—although
there was nothing to be

scared about, as far as Willy could see. -

Some of the other fellows had hurried
across the island to tho outer beach. They
wanted to see what was coming—for even
the most sceptical was now convinced that
nature was guthering her elements together
for a devastating onslaught.

““Cheer up!” esaid Willy soothingly.
““There you are, have a walk round,” he
added, putting Marmaduke on the sands.
“There's nothing to be frightened about,
you young ass! Hi! What the—— Come
back, blow you!” '

But Marmaduke had no sooner found him-
self free from Willy's grasp than he made
a bee-line for the nearest palm., He
streaked up it like a flash of lightning—ehat-
tering shrilly. with terror. His fright was
more than Willy could understand.

The monkey had chosen an isolated palm—
one that stood on the rim of the lagoon,
some yards distant from any of its com-
panions. Willy ran up, and could see Mar-
maduke crouching among the foliage.

¢ Come down, you silly young idiot!”’ he

shouted anxiously,

But Marmaduke took no notice. Willy
looked round, and then started. Somehow,
the air seemed to be vibrating. The still-

ness was just as ominous as ever, but now
there was an added throb in the very
atmosphere. I andforth minor didn’t even
attempt to elucidate the mystery—but he
instinctively felt that Marmaduke’s position
was unsafe.

“ All right—we'll see who's master!*” he
satd grimly.

With an agility scarcely leas than Marma-
duke’s, the fag leapt at the palm, and
swarmed up. If Marmaduke wouldn’t come
to him, he would go to Marmaduke! He
regretted releasing the monkey now, but he
would soon re-capture him.

e climbed higher and higher, and at last,
perspiring so freely that he sireamed, he
reached the palm-fop. All his skin seemed
to be tightened, in spite of the perspiration,
and his hair felt crackly. Undoubtedly, the
air was heavily charged with electricity in
some form or ano‘her.
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¢« Yow then!”” growled Willy.
v lad!?”’

But he spoke too soon. Marmaduke was
¢ terrified that his eyes were rolling, and
nis teeth chattered. He toock no notice of
Willy, but slithered back out of reach, and
the next second he was racing to the ground
at such a specd that he appeared to be
falling.

Buster Boots and Bob Christine and Nico-
demus Trotwood were hurrying along the
sands near by, and Willy let out a yell.

«Hi! Collar him!*? he shcuted,
perated. , -

The three juniors looked round, and were
iust in time to see Marmaduke streak acroes
1he sands. More by luck than anything else,
Ruster Boots grabbed him, and held him

tightly. .
roared Willy.

“Got you,

€Xas-

“Good!??
%im, Buster!”

But at this moment the whole world
turned into an inferno, and the events of
the next minutes were confused and blurred.
In order to underatand exactly what hap-
pened, we’ll go with the other juniors to the
ounter shore—where they were enabled to get
a full look at the Pacific towards the north
cact—that is, in the direction from which
the storm was blowing up. ,

Nipper and Handforth and a good many
oihers wera included in the party, and they
halted just before emerging from the belt
of woodland. They had been brought to a
standstill by a sign from Nipper.

““Listen!” he gaid tensely.

Even Handforth remained silent. TFor
there was something in the air that startled
him. It was that strange vibration which
Willy was listening to at the same moment
—before climbing the palm.

Buf it was a sound as well as a vibration
—a deep, low, throbbing hum, coming on
ithe air from a great distance, apparently.
It increased with every second, until the
cars of the listeners were singing painfully
with the intensity of it.

“What is it?” whispered Church huskily.

“It’s the storm,’ replied Nipper. “We’d
better not go out on the reef—the awful
thing might burst any second—-

“ By gad, look!” gasped Fullwood.

*He was a little in advance of the others,
and he could see out across the sands to the
¢pen sea. They all pressed forward, and
stared. At that moment a rush of hot air
Came surging inland from the reef. It hit
the boys like a blow.

But they didn’t take
were looking at, the sea.
Llose to the island it was very much the
~dme as usual, except for the thick, treacly
«Dpearance. But far bevond—two or three
Miles out—the appearance was staggering,
_ The ocean was absolutely flat, and had the
«Dpearance of frosted glass. It was beaten
;Orth;s uniform flatness by the devastating
;,'?‘Ce of the wind which was sweeping to-

ards the atoll. The power of that wind

‘““Hang on. to

any notice—they

‘earthquake.

%
.ﬂ:J;a'

Willy’s ﬁguré could be clearly seen
on the coral needle—clinging desper-
ately; and waving his hand. .

can be judged by the effect it had upon the
sea.

“Run!*? wyelled Nipper. “If’'s death
stay here, exposed like this!”’

They didn’t stop to ask any questions—
but fled inland as fast as their legs could
carry them. It needed no second warning
from Nipper to assure them that their peri?
was great. Incidentally, Nelson Lee was
bitterly regretiing his decision to let the
boys and girls remain on the island—but it
was too late to fetch them on board the
Wanderer now. Even Nelson Lee had never
dreamed that the storm would develop with
tlis appalling violence. .

Stumbling, gasping, the iuniors found
themselves in the heart of the small grove
which separated the outer shore from the
lagoon. That vibration had now swelled
into a drumming roar which filled their
ears and dulled their senses. They were
almost upon the lagoon—and thus pro-
tected by the entire grove from the {full
force of the coming storm.

And then the wind hit Paradise Island.

It was like a shattering blow—like au
Dully, the juniors heard the
coconuts thudding down from the palm-
trees. They <saw the palms bhending and
swaying. But that was onlvy a momentary
vision.

Fory the next second, the atoll appeared

o
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to be shattered into a thousand fragments
as the explosion of the first thunderclap
shook the universe. The blaze of dazziing
lichtning - was  simultaneous with the
accompanying thunder.

The juniors were flung down on every
side, and it seemed that the end of the
world had come.

———— sp———

CHAPTER XVIIL
WHAT HAPPENED TO WILLY,

HE storm
howled with
Satanic yell.
1t was like nothing
on earth. Not merely a
shriek of wind and a roar of

o © tortured foliage—but a con-
-tinuous shout of horror. “To the stunned
and dazed St. Frank’s fellows. the storm
was terrifying in the extreme. Not one of
them ever believed that they would come
out alive.

And the first crash of thunder was fol-
lowed in rapid succession by a prolonged
series. It was like the continuous firing of
a thousand six-inch guns, one on top of the
other. Every living soul on the island was
deafened by the ghastly commotion. There
was hardly an ear that wasn’t bleeding
from the effects. |

It - seemed impossible, indeed. that any
storm could be so violent. This was surely
the end of all things! But in reality—as
Lord Dorrimore well knew—such outbursts
are common enough in the Pacific. And
they are far less dangerous than they
anpear to be,

It wasn’t even a cyclone—but the tail
end of a fearful storm that had probably
travelled thousands of miles. Curiously
enough, such storms lose none of their
power as they exhaust themselves. They
finally peter out, but almost to the last
they maintain their shattering ferocity.
They diminish in size, but not in power.

In nine cases out of ten. these storms
sweep over the Pacific, missing islands and
trade routes, and doing no damage. Butf
afterwards the ocean for thousands of miles
feels the effect—the restlessness of the sea
extending in all directions.

Paradise Island, a gem of the Pacific,
was not exempt from the perils that beset
the tropics. It was as though Nature felt
impelled to exXxercise a compensating law.
A paradise most of the time. the lonely
atoll had to pay the price for its beauty
by these ocecasional visitations.

At first there was no rain, but when it
did come it was rain in earnest! It drove
inland from the north-east, and across the
lagoon, like a solid sheet. 1t fell en masse,
smothering everything in its first on-
slaught. Happily, it was brief, settling
down inte an ordinary torrential downpour
immediately afterwards,

simply
one

. 3 P .

But what else had been hanpening during
these fateful moments?

IFFor the first blow of the slorm was tLhe
worst—and it was within the space of a
few sensational minutes that most of the
damage happened. Trees were being up-
rooted, leaves were being sirinped by the
million—and the Wanderer. at her anchor-
age, was sent heeling over as though by a
giant hand. _ .

And what of Willy in the valm-top?

His position was probably the most
exposed of any on the island—although he
hadn’t even thought of this when he raced
up the- palm to fetch Marmaduke down.
And the storm hit the island in its first
devastating blow before the fag could even
attempt to descend to the ground.

This particular palm-tree was well down
the beach, and quite to itself. The effect

was startling. The rush of wind, beating
everything flat as it swept across the

narrow section of the island. took Willy's
palm-tree fairly in its stride.

In the rear, the other palms were bending
down like whips, for they are capable of
withstanding these storms as a rule. But
for once there was a casually.

The wind, rushing with the velocity of
immeasurable speed, flattened the. ofher
palms, but caught the top of Willy's like
the edge of a knife. Handforth minor knew .
scarcely anything about it. He only had
sufficient sense left to grab—and to grab
hard. : : -

An appalling thing happened. |

The entire palm-top was whipped off from
the stem as a daisy-head may be decapl-
tated by a cane,. And the next second,
caught irresistibly in the rush., the palm-
top was hurtling over the western section
of the island, three or four hundred feet
in the air.

And Willy Handforth was clinging to it
with the desperation of the doomed. If he
had any capacity left for thinking at all—

which is doubtful—he must have realised
that +there was not one chance in a
thousand. But the luckless fag was

stunned by the rush of the wind, and the
explosive crashes of the thunder, His
fingers gripped mechanically,

The palm-top was whirled along like 2
feather—shooting over the western rim of
the island, towards the deadly reef, And
the -direction was exactly over the encamp-
ment of Irene & Co.* |

The girls were just as starlled as the
St. Frank’s fellows—and probably more so.
By the purest chance, Doris Berkeley
caught a fleeling glimpse of the pailm-top
as it hurtled far overhead. She and the
others were flat on {he sands. praying for
deliverance.

It wasn't completely dark—and the rain

* A glance at the map of Paradise Island

! on page 15 will make this clear.
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hadn’t yet commenced to fall.
two of the lightning flashes, the thing hap-
. pened. Doris saw the palm-top against the
leaden sky, and for a fraction of a second
she had a clear, never-to-be-forgotten
. glimpse of Willy Handforth clinging dazedly
+0 .the broken fragment, .

As though held by unseen wires, Willy’s
extraordinary conveyance—a kind of magic
carpet—swept right over the edge of the
island, and carried the junior out beyond
thd*recf. In eold fact, he was being driven
out over the open sea, where all hope would
be gene. :

But the palm-top. had hardlv erossed the
foaming coral reef when it encountered a
kind of air-pocket—a wind eddy of some
kind which the storm had manufactured by
its wizardry.

Willy and the palm-top dropped sheer
for twenty feet. They fluttered like g leaf
on the breeze, dropped again, and hesi-
tated, Then, as though deposited there by
a- magic hand, the palm-top fluttered on 10
the sea. And Willy Handforth awoke to
the full realisation- of his position as he
felt the cooling water &bout him.

And if his position had been perilous
before, it was now trebly so. For he was
in the wide oeean, with the barrier reef
in frent of him—and a mighty roller came
along and lifted him on its crest, ready
‘to send him crashing upon the razor-like
edges of the reef,

L s e

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE MIRACLE OF THE STCRM.

ORIS BERKELEY was
startled and horri-
fied by what she

had seen,
At first she  eouldn’t
appreciaie  the full signifi-

cance of the  happening,
for her mind was stunned by the ecrashing
-of the elements. The fury of the heavens
had concentrated to batter human thought
mmto dull indiffercnce.

‘-Fhen came the rain.

