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A bright beam of light shot into the storeroom and revealed the staring, startled
face of Jonathan Prescott!
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- boys on Paradise Island pal

i

The series of ex-
citing adventures
which have befallen
Lord Derrimore’s
party of St. Frank’s
e into insignificance
with the terrible experiences narrated

-

in this week’s story, wien the Wanderer weighs

anchor on her eventful voyage from the Pacific homeward bound.

THE EDITOR.

Ly EDWY SEA

RLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1,

THE PROWLER

IN THE NIGHT.
“ Y _GEOI‘E_IG! The whole school’s
different '
“Eh?”
"St. Frank's isn't the same

g}z:l said - Edward
5 J?ﬁ}:'{;) ’;Phqy’ve shut the Ancient House
On’ 5 HCled the clock-tower, and shoved it
i® top of the fountain'”
6 x“'} . t =
aat the dickepns—

€
Ang 1o .
on H':indl?.gf‘ at the Modern House!’ went
it Tk ‘101111 Indignantly. < They’ve built
and dr}r:{-an Indian temple, with minarets
s Of all the botches I've ever

Oswald Handforth

turned the playing-fields into a lazoon, with
a reef all round i§t!”’

Church gave his leader a hard punch.

“Ware up, fathead!” he said gruffly.
“What's the idea of lyinz there, drivelling
like a ‘unatic? We're not at St. Frank’s,
Handy-—we're on the Wanderer, anchored
in the lagoon of Paradise Island.”

Handforth opened eves and
round dazedly.

“Hallo!”

looked

his

he mumbled. “They’ve made a

fine mess of our study Eh?  Oh, 1t’s
you!” he went on, rubbing his eyes.
“What's the light on for? 1 bhelicve I've

S€€n this heats -
s beats everything. They've even)

been drearning 7
“T'm joily sure you've becn dreaming,”’
| said Church tartly., “I was in the middle



2
of a beautiini sieep wihen you awoke e
up with your prattling.”’

“AMy what?”’ demanded Handforth, sitting
i with a jerk.

“Your piffie about St. TFrank’s,” said
Churehh.  “If you .can’t dream something
sensibie, why dream at all?  Huh! The

Alodern House like an Indian temple, e¢h?

And the playing-fields surrounded by a
coral recft!”

Handforth, now fully awake, stared at
Church in amazement.

“fhat’s my dream!” he ejaculated.

“*How the dickens did you know anything

about it? This is marvellous. You must
he a thought-reader!”

Church grinned.

“I'm an expert at reading thoughts—
when a chap shouts all his thoughts

aloud,”” he said drily. “Haven't I told you
that vou woke me up? You were talking
in your sleep like a giddy public orator!”’

Handforth started, and frowned darkly.

“Look here, you Iibelling rotter!” he
siapped.  *Are you telling me that I talk
in my sleep? 1It's a rotten habit. I've
never done such a thing in my life. You
can't kid me like that, blow you!”

“All richt—have it your own way,” said

Church resiganedly. *“It isn't worth arguing
about, anyhow. I'm a thouzhi-reader.” |

“Don't tell fiha!” retoi ! ilandforth.
“You can't read your own thoughts—let
atone mine. _
me up in the middle of the night, and
aceuse me of talking in my sleep. Unless
yvou dry up I'll give you something to he
going on with.”’

Chureh garinned to himself, and settled
himself for sleep again. 1e had gained
his object, 50 he might as well get to sleep
again. It wasn’t likely that Handforth

would resume his performance, :
The state-room was illuminated by a
single shaded electrie lamp, and a glance
at his wateh told Handforth that there
was still an hour to the dawn. Lord

Dorrimore’s famous yacht was lying pecace-
fully at anchor, and dcep silence reigned.
Except {or the usnal watch on deck, not
a soul was moving., Al the guests were
cound asleep in their cabins,

Handforth glared at Church, who was
now giving a very indifferent exhibition of

imitation snores, and switched the light
off. MceClure was sound asleep in his own
hed, having remained undisturbed.

“Don't make that rotten noisc!’’ growled

Iandiorth, as he lay back on his pillow
in the darkness. "“You ecan’t fool me with
these silly a&nores, my lad. Ilow do you

expeet mo to sleep through that din?”

Church, without admitting that he was
awake, reduced his breathing to a more
reasonabie tone, and in  about thirty
seconds he was aszleep in real carnest. But
Handforth remained wakeful.

It's like your uerve to wake
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Hisz drepm
vivid, and
potch of

about St Frank’s
although it had
_ absurdities it nevertheles
impressed him. He bhegan to spetfllfazﬂ
on the subject. What would St. F;‘;m‘-’e
really look like? What about those nzs
Houses they had been talking about? ¥

“T'lIl bet they’ll make a hash of evepy
thing,” Handforth told himself disgusteql.
“Stark  new  hnildines and et

b oo =2y Ciiiva YL v Liiing
niting of distemper and paint.  Thane
goodness we’'ll soon be back there, all thg
same!”

He {rowned in the darkness. 1t wag
perfectly obvions to him that he must have
talked in his sleep, and he hated to admit
it. It was a habit he particularly detesteq,
The famous leader of Study D concludeq
that the previous night’s dinner must have
been too rich. Or perhaps there was
another explanation. He had surprised his
minor just hefore going to bed with a big
package of sandwiches and pastry. Out
of sheer concern for Willy’s health, he had
contiscated the snack and had deniolished
1t himself. His nightmare was probably
a kind of retribution.

had biee

heen a hotey,

OYraTe el

- Dismissing the subjeet, he allowed his
thoughts to dwell upon the Iimmediate
future. Xverything was now in shipshape,

With the dawn, the Wanderer would steam
sedately through the break in the reef,

-and set her course across the open Pacifie

for the Panama Canal. Then on towards
England—good old England! Nelson Lee
and Lord Dorrimore reckoned that the
vacht would arrive in the Thames in
pienty of time to allow the St Frank's
fellows and the Meor View girls to spend
a few days at home before the begzinning

of the new term. It was a pleasing
programnie,
“It’s a good thing the term’s two or

three weeks late in starting, this autnmn,”
nuirmured  Handforth. - “We've got to
thank the rebuilding and alterations for
that., Irene & Co. will he late at the Moor
View School, but that doesn’'t matter.
zirle don’t learn anything at sechool, any-
how. I'm blessed if I know why they go!”
He decided that it wouldn’t be a bad
idea to get to sleep again. He was just
going to turn over when he changed hi3
mind. A slight creak had sounded outsicde
in the corridor—a faint, stealthy sert of
sound, as though somebody was attempting
to creep about on a dishonest errand.

There was probably nothing in the affair,
but Handforth had a suspicions mind. He
fancied himself as an amateur detective,
and any trifling incident out of the ovdinary
becanme, in  his mind, a matter for
imnediate investigation. e sat nup 11
hed, his heart heating rapidly.

“By George!”” he breathed.
moving abont!”’ -

Owing to the heat the fanlight over the

“domebody
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““ig cgme in. With one move-

leapt out of bed and
Ji¢c tore it open, and
corridor.

of a figure just
further down.
about the
suspicions

door wasd
were pound 1
ment Hand forth

he door.
IHSEIE? ut;? atiul down the
'y caught 2 glimpse
,«,Igfqlliz1gorou11fj an :m:g.le_ :
N ore was something 111}?tem‘mb
g:éi’rgmen‘,-, and t'ﬁz?m“umh s
istified.
seﬁmefl ;gl\})ellzilf..l” he said tensely.
My i the corridor to the angle

n dowil _ '
an%elorc?ked round. But he was absolutely

alone. There was not a sign of any other
living per:0omn.

CHAPTER II.
THE UNCANNY SILENCE.

6 OMETHING fishy

about that, I'll

bet!” muttered

: Handforth cerimly.

“No honest chap would

prowl up and down these

corridors at the dead of

nicht, and vonish like a puff of giddy

smoke. I'd better investigate while the
trail’s hot!”

He set his jaw firmly, and then suddenly
remembered that he was attired in nothing
more substantial than =zilken pyjamas. e
frowned. Delay was regrettable, but there
was nothing else for it. He would
certainly have te slip back to his state-
room, and don a pair of slippers and some

flannel trousers.

He turned quickly, and was just in time
to see the door of another state-room
quictly open. Dick Hamilton, of the
Fourth, otherwise Nipper, emerged, fully
_dressed. '

“Hallo! What are you doing out here?”
asked Nipper, regarding Handforth with
surprise. “ What’s the idea of wandering

about in your pyjamas?”
‘I;-Iandfort-h alared.

It was “you, then?’ he growled
indignantly.

::What was me?”? .
It was you prowling up and down.”

bu‘;;['tdon’t like to disappoint you, old man,
3 lﬁ' wasn’t,” replied Nipper calmly. “In
© hrst place, I'm not in the habit of

Prowling, and in the second place, I’ve only

just ;come cgut of my cabin.”
€N who was it7” dem: 2 dw
Oswald. 5 1t77 demanded Lr,_luard
o 17
'y e . o 5

the n}frlno,,c‘-’o_d at riddles in the middle of
just ;?O]t’, said Nipper, I expect it was
nobod+ u; magination, Handy.  There's
the "5rridd}0ut here to creep up and down
against OTs. In any case, there's no law

A fellow comine 1
if he wants i g out of his room

4t
But .
fortliufhikfc-w the besgar,’’ declared Hand-
SHTHIY. M A shifty figure, by George!

so any slight sounds

I didn’t have time to spot hint properly,
but he was up to some mischief, I'll bet.
He dodged round the bend and vanished.
And when I got there there wasn't a sign
of him.”
“Marvellous!™”

grinned  Nipper. “My
dear old Sherlock,

why make a mysiery
out of nothing? Svmebody walks past your
state-room, and you conclude that he's a
kind of eat-burglar, or somethinz. TForuet
him, and get back to hed.”

“Rats!” said Handforth.
to be choked off A

“All right—go ahcad with the invesliga-
tion,”’ said Nipper readily. “Just. as you
like; it doesn’t matter to me. There's
something far more mysterious than an
unknown prowler, though, Haven't you
noticed the silence?”’

“Noticed the which?”

“The silence.”

“What silence?” demanded Handforth.

“ Listen, you chump!”

Handforth listened, staring
astonishment.

“Well,” he said at last,
anything.”’

“ Exactly—that's just it.”’

“Have you gone oft your giddy rocker?”
roared Handforth exasperated. *“Is there
anything very rummy in silence at this
hour of the night? What do you expect to
hear—a brass band playing?”

“No, but I expect to hear the surf on
the reef,"” replied Nipper quietly.

Handforth started.

“Great pip!” he ejaculated.
mean—-"

“I mean
coing on,”’
hecoming

“I'mn not

at Nipper in

“I can't Liear

“You don't

that there's
interrupted

sometling queet
Nipper, his tone
tense and grave. “I woke up
about ten minutes ago, and I suppose it
was the silence that aroused me. Don't
look so surprised. When a fellow is accus-
tomed 1{o sleeping in a continuous noisy,
he awakens when that noise is removed."’
“But—but I can’t understand it,”
ejaculated Handforth. < You're dotty!
The reef must be making its usual roar.
We're in the lagoon, and the island’s all
round us, and the Pacific is still there!™
“Come here,” said Nipper promptly.
He led Handforth into hiz own cabin,
where Tommy Watson and Sir Montie
Tregellis-West were still sleeping  soundly
in their beds. The window was wide open,
and Nipper went to it, Handforth following.
“Listen!” said Nipper softly.

Oufside the window all was darkness,
except for a reflected gleam of light along
the deck. Beyond, the lagoon lay, black
and mysterions—unseen. ut  the most
extraordinary feature was the total absenc:
of sound. If there was one ncver changing
characteristic of this Pacific atoll, it was
the continuous, everlasting murmur of the
surf on the cocal reei. Day and niginf,
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month in and month out, year after year,]
that sound was always present. Some-
times it was loud, sometimes soft. But it
was inconceivable to imagine it completely
ahzent.

Yet, extraovdinarily enongh, it was absent
now.

The effect was uncanny. Handforth had
failed to appreciate the full significance of
the thing at first, but now he was becoming
more and more astonished. He stared at
Nipper with wide eyes. |

“But--but I don’t wunderstand!’ he
blurted out. *“ What’s happened? Why is
the sea so calm? 1 thought these coral reefs
were everlastingly alive with sound? That’s
what Mr., Lee told us, anyhow. The waves
must have got so smail that they're not even
breaking!” .

Nipper shook his head.

*“That’s impossible,” he replied instantly.
““No power that J know of can check the
ceaseless roll of the Pacific swell. 1 tell
you, Handy, theve’s something horribly
funny about this. I don't like it at all.
I've got a feeling of oppression on me--as
though something pretty beastly has hap-
pened.”

Handforth made
ount of the window again.
breath of wigd. The air was heavy and
motionless. Yet, somehow, an indefinablei
odour of pungent rankness stele into the
state-room.,

-no comment, but stared
There wasn't a

— s

CHAPTER IIL
THE GREAT MYSTERY.

ANDFORTH had for-
votten all about his
night prowler, That
mvestigation had

dwindled into insignificance
compared to this new
problem, He locked at
Nipper again in the soft glow of the cabin’s
shaded electric light.

““1 say, this is mysterious, if you like!”
he muttered. ‘*“There’s no sound of the
reef at all!”

“I'm glad you’ve noticed it at last,” com-
mented Nipper.

fAnd there’s—there's a rummy nift in the
air, too,” weut on Edward Oswald, snifl-
ing sharply. ““Can’t you smell it? A kind
of dank, fishy smell. It’s absolutely beastly.
What the dickens is up?”

Nipper shook his head. _
“No good asking me,” he said quietly,
"I was just going up on deck to see if any
of the officers have noticed anything—
they’re bound to be on duty, getting ready
for sailing. There's not much more than
an hour before dawn, and we're due out at
high tide, by =un ap.” |
“By George, we'll both go on deck,” said
Handforth promptly. “Wait a tick, old|
son—I'll just dive into a few things. I

‘hastened, the plan being to steam oud

[N

notiiing happens {g d- '

hope Lo gondness
us going!”

He shot out of the cabin and wount ¢,
own. Nipper didn’t awaken his ching
went out into the corridor and waiteqd.’
haps there was nothing to be alarmieqd 4
—this weird silence may have some e
logical explanation. The sailers
possibly know. o

Yet Nipper doubted. He was by no megpg
incxperienced, and his own coliton p:
told himy, too, that there could :
rdinary elucidation of this mystery, Ty
sound of the surf on the reef had vanisheg
—dwindled away during the night until j
was no more. What could have hippenegs
What uncanny phenomenon could he’ respop.:
sible for this unprecedented occurrence?

It wasn’t as though matters hiad beey
normal of late. Quite the contrary., Apg A
Nipper had every reason to feel vagucly ap. 3
prehensive. It would be cruel if the Wap. 4
derer was prevented frem taking her &
departure. For, within an hour or two, ghe %
wag due to sail for England and home. Was ¥
Fate to step in, and detain her at the%
eleventh hour? 2

Nipper's thoughts were serious as he stood ™
there in the corridor, waiting for Hand- -
forth. 1e briefly and swiftly reviewed the -
events of the past day or so. They had
heen packed with excitement and peril aud ©
uncertainty.
tension was over.

Not only had the Wanderer been recap-
tured from the clutches of Jenathan Pres-
cott and his ruffians, but the entire enemy
force had been expelled from the island,
and had sailed away in the schooner Clyde.
This was really the property of Mr. Warner
Russell and Captain McAndrew, but she had
been handed over to Prescott in return for
all the pearls that had been taken from the
lagoon by Prescott’s native divers.

Mr. Russell had nothing to grumble at.

e

These pearls, added to those taken by the’

Wanderer's men, amounted to a very com-
fortable fortune. Upon the whole, the ad-
venture had ended satisfactorily, after 3
areat many perils and periods of uncertainty.
“I‘inally, an encormous tidal wave had
struck the island, and the Wanderer had
heen torn from her moorings and throwi
into the shallows, where she had gromnded.
It had seemed that the holiday party was
stranded—hut through the efforts of the
vacht’'s engineers she had bheen safely ficated
again.,

This had happened only the previeus evel-
ing, just before darkness had shut dowD.

And preparations for departure W‘“Ef;

the lagoon at sunrise, when the tide wa3
hich.