]I'II‘St of all, the swamping. drenching
tioudburst, and then the seething down-
11:;9111‘, torrential and fierce. With it the
etlfd was robbed of much of its appalling
ié]engm’ And  the wholse of Paradise
sland was in the agony .of a fierce tropical
electric storm, ’

a[?eut 1ihe cnd of the world hadn’t come,
the 1}"J all. ~ The people on the Wanderer—
all OFs m their camp—the girls in theirs—

! begau to recover their scattered senses.
afnom first to last, that devastating battery
g ‘the eclements haag only lasted a few
tense minutes,

Between

S
3 It was

But i was not to be imagined the affair
was over.

JLven now, the thunderstorn was twenty
times more violent than any summer
tempest the boys could remember In
England. The wind roared. -the trees
screamed and whistled. and the lagoon
whipped itself into a fury which none would
have belicved possible. And the rain hissed
down in one long, continuous ecascade.

One of the first to recover was Doris
Berkeley. She was actuated bv the fleeting
visicn she had glimpsed of Willy Hand-
forth. sweeping across the island to what
seemeq certain death.

“Renic—Renie!” she shouted feverishiy.
“Marjorie—Vi! Quick! We've gobt to do
something! He may be in the surf—-"

“It’s all right, Doris—it’ll soon be over!”
panted Irene Manners, her fair hair stream-
ing all over her rain-swept forehead.
“Don’t get excited—we’re all safe——"

“But Willy—Willy!” cried Doris wildly.
“Didn’t you seel”

“Qh, Doris, please—"

“Didn’t you see him in that torn palm-tree
top?” shouted Doris, shaking Irene fiercely.
“The tree must have been uprooted, and
Willy was in it! The wind was sweeping
him over us—towards the reef! He’s dead
by this time, I expect—but we ought to go
and see!”

The other girls, gradually recovering
from the first shock, almost forgot the
storm as they listened to Doris’ scemingly
wild words, -

“Don’t you believe me?” she went on, as

she sensed her companions’ incredulity.
“It’s truc—it’s true! O, what’s the use?
Why don’t you believe me? We can’t

waste a second!”

Her guick brain had told her that if any
aid was to be sent to Willy Handforth, it
must come from the girls. The boys’ camp
was too far off—-and the Wanderer was just'
as impossible. But the girls’ camp was on
the edge of the woods, just where the
isiland narrowed down to a mere ridge.
And Willy had been carried in that direc-
tion.

Doris could see that the others were sus-

peeting  her sanity, and she waited no
longer. She ran swiftly towards the outer
shore, caring nothing for the storm.

Beneath the trees it was gloomy, and the
noise was thunderous—even without the
crashing of the elements from the sky.

After a moment of hesitation. the other
eirls foliowed—dreading that Doris would
ac herself harm in her obvious madness.
But Deoris was not only fully sane, but
acutely alive to the situation. She was
acting with amazing presence of mind,
under ithe circumstances. '

Once out from the trees. she paused,

staring down the coral strand at the reef.
lighter now—the dense masses of
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lowering clouds were seurrying overnead,

and fearing themselves asunder. The black
-pall which had fallen at the commencement
of the storm was beginning to lift.

+ “Oh!” panted Doris frantically.

She was both aghast and relieved, Willy
was within sight—out there beyond the
foaming surf, clinging desperately to a
‘pinnacle of exposed coral—a sharp needle
.which rose up acutely out of the scay
"Although his position was apparently hope-
less, it was an immense relief for Doris
ito see him alive. :

And she was amazed, too, Confrary to
her expectations, * the surf was not
excessively fierce. It appeared to be beaten
‘down, and held in check. Willy Handforth
owed his life to this fact.

And the reason was obvious. The sform,

‘tearing down _from the north-east, had
‘converted that shore of the island to a
raging vortex of gigantic breakers and

‘foam—a whirlpool in which no human life
could live for a second.

But on the opposite beach--the south-
western shore—the effect was exactly the
opposite. The wind, rushing off the land,
~was beating the sea back, instead of hurt-
ling it forward. And the natural force of
‘the rollers was nullified by the fury of the

-hurricane. The sea was only moderately
rough, and the surf was creamy and
‘sluggish

- But at any moment the wind might check
—and during that check the rollers would

come surging back with redoubled vigour—-

to sweep Willy off his perch with one
stupendous yvell of triumph. If anything
was to be done, it had to be put into
operation instantly. '

Willy's escape was one of those miracles
which occur in évery =storm. There is
~never a tornado in the great central plain
of the United States without a number of
people living through what had appeared
to be certain death.

* Once in the sea, Willy had clung to his
decapitated palm-top as desperately as
ever, and he had been swept on to the

coral, mercifully protected from the
, freacherous rock by the palm. DBut then
‘he had been washed free of it, and by

‘wonderful presence of mind he had clung
to the rock, climbing higher and higher,
out of reach of the beating surf,

But he had little hope.

For the moment he was safe, but between
him aund the sands lay a stretch of razor-

edged coral. It was Impassable in the
calmest weather, and a death-trap during

a4 storm. One slip, and the victim would
be swept over, and literally torn to shreds
by the cruel edges. The foam was sweeping
‘over it with great force. If the wind
dropped and the waves were allowed to
have their way, the reef would be a whirl-
pool 5f death. :

CHAPTER XIJX.
IRENE & C€O. TO THE RESCUE.

RENE MANNETRLS
proved her presence of
mind, too.

Seeing Doris rush off,
apparently demented. <9drene -
had followed, but not before
running to the outer wall.
of the primitive house and tearing dow®
A long coil of :ope. Irene never knew whie
she did this, but perhaps she imagined thates
Doris wouid run out into the surf and -
necd help. I

At all eveuts, her action was providential. -

She and DMarjorie Temple and Violet
Watson and the others came upon Doris
as the latter was staring out across the
coral strand. They were immensely relieved
to find her still safe.

“Doris?”’ panted Irene.
why 7 '

“Look!” interrupted Doris tensely.

She pointed, and there were shouts and
little screams of amazement and consterna-

“Oh, Doris,

tion. Willy’s figure could be clearly seen
on the «coral mneedle, clinging there
desperately, and waving His hand. For

Willy himself was well aware of the girls’
presence, 4nd ‘he waved Nis hand to
reassure them. ' 5

“Then—then it was true?’”?® gasped
Marjorie. “But—but we can’t do anything!
We can never rescue him from that dread-
ful place. 1 don’t understand. How did
he get there? How—'’

“I tell you he was blown clean over on
a Dbroken palm-tree!”* interrupted Doris
fiercely. “He must have fallen into the
surf. Thank heaven he's still safe! What
can we do? What can I know!’’ she
added excitedly. “A rope! Somebody dash
back for a rope—"?

“I've brought one!”

“You've bronght one?’’ repeated Doris
breathlessly. “Oh, Renie, you’re simply a
marvel! -Quick! If we can throw it to
him—""

“But we daren’t pull him across that

gasped Irene.

coral!l”’ broke in Violet. “It’s as sharp as
needles, and he'll be torn to bits!”’
“Let’'s get the rope across first,”” said

Doris practically.

Some of the g'rls were dressed in their
simple white drill camping frocks, now
sadly dishevelled and stuained, while others
were in their bathing costumes, having been
actually in the lagoon ten minutes before
the storm hroke. Ena Handforth and Tessa
Love were among these latter. '

fna was desperate with anxiety. At first
she hadn’t believed a word of what Doris
nad said, but now she had the evidence
of her own eyes. Three of the girls had
to force her back, or she would have rushed
down on those fatal coral knives.
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In ihe meantime Doris aj:t-ed. .
Swinging the rope loose, she hurried down
- ag far as she dared. JYer heart nearly
failed her. Willy was far. o.u‘i:, a clear
hundred feet distant, an Insignificant smagz
- gpace, - apparently, but  ceritain deatn
petween. Doris feared that she weould never
be able to throw the rope across. ‘
¢he summoned all her strengih and
swung the rope round, and then she hurled

it.  Unaided, her effort would have been
useless. But the wind caught the rope,
jifted it high, and carried it. The end
fell well past the pinnacle, but to the
side. A groan went up Ifrom the giris.

It instantly changed to an exciting shoud,
however, a3 the rope was caught in the
foam and carried sideways.

The next moment Willy had it, for he
had becn ready, and Dhe was full oi
admiration for the girls, whom he had
never suspected of such presence of mind.

He was already beginning to get an inkling
of Doris Berkeley’s pian.

“Tie it!” she shouted, above the scream
of -the storm. *“Tie it as high as you can,
and we’ll tic ours! Then swing across!”’

Only a few of her words reached Willy
above the roar of the surf. But he under-

-stood.

“All  right!”? he yelled. “I’ve. .got
you!?’

it was a simple plan, a brain-wave. The
beach shelved steeply from the palms on

this outer shore, and if Willy could only
tie his end of the rope secure the
could then make their own end fast high
in one of the trees. In this way the line
would- be stretched tautly across the
treacherous coral. And Willy would be
able to swing hand over hand to safety.
It was indeed a brilliant idea,

The coral pinnacle was high,
spite of the buffeting wind
spray, Willy tied the end secure. He waved
“his hand to signify that all was well, and

and

the watching girls acted at once. They
were all teunsely excited, for they knew

t.--—how great the peril was.

“He’s done it!’’ shouted Doris breath-
lessly, «“Hurrah! Quick! I'll dash up this
lipe with the rope. Signal to Willy as
goon as X eall.”? _

“Go ahead!” panted Irene.

Doris was in bathing dress, too, and in
Spite of grazes and scratches she swarmed
ED the tree with all the agility granted
oy her fine physical condition. It
ftout palm, ‘and was protected from
}“”Hd by the island behind,
act, were standing in a kind of
zone, with the
Overhead,

the

Doris was now praying that the storm.
for any abatement would.

would continue,

ean the rising of the sca over the reef.

girls.

in-
and blinding

was a

The girls, in
safety:
storm tearing and shouting:

i1 Siie clearly understood that Willy’s safety

depended upon the force of the wind.
“Ail right!”’ she called down.
tieg!’?
“Hurrah!?’

Shouting and waving, the girls zignalled
t0 Willy. The ropc was now  stretched
across like. a light-rope, at least Tessa
Love thought so. MHer own knowledge of
ticht-ropes, and her skill as a circus
pf:l":??rn’ie:{'1 naturally led her mind into such
channel.

Willy, scarcely bcelieving that safety was
within sight, grasped the rope and swung
cutwards. The girls’ splendid efforts were
about 1o prove successful. Everything
would depend upon the next few minutes.
But the storm was diminishing rapidly.; the
rain was ceasing, and the wind was losing
its steady popwer.

It was still stupendous, but hesitated
now and again. And the rollers, in conse-
quence, were gathering force. They were
no longer being beaten back. But there
was still a chance.

Willy had only just swung outwards when
there came a crashing of foam, a thunder
of water, and he was beaten back. He
struck the coral rock heavily, and lost his
grip. Hailf stunned, his left arm numbed
with pain, he just managed to save him-
self from plunging down. |
And he was helpless. Battered and
dazed, he little cared what happened. The
fight was too much. With the way f{o
safety in front of him he could not take
advantage of it.

The storm had won the battle,

“ It!s

LA
&

CHAPTER XX.
TESSA’S DESPERATE VENTURE.

HY  doesn’t  he
come — why
doesn’t he

come?’’

. Willy’s sister was nearly
o e, distracted. She wasn’t an
emotional girl as a rule;-

she was famed, indeed, for her cool, calcu-
lating matter-of-factness. But in this
desperale trial she threw all reserve to
the winds.

She and Tessa were side by side, Just in
front of the others, graceful figures in
their bathing costumes, with their hair
waving in the wind. The surf was roaring
and hissing at their feet, and Willy, out
beyond the treacherous strand, had ceased
to respond te the signals,

“Didn’t you see?’’ asked Tessa tensely,,
“He was caught by that last wave—it?
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nearly carried him completely away. The
next one will. He's stunned, or sometiing
—perhaps he’s wedged there!”

All the girls were frantic.

“What can we -do?’ breathed Ena, her
face haggard with anxiety. < Oh, Tessa,
what can we do? Why don't you tell me?
Where's Ted? Ted ought to be here—"

“The boys don’t know anything about
it,”’ interrupted Doris. “Just as we were
on the*point of success, too. The wind’s
~dropping, and the storm’s going over. In
no time those rollers will be coming in
with awful force, and poor Willy will be
swept off, and—and—"’

R TR S

= v

it was cruel that the plan. should have
miscarried when it was nearly on the point
of success, But for that one wave Willy
would have been across by now and safe.
To stand there and see Yanother huge
roller dash him to death was imposg‘ible.
Something had to be done, no matter hHow
dragtic. - _

“Yes,”’ “I've thought of
aomethmf‘f'”

It was the tone of her voice rather
ner words that caused Doris to gras

said Tessa,

ghan
«her.
But Tessa pulled herself awa}’ N

companion.
ran forward, and leapt at the. ro It
waz high above, and none of the othe

_rls
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She caught her breath in, borrified at the

proapect.
“Oh!”’ breathed Tessa, looking out with
a keen sparkle in her eyes. “I wonder.

Yes, I believe it's possible!
the only chance.. I've got to do it!”
“Do  what?’ asked Doris sharply.
“Have you thought of something, Tess?”’
The other *0'11‘1 nodded, and she com-
pressed her Iips. ‘She had been on the point
of telling the others of her intention, buf
refrained. Instinctively, she knew they
would drag her back, and prevnnt her from
‘her purpose.
r Willy’s life was in the balance, and this
was a time for desperate means-

Apyhow, it's

But Tessa was like
soared up, gripped the
rope, ard held. Before going to the Moor
View School -he had been one of the star
performers in a circus, and she had never
forgotten, and had never allowed herself
to get out of training.

“Oh, Tessa!” shouted Irene,
*“What are you doing?’’

“Quick—stop her!"’ cried Doris.

But Tessa was already oubt of reach.
Swingineg hand over hand, with infinite
grace and lightness, she went out across
the death-trap. The other girls were
silenced, utterly dumb with the {cuse

could have reached it.
india-rubber—she

alarmed. -
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apprehensjon  of tahe‘ situation. They had
‘pever dreamed of this,

One slip and the girl would perish, one
fanlty strand in the rope, and it would
part. But such thoughts had never entered
Tessa’s head., The rope was there, taut
and inviting, and she had been unable to
resist the temptation. There was
solution to this problem and one only.
And . Tessa was the only human being on
Paradise Island who could now go to Willy
Handforth’s aid.

Gasps of joy went
reached her objective. She was on the corzal
needie; she was pulling at Willy. Doris
wanted to shout with excitement but &he
wad unable to utter a sound.

Willy, nearly losing his grip, stunned
and battered by the waves until he was

r-:-" )

up wnen the girl

almost senseless, was dimly aware that
somebody was near him. He had been
Josing grip, and was indifferent. But now

he made a huge effort, and avbtempted %o
pull himself together.
“Tessa!”’ he muitered, recognising her.
“It's all right, Willy—there’s still a
chance!’’ she said breathlessly., “Can you
help yourself at all? I'm going to take
‘yvou across the rope. Try and grip—="7
- She broke off, and clutched madly at the
coral. With a surging, devastatling roar,
one the breakers came plunging in.

of

‘Every moment the sea was getting rougher.

Tessa and Willy were smothered, nearly
torn from their grip, and the suri retreated
disappointed.

Cn  the shore the  watchers had
experienced a  terrible moment. The
suspense of this affair was becoming aimos?d
unbearable.

“Quick, Willy — now’s
breathed Tessa, as the
“You've got to 3

Again she paused—this time because she
noted that Willy was indifferent. The wave
had battered him against the coral so vio-
lently that consciousness had nearly fled.
He was still capable of looking at her, and
Eripping slightly, but it was touch and go.

Tessa set her tecth and determined to
make one grim effort, She had never bar-
gained for this when setting out on her
ission, but there was only one possibility
left. She had hoped. for Willy to grasp
Ler round the shoulders, thus lightening her
own task,

But that was now impossible.

,thblﬂgr_ higher up the pinnacle, she
gh{’:gged Willy inch by inch—until they were
F:h at the very summit, clinging to the
se‘rir?}g-?d rock. How Tessa got Willy into her
q-mlgllshe never knew-—-but she 'managed it
somehow, And then, gripping him, she
Piaced her feet upon the rope, and started

o on th : e g stat
her life € most t-EI'I]-LlQ tight rope walk of

chance!,”
reeeded.

cur
foam

one

" c

CHAPTER XXI.
THE ROPE OF LIFE.

EGINALD PITT took

a deep breath.
“Phew, that was
pretty stiff while it
lasted!™ he ejaculated. < The
rain’s holding up a bit now,
h : and the wind isn’t so bad.
Waonder if the storm will get worse again?”
*“1 don’t think so,”” replied Nipper, as he
sat up. ‘“‘I'm pretty certain we only got the
tail-end of this storm-—otherwise it wouldn’t
e sheering off so quickly.” |

H“Iv;[y hat! We’ve had quite enough!”’ said

naforth huskily.
‘Mcre than enough!” grinned Nipper.

¢ was the first onslaught that was the
worst—the first three or four minutes.
Imagine it! 'That terrific blast is still roar-
ing across the Pacific at the same velocity!
It makes a chap think. I wonder how many
ships were in its path?”

““I say, what about the girls?”
Tommy Watson anxiously,

“The girls?”’

“Yes—they're in their camp, you know,’”
repticd Tommy. ““The silly cuckoos! Mrs.
Stekes cught to have made them go on
bcard! I'm worrying about Vi,”’ he added,
with ceoncern.

““You needn’t fret yourself, old son,” said
Nipper. ‘““The girls’ camp was bebter pro-
tecved than ours—but, all the same, we’ll
run round and see how they fared. It’ll be
something to do, too.” P

Practically all the juniors were eager.
They were more or less jumpy and excited,
and they were aill truly anxious about
irene & Co. The fury of the storm had
startled them. And even now it was tre-
mendous. Tihie groves were lashing and
bending under the fury of the wind, and the
rain was coming down in a steady down-
pour.

T
&
o

asked

“¥ say, seen Willy anywhere?”’ asked
Chubby Heath, running up.
“Isn't he with you fags?”’ demanded

Handforth abruptly.

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Buster Roots,
aghast. I remember now! Willy was up
in that palm-iree a minute before the
storm hroke.”? ,

““Palmi-tree?’’ repeated Handforth sharply.
“ Which palm-tree?”

“Why, that one sftanding——""  Busier
broke off and gasped. ‘Great Scoit,” he
yelied, “it’s gone!”’ -

“Gone!”

‘“Look !’ roared Buster. * The top’s clean
off it! And Willy was up there! He’d gone
up after Marmaduke!”

. “Great pip!” panted Handforth. “My
minor! Just like that young fathead, to
get himself into trouble! But where is he?
What's happened to the palm-tree? I say,
this lcoks pretty awful!” .

“Perhaps he fell in the lagoon!” suggested

SCIuehody.
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«“It'll be a vood thing if he did.

Handforth anxiously ‘““He 1w akzliut have
come to any harin then, but we'd Cetter
search round——"

He broke off and ran up and dewn. There(
were thousands of torn leaves and minor

_ branches everywhere, but no swu of{ a huge
~ palm-top. And as W}llv wasn't in evidence,
injured or otherwise, -a certain amount . of
the anxiety bigan to die down.

“Oh, he must have got down all right/’
said Chubb; Heath. << He’s probabily uuong
the trees sowmewhere. Ii he'd been hurt we

should find him somewhere near by. Let’s
go and sce how the girls got on.
Not one of the juniors dreamed that the

top of the palin-tree had been torn off and
carried into the air like a feather. Such ap
incredible thing never occurred fo them.
And it was assumed that Willy was knocking
about somewhere, safe and sound. .

Hurrying along the coral beach, the crowd
of fellows went round the bathing cove, and
then continued past the woodland stretch
until they arrived at the girls’ camp. It
was @ long run, and they reached their
destination breathless. To their surprise,
the place was deserted.

““There's nobody here!” said Nipper.
“That’s queer! I was sure the girls
were Hallo, look at-that, by Jove!”

He pointed past the picturesque dwelling
which the girls had made their headquarters
—the primitive house that Clive Russell and
his father had built during their original
sojourn on the island. Deep in the nain-
soaked coral sand were numbers of f{oot-
prints, all leading towards the outer beach.
The deduction was obvious.

““The reckless bounders!”” said Tommy
Watson indignantly. ¢ They've gone to the
reef, to have a look at the storm, I expect!
I'll tick cis off for this!”

They hurried on, and soon burst through
the trees upon the straud. At this point the
reef was narrow, and only a small belt of
trees had to be passed through. Handforth
and Nipper, who were two of the first to
eincrge, suddenly checked themselves, and
stared.

““Good heavens!” said Nipper huskily.

There was every reason for his amazement,
Just to the right, all the girls were stand-
ing—fixed and rigid, staring at another
figure In mid-air—and only a bare foot or
so above the deadly surf, which was now
racing over the treacherous coral like a
whiclpool.

Tessa Love was just half-way across, and
she carried Willy Handforth in her Arms.
;The rope was swaying in the wind, and all
jthe watching girls were ready to scream.
.15 seemed impossible that Tessa could ever
get across in safety. The sagging rope was
literally a slack-wire, and the driving rain
‘and the buffeting wind made the girl’s task
perilous in the extreme. One slip, and both
shefand Willy would plunge into the boiling
surf.

said |

. the full facts—and then,
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So far the girl had conquered. ler skill,
never forgotten, coupled with her npatural
bravery, stood her in good stead. .The Stk.
Frank's fellows crowded up, watching with
thbumping hearts.

The girl formed a graceful picture in her
neat bathing-dress, and she made light of
lher load—for Willy, after all, was no mean
weight. Step by step she pregressed.

“Myv goodness!” bhreathed Handforth.
“Come on—quick! We can go down“a Icv.
feet—and that may make all the dlﬁerenc&

Handiorth's suggestlon was stantly
carried out. The leader of Study Iﬂnpllv
with anxiety—his affection for hisSminor
was much greater than he generally. ad-
mitted. Furthermore, he was deeply con-
cerned on Tessa’s behalf—and filled with wild
admiration for her sterling courage.

Quickly, a number of the juniors plunged
down the coral strand until they were im-
mediately under the swaying rope. It was
impossible to go far, for the surf was deadly.
And there, tense and anxious, they waited.

Tessa came on wat the same speed—un-
hurried and deliberate. And then, at last,
she was within reach of the waiting boys.
The rope, sagging under her weight 5t111 was
low.