In fact, the Wanderer was ‘prepnrm{z‘;(’
leave at the earliest pessible moment. i e
Dorriinore and Nelson Tee and (apt:}ir
Burton thought it highly advisabie, ¥

another submarine upheaval might occul ¢

But at last it had secmed the -

i L TE—" o
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gy THEST IR

st of the sailors were
ny n;?tl.':fun.t' ﬂﬁoﬁlread}’ regarded the
superstitious. &

island stua‘ilugl}} course, a perfectly natural

Theretion.' some distance out In the vast
e:.;plaqa ¢ the Pacific, a submarine earth-
depth”]od happened, causing the appalling
quake ,,:f;e It was lucky, indeed, that all
tidal “r‘nhérs nf the holiday party were alive
the "ﬁl o tale. For the face of this enchant-
to tell the M8 00 o 2d been completely changed
jng coral atoll had been :
by the catastrophe. No longer was it a
bi-aut.r spot, but a diserdered mass of

;ace and ruin.
W?ﬁtq%eearl fishery was abandoned. And
Mr. Russell was content, for there were too
many risks in remaining. It was far better
to get away while everybody was safe.

And now, two hours before the time of
departure--with the engineers and sailors
working at full pressure to facilitate matters
—this fresh mystery had developed. All
sounds of the surf had gone. The reef,
for the first time in its existence, probably,
was silent. There could be no simple ex-
planation of this uncanny waffair.

And XNipper's anxiety was justified. 1t
seemed to him that he had been waiting
for five or six minutes—but Handforth
appeared, dressed, after onlv ninety seconds
had elapsed. He was still fastening some
buttons.

“Come on!” he said breathlessly.
get up on deck.”

J‘Thought you were never coming,’”’ said
Nipper, as they moved down the corridor.
I thought about waking Mr. Lee, hut I'll
leave it until we’ve had a word with the
satlors. I'm pretty worried, Handy."

“Worried?” repeated Handforth. “I'm
Jolly windy, I can tell you! It’ll be just our
luck if something happens to boftle us up
in this rotten lagoon! At one time I
bn%ﬂgli%ghe ElSouth df~‘.-ea. Islands were topping,

changed m inion—giv
Englangd every tgme!" o REESE B

They mounted the

“Let’s

main stairway., and
::‘ske_d out on the promenade deck. There

e‘_‘ﬂ‘}' little activity here. But, vaguely,
beléwwi? aware of du!l clanging from far
engine:' ¢ sounds coming -up through the
was ines 0 ventilators. A coil of smoke
A5 Just visible against the night sky as it

ar : . g
Lt .]amy from the Wanderer's funnel.
For’ard

s0Unded ’mghiilns clattered, men’s voices
L] . L1 ¥ 1% v - ’. 4 L
widespreag 1eTe was every indication of

cheerj activity, The =sounds were
that tre . 1heY told Nipper and Handforth
The ork was going on uninterruptedly.

and Stg;% Jéllngors‘ walked across to the rail,
%as black ooy OVer the lagoon. Everything
of the Teef ';nd still.  Up here, the silence
¥as heavyy 45 even more uncanny. The air
Ulbleasant’ and filled whh that strange,
only ip Tankness. And the silence was

¢ soumds of the ship—

tensifieq b
co ot
uld  he ,1most felt, like something

tangible.

CHAPTER

1%
WHAT THE DAWN KEVEALED,

— IPPER suddenly turned
o N at the sound of
voices, and his eves

S == lit up with eagerness

as he saw the familiar figures
of L.ord Dorrimore and Nelson
Lee panse further down the
Both mion leancd aoainst the rail and

deck.
stared out.
“By Jove, there's the guv’nor!” eiaculated

Nipper. *Dorrie, too! And we thought
they were asleep, Handy! Come on!”

They rushed up rather excitedly.

“Good gad, what's this?” said Dorrie,
turning. < Oh, you two! Who told you to
turn out as early as this? You're losin’® your
beauty sleep, my lads——"

“Never mind our beauty sleep, Dorrie,”
interrupted Nipper. “1 say, guv'nor, what
does it mean? This silence woke me up,
you know. ‘What's happened? Why isn't
the reef booming as usual?”

Nelson Lee glonced at Dorrie.

“It's no good, old man—we can't kecp
it from them,” he said. “I’'m not able to
answer your questions, Nipper,”” he went on.
“Dorrie and I are just as puzzled as you
are. We can only wait for the dawn.”

““Then something has really happened,
sir?” asked Handforth.

“By the Lord Harry!”" said Lord Dorri-

more. “Yes, young ’'un, somethin’s hap-
pened all right! But what it is we don’t
know. Perhaps the Pacific has suddenly

disappeared, and left us in this«lagoon—like
a matech floatin’ in a basin of water. The
lagoon’s here, anyway.”’

“You're just trying to be funny, Dorrie,”
said Nipper. “No power on earth coufd
shift the Pacific—it’s miles deep, even near

the island. But it must be frightfully
calm o

“Perhaps there's another earthquake
coming,” interrupted Handforth excitedly.
i %nd what's this rummy niff in the air,
sir?”

“Seaweed,” replied Nelson Lee cauietly.

“POh!” said Nipper, with a start. ¢ Sea-
weed, eh? We saw come stray bits last
night, didn't we?”

“Yes, and it seems to have increased,”

said Lee. ¢ Nothing very surprising in that,
of course. It's obvicusly drifting here with

the current, and it iz coming straight into
the lagoon. No doubt it will be washed
out again when the tide changes.”

Nipper looked at Nelson Lee rather keenly.
There was something in his tone which failed
to carry conviction. He spoke carelessly,
as though attempting to hide something.

““Look here, guv’nor, what's the idea of
spoofing?” asked Nipper gruffly. ¢ 1 believe
vou know what’s happened, and you won't
tell us.”’

‘“ No, Nipper, I don't know,” said the
famous detective. I suspect something,
certainly—but there i3 no object to be



o LEREATD 7P, __THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY %&m

eained by voicing my vagne suspicions.  As
I said before, we must waib until the dawn
comes.”’

* But why, sir?” asked ilandforth quickly.
Can’t we take a beat out to the rcef
now? We wmizht be able to see what's
wronyg at close quarters. It's s0 joily rummy
that-—"

““There is a great amnount of seaweed
the lagoon, and it wouid inadvisable to
take any boat across it in the darkness,”
interrupted Lee

“ Why, sir?”’

“You are
eaid Lee drily.
lazgen is filied with
the hours of darkness
gotten that terrible mc ipod, by any chance?
Other sea erecatures disport themselves in
the lagoon during the night-timec—and with
these masses of seaweed floating about there
is treble danger. It is quite p(}hbﬂ)lc that
the weed conceals horrors of which we know
nething, It isn't worth fthe risk, m‘ bcys—
espocially as dawn will soon be here.”

“‘Then 1'H tell you what, sir,” said Nipper
briskly. ““The searchiights.”

“Youn're late for the fair, old son,
claimed Lord Dorrvimore. “ We've aiready
tricd that-stant, an’ it’'s no good. We can
see the reef, an’ we can see the open sea
—but even withh the searchilight it’s impos-
sible to distinguish anythin’ wrong. The sea
is amazin'ly calm, an’ there's no suri—but
that’s all. Nothin’ much to worry about.”

Nipper grunted.

"« All the same, you're both wm-rying like
the dickens,” he said. “You can’t kid me,
Dorrie.  Something’s happened during the
nigh:t, and I'm beginning to get scared.
W h 1}& if we're prevenied from ]eww(, on the
tide?”

“In that
ship drily.
‘un, an' forget
ship’s company is
we're saiiin® for ¥ngland,
att the advertised time!l
scitied.”

But Nipper and Handiorth had no inten-
tion of going back to bed. Finding they
could get nothing further out of Nelson Lee
and Lord Dorrimore, they went off on their
cwn. Staring down at the kgoen was un
profitable, however, and they soon got tired
of leaning over the rail, |

“Let’s go down the ladder and have a look
a‘b {'!U*.-b q'uarfu‘%, * suggested Nipper.

ro0d idea,”” nodded Handforth. ¢ As a
,at,ter of f{ut I was just going to suggest
it mysclf. We might even take a boat
across,” he added theughtifully. “ It doesn’t
do to take too much notice of these
elders 1’

He soon changed his cpinion, however,
when they recached the little platform - at
the bhottom of the ladder. The water was
practically at their feet, and it stretched

away darkly and mysteriously into the

ho

very persistent, ilandiorth,”
“ As a matter ef fact, the
!m‘kiug danger during
You haven’t for-

7

€X-

case, we'll stay,” said his lord-
“But get back to bed, young
everythin’ e¢ize. The whole
workin’ like steam, an’
home and beauty

That’s finally

m

weather,

cloom. That dank smell was now e
gent than ever. It filled their
to the exclusion of all else.

“Ugh!®? muitered Nipper.
rible !

Something moved two or three yards oug,
There was a hrief glimpse of a black ohjeg
a curious heaving of the water, an. @ ‘hiil ]

]
¥ Dupe
_ ligst I-Ha-'_—

Jiy hor.

plep.  The two juniors were rather slurileq

“By George, Mr. Lee was right.” gig
Hanadforth  huskilv, “Did you =z *Iat?
['il bet there's all sergs of beastly tiingg
ahoult! And what’s wrong with the water)
It looks dead! It's lumpy, too.”

“ Seaweed.”” said  Nipper bricfly.
lagoon’s choked.”

They weut up on deck again,
casy. There seemed to be an
of impending disaster hovering over the
vacht. It was intensified, perhaps, by the
fact that hardly any of the guests were up
and about.

Handforth and Nipper waited, and at lasg
the firsy grey light of dawn 1ppe.neql in the
sky. And as the gloom was dissipated, and
the day arrived, the watchers strained their
eves towards the reef.

And they saw zomething
wilh dismay.

[ The

vaguely un..'
atmosphere

"

which filied them

CHAPTER V.
SEAWLED, SEAWEED, EVERYWHERE]

L ELL, I'm hanged!?
ejaculated Lord
Dorrimore,

He and XNelson

Lee were on the bridge, and
they had now been jairicd by
Captain  Burton, Capiain
McAndrew, and Mr. Beverley Stokes., ‘lhe
Hght had greatly wi!t"ll"tht}nm] and «2il the

men were staring out in the same

diection,
“This 15 serious,”

satd Nelson Lee quletly.

““Serious?’”? echoed Caplain  Burton., 1t
may be tragic! How in the name of all
that’s miraculous ecan we push the Wun-
derer through this ness? After a couple
of yards her propeliers will be fouled.”
“Tnere’s nothin’ like bein’ cheerful,” suid
Dorrie, with a grimacc,

For some minutes mnothing further was
gaid.  The daylight was increasing—tihe sun
was  already beginning to peep over the

rim of the bklue TPacific. The glass was
high, the sky elear, and there was every
pro: pu‘b of continued fine weather. A move
promising sunrise econld not bhe imagined.

Far across the sca the air was as cicar
as crystal—the distant horizon was sharpiy
defineil. It was not until one hrought oue’s
caze down to close quarters that the =heck
was received.

A vast change
hours of night.

It was in no way connected with
however. All round the island,

had oeceurred during the
tlic

Ci
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a had changed ij:s appear-

. htful blue in the distance, it
5 'dilclmgliat dead, drab blackness all
hmlicland. And the usually tur-
is ]Eg?)onh was thick and turbid and re-

o look wpOn. ‘
tor” exclumed Lee, at lengin.
of tons of it! The

e it—millions
5 Ofngic only choked, but the whole

< surrounded by the stuff. Tpon my
iﬂi?'d iﬁqoitlrlrw::ts it possible to prepare for
5 Pl

P O3
this contingency: . ;
th‘lfﬂgg sqw a few stray bits last night, you

know,” said Mr. Qtokes. |

¢« Yes, but who was to guess that it would
tncrease to this extent in a few short
hours?”’ asked Lee. «Fven Captain Burton,
with all his experience, was not prepared

for this.” . . -
¢« [t’s something new in my line,” declared

he skipper.
thﬁﬂmﬂ,‘;, an’ it's the same with masel’,
I'm thinkin’,”? put in {“Izlptain McAndrew
gruffly. “I've sailed these seas for thirty
years, and I've never seen the like! I'm
tellin’ ye, it’s bad.”

Down on the deck, Handforth and Nipper
were no Jonger alone. Quite a number of
other fellows had appeared—to say nothing
of Irene Manners and Doris Berkelev and
Winnie Pitt and Tesza Tove. FEvervbody
knew that the Wanderer would be sailine at
dawn, and the guests had turned ount to
sea the yacht- make her exit throuch the
break in the reef. '

}}ut; the early risers received a bic shock.
..‘, What-ho!"* ejaculated Archie Glenthorne,
adjusting his famous monocle. “T mean tn
say. a few changes, what? Odds anchors
and chains! The good old lagoon has taken
on a somewhat poizonous aspect!”

“But what's happened?” asked Clive
Russell. starina. “The water's ehoked with
S’?ﬂW{:f.‘df ank at it! Great. rolling masses
of it! And it’s all round the island, too!™

0 Nonces
Now we ean understand the reason for

every side, the s¢

ance.
changed

Jagoon’s

ig:ft silence,” said Nipper quietly. ¢ The
rol] 18 50 choked with weed that the
ollers are wunable to hreak.

_ They just
Surge up into the weed, and smother them.

Relves : :
tgg'&' And it seems to he oeotting worse,
T =

Yes. but where’s it all coming from?"

asked Tommy Watson hlankly.
““Tho ‘

sea-bed, of cours it's
ordi ; E ourse—and it's no
rdinary weeq, either,” replied Nipper. “It’s

dee :
P sea stuff—torn away. and thrown

'
S;gnmlsthousands of feet.

up
Why, some of thos
¢ A aTe as thick as tree-trunks!” :
& W-hffd t{&ﬂ!{' at the leaves!” cried Doris.
vards: ’acroai Te Ihke-: great slabs, yards and
sihle for seawe 1 L P 1t vas Tox
““All s-::nr;&: ? tﬁ- arow as big as this !>

Pacifie, T 9 ”t-hmgs‘ are possible in the
“Vr("\:(’ fmn?nm said  Nipper arimly.
8ail in thoo d 'that out already! A ship can

8¢ waters for years without meot-

|

4
b

' ,;u'si’éf?jﬂﬁ'”}:[:-' ::_:_.;’..‘ W \

i
/r.. / /‘{E' . "‘*--_:__
.I ; fé‘/gf | !
/"!f f

......

He caught a giimpse of a figure just

vanishing round an angie further

down. There was someihing mys-

terious about the movemsnt,- and

Handforth’s suspicions seemed to be
justified.

ing anything rummy—and then—in the
period of a week, it can come across sampics
of everything that's frightful.”

“We seem to have hit one of the had
spells,” said Reggic Pitt.

‘They crowded against the rail, staring
across the lamoon. There was a certaln

fascination in looking at this extraordinary
scene. It was something they had never
imagined—something they had never bhelieved
possible.

The island itself was pitiful enough--witly
the torn and battered groves, and the sigins
of wreckage. That enormous tidal-wave hod
wiped away all the beauty, and had lere
nothine but stark ugliness. Nature wonld
put cverything to rights in due conurse, no
doubt,—and rapidly, too. But at the moment
the scene was rather sad. ;

The island, however, was not atiracting
any attention from the watchers. They
were looking at the Iangoon—and at the sea
beyond. The Wanderer was entirely sur.
rounded by the masses of browny-biack weed.
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It wasn't merely fleating, but choking the, We shall never get away from thi, islang ¥
lagoon in vast quantities, appearing to go | now!”
right down to the coral bed. Indeed, 'in William XNapoleon Browne shook hig heag,
some places, the repulsive-looking stufl was “As an optimist, Brother Horace, :.fuu lack
heaped up above the surface, and it was | many of the most essential tjllllltlt": lie oh.
all moving sluggishly, with a kind of evil | served. <«“Hope! Hope is the \atmlmgrd.
life. ' Since we can do nothing to push thix weed

The last trace of beauty had gone, and | back from whenece it came, we mus: hope -
there was something about the lagoon which ; that some miracle will deprive us of i
caused many of the watehers to involunt arily { presence. Otherwise, I fear we arc¢ iy the

shudder. What Jurking life was there
this unwholesome- lnukmu mass?

The weed - -as 1}.ut1cu]azly thick at the
break in the reef. It was piled up, and
moving slowly inwards, choking the lagoon
more and move. The current, in faect, was
drifting it in slowly, and in vast and ever-
increasing quantities. No power on earth
could -;tnp that drift.