¢ All right—you can fall now!”’ said I\lppLI‘ -
tensely. “ Drop him, Te sa—and let yourself
20! We'll catch xou’

The girl gave a sobbing cry, and Willy

tumbled out of her strained, -1chm Arms.
The next moment she fell, too, and Wwas
caught by willing hands. She had won ! In
qute of every effort of the elements, Willy
Handforth was saved!
CHAPTER XXII.
THE RETURN TO NORMAL.
14 URRAHY
(&~ «Qh, well done!”
4.1 “0dds gales and
> blizzards!” said
Archie Glenthorne. ¢ Abso-’
lutely! I mean to say, how

- frightfully stunning, by gad!”
The. boys

T and girls crowded round ex-
citedly—the girls almost hysterical with .
relief. Tessa was pulled up the beach, and

now that the whole thing was over she felt
faint and ill. But she managed to smile.

“It’s all right,” she exclaimed. ¢ Please
don’t make a fuas you fellows! There was
nothmg it it—I'm used to tight-rope walk-
ing——"’

“Tessa, you're worth vour giddy weight in
gold!” said Handforth fervently. “You
saved old Willy’s life! I'm going te have a
talk with him presently, and ask what the
dickens he means by getting himself out
there in the suri! Just like the silly young
ass !

But it wasn’t long before everybody knew
indeed, they were

staggered. Naturally, the story was told on



the Wanderer, too—and Tessa Love was the

heroine of the hour. .
.« But I'm blessed if I can bhelieve it, you

know !’ said Handforth that night, as the:

- wind still raged over the island. “ It seems
impossible! You must have been, carried
over a mile by that wind, Willy !”’
. ¢ Pretty nearly two miles,”
calmly.

. They were in their bamboo house, and the
hammocks were slung fer the night. All the
boys had decided to remain on the island—
they didn’t believe in taking refuge on the
vacht. Willy was basking in a considerable
amount of notoriety. A fellow who had
sailed a couple of miles through the air in
the top of a palim-tree was celebrated!

The leader of the Third was practically
‘recovered by now. He was bruised and

battered after his buffeting on the coral

pinnacle—but he made light of his hurts
and scorned the suggestion that he should
remain on the yaceht until he was well. In
his opinion, he was well already. -

“Yes, practic:}]]y two miles,”” he went on. "
if I shall ever be able to:

“T'm jJiggered
thank Tessa for what she did. 1 always
knew she was a bit of a wonder on the tight-
rope, but she fairly took the biscuit this
time. Don’t forget Doris, either—it was her
~ idea to sling the rope over.”

“Rather!”
cally.
situation pretty marvellously.”

- A number of chuckles sounded, and Reggie
flushed.

“Oh, don’t be silly!”” he growled.
-but I'm not exaggerating. Didn’t she show
splendid presence of mind, considering the
“difficulties?”
“She was a

brick!”
heartily,

right!™ observed Willy.
head_was scared stiff, but
covering now.,

tree T hadn’t the faintest notion what I was
In for.”

“ What was it like when the top snapped

“The young fat-
he’s gradually re-

off 7" asked Chubby Heath..
f‘ No 'good asking me,” replied Willy
rankly. — “The storm hit me so abruptly

;chat I hardly knew it. I've got a kind of
lﬁizy recollection of shoeoting through space
‘;7 € 2 giddy comet, and it seemed that 1
as In the sep the next second.”

]‘Whole houses—wooden houses, of course
—have been lifted up before now and carried
a4 couple of miles,” said Nipper.
;lto(‘ knowing the force of these. tropical
thay o There was nothing unusual about
av; -'pa]m-tgp being ripped off and carried
cVay—the miracle of the thing is that Willy

s srtiu with us to tell the tale!”
hg !tnr;ately, the juniors got to sleep, and
of %]f;umbered off to the accompaniment

et e
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said Willy

said Reggie Pitt enthuslasti-’
“I reckon Doris took charge of the

el
~admit I like Doris the best of the bunch:

agreed Nippe*r',
“And so were all the other girls.:

-They covered themselves with glory to-day.” | of the waves.

“Well,. thank goodness Marmaduke’s all:

When 1 climbed that palm-

“ There’s .

. S ] -y b
al i O % L
: if-sﬂ:“?f\i LT 7
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Tessa Love was just half way across,
and she carried Willy Handforth in
her arms. .

thunder of the reef. And in the morning

{ there was a change.

The wind had died to a stilf breeze, but
the sea was imposing and grand in its might.
Nipper was one of the first to awaken, and
he was immediately struck with the crashing
The whole air was filled by
the sound. |

A number of fellows went across to the
outer beach and had a look. The waves
were coming in with mountainous force, and
the coral strand was a vast mass of hissing,
foaming spume,

““This is the only evidence we reed abousg
that storm,” said Nipper grimly, It must
have been an extra big one, and this sea
probably disturbs the Pacific from the
American ccast to Australia. Ifs made
one huge track right across.”’

“Well, its over now, anyhow,”” said Reggie
Pitt. ““Thank goodness, these storms don’t
come too often—they’'re a bit too violent
for my delicate taste.”

The sun was shining, and the sky was
deep, deep, glorious blue. The storm had
cleared the air wonderfully, and the at-
mosphere was cooled until it was fresh and
almost invigorating. The languor of the
tropics was not so apparent now.

And within two or three days Paradise
Isiand was itself again, all traces of the
commotion having vanished, except for a

rushing wind, and the dull, booming ¥ broken tree here and there in the groves,
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and floating branches in the lagoon. Con-
ditions had returned to ‘normal, and once

again the sea purred musically on the reef,

and the lagoon was placid.

CHAPTER XXIIL
A STARTLING DISCOVERY.

; & FIVER for ‘em,
m‘; A- old man,”  said
Lord Dorrimore

' % | genially. “Id

4 / oifer the proverbial penny,

=~ g but I'm afraid you wouldn’t

. accept.”

Nelson Lee smiled. He had been stand-
ing - against the rail on the Wanderers pro-
menade deck,
the gleam of the electric lights., It was
rather late, and the yacht was asleep, ex-
cept for the man on watch. Oub beyond,
the lagoon and the island lay enshrouded
in mhv darkness, and the mght was ‘un-
usually still.

““As a matter of fact, I was thinking
about our immediate plans, Dorrie,” said
Nelson Lee. “We shall sail on ITriday,
leaving Mr. Russell and a number of the
maen for the pearling operations. He's
rather chafing at this delay—he doesn’'t
like keeping us here Russell is a sensitive
man.” -

““He's a good fellow,” declared Lord
Dorrimore, nodding. ‘“Personally, I'm in-
fernally dlsappom..ed Lee As for Umlosi,
he’s sick with disgust, an’ will hardly bhOV(
himself. We thought there was goin’ %o
be a decent scrap on this island, but it’s
fizzled out.”

“I’'m not so warlike as you are, Dorrie,
and I am quite pleased,” said Nelson Lee
drily. “Nevertheless, Umlosi still talks
about his red mists, and swears that some
fiehting is not far distant. And Umlosi is
uncannily near the mark more often than
not. I'm wondering whether we're doing
right in going.”

““ What on earth do you mean?” asked his
lordship.

¢TIt is just possible that Prescott is still
hanging about,” replied Nelson Lee quietly.
““He may be awaiting his opportunity.
What if the Wanderer sails, leaving Rus-
sell and a handful of men on the island?
Prescott could come with his schooner, and
win hands down.”’

Dorrie laughed qceptleallv

‘““ But the Samoa sailed for 'Frisco,” he
replied. < She is well on her way by now.
Where could she hang about, Lee? This is
the only island for hundreds of miles, an’
we Kknow that Prescott had no men with
hiyn—except the ordinary crew of _the
schwmpner. He's in no position to make
battla?’

“I'll admit that there’'s nothmg to fear

on the face of thmgs » acknowledged Nelson |

Lee. ‘ But, as I've told you before, Dorrie,

and Dorrie had come up in

] watch,
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we can’t always go Dby appearances. For
example, how do we know that this is the
only island for hundreds of miles?”

- ““But good gad! Man alive——*.

‘“‘These seas are uncharted—and we
mustn’t take anything for granted,” went
on Lee. ¢‘‘That skipper of Prescott’s—the
leathery Mr. Hawke—is a man who knows .
the South Seas backwards: 1t’s quite- likely.
there’s another atoll near by—although I
don't believe it for a moment. Still, 1
can’t help remembering that incident last
week—when Umlosi swore he saw s éthing -
out beyond the reef—and when he ected
oil fumes. The Samoa’s motorboatmight
have been making a secret survey.” "

‘““ And what of it?’ asked Dorrie. <The
Samoa herself came in the next day, didn’$
she? It’s quite possible Prescott came along
in the motor-boat, but he soon discovered
that trickery was useless. What ecan his
handful do against us?” :

Then again Prescott was coming in
with a big crowd of native§—the ,most
savage fellows he could pick up from the
various islands,” went on Lee thoughtfully.
“He'’s arrived with none—and that’s queer.
On the top of everything Umlosi insists
that battle’'s in the air. Honestly, Dorrie,
I'm not any too comfortable about leaving
Russell alone.” .

Lord Dorrlmore laun*hed

“Go to bed an’ sleep on it, old man,” he
advised. *Prescott is a thousand miles
away by this time—a beaten man, 1f's
high ftime we turned in. Everybody else is
asleep, -an’ our cots are callin’ to us.”

Nelson Les smiled, and accompanied Dorrie
below. Acting upon his advice, however,
Captain Burton had placed two men on the
day and night. Although thers
wasn't one chance in a hundred of Prescott
returning, the Wanderer was never left
without a man on duty.

Ashore, Crusoe Camp was quiet, too—
although one or two figures were moving.
As a matter of fact, Reggle Pitt was unable
to sleep. The night was sultry, and he
wasn’t feeling particularly well. He decided
to go on the beach for a half-hour—and .
Jack Grey awoke while he was getting out
of his hammock,

““If you insist’ upon coming, all right,”,
whispered Pitt. “But I didn’t want to
disturb you, old son. It’s nothing much—
tummy trouble, you know. I think Fatty
must have given us something rich for sup-
per. What with these taro roots, and fried
bananas and other things, he’s feedmg us
too well for a climate Tike this.”

““You'll be all right by the morning,”
laughed Jack. : ‘

They went out without disturbing the
others, and decided to cross over to the reef
side of the island, where the wind was
blowing in with zephyr-like gentleness. It
was so faint that the air seemed dead on
the shore of the lagoon. But the outer
beach. was a little more refreshing,



And it was alive with the hundred and
cne things that happen on the coral during
the night—mysterious, unseen movements—
strange events that no manp can properly
explain. ; _

The two juniors stood looking out across
the sea, silenced by the very wonder of the

coral strand. And then, suddenly, Reggie
Pitt elutched rather fiercely at his com-
panion’s bare arm.

«“ What’s that out there?” he asked
tensely.

« Eh?’ ejaculated Grey. ¢ What——>
« Phere!” insisted Pitt, pointing. “Can’t

you see?” " e _

Jack Grey followed the direction, but his
gaze met nothing but the shadowy white
of the surf, and the gloom of the open sea
beyond. Far oft, the dividing line between
sea and sky was hidden in a slight mist.
The night was heavy and sultry, but with
no sign of breaking weather.

“No, I can’t see anything,” said Jack at
length. ““You must be imagining things,
old man 2 o

“1'm not!” declared Pitt tensely. ¢ Look
again, Jack—not there, but further to the
right! Just a little Yes, you've gof
it now! Can’t you see anything moving?”

" ¢ By jingo!” breathed Jack, with a quick

intake. _

Sure enough, there was something there—
a blacker spot against the black. Almost
invisible at first, but obvious now that he
tiad picked it up. A large object was mov-
ing slowly towards the island.

CHAPTER XXIV,
THE ALARM,

W 'S a ship of some
! kind!?”’ breathed Grey.
“I ecan see the masts
now and the sails!
But, it’s so black to-night
that - she’s practically invis-

= ible. My hat! You've got
eyes like a cat, Reggie!”
‘““Never mind my eyes—we've got to

think!* exelaimed Reggie, his words snap-
Ping out crisply. ¢ There’s something fishy
about this, Jack—something pretty ugly.
It’s nothing less than providential that I

had a tummy ache! Otherwise we
shouldn’t have been here at all!”

‘““But—but you don’t think s

Jack paused, staring.

“The Samoa?” whispered Pitt. ¢ Yes!
That’s what I think! If she were any

other ship she would be carrying her usual
lights, and we should have heard the sounds
qf her long ago. ®he’s the Samoa, I tell
You—creeping up to make a surprise attack.
fnd everybody on board has been ordered
0r g?epla dead silence.”

. VD, § say!” protested Jack.
bit thick, is:!}l’t it?? e
he sponge, and went off—>’

““ That’s a
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Old Prescott chucked up’

‘“ He appeared to—but Mr. Lee has been
uncomfortable for days,” interrupted Reggie
Pitt. “‘He reckoned that Old Man Prescott
knuckled under too easily. That sort of
thing genecrally means trickery of some kind.
And here’s the schooner back again—creep-
img up like a ghost!” _ ’

“But they can’t do anything against the
Wanderer!?” {

““Not in a fair fight,”” agreed Reggie
grimly. ¢ But all sorts of things are pos-
sible when you make a surprise attack.
Wha#’s going to happen to us if the
schooner creeps into the lagoon, and jumps
on the yacht unawares? We've got to give
the alarm!” v,

“But how??”? demanded Jack. It takes
half an hour to get across the lagoon, and
the Samoua’s right near the break in the
reef now! Look! She’s veering round for .
it as we’re looking at her!” :

“There’s more ways of killing a cat than

shooting it !’ retorted Reggie szftIy. “Come

on—the first thing is to get back to our
own camp. It’s the time for general wake-
fulness, We’ve only got to show Prescott
that we’re all on the alert, and he’ll get
cold feet, and sheer off.”

““By lingo, that’s true enough!*’ breathed
Jack. |
. They took a last look, and then raced back
across the narrow belt of {the island, and
sped into their camp. The next moment
the S§. Frank’s fellows were startled. Two
black forms were dashing about among the
fammocks, shouting and causing a general
commotion. C S
“What the dickens is the matter?” gde-
manded Handforth, sitting up. -

‘“Souse me!” gasped Tom  DBurton.
“What's this—another storm?”
““0Odds noises and uproars!” ejaculated

Archie Glenthorne plaintively. <1 mean to
say, when a chappie is absolutely dream-
ing about good old England and home and
beauty, and all that sort of stuft!”

“Up with you—everybody!’? shouted Pitt.
““The Samoa’s come back—and she’s creep-
ing into the lagoon to make an attack!”

“What!?’ -

It was a general shout, and the last ves-
tige of sleep was driven from the juniors’
hrains. They “were out of their hammocks
in five seconds. -

‘““ An attack??” roared Handforth.
George! We’ll rush out and—-?"’

“We’'ll do nothing of the sort!” inter-
rupted Pitt. “We can’t do anything.at this
distance—and there’'s no time. The only
thing to do is to light a huge fire on the
beach, and attract the Wanderer’s look-out.
We'll all shout together, too—and Kkick up
a fearful din.”

“Fine!”? declared Nipper enthusiastically.
““That’ll wake everybody up on the Wan-
derer, and they’ll spot the danger at once.
Al we need to do is to rouze the Wan-
derer.”’

«“« Ry
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¢ Hear, hear!”

Aud the juniors streamecd out of their
hamboo house, and rushed down the lagoon
beach. Then, while several of them got a
fire going, the others used their lungs with
gusto.

The fire was soon blazing, and it made a
lurid picture against the background of
palms and wooded groves. How were the
juniors to realise that their well-meant
cfiforts were to create a complete misunder-
standing? They had done their best, and
deserved ail praise. .

One of the officers on the Wanderer was
lounging on the bridge—nodding, if the
truth must be told, for the night was heavy.
He dimly became aware of a sound of shout-
ing and commotion, and decided that the
noise was coming from the direction of
the north-west beach—where the Fourth-
Formers’ camp was situated.

The other man- on wateh joined the officer,
and they stared out across the lagoon. The
fire was now Dburning, and through his
binoculars the officer could see the dancing
tigures—waving and gesticulating.

“Something queer about this!” said the
officer, frowning. ¢ They seem to have all
gone mad. They’re dancing like a lot of
dervishes! What on earth has possecssed
the kids!”

“Hadn’t I better go and report to the
skipper, sir?” asked the man.

“No—these boys are full of {tricks,”
growled the ¢ deer. < Tell Mr. Lee, if you
like, but don’t disturb the Old Man. He’s
got a touch of liver, and he might be
peevish.
lerdship, too.”

The man went off, and Nelson Lee¢ and
Dorrie were soon on deck, They gazed out
across the lagoon, and the commotion was
still going on-—the fire on the heach now
blazing up powerfully. |

The faint wind was blowing across the
lagoon in the other direction, aud it tended
to deaden the sounds of the juniors. At
this distance it was impossible to gather
whal was happening. But that an alarm
had been caused was obvious.

‘“One of the boys bitten, perhaps—or met
with an  accident,” suggested Dorrie.
““ Anyhow, they’re frantically ecallin’ for
help. We’d better take one of the launches,
an’ investigate.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘“*Yes, we must go at once,” he replied.
““It looks serious.”

They lost no time in going down the ladder
to one of the waiting launches. And as they
glided away across the lagoon, the officer
and the other man on watch leaned over
the rail, interested in the proceedings. No-
body else on the Wanderer had been dis-
turbed by those far-off sounds.

And nobody knew that the black shaps of
the Samoa was even then stealing into the
lagoon through the break in the reef! '

b

Perhaps you’d better awaken his

darn it!

" ~ '’
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CHAPTER XXV,
THE ATTACK.

MR. JONATHAN PRES..

COTT paced the
poop of the Samoa
with short, nervous

strides.

at the wheel,

Paradise Istand

Captain Hawke was
a black mass out of the sea.

o

and near .
loomed LiIRE™’
The perfume

from it filled the air with a soothing,

tropical fragrance. ' 5y

‘“ Everything’s quiet,” growled Prescott,
as he paused and stared over the reef.
¢“Shall we do it, Hawke? Shall we make °

ifze
“Sure we will,” replied the skipper.
1 “An’ not so loud, Mister—sounds travel

mighty freely on a night like this. OCnee .
we're in the lagoon—it won’t matter—wo
shall have those guys by surprise.”

It was a time of tension for Jonathan
Prescott. ‘

Uncannily enough, Nelson Lee had guessed
—vaguely, it is true—that Prescott was not
a beaten man. And here was the Samoa,
creeping up like some thief in the might.

And Nelson Lee¢’s assumption that another
island might be in the vicinity was a further
indication of the schoolmaster-detective’s in-
tuition. For, without any fourdation for
his impression, it was frue.

Barely thirty miles away, a Liny atoll rose
just above the sea-surface—a mere patch
of sand, with a few palms upon it. And
here the Samoa - had remained during the
last few days—fleeing into the Pacific for a
time to weather out the recent storm. And
now that all was quiet again, the schooner
was bent upon mischief,

And this time she came well equipped!

In addition to Ler usual crew, she carried
two hundred natives—Solomon Islanders for
the most part—savage, fierce fellows whose
grandfathers and great-grandfathems had
revealed much prowess in head-hunting, and
who had ©practised cannibalism at every
opportunity. The same blood was in these
interior natives. Most of them were from
the 1less ecivilised islands. Presecott had
taken care o engage no coast natives. His
one object was to avoid men who had the
slightest knqwledge of pearling.

The two hundred blacks had been re- .
cruited as labourers—divers who could make
short work of the orster bed. It was not
Prescott’s intention to use them for war-
like purposes, but he would not hesitate to
do so if any hiteh occurred in his plans.

And the schooner crept nearer.

“There’s something happening on the
island,” declared Mr. Prescott, as the
schooner lifted her bows to {he Pacifig
rollers near the break in the reef. “Can't
guite make it out—but it looks bad. Gosh
I believe we’ve been spotted!”

“Can’t help it now,” growled the captain.
““We’'re nearly in the lagoon, an’ there’s no



Mr. Prescott.

Don’t worry,
1f they’re all awake and on the alert, we'll
bid ‘em good-night, and get out again. They

backinzg out.

won't fight unless we do. We’re safe either

way.”

This was true enough—and one of the
_main reasons why Prescott had started out
on the venture. If they failed to affect their
surprise, it wouldn’t really matter. The
Wanderer would never commence any hosti-

lities unless provoked.
« And there was aiways the chance of get-
-ting at grips before the Britishers were

ready. It was this chance that Prescotl
relied upon. With the Wanderer in his own
hands, he would -be master of the situation,
And once he was top-dog, he would wield his
power with iron force.

Neither Prescott nor Hawke could quite
anderstand what was happening. They were
in the lagoon now, and the Wanderer was
gleaming and twinklirg some distance ahead
—her lights reflected in long ribbons across
the still water., Bui she was quiet. No
further lights appeared, and there was no
indication of life.

On the other hand, a big fire was blazing |

far across the lagoon, and a dim commotion
came on the air, Mr. Prescott vaguely
‘began to realise that it had nothing to do
with the s&chooner.

By thunder, I don’t believe they know
we're here!’’ he muttered tensely. ¢ We've
just . happened to strike in at the right
minute. Luck’s with ug, Hawke—dead with
us !’

“Best not to crow too soon,” growled
Hawke briefly.

Soon  afterwards  Prescott’s  carefully
- thought out plans were put into execution.
The anchar wac not dropped—for the mnoise
of it would sound like thunder in that still
air. But while the schooner still had way
upon her, threec hoats were lowered.

They contained Prescott, Hawke and prac-
tically all the schooner’s normal officers and
crew. The blacks were locked under the
hatches, and two men were left on guard.

The situation was gripping.

Reggie Pitt and the other fellows had done
their utmost to warn the Wanderer of her
peril—and their fine effort had had the
tpposite effect! It was extraordinarily un-
ducky. The two watchers on the yacht were
Still leaning over the rail, gazing into the
direction of the departed Ilaunch,
wendering what the boys could be making
Such a fuss about. They knew nothing «f
the grim activities on the other side of the
lagoon—beyond the Wanderer.

_In faet, the result of the Fourth Formers’
action was to distract the attention of
the watch! If there had been ng alarm
from the camp, the Samoa’s approach would
have been seen and the yacht would have
SPrang into life. Asc it was, the schoolboys’
aclion assisted Prescott’s plan in the most
definite manner.

and-

The schooner’s boats <crept up, they

]bnmp-ed agamst the yacht’s side, and then

the irouble began. Too late, the men on
watch realised that something unusual was
happening. They found strange men sWarm-
ing up ropes, and piling up the ladder.

Instead of being warned, the Wanderer
was taken absolutely by surprise!

——— ey

CHAPTER XXVI,

THE CAPTURE.
25 0 O_ D heavens!?®
ejaculated the
officer on wateh.

Turning at an
unusual sound, he was just
n time to see a half-naked
form <¢limbing over the rail
on the opposite side of the deck. The fel-
low was a Kanaka—one of the Samoa’s crew,
He was <carrying a huge, wicked-looking
knife. -

The officer ztrode across the deck, his
heart thumping.