Al round the reef, on the outer edge, the
weed was lying just under the sarf&ee of
the water. There was no foam, and there
were no hreakers, For some distance- ont
the sea came along in slow, undulating rollx.
But they all came to nothing on the island
They were dissipated by the weed.

“ But—but -~here deoes it all come from?”
asked Tommy Watson. < That’s what Y ean’t
make ount, you know, Iow did it get here?»

“Let's go and ask Mr. Lee!” suggested
Jack Grey,

“No need to,
put in Nipper.

in

old man-—-I ean tell you,”
“The thing’s obvious. Don’t
you remember that tidal wave?”?

““Yesz, but 1 don't see

“There was a {errific submarine earth-
fquake not far from here,” deeclared Nipper.
“That ecaunzed the tidal wave—and it caunsed
this flow of weed, ton. The ecarthguake

must have loosened millinns and millions of
tons of deep-
the surface
island all

ser weed, It naturally came to
, and has been (driftineg on to the
night.”

CHAPTER VI.

N ALARMING PROSPECT.

IPPER'S erplaration
was undoubtedly the
true one,

These vast quan-
tities of seaweed had been
thrown up frem the bed of
the  ocean—probably  from

sorme  unbelievable  depth—by  that sub-
marine earthquake. And the island lying

in the direet drift of the eurrent, the weed
had come all round. And there was more
of 1t on the way, too.

It was a perfeetly natural phenomencn,
considering all tho cirenmstances. But the
position of the Wanderer and her party
heecame «doubtful. Wonld it be possible to
take the yaeht out through ihis cengestion
of weed?

“We're in a niee hole now,” said Stevens,
of the Fifth. -“<Just when we werc about
to sail for home, too! Somehow, I had
an idea that it was too geoed to be true!

“theze

hroth.”

“ This piff, too,” went on Steven:. «Jgq
getting worse every minute! Paly! It's
sickening!  Waves of it are coming up 43

the tnne, and I'm feeling {leOIHtE‘l‘. b 1

“T don’t blame you, Erother ?{m,u,eu
agreed Browne. “1I, myself, in spite of my
iron constitution, feel somewhat quivery ip
the central region. The odour of seaweed
is not exactly my favourite perfume.”

‘¢ Reaweed!” echoed Stevens., “I wouldu't
mind ordinary seaweed—it’s got a healthy
kind of tang to it. But this stufl is simply
horrible, It’s like—it’s like nothing on
earth '»

Browne nodded.

“Considering it comes from the unknown
fepths of the sca, T ecan cuits agree with
vy, e remarked. “But we must he
brave, Brother Horace, we must rize above
trivialities. Always remember that
we are in the prezence of some
dented  happening which may yct ring
thronzhout the world. You mnst realise
that we shall achieve fame by this means.”?

“Who cares about f.mle"” erowled
Stevens.

“It 1s possible that your ambitions are
dulled, hut mine are not 0.,” siaid MNapcleon
Browne firmly. “TFame is the one pinnacle

I live for. And imagine the riot of excite
ment, Brother Stfcvens, when the news-
papers publish our photographs—as memnm-

bers of the illustrious party who were pree
sent alb this Sensation of the South Seas.
L.ezs fortunate people have heen caunght In
the meshes of the Sargasso Sea. Tut whab
is the Sargasso Sea compared to thi3
noxicus w;zetntmn‘? Weed, brother - just
culf weed. We are gazing upon 1massive
growths fmm the vasty deep.”

Stevy griunted.

“There's something
ot maore eomfortable
on the ontskirts—with the open sea in *'"f"‘“:
of us,” he replied. ““1t’s a bit uncomic
able to realise that we may never cseapc.

in it, but I'd be &

if we were hovering

“1 am grieved that you shenld u\ml
qnflt an utter lack of confidence In Gi}?
worthy mariners and engineers,” said
yrowne severely. “Personally, I am f!tlie
hlithe. I gaze wpon thr.e-‘ scene  with
urhanity. For I know, in my heart, that

all will yet be well.”

Browne was fortunate, for the majeri'y
of the others were by no means certain.
That vague sense of uneasiness was heecia-
ing general. TFor as the sun rose hightf

m-mmﬂlw sl 2

unprece- .
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. daylight
'ft("‘ll:’lcg of the catastrophe was more and
sigllll ¢

i 'eu . ¢
maore ﬂi*i"“nd boen sent up into the mast-
£ 4

and

: mf(:l make observations. He repried
head he weed, as far as he could scc,
that t:i for miles. Some little distance
extent%% sea was blue, but the weed was
oub. usly under the surface. It was pre-
obvio in_ such enormous qgquantities that no
seny M S But one faect was

estimate could' be mude.
startlingly clear.
The island stood

ocean current. _
}11115- in a direct line, choking the lagoon more
o

and more. And this drift was something
that could never bc‘altercd. It was a per-
petual feature of this part of the Pacific.

« We've got to face facts, and there’s an
end of it,” said Captain Burton grimly.
«The lagoon’s choked now, and il’ll be piled
high by this evening. What chance shall
we have of gefting out?”

in the very centre of

“ Couldn't we make an attempt? asked
Lord Dorrimore,

““ Impossible {"

«“The old tub wouldn't move far, you
mean?”

«I mean that without a clear channel, the
vacht can’t move a hundred yards,” replied
the skipper. “In the f{irst place, this weed
is as thick and as tough as hardened
gutta-percha, and the blunt prow of the
Wanderer would simply pile it up into one
conglomerated mass—as solid and as im-
passable as the eceoral reef itself, We
wouldn't travel two hundred vards.”

::You're right, captain.’”® said Nelson Leo.

In the second place,” continued Captain
Barton, “we wouldn't even get as far as
that—for the simple teaszon that we should
lo‘:‘f our propellers,”

“Lose 'em?” ejaculated Dorrie.

que them!” repeated the cantain grimty.
kin()(;u{;!;::rf weed i3 bad enongh—it'll foul any
Like oakptopeller. But this stuff, with stems
probably -:eea, would twist onr blades and
the rick ;_ﬂﬂp the ah‘nft-. It's not worth
this Wee’dh;r' We can’t move a yard until

ki 1as _clea_red,"

his .lc? jopibposin’ it doesn’t clear?” asked

4 ”,-“hjp smoothly. <1 ‘don't wish to
L“II)-fEﬁ.Slm]stic____n J
fixed iét t‘g?f’ﬁ‘_“t clear, then we're as firmly
bank,» e Il_ﬂgoon as any hulk in a sand-
: -hep !t‘lt.i_ the capt:n.n‘ steadily.
trying to Hbdm truth, and it's no good

aciude ourselves otherwise.”

CHAPTER VII.
THE FALLING GLASS.

(44

ELSON LEE thought-
fully  stroked his
chin,

“Fortunately,

’E:herf: i5 no pgeneral alarm
Yet,” he exclaimed., ¢ The

ang Crew is just waiting—curious

mtereste, '
rested.,  Phe boys aund girls are

»

grew stronger, the (-1,

And the weed was drift- |

but We want ta

unoneful,

rather exciied,

Keep the truth  from them  as Jong  ac
possible.”

“What's the wuse?” asked Mr. Stokes
grufily. ““We're in this mess, sir, and we
might as well admit it. Of all the infernal

tuck! Just when we were on the point of
satling for home, {g0!”

“It's generally the way of things, old
man,”” said Lord Dorrimore guietly. “I’'ve
noticed it heaps of times. You make all

sorts of plans, you fix your dates, an’ then

—zing!'—somethin®  comes along to upsed
the libtle apple cart. Life's full of these
hittle smags.  Theve's alwayz somebody
waitin® round the corner teo bilf you with
a hammer!*

Nelson Lee smiled.

“This is hardly the moment for
philosophy, Dorrie,*” he obzerved. 1 quite

agree with your sentiment, but we've gob
to deal with hard facts. If there’s any
poasible way of escaping from the lagoon,
ve've got to find it.”

“I'll leave aH the thinkin® to you,” said
Dorrie. ““But I'l remind you that we’ve
got guns oun board—an’ heaps of ammuni-
tion., What about blowin’ the bally stuff to
bits, an’ shellin® a pasasge through?”

“By James!” ejacutated Captain Burlon.
“That's an idea!”

“I'm afratd tt's nothing but an idea,” put
in Nelson Lee. “Qur guns are small, cap-
fain, and if we shelted this weed all day it
would make litéle or no impression. 1'H tell
you why. It's coming in alt {the time, and
as fast az we clearcd a channel, it would
gef, choked up again.”

““But when the flow of it ceases, I mean?”

“There might be a possibility then, bub
I'm doubtful,” said Lee. “ And when will
the flow ceasa? Not for dayvs—not for weeks,
perhaps. The sea is calm, ana the weed is
iving in stupendous masses for miles round.
We've only just gobt the edgeszs of it yet.
And there’s anobther point to consider—
and the most important point of ail.”

“I'll bet it’s somethin® pretty ghastly,”
said Dorrie.

“It 15, replied Nelzon Le2, “This weed
is piling up higher and higher every hour.
By fonight, as Captain Burton remarked,
it'lt be piled above the water, over the
whole extent of &he lagoon.”

“What of 1£?’ asked Mr. Stokes.

“This weed i3 deep-sea stulf—and only
lives under water,” replied Nelson ILee.
“ Ixpoaure to the sun is fatal. And this

sun, as I hardly need teli you, is caleuiated
to create decomposition in an appallingly
brief space of time. Gentlemen, within two
dayvs this lagoon wilt be a death-trap.”

“QOwing to the rotted esecaweed, you
mean?®
“Owimz to the robted s2a-weed," said

Nelson Lee grimly,  ““The atmosphere is
already poliuted (o an unpleasant extent.
By this evening it will be nauseous and re-
volting. By to-morrow we shall be in the
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centre of a seething mass of fcver-breeding

stench. - It i no exaggeraticn to say that
witliin thirty-six  hours the air will be
utterly poisoncus.” |

The others were startled.

“Yon thirk this—really?? asked Dorrie
gravely. &

“T don't think it—I know it,” said Nelson
Iee. “Qh, it’s no good blinking at the
facts, Porrie. Even now we can't put a

hoat off, and every heur makes the situation
worse. Refuge on the island itself—sup-
posing we couid get there—would be useless.
We can do nothing but stay on board and
wait for the end. Unless something un-
precedented happens, we shall gradually fall
into a state of coma, and die of poisoning.”

“Goond gad!?” said his lordship. ““That’s
pretty frightful. I always had a hankerin’
to go down fightin’. There’s somethin’
heastly in waitin® for a slow death of this
sorf. Man alive, can't we make a shot at
it? Can't we get the guns goin’ an’ see
what can be done??

“Yes, let’s do romething, anyhow!’® urged
Mr. Stokes, with set lips.

“1 strongly disagree with the guns being
used,” replied Nelson Lee. “Wo have
plenty of ammunition, certainly—but the
supply is not unlimited. It would be a
sheer waste of good shells to fire them
now, Look for yourselves, gentlemen,” he
added, pointing to the hreak in the reef.
“Look at the muasses of weed sluggishly
coming in in one continuous surge.”’

They looked, and were convinced.

“It would indeed be a waste of ammuni-
tion to fire the guns now,”” said Mr. Stokes
quietly. ¢ We can only wait until to-morrow
--and then, perhaps, the surge of the sea-
weed will bhe lessened. Let us hope that
there is no outhreak of fever in the mean-
time.?’ :

Dorrie shook himself.

“I'm goin’ to order quinine all round,” he
growled. ““Nothin’ like bein’ on the safe
side.  Pah! Thi= «tench is gettin’® worse!”’

Nelson Lee's evenly spoken words had
carried great conviction. And they were
proving szound already. The sun had
secarcely got to work yet, but the exposed
weed was already sending ferth a strong,
rank odour which promised to become an
evil, noxious gas in the course of a few
hours,  With such a powerful zun beating
upon the exposed weed, the result was in-
evitahle. Making plans of ezcape was more
or less a waste of time. One g¢lance at
the lagoon was enough. It would take two
cays, at the vary least, to escape from this
trap, even if the project was possibie. And
by that time the air would bhe fouled to
such an extenw that human life would be
out of the question,

If Nelson Lee thought that the dreadful
ruth could he kept from the others, he
was unduly optimistie. It s an eid saying
that bad news fravels fast—and within half-
an-heur the entire yacht knew the worst.

Before breakfast was over. indeed, ] g

(v a b3 !
St. Frank’s fellows and Moor View s:irli
were discussing the appalling sitnation, " No

matter how they looked at it, there SCemeq
to be no hope.

And then Captain Burton made a rathep
significant discovery. Almeoat unconzeiously
he consulted the weather glags. Ile wag
startled. The glass was not only fallipe
but positively tumbling. =

——

CHAPTER VIIL
A RAY OF HOPL.

APTAIN BURTON
turned to one of his

officers.
‘“Have you eceen
this, Mr. Stewart?’? he asked
sharply.

“1 have, &ir,” replied the

officer. ““Seems as though something’'s on
the way.”

“0On the way!” echoed the skipper.
“Good glory! I haven't seen the glass

There’s a big
A cyclone, 1

tumble like this for weeks!
blow coming, that’s certain.
should imagine.?”

Mr. Stewart glanced at the &ky.

“No sign of anything yet, sir,” he re-
marked. ‘‘Not that we can judge by
appearances these days. When it does
come, it’ll probably swoop down with hardly
an hour’s warning. Still, I reckon it’s
seven or eight hours away.”

Captain Burton pursed his lips.

¢ Seven or eicht hours!”” he muttered.
“1 wonder—— Mr. Lee!” he added, raising
his voice and leaning over the bridge rail
“Just a minute!”

Nelson Lee mounted quickly.

“The glass i3 falling,

and there’s

cvidently some bad weather coming—a storm

of eorts,”” said the captain. “If I know
anything about this part of the worid, it
ought to he on us before the evening, We're
safe enough in the lagoon, of courze—
nothing can shift us out of this trap. But
a good blow might mean an extra day or two
of life.”

Nelson Lee looked at the skipper eharply.

“By Jove, yes!” he exclaimed. ¢ With
a strong enough wind, this vile stench would
be blown away. We might get enough purc
air to last us a week—if the wind held
all that time. Do you think it's possible?”

“Not only possible, but more than likely,”
replied the captain. ‘We've had two OT
threce weeks of uninterrupted fine weather—
an extraordinary long epell for thiz latitude.
When a storm does come, it’ll he a beauty.
I'm rather glad we didn't =sail this
morning.”’

“T won’t say that,” repiied Nelson Le¢,
with a smile. “I'd rather be in the midsb
of the worst storm blowing than in this
trap. All the same, this piece of news 8
welcome. If the storm is going to be any-

-



%) K'S WEEKLY
_@’% THE ST. FRANK’S

wa ought to see a few zigns of ,
noon.”’ 5 )
~s early as that.” said the
pere might he nothing appuarent
We c¢an live in hopes, any-
do vour bhest to spread the

thing bi:
i+ hefore
Tes Hardly 8
skipper. £ g
nuntii io-nighit.
Betiel

O 1 : 'y
h”l::u ¢hat theres some hope, _I\Ir. L.ee._._
“‘);,Z’d"veu..-,un Les performed this task with

4t sUCCess. . i
Ereat S atl 6 of aaietvyv—a hali-
He assumed ai alf a v—a ha
excited exuberance which was really foreign

1o him. And he went about the yacht,
carrying the news to all and sundry.
Usually, the prospect of a great storm was

not exachly welcome—but now 1t was re-

' 8! at excitement.

eived with great £€XC ; ‘
‘ « By (eorze, a storm, ch?”? said Hand-
forth. <« It'll clear the air, anyhow! And.

who knows? It may wash all this weed
away?” _

«Pigs night fly if they
Church gruffly. h _

“Don't you be so jolly clever!” retorted
Handforth. “It's not so impossible f(‘,r a
storm to take all the weed away. What
about that storm we had soon after we got

to the island? It was enough to wipe the

had wings,” said

island off the map! And the sea was
mountains high for days afterwards.” :

¢ That's right ecnough!”” agreed McClure
thoughtfully. ¢ But I'm not so sure about
this storm. It's all a varn, I belleve. Look
at the sky—as blue as you like! here
isn't a single cloud!”