. “What's this?” he asked . sharply.
“*Where did you spring from??”’
The newcomer paused, irresolute. Pres-

¢ott had given strict orders that no weapons
were to -be used execept in self-defence.
Prescott was a rascal, bubt bloodshed was
not in his line.

“Do you hear me??” went on the officer
roughly. ““What > He broke off as a
shout came from his recent companion. The
sailor was running up, his face flushed with
tense excitement, : .

“It’s that feller who was aboard last
week, =sir!’”? he gasped. *‘‘That man, Pres-
cott! He’s coming up——?’ '

““What on earth are you talking about?”?
demanded the officer. . ¢“There’s something
infernally queer here——%

¢ Awfully sorry to disturb you, but I shall
be obliged if you’ll surrender!”” said Jona-
than Preszcott, appearing along the deck.
““This yacht is mine, and any resistance
will be fatal. I guess that’s clear, isn’t
it? If you don’t get me——*

“You're mad!” shouted the officer.
“How did you get on board? Simmons,
rush below, and arouse the watch——”’ _

¢ Simmons, stay just where you are!?
rapped out Prescott harshly. “I'm not
aboard this yacht to speak pretty. You
heard what I said—well, heed! This gun
might go off!”

The officer was aghast. Prescott carried
two revolvers, and every other man who had
swarmed on board was heavily armed.
There was no question that these invaders
were in deadly earnest., And so far the
vacht was still asleep, and nobody below
knew of the dramatic turn of events,

For a moment there was a tense silence,
The officer and the other man were unable
to know what to do. A situation of this
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zort was new to them, t seemed unreal
and fantastiec. JFor a dozen men to creep
on hoard and capture the yacht was opposed
to all reason. It was absurd—it was im-
possible!

¢“ What’s this—a
cfficer furiously.
humour, Mr. Prescott!
comes on deck he’ll
SAY %

?‘ T'll {ell the world he will,”” agreed B{r.
Prescott. ¢ And se¢ here! There’s no joke
about this—no, sir! Every man on this ship
has got to surrender qu1etlv or he’ll taste
lead! Get me? I’'m not not here for my
health—neither are my crew! You'll get

joke?”” demanded the
] don’t admire your
When the skipper
have something ¢to

for’ard, and stay there!”
“You infernal fool!?”’ shouted the other.
“1f you think—-?

He broke off, and leapt forward, his anger
getting the better of him. He was the
responsible man on wateh, and it alarmed
him enormously to realise that there might
be some real peril in the situation.

Crack!

Prescott’s revolver blazed, and the officer
fell to the deck with a flesh wound in his
thigh.

““You blamed fool!”
¢“What did I tell you? 1 mean business?
Get that—and get it good! Hawke! You'd
best look alive—there’ll be swarnms of ’‘em
up in a minute! If they try any fanny |
business—shoot !

“You bet I will!”
hoarsely. -

To tell thke truth, he
invaders were quivering with excitement.
They knew that the whole thing was touch
and go. But they were all armed—and they
had reasomn to believe that these Britons
wouldn’t use firearms. It would be an easy
conquest if everything went right.

““Help!”? yelled the injured
“Help!”

¢““Blame you for 2 dog!’’ snarled Prescott.

He leapt forward, and delivered a kick on
the unfortunate man’s head that silenced
him. And then the excitement really hegan.
The officer's shout had raised the alarm at
last. Men came up on deck, wondering what
was happening. Captain Burfton himself
turned out—engineers, stokens, and
numerous others. IEven Mr. Stokes wanted
to know what was happening.

The yacht's men knew the truth in a
flash. One or two scraps, and the situation
became crystal clear. Several defenders
cshowed fight-—and they were all freated the
same. Shot after shot rang out, and
although most of them +vere harmless. a
few caused nasty wounds.

And the effect was startling.

Prescott gained = the complete mastery.
Within ten minutes he was in command of
the Wanderer--and officers and crew were
hustled for’ard, and held there by armed
suaards. Other invaders went t-hI‘_Qagh the

snarl'ecl Preszcott,

| cdeclared Hawke

and all the other |

officer..

ship, for people who might be
hiding.

Mercifully, Mrs. Stokes and the girls were
left alone—after being told to keep strictly
to their own quarter: But Mr. Stokes was
included among the prisoners, and so was
Mr, Russell. The latter was alarmed and
furious beyond words e instantly t‘ew‘
what ‘had happened. :

And the surrender of the yacht was to be
expected. :

The officers and men had shown no cows
ardice in giving in. They had had no dther
course. Taken by surprise, half-asleep, afld -
unarmed, it would have been the height of
folly to resist. One or two had shown fight
—with disastrous consequences. These in-
vadens pulled trigger ai the s}i-ghtest provo-
cation, and if the Wanderer's e¢rew had
firmly resisted, over half of them would
have been shot down in cold blood.

searching

Jonathan Prescott’s surprise attack had
succeeded, and the Wanderer was in the
enemy’s hands.

4 —— S——

CHAPTER XXVIL
A DESPERATE SITUATION.

ELSON LEE was ﬁlled
/\\ N with doubts and per-

plexities as he sat

;;. in the launch., Tt
~ was speeding across - the
lagoon to Crusoe -Island,

g and the commotion was still
Fﬂf{:uinﬂf on as fiercely as ever. Indeed, it
seemed to Lee that the boys were even
more frantic.

“They’'re mad—clean Ioony!” declared
Lord Dorr: more, as the boat drew nearer.
“By the Lord Harry! What do you make
of it, Lee? Look at ’em! I'm hanﬂed if
a dozen of ’em aren’t swimmin’ out to
meet us!'!®’

This was true enough.

The boys’ camp as nearly two miles from
the Wanderer, and the 1launch had
naturally taken some little time to get
there. Neither Lee nor Dorrie dreamed. of

it

looking back. The possibility that the
vacnt might be menaced hadn’t occurred
to them. There was no reason why

should. :
If they ~-were puzzled, the boys were
irantic. '
They co'ld see the schooner in the
lagoon, and the Wanderer was still quiet
and calm. Both Nipper and Pitt realised

that their plan had gone wrong—that there
was a misunderstanding. Instead of having
the effect they desired, the commotion
they caused was simply drawing attention
away from the enemy. It was exasperating
to a point of frenzy.

L Hheach a

And so when the launch approached the
number of juniors -were swimming



alarming.

a=

“The

_N‘lpper.

They shouted as
“Go Lack—go back!”® yeiled Nipper.
schooner’s here—Prescott means 1o
make a surprise attack!?’ .

He clutched at the side of the launch
and hung there. Pitt and Handforth and
two of the others did the same. Arnd
Nelson Lee and Dorrie looked at the boys
in~ amazement. Thelr excitement  was

in the water.

“PDon’t you understand, sir?’’ gasped
Pitt. “We Iit this fire and yelled out so
that you could be warned!”’

“Warned!” repeated Lee sharply.

“The schooner, sir!’’ roared Handforth,
#8he’s in the 'lagoon; she’s—-"?

< @ood glory !>’ ejaculated Dorrie, staring

right, Lee; that infernal
at that! Lights o=n
away Just when

“The poy’s
schooner is Look
the yachi! We've come
we were most needed!”’
For a moment there was a hush, and
Lee and Dorrie and the boys stared across
the lagoon, fascinated, Two cracks, faint
but unmistakable, came to thelir ears.
The sounds were grimly ominous.

“By gad!”’ breathed Dorrie. ¢ Shootin’!”
.Nelson ILee clenched his teeth.
“Round with the launch!”
“Stand away, boys—get ashore,

Tound.

ne roared.
and wait.

.YWe're going back!”’

-“We ftiried to sir!?? panted
“0Oh,
stay there and be ready?
the schooner—-="?
~“Never mind, Nipper, you did your best,”
interrupted Lee. “Thanks for your alert-
ness, boys, all of you. But there’s not a
second to be lost now !’
The launch swung round,
got back to the beach and watched.

were tremendously excited.

warn you,

We could =see

and the boys

They

-~ Lee and Dorrie scarcely exchanged a word

But they watched the
THE

as they sped back.
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they swam, )

why the dickens didp’t you }

‘enemy.

Wanderer clesely. And they became more

and 1more convinced that affairs were in

in desperate case. :
Their arrival might just turn the tide.

“Get your gun, old man?’’ asked Dorrie,
&t length. '
“Yes,”” muttered Lee. _
“Then don’t hesitate to use it,’’ said
his lordship. “If these brutes get control

it’ll be appallin’!
an’ girls!?’

“I’'m thinking of the boys and girls,”
replied Lee quietly. “I shan’t hesitate to
sheot, Dorrie—this affair is dreadful., We
were mad to leave the yacht.”? '

As they approached they were relieved to
see that everything was apparently quiet.
No - further sounds of shooting came,. and
figures were moving about on deck. Two
of - them waved, and Lee and Dorrie feit

Don’t forget the boys

.vheir hearts “beating more rapidly.

It seemed that the attack had bheen
warded off. The launch touched the ladder,
and the pair sprang out. They ran up and
reached the deck, both holding their
revolvers ready. _

“Thenks all the same, Mr. Lee, but we
don’t want any unpleasantness!’® rapped
out Mr. Prescott, leaping from the shadows.
““Hands up, both of you! Hands up, or by
heokey I plug you!?? =

The situation was worse than Lee and
Dorrie had supposed. Every member of
the yacht’s crew was a prisoner, and they
had come too late. To resist. would have
been suicide. An exchange of shots could
only have had one result. They were made
prisoners,

And so while the St. Frank’s fellows
remained on the island—in sole possession-——
the Wanderer was in the hands of the
The events of the immediate
future promised to be.exciting indeed.

ENDI

—
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' Between the Rival Expeditions is described in

“The Secret of the Lagoon!”
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IN THE DAYS OF
THE ARMADA

By W. MURRAY GRAYDON

(Concluding instalment.)

CHAPTER XXXVIL
IN WHICH THE CURTAIN FALLS.

RENT responded fo the signal with

a yell, and at once he and his

companions hurled themselves at

the door, battered it down with a
crash, and poured into the cellar, which
was lighted by a lantern swung from the
yoof. At the same instant Jocelyn and his
party entered from the opposite side.

Ne words can picture the rage and con-
sternation of the conspirators when they
jound themselves thus unexpectedly sur-
rounded and trapped. With hoarse cries
they sprung up from the rude table at
which tney had been sitting, and fell back
“in a panic toward the chests that lined
- one of the side walls of the cellar, Don
- Gonzales foremost, leading the way.

- . The invaders joined forces, and it was
all that the -leaders could do to prevent
them from rushing to the attack. The men
were eager to cut .and shoot. and the sight
of the slain Queen’s officers roused them tc
-fury.

~ “Surrender!” cried Captain Jocelyn, step-
ping towards the conspirators. “Surrender,
in the Queen’s name!”

“Ay, lay down your arms,
thundered Trent. - _
. The only reply was a snarl from the Dorn
and a chorus of oaths from the others.

- _“At them, my good fellows!” the Don
cried, in Spanish, to his companions. “We
have been betrayed, and it only remains
for us to die like soldiers. Give and take
no qguarter.”

““And kil De TRiea, the spy!” howled

‘another. “Yonder he stands in the back-
ground. Cut his evil heart out!”

:WJ:th this the desperate little band of
Spaniards drew their swords. and with
hoarse cries they came most ferociouslv at
the Queen’s men. The latter. though they
struck out with pikes and blades. were

you Kkraves!”

actually forced bhack a few feet bv the
determined onset. .
But they instantly rallied, anc, seeing

l #
that it must be a case of no quarter on

either side, they let drive at the foe witk
;"11!%11f: and main. Then ensued a hand-to-
land struggle of such ferocitly and bhlood-

,tij;‘]:rstiness as hath rarely been equalied.
3 e} I‘Qof of the cellar fairiv shook with
“treams  and  curses, yells of race

,agony, ring of steel and clatter and crash

of pikes.