“ Which only proves your pitiful ignor-
ance,” said Handforth scornfully. “You

can’t judge by appearances in the Pacific!
I shouldn’t be at all surprised if the storm
broke within hal!f-an-hour! They sweep up
by magic!” '
“Hear,hear!”” said Willy, joining the
group. “For once, Ted, old son, I agree
Wwith you. There's a storm coming, as sure
as a gun.” d
“Oh, is thero?v
“How do you know?"
r._“I don't need to look at the glass,”” re-
Plied Willy calmly. ¢ Marmaduke’s enough
for me—to éay nothing of Priscilla. That
monkey of mine is so uneasy that he can’t

snapped Handforth.

€ep still for a second. He's scared stiff.
}f\nd even Priscilla has pgone right off her
¢ed.  You ecan't kid them, you Kknow.

They've got a sort
them
sk}r‘li

“Is this a facto? asked Chureh eagerly.

: of instinct which warns
tn - advance—without squinting at the

h‘tilﬂOHESt injun,” gsaid Willy. ¢ They’ve
.DulTlgOt the wind up properly.”
Then

: it can't be a yarn, after all,” ad-
Mmitted Chureh. S ’
o Rather not!”
~ 10U mustn’s
.B_E'IO;‘Q 1
Ti3za "D,
the neck,
nour.

5 “-‘l frit

Handforty

said the hero of the Third.
take any notice of the sky.
ong there’ll ba a bank of clouds
and then we shall get it fairly in

It might even be here within the

I5t vou know, Mr, Clever,” he
aniffed,

11
sneered.  *“An hour, eh? You young ass,
(t's lmpossible! It couldn't be here until

this ¢evening at the very earliest.
g0 spreading those silly yarns!”?
Willy grinned.
“All right—I'll repeat your own words,
and say the storm will be here in half-an-
hour,” he said cheerfully. “You're a good

Don't you

chap, Ted, but you contradict yourself
twenty times a day. Who's coming for a
lime juice?™ '
Church and MeClure accompanied Willy
helow—for the air on deck was stiflina.
There was no wind at all, and the stench

frorn the seaweed rose in suffocating waves.

Coupled with the heat, the eflect was
naunseating.

Most members of the holiday party were
keeping below, for the cooled saloons and
lounges were at least airy and comfortable.
The smell of the seaweed did not penetrate

50 much,

“I wish T could believe the guv’nor,”
saidd Nipper thoughtfully, as he sat with
Tregellis-West and Watson. “But it isn't

like him to o about excited.
it all on.”
“You mean a
asked Walson,
“No, I don't mean that; but there’s not
much chance ol the storm doing any good,”

He's putting

storm  isn't coming?’’

replied Nipper. “The guv'nor knows it,
but he wants to spoof everybody. It's

better to keep our spirits up as
possible.”

* Begad, it’s a f{rightfully good idea, but
things will only be worse later on,” said
Sir  Montie, removing his pincenez and
polishing them. “ Dear old boy, we've gof
to face things calmily. But I don’t believe
we're doomed to perish in this frightful
spot—I don’t, really.”

The hours dragged by, and the situation
remained - unchanged. The sky was still
blue, and the sun still blazed down, and
there was no breath of wind in the air.

Upon close inspection, however, the
lazoon was gradually changing. The masses
ol seaweed were piling up higher. And
all round the reef the awful stuff was in-
creasing in volume. Paradise Island was
caught in the vortex of this cast-up refuse
of the ocean bed.

long as

CHAPTER IX.

UNSEEN HORRORS.

¢ SAW something then!”
exclaimed Ralph
Leslie Fullwood,
pointing. “Look, you

fellows—over there!”’

Scveral of the juniors were
leaning over the rail, watch-
sluggishly drifting seaweed. It was

the
late afternoon now, and the air was hotter

and closer than ever. But the sky was still
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tize &un hbad taken on a

although
azen, dull appearance. _ _
“What did you see?’ asked Reggie Pitt.

clear,

“I don’t knew—it Jooked like a fin, or
scmethin’,”  replied  Fullweod. “I'll bet
this weed is simply full of life. That’s
why they won’t allow any of us to go
down the ladder an’ look at it at close
guarters.”

There was something horribly fascinatling
in watching the weed. The very size of it
was  startling.  Xfany of the slems were
twelve to [fifteen feet in circumference—
encrmous, browny-bilack lengths of tough
growth which could hardly be called sea-

there were enormous
stimy-lnoking leaves and

weed at all.  And
quantities of thick,

tendrils.

And over the whcle crawled countless
horrors, mest of  them - small.  Creepy
thines, wormy  things—in  fact, c¢very
imaginable sort of life. The lagoon was
seethine with 1‘12- :-.a‘;:ivit\. At first glance
the weod seemmed wuidd, but it was absolutc]y
alive.

And now and again there would be a
great  upheaval, «s though some huge
monster of the deep was attempting to
hrealk - through. At oiher times the weed
would be sucked down into a kind of
vortex, and for an instant there would be
a awirl ol black water.

The Wanderer was stil] afioat, of eocurse,
although the weed wuas !hl'ﬂ-]‘-ﬂd round her
tichtiy. It sireteched away on every
to the inner shores of the lagoon. The
effect was curiovs. It was as though the
yaeht rested in the midst of a refuse pile.
Is was hardly possible to imagine that she
floated in water. The whole island now
seemed solid, fcr the lagoon itself had
vanished. Therc was only this piled up
wecd to be reen.

1t was euncroaching upon the reef, too—
covering it completely in  the low-lying
parts, and joining up with the weed within,

1t was a slow, insidioug process, but
nevertheless certain. ~
“By George! Leok at that!” yelled
Handforth sudadenly. =

His call to the others was unnecessary,
for they had all =een the thing. A foul-
icoking, scaly arm had ‘ippemcl through
the weed--a great limb, yards in length,
with  webbing between the points. It
plunged wildly for & moment er two, and

the weed parted

And for an instant the
caught sight of a hasrrifying monster.
far as they could judgc, it was
like a lizard, but a theusand times more
repulsive, They cnly saw the head and
front portien, and this alone was as big
as a whale. Then with a slow movement
the thing dropped back.

“My only hat!” =aid Pitt,

“Why, a thing like that

As

with a gasp.
Loll]d wreck the

side |

watching juniors:

soething

"1t

giddy yacht!” muttered Chureh.
be hundreds of yards long!”’

Everybody was shaken,

“And perhaps the lagoon is full of ‘em,
sald Bob Christine 110ar->ely.

Nipper shook his head.

“Don’t get seared,” he said (quictly,
“ There aren’t likely to be many of that
breed there, and il there are, they're preity -
harmless. Couldn’t you see the thing was
practically dead—at lt“‘s last gasp?”

“It looked alive—

M That thing was a denizen of the utter-
most depths,” declared Nipper. “It can't
live up here; 1I'm surprised that it hagd
any life at all. These deep-water creatures
are like fish out of water when they come

intst

near the surface. There’s only one sort of
danger.”
“You mean—when they die?’ asked
Chureh
“Yes,”” replied Nipper. " The rotting

weed will be bad enough, but if there are
many of those ghastly ereatures floating in
the sun—— But 1 ecan’t talk about it,”
he added huskily. “It’s toc awful!”

“Let’s hope the storm comes
soon,” said Clive Russell.

“1 don't believe there’ll be a
all!” growled Fullwood, glancing up. “It'l
he dark before long, an’ there isn’t even
a breath of wind. The weed’s comin’ in

1

along

storm at

faster all the time

A shriek from down the deck interrupted
Fullwood's words, and everybody gulped.
There was something startling about thab
sound. There eame a great comnotion, {oo
--shents and wild yells.

“Come on!’? gasped Haundforth bdreath-
lessly.

They pelted for’ard at 1full speed, in-

stinctively fecling that there was something

to see. And they weren’t wrong, In the
bows of the yacht they beheld a grim
sicht. One of the members of the crew

was fighting for his life—caught in the toils
of a festoon of enormous bhlack coils. They
had coute overside without warning, like
some horror oubt of a nightmare.
Lord Dorrimore, Nelson Lee, and
of the yacht’s men were dashing =about
doing cverything possible. One cor (wo
hatchets were hacking away at those enor-
mous feelers. There was a dull, sickening
squeleh as one of the hatchets found its
mark., The severed feeler lashed about
dangerously, and two of the men wero
nearly caught by that death dealing biow.
“Whntn-‘hha‘e is it??’ gasped W’t.t:o*}.
“Looks like another of those horrible
decapods; but X  believe it’s something
worse!” snapped Nipper. “ There’s no tell-
ing what this weed contai:zfs. Look! 'The
thing’s going!?
Lxery}mdy hre'ltm,d

several

a sigh of relief as

the unscen moanster released its -hold. The
victim was lying on the deck, unconscicus.
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feelors vanished several

hlack :
the Dld to dash to the side

And 23 - enough

ere 125 -
men. B e They saw nothing but a
ani lnok oV T | 1.
:sx'.'irl amid the weed.

CHAPTER X.

A NIGHT OF TERROR.

ARKNESS
inky, and

{rable.
Such darkness had
never bheen seen on the isiand
hefore. It was so infensc
that one seemed to be walk-

fell—black,
impene-

ine awainst something solid on those parts
[ . 3
of the deck where there were no lights.

The Wanderer was throbbineg with an un-
known dread. It filled the heart of every-
bodv. They couldn't ecxplain what they
feared, but the fear was there—tangible
and  solid. The vessel's lights only
intensified the sensation of being in the
midst of dangers.

The deck was forbidden to the juniors.
After that experience of the evening the
order had gone forth that everybody was
to remain below. But most of the state-
room windows looked out upon the deck,
and groups of juniors were gazing out,
hardly knowing what to expect.

The unfortunate sailor who
caught by those black toils was still un-
conscious—crushed and gravely injured.
Two of his ribs were broken, and his flesh
was bruised appallingly. There was a feel-
ing of tragedy in the air. But Nelson Lee
had strong hopes that the man
rally and recover.

ﬁ&t dinner' the guests assembled as usual.
1] Tre wasn't a §ingle absentee. Even the
girls turned up in the great dining-saloon,

had bheen

:’tfztarmg' their hest evening frocks, and
empting to appear unconcerned. They

{lt}:} Dlent}f of pluck, and not one of them
Vas showineg the white feather.

Dinner ‘v- S P .
) AS Serve« as : p ; T
wrong. ved as though nothing was

Lord Dorrimore was blithely gay, joking,

Eﬁ?‘iﬁ’ and genial. He told everybody to
althouﬂelerml’ and hope for the best. And
i the general run of appetites was
mana’neénﬁit’ of the St. TFrank’s fellows
indee? y eat heartily, Fatty Little,
“ (’wé)‘i?egila“'a}'t more than usual,

live w © only got a couple of days to
';;1? ”“l?e n{}lg-ht as well make the most of
the;'e’.; e‘:h""“"’[_l in explanation. “ Besides,

5 nothing like a full tummy to fortify

4 cha :
COT_lI‘Elf,‘:eI,);, It gives him strength and

6i I fEa[‘
Brother Litsuch

NEss,™  observed

food as

you have eaten,
tle, would sive

1 me acute billous-
“But who am Ihﬂpnlenn Browne gently.
Dleasyurps o to deny you your little

6 It ? .
wouldn't be so bad if it wasn't for

would.

thiz beastly whiff,”” said Handforth., <« It’s
coming in everywhere, and it seems to be
worse uow than it was during the day. I
can’t make it out.”
13 - - .
Just a minute,
Nelson Lee, from

evers hody,” called out
the ond of the great
saloon. *You may not take my advice,
but I hope you will. I sugeest that you
all o to bed In the usual way and try to
sleep.  Nothing can be done until the
morning, in any case. And you will only
get  your merves on oedze by  remaining
awake.”
*PBut what
Christine.
comes.”
“There is very
storm breaking
“The glass has
steadied itsel!

ahout the storm, sir?” asked
“Ya want to he awake when it
littie the
vet.,”" replied
fallen heavily,
somewhat., The
coming, but we cannot tell when it will
break, Take my advies, and go to bed.
Sleep is the best of all nossible cures for
strained nerves.”’

prospect of
Nelson Lee
but has
storm is

A request from Nelson Lee was good
enouch. Everybody promised to turn in
within the hour. Iadeed, it was the best
thing to be done. The decks were out of
hounds, and there was no fun in sitting
in the lounge or the reading-room. Xven
the men had no Inclination for billiards

or cards.

The girls were the first to go to their
state-rooms. After them the hoys went off
in twos and threes. And at a com-
paratively ecariy hour the majority of the
auests were in their cabins. 1t was a relief
to get one’s clothing off. The night was
hot—appallingly hot. Not a Dbreath of
wind came through the open ports, and the
uncanny silencs was greater. than ever,

“I sayv, come and here,” said
Nipper, in his own cabin.

Tregellis-West and Watson joined him at

look

the window. They could see across the
deck, and out beyond the lagoon. Some-
thing wasg visible in the darkness—the
island, in fact, could be seen.

The effeet was amazinzly curious. The
heaped-up masses of seaweed, the far-off
coral, every atom of matter, in fact, was

slowing with some inward phosphorescence.
1t was not merely upon the surface, bub
seemed to penetrate deeply into the heart
of the weed and the coral.

And out bevond, the soa itself  was
shinine—shining with a weird, uncanny
light. It was a picture that could never
he forgotten. Tommy Watson and Sir
Montie Trezeilis-West  stared out breathe
lessly.

#T¢a—it's  awiul!®
Watson at last.

“Begad, ves!” Dbreathed Sir  Montie.
“I've got a feeiin’, Nipper, old boy, that
there's goin’ to be auother earthquake, or

Lvi

muttered Tommy
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somethin’. A

anyhow!”
“It's the storm,” said Nipper. * These

signs are fairly common, 1 beiiéve, aithough

trigntinlly awiwvl catasirophe,

hardly ever as apparent as this. Listen
to Lhe other chaps., We arven’t the only
ohss wha've seen this!t??

Voices could be heard at ali the other
state-room windows.  On the bridge, Nelson
Lee and Captain Burton and two or three
ol the olbers were watching, fascinated.
And a change eame aboub like magie, Iiven

as everyhody
scene  there
the intense
theugh 2
the island.

By the Lord Harry!’ said Lord Daorri-
more, ‘‘I've seen a few rummy things in my
tinie, but this beats the lot! Did you notice
the weed? Every scrap of it was gleamin’
like myriads of fairy lamps. An’ now it’s all
black. How on earth eculd it snap out so
suddenly?”’

Nobody could answer him, But there was
a general feeling of impending  disaster.
Everybody had gone to hed, but not a soul
slept—at least, during the first two or three
hours. The sensation of coming catastrophe
was like a tangible thing, I was a night
of terror—a night when the slightest sound
cansed a fellow to leap up with staring
cyes and quivering limbs,

And the worst feature of the whele affair
was the uncertainty., What was the immedi-
ate Tuture bringing? What fresh perils were
in store? ;

vas ecazing at the luminous
was a kKind of flicker., And
blackness shut down just as
vast blunket had dropped upon

. w—

CHAPTER XI.
TROUBLE IN WILLY’S CABIN.
HERE was a tender
look in Willy Hand-

forth’s eyes.

‘““ Poor old Marmy!”
he said soothingly., “It's all
right, old son-—you're safe
with me, No need to get
1f you go west, I'll go with

the wind up.

you. T can’t say more than that, can I?”
Marmaduke, the little monkey, snuggled

closely against Willy’s shoulder, and peeped
at its young master with frightened eyes.
But he was considerably calmed by Willy’s
tone. e gave a little ehatter of pleasure.
“That’s the style!” said Willy cheerfully.
“T don’t want to upset you, Marmy, but
you're & bit seifish. How can I go to sleep

if you want soothing all the time? Yeu're
worse than a giddy haby!”
Cirubby Hcath raised his head from his

pilow,

—

J " Every Saturday. Price 24. S

“Chucek it!” he growled. “I'm fed up»

' Hallo, are you awake?”’ asked Wiily,

“"Awake!” snorted Chubby, “You fat.
head, I haven’t had a wink of slecp yet!»

““ Neither have 1! came a voice from {)
cther bed.

“There yon are—Juicy’s in the same fiy»
went on Chubby. “How do you expeet us
to sleep while you’re talking to that heastly
monkey all the time®”

“Cheer up,” said Willy.
to have a go at Priscilla.”