A Spaniard was the first to go down, his
head split by Trent’s sword. Then a knave
spitted one of the town guard like a lark,
and an instant later a pikeman threw up
his arms and fell, gashed in the throat
by Don Gonzales’ sword. Next Sydney was
disabled, going to the rear with a broken
arm, and when the bailiffi was killed by a
thrust between the ribs things began to
look sericus. A couple of Spaniards were
down, but the rest continued to fight like
fiends. : ,

However, Trent and Jocelyn now ordered
the men to use their pistols. and as soon
as the bullets began to fly it was evident
that the struggle was near its end. Giles
shot a Spaniard through the head, and saw
him fail. Another, who was slashing at
the lad with a sword, went down beiore
Trent’s fire. : &

The powder snioke was now curling up
thickly, and after a few more shots there
was a sudden hush, broken only by groans
of agonv., It was believed that the fight
was over, but a thrilling incident was yet
to come. i '

Taking advantage of the fact that the
men were off their guard. an elderly
Spaniard sprang out of the smoke, cursing
and a’creaming with rage. Swinging his
sword round in a half-circle. ke cleared a
way for himself, and dashed {erociously
toward De Rica, who was standing against
the opposite wall _. |

A Dblow from a pike broke the ruffian’s
left arm, but he never faltered. Two
bullets entered his body, but he merely
staggered and reeled as he pushed on. One
more step would have brought him in
reach of De Rica, but before he could take
it a pistol-ball, fired by Jocelyn, struck
him behind the ear. He fell dead without
a Cry. _

A solitary Spaniard now crept forward,
begging  for quarter —as he gave up his
sword. His life was spared, and irons were
cilapped on his wrists.

It was- truly a sad scene that was
revealed when the mist of smoke had lifted,
and was. curling out of the cellar into the
adjeining passages. Qut of the six con-
spirators. one was a prisoner. and all the
rest lay slain save Don Gonzales. He was
still breathing and conscious as he lay on
his back with a bullet through his right
lung. He glared ferociously at his enemies,
but he could not be induced to speak,

The Queen’s men were little better off.
Four were stone dead, and others were
weunded more or lessg severely. Trent had
a gasn across his cheek and one over his
shoulder, and the back of Captain Jocelyn's
head was laid open,

Svdney’s arm was- broken, while Giles,
whe had supposed until the end of th:

and : fight that he was uninjured, was now suis
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prised to find that a sword tip had pierced
his right thigh to the depth of several
inches. It had already begun to pain him,
but he cared little for that. What did
trouble him, however, was the realisation
that he was unfitted for further service
against the Armada.

At Jocelyw’s suggestion
now left the ceilar, and
hall of the big mansion overhead, taking
the Don with them. He was now uncon-
scious, and stretched out upon a couch.
"With De Rica for a guide. Trent and
several others hurried off to another
quarter of the house, and they presently
returned with the servants, half a dozen
in number. They had been roughly treated,
and looked scared and dazed. It was a
wonder that Simon Baillie had consented
to spare their lives.

The butler alone was in a condition to
make himself uscful. He seemed to know
just what was wanted, and as speedily

the wholie party
ascended to the

as possible he brought warm water, ban-
dages, and several boltles "of strong
cordials. By the light of three or four

lamps the wounded men were relieved by
their comrades, and the great hall was
transformed mto a hospital.

Sydney’s arm was mended and put in a
sling, and Giles reluctantly consented. to
lie down on a settee., Don Gonzales was
dosed with the strong cordial. but it had
little or no effect; his wound was clearly
mortal.

In the midst of these stirring scenes—it
was now close to the break of day—there
came of a sudden a loud and furious rap-
ping on the front door of the house. None
dared go to open it at first, and it
aoccurred to some that a force Irom the
Spanish galleon had arrived.

But finally, when hoarse cries for admit4
tance were joined to the pounding, Captain
Jocelyn unbarred and opened the door. In
rushed Master Van Hartsen, followed by a
couple of rough-looking boatmen.

The burgomaster was strangely flushed
and excited, and he stared in a fever of
impatience around ¢+the hall., Then he
caught sight of Giles, and in -an instant he
was kneeling beside the lad., and embracing
him with trembling arms.

“Thank God for His mercy!” he cried. “I
have found you at last. I am your grand-
father, Giles—nay, I mean Cecil, for that
is your true name. DBut vou are hurt,”
he added, in a tone of keen alarm,

“It is naught but a slight cut,” muttered
Giles, sitting up in astonishment. “But
what mean you by such strange speech?”

“I mean that you are my lost grandson,”
repeated the burgomaster, in a voice that
shook with emotion. “I have a letter here
—no, I left it at Temnpieton. However, I
see there is proof to be had without it,

“Master Jocelyn,” he added. turning to
the captain, “your messenger was delayed,

e

] the letter.

‘Telate,

and it was midnight when he brought me
My impatience was so greatb
that T came at once to Plymouth, hoping
to obtain a passage up the Channel to
Lord Howard's fleet. I found Captain Bar-
wood, and Master Garwood, the contractor,
preparing to start thither in a fishing-
smack. When they learned what I desired,
they told me of the strange events that
had happened, and that I  would find
Stephen Trent and the lads at Mount
idgcumbe. They advised me to wait until
the morning, but I came across at once,
as you see. And now will vou have the
kindness to repeat the confession that was
written in your letter. Such mercy as is
possible shall be shown you.”

Ay, I will repeat it,”’ replied Captain
Jocelyn, his face turning very pale, ¢ but
not in the presence of so many. Shall we
go into yonder dining-room?’’

The burgomaster agreed to this, and he
and Jocelyn carried Giles and the settee into
the apartment, Sydney and Trent following
by request. A lighted lamp was brought,
and the doors were closed.

“It is a shameful tale that I am going to
" Captain Jocelyn began, “and with
your leave I shall make it short It is
seemly for me to say first that years ago
Simon Balillie, Ralph Montiord, and myself
were boon companions. We were wild lads,
I confess, and in one of our scrapes Ralph
Montford got a hold upon Simon Baillie and
myself that he afterwards made use of.

““You all remember when Francis Montford
died, leaving the care of his son to Ralpl,
who had just returned from abroad. Ralph
had been living in Holland, where le had
married the daughter of Master Van Hartsen
under the assumed name of Sheriton. He
had a son by her, who was just the age ot
Francis’ boy.

“JIt was this fact which suggested to
Ralph Montford the vile plot hy which he
hoped to make his own son the heir of Tem-

pleton and of the fortune of the old
Spaniard’s daughter. By threats, and by
the offer of a large sum of money, he

induced Simon Baillie and myself to help
him. "1 stole away his son from Sluys, while
the son of Francis Montford was given In
chharge of Baillie, and by him plaeed with
Thomas Rookwood. A certain amount of
money was paid to Rookwood, but I do not
think he ever knew who the lad was. 'There
he stands now—-the real son of Francis
Montiord.”

Jocelyn stopped, and pointed to Sydney.
Giles had already divined the truth, and ior
a moment the cousins were overcome with
emotion. They sat side by side on the
scttee, and the burgomaster’s eyes were dim
as he looked down at them,

‘“ There is little more to tell,”” resumed
Captain Jocelyn. *“TFor years past I have
berne this rruxlts secret, and when Don Gon-
zales in some manner learned the truth, I
ioined him and Baillie in a plan to extort



money from the
burgomaster — whose
presence and purpose
in . London we Kknew.

“That is how I
" came to be at the

Nag and Pillion Inn
that mnight, and you ¥;
know why the plet 73¢
ofailed. I have sus- 33
. pected  since then
that the Don and,
RBaillie were COn- X
cerned in sSocme
treachery to the
Government, though
I was never sure of
it until now. On ac- §
count of this sus- §
picion, and for
apother reason  as
well, I sent a full
confession to  the
burgomaster last
.night. I was on the
point cf leaving

England when I met
Stephen Trent yonder

what he told me

in-  Plymouth, andl
changed my plans.

s

Then ensued a hand-to-hand struggle of such ferocity
and bloodthirstiness as hath rarely been equaliled.

“But I have %orgot-
ten~  one hing,”
“ Jocelyn added, as he glanced -at Sydney.
“Simon Baillie, the Den, and myself way-
laid that brave lad on the moor a few
nights ago. We told him the truth, and
offere¢ to prove it on condition that he
gave us a quarter of his fortune. But he
refused to treat with us, and declared that
he-would never take his rightful place and
name from his cousin, to whom he owed
his life. He even implored us to keep the
secret.”’

“You did this?”

Giles cried, tuarning fo

Sydney. ¢“Was it not enough that 1 had
robbed you for years? Ch, it- is a bitter
shame! How can I ever make atonement?”

“There is none to be 1made,” Sydney
enswered softly. It was mo fault of yours.
I wish this thing had never been known. 1
OwWe you so much that I should have been
Lontent to remain Sydney Rookwood aiways,
iind to keep the secret of my identity. All
that I have is yours.”

‘“He will happily not want for a fortune,
my dear lad,” exclaimed the burgcmaster.

I am 2 wealthy man, and it will all belong
tc my grandson.”

““1t is better than riches to have found a
£randfather and a cousin,” said Giles, as he
tlagped the hands of Sydney and the burgo-
master.  “But I feel as though 1 were
dreamimg. I can scarcely believe that my
},]'ncj.e Raiph was my real father, and that
(1€ man I thought to be my father was the
iather of Sydney.”

- Yet it is even so0,” said the burgomaster.
We will forget the past, my lads. Ab last
Iy long scarch is

L

e

I

E{%e’,here to-night I think I could forgive
im.

~ “He-has gone to his account,” said Trent,
in a solemn tone. ' Ah, and Simon Baillic
will speedily follow.”

“And I am left with a blackened soul,”
muttered Humphrey Jocelyn. My crime
weighs heavily upon me."” '

He walked from the room with bowed
head. :

Little more remains to be told. Two of
Captain Jocelyn’s men were left at Edgcumbe
Hall to help the servants put the house in
order. The bodies of the Queen’s officers and
of those who had fallen in the fight were
taken to Plymouth for burial. On the way
across the Sound Don Gonzales breathed his
last without returning to consciousness, and
it was the best thing that could have hap-
pened to him. The prisoner and De Rica were
commifted to gaol. '

That evening found Giles, Sydney, Trent,
and the burgomaster back at Tcmpleton.
where the injured lads received careful
nureing duringz the next few days. They
were weil on the way to complete recovery
when the news arrived of the defeat and de-
parture of the Armada.

Mednwhile, a search for the Spanish
ogalleon La Rosa had proved vain. It must
Liave taken the alarm in time and slipped out
of the Sound; doubtless, it made its way
safely back to Spain.

After delivering the prisoners {o the
keeper of the Plymouth gaol, Captain Hum-

ended. If Walter Sheriton | phrev Jocelyn disappeared from England, no
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doubt fearing that he would be punished for
his crime. A year later rumour reported
that he was fighting gallantly in Holland
against the Spaniards, but whether this
was true, or what became of him afterwards,
was never known.