‘“ Look here, you rotter——7"

“Don’t kid yourselves,” interrupted Willy
severely. *1'm not keeping you awake, my
sons. It’s this heat, and the scaweed, ang
the coming storm that’s keeping you lively,
It’s like your nerve to blame me.”

“We're not scared, you ass!” said Chubby
indignautly.

“We're not talking about anybody heing
scared,” retorted Willy. *“ You’ve acecused
me of Keeping you awake, and I'm caliing
vou a fibber, Why, you chumps have
dropped ofl to sleep scores of times while
U've bheen singing at the fop of my voice.”

“Then you must be right,”” said Chubby.
“If we could go to sleecp in the middle of
that awful din——"

ic

“I'm just going

“That’s  enough!”” interrupted  Willy
tartly. < Another insulting remark about wmy

voice, aund I’ll start singing now !’

“Help !’ groaned Juicy Lemon.
we got enough tortures?”

“All right!” snapped
asked for it!”

Callous to the appeals of his chums. he
forthwith gave a rendering of * Hard-hearted
Hannah,” which was not only ancient, but
positively painful. And Willy’s singing left
much to be desired. Occasionally, he wasn’t
quite sure of his notes, and when he forgot
the words he used a few *“la-las.” The
general effect was appalling.

Even Marmaduke grew  thoroughly
alarmed, and all his eold {right returned.
Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon howled in
anguish, and Priscilla, the parrot, observed
in a loud voice that ‘*this was a bit of all
right.” DBut she amended this by adding—
“she didn’t think!” Chubby hurled a pillow
at Willy, Willy hurled it back, and in some
curious way the fight left Willy, and Chubby
and Juicy went at one another hammer
and tongs.

“Qood!” said Willy, after he had finished
his orgy. ““Perhaps youn'll feel a bit tired
after that. I warned you what would
happen if you goaded me, didn’t 1? Took
af, Marmy now—he’s gone all white at the
gills !”?

“It’s a wonder he's
Chubby gruffly,

The fight ended as rapidly as it had begun
—matinly because Juicy’s pillow had com-
meneed emitting numerous feathers, and it
was a risky husiness to continue. Willy's
chiuns settled themselves down again, hot
and perspiring, :

“ Haven't

Willy.  “ You

still alive!” sald
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¢« Have tfl
bby, cha
gs:fstli’ monk
Jight out!”
e No—don't
¢ Afraid
tartly.

Yo, I'm mot!” howled Lemon.
At the same time, he was, although he
didn't like to admit it. At any ordinary

¢ime he woul
bed-room. B
koown horror

After flatly

neing his tactics. “Put that

of the dark?”’ asked Chubby

heart, old man!”’ pleaded
ev in his box, and shove the

put the light out!” said Juicy.

d have scorned a light in the
ut there was a feeling of un-
in the air to-night.

declaring that sleep was im-

“Prissy wants the light out!” observed
the parrot. :

“All right, U you'll only wait a
minute——""

“And buck up, fathead!" said DPriscilla
sternly,

Willy gave her one fierce glance, and
heartlessly put her cage up in the corner,
where she couldn’t get much air. It was
Willy’s ene regret that Priscilla persisted
in using the same terms of abuse to her
master as she used to her masier’s friends.
The parrot was guite impartial.

;l'he fight

ended as rapidly as it had begun, mainly because Juicy’s pillow had

Ommenced emitting numerous feathers, and it was a risky business to continue.

o, i

-

DOS Sible, Chu

il .

bby Heath and Juicy ILemon |

g;‘g;{)a%d Oﬂf within two minutes. Willy was
d y relieved, and after putting Marma-

uke to bed
Priscilla. T}
taking things

€ wasn’t

he gave a little attention to

The parrot, om the whole, was

with a calm, lofty indifference.

Panic, quite herself, but she was in no

said Wf!lyait“ii[iuﬁﬁf to bed, I suppose,”

Cona :
Drorr;ggltjir.lngllt: fathead!”” said Priscilla

disrespectful minx!” retorted

“H

you not tg ol oW many times have I told

that word ¢o
not to me rto

me fathead? You can use

Chubby Heath and Juicy—but

Understand?”

“ All right, my lady—you’ll learn one
day!”’ declared Willy. “I’ve never been
beaten by a pet yet—and vou've got to go
through the mill. But it’s too much of a
fag to give vou a lesson to-night.”

He threw off his few rtemaining clothes,
and donned his pyjamas. Then he put
the light ouf, and went to the window.
Everything was still black and mysterious.
The smell of the seaweed came through the
opening in dank waves. DBut everybody was
growing accustomed to the odour now, and
it was not so offensive as it Lad been at
first. It is astonishing how humanity can
adapt itself to existing conditions.

““I believe that storm’s going to be a
fizzle,” Willy told himself. +*“The glass fell

rd
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all those hours ago, and there’s net a sign

1>
yet.
This, of rourse, was a mere acknowledga-
ment cf his ignorance in weather matters.

There were signs in plenty, if he could only
have read themn.  That remarkahle phos-
phoreseence had been one of them.

Willy suddenly stared intently. There
were two or three lights gleaming out on
deck, and tue rays fell over the massed sea-
weed, out in the lagoon. 'The darkness was
so thick that even these comparatively smali
hHehts threw o wide radiance.

And Willy eavght sight of a moving ebject
cedimy, fodistiect, and uncertain. It was like
ar enormous ecl—but it had legs. lie saw
two cyes, teo—eyes that rceflected the light
; horrid

ficin the Wanderer, in  greenish,
Frninosity,
CHAPTER XII
MYITERIOUS FIGURE AGATN,
8 Y hati” said Willy,
3 taking a deep
breath. _
He Wasn %
frightened, but he was f{re-
mendously  startled. There
was semething about that
nncersain shape which cansed his heart to

yive o teap. That awinl-looking monstrosity
wis  dragging  itself sluggishly acress the
weed, and it scemed to Willy that the aiv
was now litled with a ereater evil, 1t
caught him In the throat, and set him
cotighing,

“1 say, this is a bit too thick!”’ he
panted. “ We might be on some other giddy
planet ! It reminds me of those awful
monsters in the Lost World!”

The thing was still moving, and Willy sud-
denly made up his mind to move, too. 1e
was a fellow who didn’t like keeping any-
thing to himself. He always wanted cothers
to zhare in his enjoyment. It wasn’t exactly
a case of enjoyment this time, but he felt
that hig major oiight to know.

Passing quickly to the door, he paused.
No, be wouidit't teil Chubby Heath and
Juicy Lemon, They were asleep now, and
it would be tco bad to awaken them. He
opened the deor, and silently stole out. His
bare feet made absolutely no sound upon
the soft pile carpet which Jined the corridors.

There were lizhts gleaming in the ceiling
all the way along, but only at rare intervals,
for the majority of them had been switched
cff. There were dim patehes,

Turning inte another corridor, Willy sud-
denly ecame to a hLalt,

A fgure was almest immediately in front
of hin-—in the centre of one of those obscure
patches. And there was something gueer
about it. 1t was a man, sure enough, but he
was crouching down, and advancing slowly—
stealthily., In one hand he held a weighted
serviette, and it contained something bulky.

Willy stood stock still, staring.

| cabin, sir,”” he explained.

At the first glanice he knew that the poyy,
was not one of the stewards. It was impes.
sible to distinguish the elothing, but thepe
was an indefinable air of dustiness gy
slevenliness about the man. And g
stealthy advance made it clear that he yag
anxious to avoid observation,

Willy had come up bLehind without 4
sound. And now, instinctively, he presseq.
himself Dack iuto the nearest doorway. ile
had a mind to find out who this fellow wag,
and determine his business, On such ap
ominous night as this, the affair seemed al
ths more strange. '

And Willy remembered that his major had
spoken of a mysterious prowler the previcus
night. 1t was not much of a deduction to
conclude that this was the same man. Willy
prided himself that he was a better invesii
gator than Edward Oswald, and he would
reach some result,

The figure paused againzt a doorway, andg
then ahruptly vanished. He had opened cne
of the state-room doors and had gone inside,
And Willy, who knucw every deor by heart,
pursed his lips in surprise. The fellow had
gone into Mr. Warner Russel?’s cabin.

“Now, that’s pretty gueer!” decided Willy.
“I'll swear the chap wasn’t Mr. Russell,
In any case, Mr. Russell wouldn't creey.
about like that. There’s something fishy
here, Willy, my son. Get busy!”

He moved silently forward, and at the
same moment there came the scunds of o
sudden confused commotion. There was a
sharp cry, a thud, and then a heaxvy crash,
Willy raced up breathlessly.

As he reached the doorway he ecame into
violent collision with a figure that came
charging out. 1t was a terrific impact. With

one clean lureh, Willy was lifted off hig
feet and hurled to the other side of the
corridor, He scarcely knew anything about

it.

He knew that his head erashed against the
wall, and he ecllapsed full Jenegth, Juss
one flecting glimpsze he eaucht of the man
who charged into him. The fugitive's rush
had been so strong that Willy had scareely
mmpeded him.,  He tore dewn the corrider,
and vanished.

To make things worse, Mr. Russel him-
self ecame out in pursuit, and fell flyine.
ile had tripped over one of Willy’'s feet, and
he thudded to the carpet.

“Sorry, sir!” gasped Willy painfully. “ My
hat, I can’t see straight! That rctter has
just about knocked me silly! Who was he,
sire”’

Mr. Russell sat up, breathing hard.

“It's to late to find ocut now.,” he ex-
claimed, “There’s no hope of ecabching him
—and I don’t feel inclined to exert myseli.
A ten-yard run in this air is enough to make
a man weak, I vuess,

They both got up, and Willy's head was
singing painfally.

“I was just going along to my majer’s
“1 spotted the
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soing into your room, and then I
hat thud. So I came along to join in
And this is what I got!”
at’s why you were here?”” said
¢« Well, never mind, youngster.
Say wing about this to anybody else—we
Er;;.l;mit;lgéz a lot of talk. Ten to one it
.-l-y. a sailor, or perhaps onc of the stewards.
;I"!{S tension has_ unbalanced a laf:, of the
fellows, and they're hardly normal.
¢ You think he just went in to pinch some-

thing, sir?”

fellow
heatd th1

e spred.
th-‘-‘ oh, so th
ar. Russell.

¢ haven't the faintest idea why he

entered my cabin at all,”" replied Mr.
Russell. ¢ Unless Good heavens, it can’t
he-—-""

« Your pearls, sir?”" asked Willy shrewdly.

«1 don’t like to think It,” replied Mr.
Pussell, frowning. ¢ Lord Dorrimore has
the hichest regard for all his officers and
men. They're faithful servants—honest as
the day. I can’t credit—— Still, 1t’s a bit
sienificant, he added thoughtfully.

“ Pearls are liahle to tempt anybody, sir,”
said Willy sagely. “And with half the
men a bit unbalanced, one of them might
easily have fallen to the bait. There ought
to be inquiries.”

“Well, there won’t be,” said Mr. Russell
promptly. **I'm not going to hound the poor
fellow down—especially if he was hardly
responsible for his actions, Fortunately, I
was awake, and I spotted him as soon as
he came in. But I couldn’t catch thie beg-
gar—he was as slippery as an cel. Go back
to bed, Willy, and say nothing about it.”

“And Willy did go back to hed—for ne
rightly concluded that it was useless to
arouse his major to look out of the window.
That mysterious thing had gone long since--
had vanished into the weed with all the
other unknown denizens. '

CHAPTER XIII.
WHAT THE MORNING BROUGHT.

HAT-HO! Morn-
ing, and all that
sort of stuff!”

Archie Glen-
thorne sat up with blinking
eyes, -‘ind hwith a feeling of

unusua eaviness. As a

I‘ulee, ?e awoke, brisk and clear-headed. But
Close air of the night had affected him.

<

‘ -

“gﬁ‘é“' tea, sir,” said Phipps.

!‘ehi{e- 3 LUps and  scaueers!”  ejaculated
a bally w If . May say so, Phipps, you're
Tust ’cheog?ﬁf The cup that cheers, what?

E - g{ e < r L&Y O
for a lon as though we were booked

A4 egaftpasm of life.”
Phinne :.oovs We are still living, sir,” said
tallll-?pgh,&nperfiurhﬁhl.‘f. “And I have been
AL Wwhile there is life there is hope.

fancy th.
¥ that g cup of tea would be weleome,

Sir.”
Archi :
“Tﬂ:ﬁ seized it pagerly,

must ohserve, Phipps, that your

13y

fancies are dashed ripe!” he deelared. ¢ Good
gad! Life—strengti—vigonr ! (it  other
words, the cup that ahsointely exwdes cheeri-
ness'!”

He took twon or turee =ipsg, and breathed
gratefully.

“lt's a dashed rummy thing, Phipps, but
tea is always frightfully cond, whether the
weather's hot or eold,”” he remarked. < By
the way, what about it? Watechman, what
of the morning? I mesn, what's the Iatesty”

“The morning is very cloudy, sir.”

“What-ho! Rain., as it were?”

“I am told that rain is imminent, sir,”
replied Phipps. ¢ Indeed, the storm may
break in a very short time now. It will
be a good thing when it does, for the air
is beecoming almoszt unbreathanle,™

“Odds life, yes!* agreed Arvchie.  *You
may not believe it, Phipps, bat my nightly

forty has been interrupted eisht or nine
times. And during these oceasions the

voung master has absalutely wandered about
the old eabin, ¢uipineg for breath. I mean,
a bit thick, what?"

Having finishod his tea. Archic hurried off
to the bhath-room, making up hiz mind to
join the rest of the fellows at once. His
usual slacknesz was ahsent. The general
sitnation waz =0 critieal that he wanted to
learn the ftruth as sonn as possible.

As Phipps had said, the sky was dull, but
the air was still as heavy and breathless as
before. The rizsing odeur from the sea-
weed was move punegernt than hefore, and
several of the guests were violently siek and
confined to their eabins. At last, the eflfects
were taking actual shape.

Even those fellows who were the least
affected were. nevertheleszs, pale and had
hagz heneath their eyes. Alrcady a subtle

kind of poison in the air was heginning to
reveal itself. TUnder the cirecumstances, this
was only natural. For miles round  the
Wanderer was surrounded by choking quan-
tities of rotting =eaweed. And as ‘there
was no wind to carry the fumes away, life
on hoard the vacht was becnming unbearable.
The lagoon itszelf was changed, too.

The seaweed was massed higher. Here
and lhere hills of it arose where some pres-
sure of the vndercurrent had foreced it up.
The beeches were smothered, and all the low-
lving sections of the reef were obliterated.
And the outer beach of the island was now
choked, ton.

If any of the fellows had hoped that the
morning wounld hring an improvement they
were doomed to disappointment. The situa-
tian wns worse in every ponasible wayv., It
secemed sheer madness to believe that the
Wanderer could ever force her way out of
this fearful morass of dead weed.

The task was stunning to the very mind.
It was neariv two miles to the break in the
reef—two miles filled with that dreadful
weed, so thiek and tough that it would have
impeded a battle cruiser.
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“As for the weaiher, there were
signs,

The usual brilliance of tlie early morning
was conspicuous by its absence. The eky
was like a soild rcoof of cioud. There was
no distinguishing mark at any point. From
horizon to horizon, witere all was thick and
inisty, tue clouds extended like a nuge dome.
They were almost black—lead colourcd. And
the air was utterly and absolutely suil.

Uver on the island itself birds were flying

about wildly--and this was a sigu which

Nelson Lee noted with a significant nod to
Captain Burton. When the birds acted in

that way i, meant something.

1t won't be lcng now, Captain,” said
Nelson Lec guictly. “What’s it going to be
—-a big hurricanc?”

“Woise.”?

A ¢yclonef”

“A cyclone of the most violent type, 1
believe,” said Captain Rurton grimly. « No
ordinary huwiricane would be heralded by
these signs, Mr. Lee. It strikes me we’re
going to get the heart of it. That meauns
a riot.»

He had already given orders for every
movable object to be lashed. Windows
were closed, docrs were fastened, and =nll
the decks were made trim. When the storn:
canmie it would undoubtedly be a terror.
There was nothing like being prepared in
advance.

Breakfast was a patchy affair—for it was
no tonger possible to maintain a pretence «f
the normal. Alany of the guests had no
desire for food at all—the very thought of
It "was sickening. They felt stified—suffo-
cated. And that reek from the weed came
inhoard in ever-increasing quantities.