The captured Spaniard and Simon Baillie

were duly tried and convicted, the latter of

treason, and the former of aiding and abet-
ting Spain on the soil of England. No mercy
was shown them, and they both perished
by the axe. De Rica was sentenced to a long
term of imprisonment, and died before his
time was up. ;

Although Sydney’s real name was Giles
Montford, and Giles' name was Cecil Mont-
ford, we will call them to the end by the
names under which they have been known to
the reader. Of course, Sydney was now the

master of Templeton and its revenues, but

he accepted his rightful place with great re-
luctance, and only on the condition that

Giles and the burgomaster should continue
to reside there. v
This they did for many Years, and bthen
Master Van Hartsen purchased a larger
estate a little nearer Plymouth for himself .
and Giles. Stephen Trent and Bereward
Tomewell were the faithful retainers of .the |
house, as of old, and Sydney spent most of
his time there. ' i il
The good burgomaster died about 1600, and
a cold carried off the tutor shortly,-after-
wards. Twenty years later the- faithful .
Trent passed to his final rest. SR, e
In the course of time Giles and Sydney
married and had children, and to -the end
of their lives they were constant and devoted
companions. They lived near neighbours, and
did their duty as brave and loyal English-
men, and as old age crept upon them they
found more and more solace in talking of
their youthful adventures in the days when

.

the great Armada was preparing to invade
England. . '

L

THE END.

™ ST. FRANK'S LEACUE

(All communications for the League
should be addressed to the Chief Officer,
The St. Frank’s League,*¢/o THE NELSOX
LeEg LiBrary, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.)

My dear Leagueites and Ofhers,—
The Others, or readers who have not yet
qualified as Members of the League, have

o s

-

(1) Getting to know your fellow-readers
from mnear at home to the most
distant outposts of the Empire.

(2) Joining local sports and social ¢lubs
affiliated to the League.

(3) Entering for competitions run for the
benefit of members.

(4) Qualifying for wvarious awards by

| promoting the growth of the League.

(5) Opportunities for contributing short
articles, stories, and sketches f{o the
League Magazine,

1

directly he reads these lines, That is all
you have to do—bhe rest is as simple as
shelling peas. You simply hand another
copy of this week’s issue of THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY to a likely new reader, get him to

{ fill in Application ¥orm at C, while you fill

in -Application Form at A ia your own <opy.
You then post both forms to me without
a letter ard in an unsealed envelope for a
halfpenny. The total cost is 2id., and in
return you receive a beautifully designed
Membens’ Certificate in red and blue on
which is a number, the aumber of your

A I, IR

SOME ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE

. membership,

T

(6) Space for short notices and free
adverts. for members in the above
MagaZine.

(7) Advice on choosing a trade or calling
in life, on emigration to the colonies,
dependencies, or abroad. T

(8) An employment bureau for members
of the League.

(9) Tours to interesting places in England
and on the Continent, camping-out-
holidays, and sea-trips, specially
arranged for members of the League,

within their grasp the golden key with
which to open the magic gate that will
confer untold happiness upon the many
enthusiasts who are waiting to pass
through. But the key refuses to turn until
a force equal to 10,000 members is exerted.
The mystic word is not *sesame,” but ¢ all
together.”

Let every teader who has not qualified

e

And if you will join the League ¢ all
together >’ this week, the many advantages
outlined above will begin to operate as soon
as ever I c¢an make the results known—
about a month hence. ’

As regards those whom I c¢an now call
Leagueites, their enthusiasm is unbounded
and I can assure them that their efforts
to make the League a success are already

for membership make up his mind to do so ! bearing fruit. The record so far, I think, is
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Kensal Rise reader, who up-to-

,{-_'_--!l _b‘ EL : . = =
}:i ﬂis to¢ his credit 25 miroductions to

sew readers! This encrgetic Leagneite will
he entitled to a League Gold Medal as soon
.. ihe membership Teaches the prescribed

-{ 600, In the meantime, a record is being
kent ~ef the number of introductions each
S il . - "

Vember makes, and this s Tegistered

coainst ni§ name,

!

c0s

Quite a few Members have qualified for
their Bronze Medals, and these will be dis-
tributed in due course. A slight delay has
been caused by the incorreet spelling of
the Latin Motto on the fimt consignment of

Bronze Medals delivered.
Your gincere friend,
THE CHIEEF OFFICER.

i

=

INSTRUCTIONS.-—Reader Applying for
sembership: Cut out TWO complete
Application Forms from TWO copies of this
week’s issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.
On one of the forms fill in Section A, cross-
ing out Sections B and C by running the
pan ‘diagonally across both Sectionsz. Then

write clearly your full name and address at

bottom of form. The second form is for
vour new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses  oubt  Seetions ~ A and B, and
writes his name and address at bottom
of form. Both forms are then pinned

togethier and sent to the Chief Officer, The
t. frank’s League, c¢/o THE XNELSON LEE
i.IBRARY, Gough House, Gough Square,
iondon, NL.C.4. Memhber Applying
Bronze Medal: It will be necessary
vou {o obtain six new readers for this
award. I'or each new reader TWO
compiete forms are needed., and these
must he faken from copiez of the latest
issne of THE NeusoN LeEeE LIBRARY at the

_ IMPORTANT.—Complete and off
NELSGN Le8 LIBRARY is on sale.

for

post

for

It then becomes

AS SIMPLE AS A B C. |

time when the forms are sent in. On one
of the forms fill :n Section B. crossing out
Sections A and €, and write your name
and address at Dbottom of form. The
cther form is for your new reader, who
fitts In Section €, crosses out Sections A
and B, and writes his name and address at
the bottom of the form., Now pin beth
{orms together and send them to the Chiel
Officer, as above. One new reader will
then be registered againsf your name, and
when six new readers have been registered,
you wiil be sent the St. Frank's League
bronze medal. There is nothing to preventg

you from :ending in forms feor two or
more new readers at once. provided the
forms are taken from the latesft issue

of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY at the time
when the forms are szent ino.

These Application Forms can be posted
for id., provided the envelope & not sealed

and no letter is enclosed.
this form before the next iczue of 'THE

out of date and useless.

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 8. Aug. 15, 1925

READER’S APPLICATION FOR
Being a regular rpader of “THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY? gince
.............................. (give date), I
L Member of THE St. FRANK'S LEAGUE, and to qualify for all s
| suci benefits and privileges
League, I hereby deeclare myself to be . a stauneh supporter of f
LIBRARY ¥
have
reader, whose siguature to ecertify
attached hereto. Will vou. therefore, kindly forward me Certificate
of Enrolment with Memhbership Number sssigned to me.

SECTION

“THE
LEAGUE,

NELSON LIELL
and that [

MEMBERSHIP,

desire to become entolled ar a I

are offered to Members of the

a3

and THE 8T. FRANK'S
‘ntrodneced Our Paper to one new
this appears on second ferm

L,
that [ have

IEATVEI THE. ... e

MENKMBER’S APPLICATION FOR BRRONMZE MEDAL,
Member No....oooveevann.. (give Memberzhip
introduced one
to certify this appears on
(state number, or, if none, signify with a dasa) |
introductions to make to entitie me to a Bronze Medal. |

hereby declare y
whose signature :
This '

No.)
reader, _
attached hereto.

more new
second form

SECTION

e i = T

NEW READER’'S DECLARATICN,
1 hereby declare that I have been introduced by......ooooooenn. .

.............................................

NELSON LEE LIBRARY 77 (No..vuuo.... . dated............ ), which I will

(give name of introducer) fto “TIHE

(FULL

(ADDRESS) .0,

read with a view to becoming a regular reader of this paper.

\ -
\ME
4
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- predicament. -

r

i THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“HIS COUNTRY OR HIS CLUB?”

In John W, W’hew;ay s fine V:arn'of Scottish football, Jamie Gordon was in an r.a,i'rklwa;rd

needoci money ;

.-..-.._—..-:

BOYS’ REALM

He had beén asked to play for his football club, which would medn badly
he > had also promised to play for Scctland at cricket on tlic same dav‘
o What should he do ? :

Out on Wednesday, Zd

See this weel«;

Sent Packed FREE & Carriage PI.
- £4 1 Os, 64, Cashor 2/6 Weekly,
Immediate delivery, Big-Bargains in
:Second-hand Cycles: Accessories at

Tl E'opuiar prices. Write for, Free
ist & Special Offer of Sample Cycle,

Mﬂ 'CYCLE CO. Inc.

Dent. B601
SPARKBROCK - -« B_IRMINGHAM.

Sk

NO LICENCE
REQUIRED.

With 50 Cartridges Free, 9 /6
(ACCIDENTS IMPOSSIBLE;

Exactreplica of real revolver converted to
fire blank cartridges only. Safe & harmless,
Useful for theatncalb, race starting, etoe.

Can
easily be carried in pocket. 6- chamber NICKEL
cr BLUE, 9/6. 8-chamber, NICKEL or BLU]],

12/-. 10- chqmber Cowboy Pattern, length 16”
17/6, all carr, free, Single Chamber Pistol and
50 Cartridges, 3/9, part carr. 6d. ex, Illustrated
Catalogue, Omemas Cameras,Cycles, ete., post free,

JAMES MANSFIELD & CO., LTD,,
71, High Holborn, London, W.O‘. Xy =

L

24 PAGE DUPLICATE ALBUM AND 100
DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE!! P.C. only
requesting approvals. —LISBURN & TOWN-
SEND, LONDON ROAD, LIVERPQOL. -

All applications for Advertisement.
Spaces in this publication should be
addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

S ESESERD NI NANEEN S E RS ENR RIS NAEESS20C00DESRS 4

[

g “MONARCH eco. BAMERAS

-remuneration. __ |
makes only supphed Partleulars free.

British-Made, Take Perfect Photos
(Size 23*-x 13"). With Complete Lt
best quality Plate De- Oufit. B
veloping and Prmtlng Sale Price -
OUTFIT. - 1/6 1/3}?03{; :
will. bnng a “Mon
arch’’to your door! LARGE N
51ze “MONARCH " 1/9, post }
(with complete Qutfit). Takea
Beautxful Photos 33* x 237,
Catalogue 1,000 Big Rargains .
post free!—TI—IL LEEDS BAR- e
GAIN Co.(U.J.), 31, Kendal Lane, Leeds

Xias CHOCOLATE Ewas

Gocd
outlay. .- Best

Spmre time Aﬂents wanted.’
No

SAMUEL’”DREVER

South Market, Hunsiet Lane, Leeds,.

HEIGHT GBUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan
System -increase your height, .Send
P.C. for particulars and our £100
%ualamee to Enquiry Dept. A.M.P.,

7, Stroud Green Rd., London N 4

-
I
;

= Fanr ::
Write for my Free B r-. &,
\ cain Lists of the bes‘a :
" Goventry made cycles: .
i Sentonl4days’approval,

carriage paid. Thousands
i of testimonials. .

-

T garient BB

F=
-y

worth cheap Photo Material. Sam-

£2 000 ples catalogue free; 12 by 10 En-

la,lgement any photo, 8d. ——Hackett’s Works-
July‘ Road Lwerpool

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprictors,
Farringdon Street, London,
London, E.C. 4. Re%istered for transmission by Canadian magazine

The Fleetway House,
House, Farringdon Streeb
post. Subscrlptlon Rates: Inland and Abroad 1

for South Africa: Central News Agency, Lmnted
MessrSs.

No. 532, D/R

Gordon & Gotoh, Limited; and for Canada: The Imperlal News Co,

The Amalgamated Press {1922)/ Ltd.,
E.C.4. Advertisement Offices, The Fleetway

per annum; 5/6 for six months. Sole- Agents
Sole Agents for Australia and New Zea.iand'
{Canada), Limited.

- August 15, 1925

5 .:.-jqr?"-ﬁ\

1..?‘22:!“..._

-l

z.
4
e

L

"