“It’s getting darker, Ted,” said Irene
AMlanners, as she steod at the window of the
lounge with Handforth and a few others.
“0Oh, why doesn’t it break? This suspense
i5 getting terrible 1

“It’ll come before long, Renie,” declared
Boris,  ““The best thing we can do is 1o
inove ourseives a hit. Why not go along
and have a look at Marjorie. She’s awfully
bad, poor old {hing.”

“Good gad!”  said  Archie
startied. I mean to say, Marjqrie? 1 sin
cerely trust the dear girl is in no sericus
state? I wos wonderineg why she wasn’t
among the lads and lassles.”?

“Marjerie’s all right, Archie,” said Doris,
“Just a little sicknese. If only we conld eet
rid of this terrible weed she'd be hercelf
again in no time. I say, look at the sky
now.”?

“I'm locking,” =<aid Handforth.
by George, there’s something else!
those trees over there!”

Hle pointed excitedly., A few palms had
been  left standing after the great tidal
wave had passed. Throughout the previous
day and up till now, they had stood there
ke motionless sentinels, not a leaf stirring.

Gilenthorne,

“And,
ook ¢

clinous .
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But as Handforlh pceinted they
seen moving fAtfully.
U Wind I exclaimed Reggie Pitt,
“It’s come at last!*® yelled Church ‘«y
say, let’s go cn deck! They can’t keep
back now--there’s no danger! A breath ¢
wind is what we all need. Supposing we g4
and ask?» )

And the wholc crowd rushed off,
CHAPTER X1V,
THE ARRIVAL OF THE CYCLONE,
. ELSON LEE con:zentey
i at ence.  In full day. -
bBgnt there was very
httlo danger of any
unseen mounster stealing  on
board. And the boys ang

girls would be quite sufe if
they kept to the centre of the decks. 'They
were advised not t0 approach the rails.

There was a rush up the main stairway,

and the deck was reached. But a disap-
pointment awairted the eager crowd.
“There’s no wind at aill”? said Bob

That whilf is ten tics

Christine. *‘Phew! | : _ _
Great Scott! Let's get

as bad, here, too!
down aguin i’

“Wait a minute—might as well
look round, said Buster Boots.

**‘The wind’s coming now,” added Nipper.

A big gust camce across the lagoon, and
struck the fellows and girls almost like
something solid. The unexpcctedness of it
was startling. In addition, it was a cold
wind—an extraordinary change after the
sultry heat. Buf the whole eftect was spoilb
by the dreadful reek from the weed,

‘““ Anyhow, it’s cooling !’ said Handforth.
“And it means that there’s more comiing,
my sons! Let’s hope it blows & gale! A
jolly good hurricane will waft these nifls
away.?

* Listen!” said Reggie Pitt suddenly.

He held up his hand, and the others he-
carae silent. The gust of wind bhad gone,
leaving the air as still as ever. Bul it
seemed to the tense listencrs that there was
someching else. A vague, indistinet mur-
mur, as though from an enormous distance. .
It was like the sound of a thousand voices
from miles’ away. Jt was something
uncanny--indefinable. :

And then another gust came, blotting ouv
the vague sound.

“1 say, did you hear anything?®
Watson,

“Yes—but I’'m blessed :
what 1t was,” said Pitt. *“Hallop! Theyre
getting pretty busy for'ard! Loock at tho
men rushing about! I'Hl bet we shall get
an order to go below soon. If 1 know any
of ihe signs, the storm won’t be long beforc
it arrives. |

With ever-increasing force, the gusts of
wind came, fast upon the heels of onc

yYe a

asked

if T can describe
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\nd soon the custs changed—they
an_Otjh'“‘r'” ';md became & lung_, steady u'iuj.
jomedﬁl{f Je within five minutes—a roar-
It wae i;‘L’. hurricaue from the south. Those
ing.df:Cgk “eere compelled to stand firm to
O oid being bowled over. ¢k
avo o gasped Handforth., Take a
i Hl!ff;l!l. gaspe : %
Glorious!

ou chaps! _
lurg'%f;l’ot:;lirs needed no telling. ‘
was coming fresh from the open sea, ana
qth it came yolumes of pure ozone. f:s
rh:ough by magic, the apr[‘}:i'ilmg 1‘(;0142 Uflr-:..:
the weed wds blown away. 'Altlf}klhl A
trifiing odour rennnu!%f.:‘,im?obod}- noticed it.

ug Was $0 g 5.
Tl'llt?hghael;fbect, too, was remarkable. The
cuniors noticed that their heads were cleared,

The gale

i that heavy feeling !eft their eves, Once
:Egin, they were beginning to hope. At last

the deadening effect was passing.

Over on the island, the few remaining trees
were being lashed violently. And the sea
was rising. Far beyond the reef. the rolle's
were coming in sullenly, as though reluctant
to be disturbed.

And with all this came a change in the
sKy.

That solid dome had disintegrated. The
clouds were lower, and were now trushing

northwards in a continuous, scurrying meob.
Fast on the heels of one another came these
black clouds, ominous and threatening—but
a delight to the eyes of the watchers.

“At last—at last!” exclaimed Mr. Stokes,
as he stood on the bridge. *“Any chance
now, Mr. Lee? If only this storm keeps on
we might—'" Xe broke ofi as the wind
abruptly dropped. ¢ By Jove, that was
quick !* he went on. “ And listen! There’s
that peculiar murmur again.”

But it was more than a murinur now, It
was growing distinet and defined, like the
throbbing of a million far-distant guns.

There was something utterly unearthly about
the sound. ' :

The very air was  mysterious.  Gazing
inﬁr%ss the lagoon, it seemed to the watchers
“q"is cvery atom of colour had fled. There
P I,IPI longer greens and greys and vellows.
Jhisr} bllmg was the same drab, leaden hue

1l ED ace had become a kind of plague spot.

verybody below, please !
degﬂcerﬁ and men came hurrying along the
llrge;tmf}:d this t-":mrdenr. Their tones were

: o mos ; '] -
quick ;nove. of the fellows made a

h[ S g r a [

";3& “?}at- rot!” protested Handforth.
D ¢ we want to go below for?”
Skippg?i argue, Ted.” said Willy. ¢ The
want tg ?JOW.{: what he's up to. You don’t
SUPDPnRa? s ¢ blown over into that weed, ]
O, QN riahb vy g

trex::]&nélgh}!‘ 82id Handforth gruffly.
0n~“0un burst of wind had come

i %_‘e’ vacht, a clear warning of

* W0 Tfollow. It sent Handforth

own
what

lunging forward to the rail, and he thudded
against it. He needed no second lesson.

Struggling hard, he {ollowed the olhers
to the main stairway. And as &00n as

the last fellow was gone the heavy doors
were closed and locked. Every window wis
already being fastened, every port screwed
ticht., Even the anchor chains had been
tautened, and an extra iwo hove overside.

Excitement reigned below.

The tension of the last twenty-four hours
had been followed by a tension of another

kind. The storm was not only welcome(_l,
hut received with open arms. Perhaps it
would mean deliverance.

A  submarize earthquake had {irapped
Lord Dorrimore's holiday party in  this
lagoon. Was it possible that the storm
would release them from its clutches?

CHAPTLER XV,
THE TERROR OF THE PACIFIC.

O0NM  boom. bhooooin!
With a sound like
{he discharge of a

hundred naval guns,

a roll of thunder crashed

- out immediately overhead.
The very suddenness of it

Was
that
seemed tc deaden everyhody's aenses.

Like most tropical storms, this one broke

appalling. It was the first thunder
had come, and when it arrived it

second. It
though bent

in the space of a single
crashed upen the island as
upon utter destruction.

Sca, carth, and sky seemed to jein to-

gether. There was absolute confusion, “The
whole air was filled with noise, wilh up-
roar, and the Wanderer received the first
full onslaught.

But she was a sturdy craft, and very
little damage was done.

Those black clouds just opened them-

selves and were split asunder by the blind- -
ing lightning. And rain came—such rain
a5 one unaccustomed to the tropiecs could
never imagine,

1t fell upon the decks in a shect—slanting
from the south. Below, the groups of
startled fellows and girls could hear the
thuddinz thunder of the water as it swept
overhead. The e&cene was far more
impressive from the bridge. TFor in spite
of the danger, Nelson Lee had remained
with Captain Burton in the charthouse,
Throuegh the streaming glass they could see
no sign  whatever of the deck bhelow.
Everything was hidden in the blinding rain,

“We're getting it now!” shouted Lee,
above the din,

“1t’s a cyclone—I {thouzht so!'" roared
the skipper.

Already the decks were swimming with

water, as though a number of greal waves
had swept over the yacht. Everything
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bevend a radius of two or three yards was
blotted out. And in rapid succession the
thunder hceomed and roared. The very ship

shook from stem to stern at each crash.
It was an experience that even Nelson
Lee would alwayvs remember, and he had

passed through a good many violent storms
in his time. For two solid hours there was

no change, and it seemed as though this
hurricane was determined to sweep down

for eternity. Then abruptiy came a lull,
The rain dwindled away, and the shouting
of the wind grew less. Nelson Lee passed
sut of the c¢iartheuse and looked round.
No living soul was in sight. The
Wanderer’s decks were deep with water, and
there was a steady rushing noise as the
fioods raced through the scuppers. IHere
and there a little wreckage could he secn.
something  had come adrift at various
peints, but in the main no big damage had
been done. The yacht's swireless aerial had
cone—-had been torn free lise a piece of
cotton at the first ouslaught.

“It's passing!”  c¢heuled Nelsen  lLeec.
“Mcre, captainl!”
But Captain Burion was already beside

himn.  Together they locked out acruss the
lagoon. There was liltie apparent change

in the seawced, except perhaps that it was
piling st:ll higher. DBut there was a very
great change beyond the reef—in the open
s€a. |

Gnee again the Dbreakers were crashing
npon the coral. And the incoming rollers
were steadily increasing to an enormous
size. In every direction the ocean was
wind-tossed and turbulent,

“Look at that!” exclaimed Lee tensely.
“There's a change already; the weed’s not
hall so thick citside!??

“But  it’s thicker Inecide!'’ said the
captain,
This indeed was the important point.

Of what use to have the sea clear heyond

the reef and nutterly choked within the
lagoon? It wus  the getting out that
would prove the great problem.

Lord Dorrimare came charging along the
deck. e reached the  bridge ladder,
swarmed up, and glared at Nelson Lee.

“Like your infernal cheek!” said
indignantly. * Why didn’t you tell
were goin’ to stick on the bridge?

he

You've

secn all the fun while I was bottled up
helow. Hallo! What the *

Boom, bogom!

An abrupt crash of thunder came sgain,
and in a moment the storm was raging
with «ll ite former fury. The rain lashed
down, and threatened to flood the ship.
The wind was almost strong cnough to

car;y the charthouse completely away.

“It seems you've come just in time to
join us on our jeurney to Kingdom Come,”
said Captain Burton gruffly, “She won’t

me you

stand this for long, genticimen.

few gusts of that sort f

“1t’s  all right—the show's  overn:
interrupted Dorrie. |
With that same abruptness as  lhefore
the storm ceased. The wind compietely
dropped as though a pair of gigantic

bellows had ceased operation, and the raip
stopped.  Emerging from the charthouse,
the threec men gazed across the island in g
chostly, curious light. It was a 1most
unnatural cffect.

“Thank heaven—it's
fervently. “I  don't mind a good ¢ld
storm, but when it gets to this :zize M

“You're wrong, sir,” interrupted Captuin
Burton. “In my opinion, we've only had
a taste so far. The real trouble hasn’t
started yet.”

“Hasn’t started!” szhouted Dorrie,

“We're in for a cyclone—the very centre
of it!”? exclaimed the captain, his lips
set and bloodless. *“If we escape it’'ll be a
living marvel. Yes, by thunder, we're
right in the very track of it. I was in one
once, twenty vears ago, and I never thougnt
I'd live to meet another!?’

“Good man!” exclaimed Derrie.
tryin® to cheer us up.”

“There's no getting away from the truth,

over!"™ said Duarrie

“Me's

Dorrie,” said Nelson Lee grimly., By
James! Listen! Just listen!”
They stood there, tense and silent. A

new sound was cowming along on the air—
travelling from the south. At first it was
vague and indistinet, but increased with
stunning rapidity. It was like the moaning

of a gigantic gyroscope; it was like the
humming of a vast top.
And the three men needed no telling-

what caused that significant sound. It was
the very centre of the cyclone, like one cf
the celebrated American tornadoes increased

to unbelievable size, coming towards the
island,
CHAPTER XVI.
THE MIRACLE OF XNATURE.

ELSON LEE gripped
the arms of his two
companions.

“Quick 12 he
snapped. *“ Below!”’

“But look here—'
“We've ot to get below!”
shouted Lee urcently.“When that thing
sets here—and it’ll arrive in a few seconds
-~this bridge will probably be swept away
at the first touch. I am rather thankful
that we are caught in this weed—1t may
be the means of our salvation.”

“By heaven, you're right!” panted the
captain. “In open waters we shouldn?
stand a chance—even ip this protected
lagoon!”

?
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They raced down from tl%e bridge, that ; 1t wasn't merely 4 sound, but a shriek,’
ine  sound throbbing in their ears, | a scream, a deadening havoc of ghastly
dr?F]:" their Senses. They knew well [ sounds. Even below, protected by the
o 1]1”111 that a second’s delay might mean | sturdy yacht, it felt to the juniors as
g::fi}ftg death. There is nothing so appalling | though something had hit them a blow
s Nature in her most violent moods. The | between the eyes.
ﬁén}iis}l devices of mankind are feeble by Thinking was impossible. .
comparison. _ Outside no noise was distinguishable from
A cyclone is an pxt-raordma-ry thing. It !another. The crashing of the bridge, as it
i an enormous circular storm. Like a| was partially torn away, the wrecking of
great ring, it travels over vast tracts of | two of the lifeboats, and the destruction
ocean with incredible speed And un-|of a deckhouse were mere whispers in

comparison to the yell of the storm itself.
The Wanderer not only shook, but she

imaginable fury.
The effects of a

cvclone are felt for
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The shell had been directed downwards, right into the weed. There was a

confused, muffled explosion. But the weed merely heaved slightly and re-
mained unchanged.

-
P

th ; : : 5

E}i}}%}:}ds ,Of miles. We vet them in|rocked. She heeled right over, until those
V}'ERf.‘her,- bv,hen there is a spell of bad|in the saloon were overbalanced and sent
Skipts, ut these effects are just the out- | slithering to the starboard windows. Every-

Imagine

absolute hears 1th¥e very centre—the | hody thought that the end had come, that
Before Ne(bnﬁoLf .-,umlnn aerial uphcaval. | the vessel was z_ﬂmut to capsize. But she
¢ miin ;‘E%!} ”GE.} and the o‘thc‘rs reached | held herseltf :1;_gﬂmst the _rmghty onslaught.
well-nigh b]-égbi_l‘“r:t}- ;_duor t-hez.r ears were Slowly, fighting every inch of the way,
of the ﬂDp‘rmf?"-’ with the piercing throb [she recovered, and amid the tumult from
sharp  ani inttt ing storm centre. It was |outside, came the crashing of glass near
felt. 71t o €nse, and could be actually | at hand. Windowy after window was driven
every fI‘z‘lc{i}ma nfmse which increased with | completely in, and fragments of glass flew
Yery island t}O a second, shaking the | everywhere. More than one junior was cut

SUTTOURGe Tmc}]g lageon, and the weed- | and grazed. . _
And thep " :t . But at the time nohody noticed these
safety thc’tf}?” as the three men rcached | things. a2 .
’ g happened. Dignity was thrown lo the winds. Even



flenthorne followed the example of

Archie
the others,
It was the safest place. The wind was
rushing  through the broken  windows,
furniture was rocking, and ornaments were
flying. It was one maddened conflict.

Nobody knew ‘how long it iasted. To
some it seemed that the storm raged for
hours, to others it was over in a few
moments. But everybody kunew when the
change came.

Without warning

and crouched on the fioor.

he crashing and roaring
passed, grew less, and dwindled. And
then peace followed, such absolute quiet-
ness ard tranquillity that for a few seconds
nobody could believe it.

Handforth was one of the first to getb
to his feet. He staggered to the window
and looked out through one of the smashed
panes,

“Hurrah!* he shouted, his
ing., “It's gone—il's all finished!
hat! The giddy ehip’s a wreck!”’

One by one the others went to the
windows, too. There was a shout {rom
somebody to pgo en deck, but Captain
Burton’s voice rose high above Lhe general
excitement.

“Stay  where you arel”
“It's death to go on deck!”

“Bul it's over, sirt”

“It's not over!” shouted the captain.
“Wo’'ve had half of it—just haif!”
“Good gad!”’ breathed Archie

“1 mean to say—-"’

“The centre of the cyclone is just pass-
ing over us now,” went on the skipper.
“In a few minutes we shall be in the
middle of the opposite side of the ring,

voice break-
My only

he thundered.

weakly,

and then everything will start all over
azaint”

“Great Scobt!”

“0dds gales and blizzards!”

Neison Lee gripped. the captain hard.
“You're right, skipper, but if the
Wanderer’'s lived through the first half
she’ll probably live through the second!”
ne panted.  *“And if this tumult hasn't

cicared the weed away we'll give up the
inst shred o©of hope.”’

“Quick—lenk  out
forth. < Great pip! Look at this!”

There was a rush, and even those who
were feeling half-stunned recovered them-
sclves. For they were heholding a miracle
of nature. The centre of the storm was
passing over the island.

In every direction, far away, the tumult
raged. It could be heard even now, dim
and vague. But here on the spot every-
thing was peace. The air was so still that
not a ieaf on the island moved.

here!”’ yelled Hand.

And far overhead there was something
wonderful to see,
The air was not empty, as one would

suppose, not thick with ‘haze and cloud.

 Up there hung coautless myriads of living
things, all moving with the cyclone, in the
safety of this windless haven.

“Jt's—it's nubelievable!” exclaimed Iren,
breathlessly.

“ But—but
asked Doris.
are alive?
storm?”’

¢ No-—they're travelling with the storm,»
saild Nelson Lee. “Many of them are ex.
hausted already—see, quite a number are
falling, lured, probably by the sight of land.
Heaven krows how far thoe majority of them
have come! But instinet tells them they
are safe 30 long 2s they keep moving.”

why aren't they killed?
“How is it all thess hirds
ilaven’t they been through the

“It's extraordinary!”  muttered Lord
Dorrimore.
It was even more than that. Not only

hirds paszed overhead, but insects—tropical

butterfliies, and every imaginable kind -of
flying thing. They were all moving with

the heart of the cyclone—protected by the
very thing whieh was death itbself.
And from every point came that murmur

of the storm—now growing louder and
louder. The centre was passing, and within
a few moments the horror would recom-
mence.  But while the peace lasted, tha

watchers at the windows gazed with awe.
struck eves,

CiHIAPTER XVII.
IS THERE A CHANCE?

o O0K out—here it
comeg !
It was a warn-

imng shout, and no-
body ignored if. For the lask
few minute: Lord Dorrimore’s
party had been faszcinated by
the wonder of that miracle. It was rather
stunning to realise that in the midst of all
thiz peace, there raged the most violent
of all earthly storms,

As the cyclone was eircular,
readily understood that the whole awful
process nad to be repeated. One side had
passed over the isiand, and now the other
side of the ring was upon it. And this. if
anything, was likely to be the worst, since
the effeet would be longer.

It broke with the same shatiering roar as
hefore, With an earsplitting {thunder of
sounds, the cyclone continued on its way.
But, somehow, it didn't seem so shocking
to the yacht’s parfy. 1In the first place,
they were prepared—they knew exactly what
to expect, And in the second place they
learned by their previous experience, and
sought safety further down in the ship,
where there was no possibility of flving
glass, If the Wanderer capsized, they would
be just as safe far below as anywhere else,

But she didn't capsize,

After the first hour, the wild onslanzht
settled down into a steady, screaming hurri-

it will be

cane. It was s;ill tremendous, but the decks
were once again comparatively safe, Men
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i1 the driving tain and)
And they knew that there
worse to feliow.
The Wandercr wes bzully ‘lbutr.‘ R

Many of el bq;}t-i nad hE'-r_EI ?I,nd.b\h{?d
egzshells, her bridge was almost gone, 2

el raceful funnel hall shattered. The
herw;r:*i mazt had snapped like a carrof, and
5:1:5 pying in a tangle of wreckage on the

R AP
struggled ,:a!.f‘r_;.w
pouting WIBG.
waa nothing
like
and

deﬁli{t after all, the yacht’s wounds were
MoTe ‘o less superficial.  Her sturdy hull

remained intact—her engines sound 43 evcer.
And there had been no less of life. There
was a general sense of relief, and the re-
action wo2s so great that sleep was the
only thing soughb. _

When evening arrived, the aterm was still
plowing with «tupendous violence. The
howling of the wind was like some demon
of the sky, and the rain swept down in
lashing torrentz, Rut there was one fact
which stood cout above all others. The air
was clear--pure—untainted.

“The Wanderer had a certain movement,
proving that she was <till afioat. When
darkness came everything around the vessel
was obliterated. 'The weed could not be
seen., But the purity of the air was signi-
ficant. ‘The e¢yclone had comc along, and
had removed ail that poison.

Even Handforth joined the others in
sleeping. He had declared that he wouldn’t
put his head to a piltow until the storm was
over, and the trne position was known. But
he slept soundly. Scarcely any of the
fellows realised how exbausted they had
Been. They wemt to their beds in the late
afternoon. and not one of them awoke unti
sunrise the next morning.

When they did arouse themselves, how-
ever, they were gloriously refreshed—alert,
active, and full of fresh life.

Nipper was the first ene to open his eyea
that eventful morning. Indeed, it was the
sun which awoke him. He sat up in bed,
amd gazed out of the window. Jt was a
Srhﬂi“t. time after sunrise, and the great
i-fhfi%n ball was floating near the horizon,
Seniding her blazing rays into the eabin.

My hat!” ejacuiated Nipper hlankly.

In a moment he knew that he had alept

since the previous aftzrnoon. He jumped

?}?atlie window, and forced it open. A cool-
1 grateful hreeze bleyw in his face. One
glance at the #ky tfold him dthat it was

f}'l}’?;l‘ and delightfully blne except fer one
Of LwWo fleecy white clonds which were hurry-

:ing overhead —the laat frogments ¢f the
bir a}r ted storm. :

i, Montie! Qb v 1 ;
Ol .“.‘-._ktl‘.‘.. : Show a  lez {--,TQ'TE,
2ln _n} i SHOULed N:]}rn;r_ turninz. EWelve

125t slept the <igek round, my sors!

Up you get1»

i3 L »
His chums awocke, and were roon out of

bed. The ;
: CTOW \ . iy
booke ong, ewded to the window, and

i Ge-ga_d,

5 1A
sllrely 92 20 oneg.

41,00k over

_ wWe  haven't slept
elaculated Kir Montie.

Jaster

—

there! Dear old boys, what a rippin’
atght !

He  pointed out beyond the reef. No
longer was the sen dead and sluggish., As
far as the cye could see, the ocean was
raging  enrormously  high—enormous  foamn-
capped  vollers were  heiling and eecething
against the reef. And the gea itsclf was
greei—a delightiul, healthy green,

“*The weed's gone!’” yelled Nipper.

“You asz—it’s thicker than ever!”
snorted  Watson, “YLook at it! Tho

lagoon’s so full of it that it looks like solid
land!??
“Yes, but outside, it's vanished—there’il

no more of it choking in,” replied
Nipper. “That was the danger, Tommy!
Dot you remember?  We conldn't eut w
channel beecanse the weed was coming in
than we ecoutd freec it. FBut that’s
changed now—we might be able to ficht eur
way out!’?

“ My goodnessi?
eet on deck!”?

They had a raece in drezsing, anl Watson
and Ninper beat the elegang Sir Mentie by
several minutes, ‘They were the first on
deck, aithough Pitt & €Co. and Handiorth
& Co. weve zoon after them.

Mozt of the wreckagze had been cleared
away, and men were already hard at work,

he
}:i“r

gasped Watson. ¢ Let's

cfiecting temporary repairs. The yacht,
in facf, was humming and hustling with
activity, The mest pleasing sight of all

was the spectacle of men cleaning and pre-

| paring the gunas.

During the night, the storm had gone,
leaving perfec{ tranqguility behind it. Amd
there was every prosbeet of a long spel
of fine weather now. The sea was clear,
and once it could be reached, there would be

nothing to detain the holiday party any
longer.,
Any ordiniry storm  would not have

vasheid the weed away—buat that stupendons
cvelone had suceeeded, The sea was 30 bigh,
aud was runnine so fast, that by this timo
the maszes of weed had probably been dis-
tributed over a thousand-mile area. Al
that remained was the boftled up mass in
the lagoon. This had found mno outlet,
and the Wanderer was still embedded in
its mid=zt.

Bat there wa3 hope now—and plenty of
it!

C(HAPTER XVIIL
SHELLING THE EXNEMY.

 DWARD OSWATLD
HANDFORTH noi-

ded wisely.

e “«“ft  only cshows
that yon ean’t jump to con-
clusionsg,”’ ne obscrved.
“That's one of my strongest
rules—-never to jump  to coneclusions, opr to
do anything without considering it carefully

L first.”
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Church reeled siightly.

“Go on!” he murmured. more
fairy tales?”

“You dotty fathead!™ snorted Handforth.
“Are you trying to make out that I DO
iump to conclusions?™

“ Ny dear asze¢, you jump at anything!”
grinned C(Church.

“You're dotty!" said Handforth loftily.
“T was just talkine about that cyclone.

Anybody might have thought that it was an

(44 .in}'l

awful thing for us—a dangerous affair
altogether. DBut was it? No! It was a
blessing in disguise!”

“What sort of a disguise?” asked

McClure. ““I may be wrong, but it seemed
to me that the eyclone came along pretiy
openly. It didn’'t look Ilike anything else
that I know of.”

“Who ever heard of a cyclone coming
along in dicguige?” asked Church earcas-
tically. ¢ You might think it was wearing
a falze beard. or something. Poor old Handy
—your mind always runs in these channels

b B

Biff!

“Hi! What the——" gasped Church,
staggering hack,

“It’'ll be on the nose next time, my

lad!” said Handforth erimly. “You know as
well as I do that the cvelone was Innked
upon as a deadly danger. And yet, all
the time, it was the one thing which helped
us. It busted up the bridege, and smashed
a few boats in, but who cares? That storm
washed all the seaweed away from the outer
reef, and everything's all serene! It will
he as soon asz we cut a channel through this
Toften atufl, anyway.”

“I'm pglad you added the last bhit!”
garowled McClure. “That’s the whole point,
old man. Once we get outside we can make
tracks for home. I can imagine a prisoner
in PDartmoor eaying that! It's gettingz out-
side that wants the doing!®’

Handforth stared.

‘““Who’s talking about Dartmoor?” he
asked warmly., “I e¢an never start an argu-
ment without ynu chaps drifting off into
something that hasn’t got anything to do
with it.”»

- “T1 was only making a comparison——"*

“Then don’t!” interrupted Edward
Oswald. *“We're poing to et out of this
lagoon within an hour or two. That's set-
tled. Before Ilunch-time we shall be well
on our way to England.” :

Handforth's optimism was proverbial, hut
it must be confessed that the mapority of
the other fellows shared his views on this
occasion. Now that the open sea was clear
of the weed, and there was no further risk
of larger supplies drifting in, it scemed a
comparatively easy task to cut a channel
for the Wanderer to escape by.

. But Nelson Lee and Captain Burton were
not so sure,

“We can try it, of course,” Nelson Lee
was gsaymg, as he stnod by one

of the

Wanderer's guns.  “ There’s ho further

of the weed—it's lying stagnant, uang i’;'ft
possibly respond to thizs treatment.» ¥

*“*I wish I could believe you, Mr, Lea »
said the captain, shaking his head. ¢y¢ th
weed was only on the surface, it woulg :
a simple matter—but it goes down right to
the bed of the lagoon. We're like a shallgy
pond that has been ahszolutely choked angd
fonled with a heap of dumped rubbish. »

““Anyhow, get the guns goin’,” put i
Lord Dorrimore briskly. “Iang it all, Lee
it was your own suggestion that we could
try the dodge. You didn't want to do it
while the weed was still comin’ in, but—»

1 know it, Dorrie—and I'm not savine
anything different now,” put in Nelson ‘Lee'f

S4As a matter of faet, there’s another idea

in my head—I've already had a word with
the Chief Engineer. But we'll try this stung
at once.”

There was a great deal
among the boys and girls. The gnunz were
heing prepared for action. There were two
of these, and both had been shifted into the
bows, s0 that a channel could be shot away
in the immediate vicinity. If sueccessful, the
work could be carried on,

Boom!

The first gun discharged with a roar that
startled evervbody. It was a, small piece of
artillery—exceilent  for  fighting  hostile
natives, or anything of that type. But for
the present job in hand the gun was toylike.

The shell had been directed downwards—
right into the weed. It plunged into the
hrowny-black mass, and a second afterwards
there was a confused, muffled explosion.
But the weed merely heaved slightly, and
remained unchanged.

“ Look out—there
claimed Churceh.

For a full hour the guns kept at it—doing
their best to blow the weed to pieces. But
as the time passzed, the watching St. Frank's
fellows and Moor View girls lost a good deal
of their optimism. As far as they could see,
there was nothing to <how for all this ex-
penditure of shell.

“We might just as well be using a pop
gun, Dorrie,” declared Nelson Lee at last.
“I was half afraid of it all the time. I'm
not denying that the weed's torn and shat-
tered below the surface. But what on earth

of excitement

goes another!”  ex-

can we do with the propellers? They'll
only get hopeleasly fouled.”
“Couldn’t we drop a depth charge, or

something, and clear the stuff away from
the stern?” gasked Dorric vaguely. “1
helieve they've got heaps of explosives down
below.”’

“ An excellent idea,” declared Nelson Lee.
“We’'ll not only clear the stufl away from
the stern, Dorrie, but we'll blow the stern
away, too—just to make sure of the job!
I'm afraid your ideas are rather too drastic,
old man. We can't take such risks.”

Lord Dorrimore shrugged his shoulders.
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w4 rup it in!’’ he complained. “ How “I wish 1 could believe it, DBrether
«Don’v ! ect me te know anythin’ about | Horace; but what encouragement is thera
do you ?‘,grs.? I'm out of my depth. What | for me to houpe?” asked the captam of tihwe
these Enatain Burton say?”’ IPifth.  *“I am no detective, neither am I a
does (’a-p'Burt.on said very little. He point- | mmathematieian. But I shouid he a poor
Gapmmfueed to wive any order for the | scholar if I failed in the simple task of
blank rer’s' p}]gines- to be started. The | putting two and two together. I think I am
wandere ‘pmbably progress fer a few | doing the sum corrcetly in stating that the

acht would
pundred Yard

19, but lier propellers would be-
hy the weed.

answer is four!”
11 Lnok

>

ass

here, you

uie =
Mf:';}d[owg not worth the candle, gentle- “In the first place we have the gun-
o> deelared the skipper emphatically. | firing,” went on Browne. “A highly enter-
,'3},'“’ pretty sure of what I'm taiking about | taining performance, 1 will coufess. It was
San fiet, 1 knew! Once our propellers [ an education i itself to observe the curionus
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became fouled we should never get them
We can’t take such a chance.”

“Th'lf, means vy d 19
* H we're stuck as fast as ever?
asked Dorrie, ( (

“Just that, sir” growled the skipper.,
CHAPTER XIX.
ILLIAM NAPOLEON
BROWNE sighed.

. Brother Horace,”
he said sadly. < All is at an
taken, we are already splash.
e Ivelcon !

NELSON LEE’S SCHEME.
“All 1s lost,
end! Unless I am vastly mis.
as that, old man =

effects of the reports upon Professor Tucker.
Even now, Brother Horace, he is wondcring
what has been happening. TFollowing the
gun firing, we obselve a consuitation of the
Big Four. With what result? Can you not

observe that every face is appreciably
longer?”

“Why the dickens can’t you say the
thing’s failed in simple words, instead of
going into all that rigmarole?’ growled

Stevens tartly. < Of course it’s failed! I
dare say we’ve shot some of the weed to
pieces, but it’s only making things worse.”

“Worse?”

‘“ Absolutely worse!” insisted Stevens.
“It's shredding up this weed, and making
it @ more perfect tangle mixture than ever.
Once we get it round our propellers, they'il
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bind up, and then the shaft will snap. I'm
blessed iIf I know what we can do!”’

All along the decks similar comments were
being made. The juniors were rather dis-
maved. They had been expecting so much,
and so little had happened. It was exasper-
‘ating in the extreme to know that the
Wanderer was seaworthy, with her engines
impatient to begin work, and to realise that
she couldn’t move a yard. The weed was
holding her as though in a vice.

There was another serious feature, too.
Now that the wind had dropped, and only a
gentle breeze blew, the foulness from the
weed was choking the air again. And it was
now more dank than ever. The sun was
getting to work, and the half-rotted stuff
was in ripe condition for rapid decomposi-
tion.

“ We've weot to get out of here within
twentv-four hours, or it'll be too late alto-
gether,”” declared Nelson Lee quietly. ‘I
think we can last out until to-morrow morn-
ing, but no longer than that. The sun will
have an appalling effect to-day—-"

¢ Excuse me, sir.”’

The chief engineer had appeared, grimy
and oily. His usual smartness was lacking.
He was wearing overalls like any of his
staff. And there was a grim light in his
exoes.

«« About that idea vou suggested, sir,” he
went on. “I’ve been working it out with
two of my officers, and the men are getting
on the job at once, It’s quite feaszible, and
I think we can manage it.”

Nelson Lee’s eyes gleamed.

““The divers will be able to fix the thing?”’
\110 asked.

¢“ They're certain of success,” replied the
chief.

<« Splendid! And when do you expect to
get the thing through?’” asked Lee. “It’s
no good leaving it until to-morrow or the
next day——"

«“ By, getting every hand on the job, we
reckon to be ready for a trial by this even-
ing,”’ said the chief. ¢ How will that do?”

““ Hold on—hold on!"’ said Lord Dorrimore.
‘““What’s this all about, anyhow? Why
haven't we bheen admitted into this bally
secret? What's the game? What have they
been up to, captain?”

“I haven’t the faintest idea,” sald the
skipper.

“JIt's a scheme to cut our way through
the weed,'” said the chief, turning. “It wa3d
Mr. Lee’s idea, and a practical one, too.
The great danger is, fouling the propeliers.
If they can be protected, we might he able
to get clear. Well, briefly, Mr. Lee has sug-
gested making a kind of cage--to be
clamped completely round the propellers.
It’ll have to be made roomy, in case of acci-
dents—we don’t want a blade to go. But a
cage like that would keep the weed out—-"

““ By the Lord Harry!” ejaculated Dorrie.
f<An’ can you do it?”

. ‘“They’re commencing work at ounce, sir,”
Teplied the chief. ¢ There’s another idea,

to to be wused in conjunction wity

first. We’re thinking about fitting a k¢
edge to the hows below the water-line ;;fe'
just above it. A few rtivets will holg gn
thing, and it’ll help to cut throuch the
weed.”’ h 2

“1t’s possible—quite possible!"” saig the
captain thoughtfully. “ But it's going to pe
a long job to fit that cage L

““When the situation is desperate, ya
must work desperately,” interrupted Nelson
Lee. ‘It resolves itself into a matter of i,
or death. Either we get free of thig
poisonous morass by the morning, or we're
trapped for good. There’ll be no living aftep
to-morrow.”’ h

The chief went off, and the story soon pot
about. And a continuous <langing and
rattling of metal announced that work wag
in progress. Indeed, after the first hour or
two, the engineers came on deck with all
their paraphernalia. And the steel cage
which was to encircle the propellers took
shape on the deck itself. It was too big
to be constructed helow.

It seemed a promising scheme—indeed,
the only practical way of defeating the
weed. And it was made possible by the
presence of skilled divers on board. They
could e¢o down and fix the contrivance in~
position. Indeed, the divers were already
gettineg to work. lloles had to be drilled,
and other preparations had to be made in
readiness for the final fixing. ,

‘““Thank goodness the suspense won't be
long, anyhow,” said Nipper, as he and his
chums stood watching, ¢ They're going to
have everything fixed by this evening, and
then we shall know the hest—or the worst.
Until then we’ve just got to wait.”

It was a tryine period, hut, as it hap-
pened, it was not destined to be entirely
devoid of interest.

CHAPTER XX.
A STARTLING DISCOVERY.

LANG-CLANG-CLANG!

The hammering

went on ceaselessly.

Luncheon was served

a3 usual, and everybody at-

tempted to appear indifierent.

It had been taken for granted

by all and sundry that it was a mere matter

of a brief wait bhefore the Wanderer would
be on her homeward voyage.

A complete stranger would have been very
deceived had he looked in upon the scene.
Evervbody seemed lighthearted and cheerful.

As a matter of fact, however, every heart
was strained. The suspense was so acute
that this pretended indifference was costing
an enormous effort. DBut not one member
of the party would allow himself or herself
to give way. It was just an exhibition of
counage.

In spite of everything that had happened
the morale of the party was wondertful.
When luncheon was over, the juniors trooped
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watch the operationd, and Mrs.
vded the girls to stay with her
The air, in the heated con-

rather too awful.
measure of comfort

cin deck to
wtokes Felnut
n the lounge.
:IHES of the dcck, was

fhere was ab le@ast a
below.

“Tb
here by

seems rommy that we should be held
v a lot ef rotten seaweed,” growled
Handforth, as he leaned over ’bhe rail.  ¢‘ My
bat, what an awful whill! It’s ten times as
bad as it was! And look at the state of
the stull, too—it’s going all slimy and soft.
The sun's doing it's work pretly quickly.”

«There's still life there, though,” said
Church, staring Keenly. “1 saw something
move on the seaweed a hundred yards out,
I'it bet the awful stuff is simply swarming
with sez monsters and crawly livestock.”

“Let’s have a lock at the engineers,”” said
M¢Clure, turning away. o

The cage was already beginuning to take
shape, and the fellows were astonished at its
huge size. A derriek would have fo be em-
ployed to lower it into position. The mesh
was fine--so fine, in fact, that any speed
would he out of the question. The pro-
peilers would simply churn within that cage,
and they would have only a small percentage
of their usual thrust. But those blades
would at least be free from entanglement.
And it didn’t particularly matter how slow
the progress was. If there was any progress
at all, the victory would be gained.

“It's a funny thing,” said Handforth, as
he watched the work going on, “ Mr. Lee has
&‘1‘!"1'1(2‘('! out my scheme to the letter.”

- What scheme?” asked MeClure, staring.

“This protective cage, of course.”

Your scheme?”

“ My dear chap, T thovght of it days ago,”
sald Handforth carelessly. <« It came to me
In a flood as soon as ever we were entangled.
I only the propeller could be protected, we
Shﬁﬂld'he 3afe. And I was planning out
t!‘e ,“”"R‘_ im every detail, Of course, you
won't believe me——*

& v 112 . : . .
u.gé?ﬁfmrbe. sald his chums.

ff C
like‘;%‘;t?}n’?_exgect us to swallow a yarn
hyown o hSdId Church t;’ll‘tly. “I've never
doesn't uch a robber! P'm not sure that it
o am?unt_ to downright burglary!
'e always pinching other people’s ideas

laltti.:‘i! claiming them as vour own! It's-it’s
Lle short of ¢riminal !’
Handforth turned a rich erimson. Hc¢

wasn’ S ] .
Imrr? ihamhstm”@d to such plain speaking
@ Youe ,‘fg{?a“}’hbng-su ffering Church.

T 11 7
hotly, cheeky rotter!” he

“Steady, Teq : ,
« Sy ..._,Strn )Y i X Tqy Q@ ; A
Ing up. « geppon onady: said Willy, strell

ca 20 easy. In this heat it's
t.hgy :“‘)Hg’h to burst a blood-vescel. What’s
tellin Tiiument this time? Has Ted been
uH%“;rOH that this cage is his idea?”
you knew?™

began

the ickene 2
manded .‘,It;Clu(}-:-;:]‘en : W

Willy grinneq.

e-

“ Q0 = S v .
h, it's €asy,” he repiied. “ Whenever |

B

there's

always

a particularly good stunt going, Ted
trots cut the yarn that he thought
of it first. 1t’s just one of his little weak-
nesses.  He can’t help it, of course: Tho
pater always says he’s a bit unbalanced——<-"

“You'll be unbalanced when I get at you,
vou checky vyoung sweep!” howled Hund-
forth. *“ By George, I'll-I’'Il—="?

lie broxe off, unable to think of any
adequate words. Deeds were required here.

He made a rush at his minor, detemmined
to teach him a severe lesson. But Willy
calmly glanced round, and raised his cap.

** Hallo, Irene!” he said ealmly. I didn’t
expect you to come on deck this afternoon.”

Handforth paused, all his fire gone. He
had « horror of being caught ‘ going for ”
Willy by Irene Manners. To her mind, if

savoured of bullying.

“Where is she?” asked Handforth, as
Willy strolled away. * Didn’'t he say that
Irene was coming?” :

“That was only a ruse to gain time)
grinned Church. *“Of course she’s not here,
you ass! And by the time you’ve recovered,
your minor will have vanished. Aren’t you
up to his tricks yet?”

"My only hat!”
thickly.

He dashed down the deck, swung over the
portside, and halted, confused, when he saw
his minor cahnly strolling and chatting with
Mr. Russell. Willy didn’t actually want to
speak to Mr. Russell, but he thought it was
advisable to be in good company at the
moment. His major could do nothing drastic
under the circumstances,

“ Heard anything about that fellow who
was in your room, sir?” asked Willy, a sub-
ject ready to his tougue. “1I've kept a
sharp look-out, but I haven't been able to
discover anything.”

“Good gracious, youngster, I'd forgotten
all about it!”? said Mr. Russell, with a
laugh. “That incident Lhappened before the
c¢yclone—and it seems ages ago. Better fer-
get it. 1 guess he is one of the crew, half
ofl his head with the general suspense. We
were all a bit rocky that night.”

breathed Handf{orth

Mr. Russell went below, and Willy :ae-
companied him--much to the mortification

of Edward Oswald, who had been waiting {9
collar his minor at the first opportunity.
Below, Willv dodged off to the librarvy, and
Mr. Ruszell proceeded to his own cabiu.

He was thinking -about indulging in an
afternocn nap--since there was no way in
whicih he conld help the operations on Jdeck.
But he hadn't been in the cabin five
minutes hefore made a startling dis-
covery.

He nLiappened to go to the wardrobe for
something, and while there he caught sigh%
cf his heavy metal eash-hox—a little private
sate whieh was always in his eabin. Cne
rlance sutticient, The thing had been
hattered abeut and wrenched open,

“Good heavens!? ejaculated Mr. Ruszell,
aghast

he

WS
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He threw the box open, and stared K him. Those pearls would have fetcheq a
within. It was empty. His entive collee- | fortune——
tion of pearls had gone! But what did it matter? It was by g

CHAPTER XXI.
NELSGN LEE INVESTIGATES.
URING that first tense
D chief emotion  was
one of fury against
—the pearls were stolen—and
he had only himself to

moment Mr. Russell’s
ismself. He had been robbed
That was the one faet which hit

blame!
him between the eyes.

He knew well enough that there was a
big safe in the captain’s cabin, and more
than once he had hesitated. Wouldn't it
he advisable to put the pearls in that safe?
jut he had always dismissed the thought
as ridiculous. What possible danger e¢ould
there be in his own cabin?

His cash-box was strong, and there was
nobody on hoard who would play the part
of a thief. Maoreover, the fact that the
pearls were in Mr. Russell’s cabin was un-
known to a soul except himself and Nelson
Lee and Lord Dorrimore.

Any members of the crew—if they were
dishonestly inclined—would naturally assume
that the pearls had been put in the yacht's
safe. Thus had Mr. Russell reasoned.

acted foolishly.

“Gone ! he muttered huskily. <« What a
fool T was to keep them here! 1 never
thought—I never dreamed—— But that’s no
good,” he went on fiercely. ¢ There’s no
excuse for this idioey! The pearls are gone
—and 4

He broke off, and made a frantic search of
the rest of the wardrobe. But even before
he started he knew that his task was hope-
less. Before he had finished he was ealm
again, but his face had gone pale. He stood
there, gripping himself, and reviewing the
situation.

What if the pearls had gone for good?
True, they must be on the yacht some-
where, but it would be next to impossible
to trace the culprit, and to find the precious

booty. The pearls were in a washleather
bag, hardly any bigger than an ordinary
purse. A fortune in a tiny space. There

were a thousand-and-one places where they
could be hidden.

And Mr. Russell had had dreams, too.
He had already made up hiz mind, in fact,
that Clive should go to 8t. Frank’s with
these youngsters he had erown so fond of.

Nelson Lee had declared that it would be'

possible—particularly as the school was now
enlarged. There wonld be vacancies for any
amount. of new scholara.

Mr. Russell had decided to settle down
in England. too. He had even persunaded
Captain McAndrew fo come home with

And now, in a flash, he knew that he had

-

means certain that the Wanderer would’
get out of this tangle of weed.
case the loss of the pearls was a m
trivial importance.

“But it's no good fooling myself!” myt.
tered Mr. Ruszell, at length. “We're gp
hoping to get away—we’re looking upon it g5
pretty certain, 1 gness. This means the
crazhing of everything!”

Almost without realislng his movements,

€ver
Ill that
atter of

he left the eabhin. and walked down the’
corridor. At the first angle he came face

to face with Nelson Lee., who was hurrying
down to his cabin. Nelson Lee came to g
halt, and gave AMr. Russell a curious glance,

“Hallo! What's this?* he asked sharply,
“Man alive, vou're ili!”

“T1?* repeated the Canadian dazedly,
“No. T auess it's nothing. I'm all right,
Mr. Lee——"

“You're as pale as a ghost!” interrupted
Lee. ‘““‘Let me take you in my cabin and
give you a dose of——"

“Tt's not that—I'm sound enough,” in-
terrupted Mr. Russell harshly. ¢“See here,
Mr. Lee, those pearls have gone!”

Nelson Lee stared.

“Gone?” What on earth——’

“Theyv’ve .gone, I tell you!” went on the
other. “My cabin’s been entered and the
cash-hox rifled. The bag of pearls has
vanished. Can you wonder that I'm wupset?”

““ When did this happen?” demanded Lee
sharply.

“1 found it five minutes ago.”

“ But the theft? When did that—"’

“] don’t know—I haven't bheen to that
wardrohe for a day or two,” said Mr. Rus-
sell. “ At least, T haven’t looked at the
cash-hox. There have heen so many other
distractions that I never thought of the
pearls at all. Why should T? Y didn’t sus-
pect anvhody of criminal intentions. May be
the job was done in the middle of that
eyelone.”

«“ That would certainly have been the best
time for such work,” agreed Nelson Lee,
pursine his lips. < The thief would have had
a clear field, And it makes any investiga-
tion rather hard. A pity vou didn't put
the pearls safely in the captain’s strong-
room——"

“I was expecting that.” interrupted Mr.
Russzell. “You're right., Mr. Lee. I’'m not
denying it. But T tell you T hadn't the
faintest suspicion that the pearls were in
any danger. A man always keeps his own
property in his own room—he doesn’t like
to bother other people. Tt would have heen
different if thiz was a liner, with hosts of
straneers about. My steward is absolutely
reliable-—T'd trust him anyvwhere.”

“Tet’s have a look at the job, anyhow,”

* said Lee crisply.
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to Mr. Russell’s state-roowm. |

They Wweul 5 ulied the curtains back,
and Nel:sﬂlll tlffcﬂ I-,_lfu sunlight to stream in,

and a“?“ﬂe}lmmemcd a careful examination of
Then he articuiarly the wardrobe.
the "“b“i;"l’; 1 to be gained from the

':!‘t]:-ebr;;:x. "3t had obviously been smashed
ca:,n by means of some blunt instrament. It
i.[;i not the work of an expert. The heavy
metal had been hattered rudely. _

«yes, it seems as though the job was
done during the cyclone,” declared Lee
grimly. ¢ The thief must have made a tre-
mendous din smashing open this box. But i
wouldn’t have been noticed during that up-
roar. He was cunning enough to choose his
time well.” _

«If only 1 had found out eariier——

“It's no goud saying that now, old man,”
interrupted Nelson Lee. ‘““The thing is
done, and we’ve got to find the culprit.
The pearls are on this yacht, and P shan't
rest content until I recover them—and expose
the thief.” R

CHAPTER XXII.
THE CLUE.

. RUSSELL watched
rather dully. Now
that the first shock

‘ of the loss was over,
ile - was rather stunned by
everything it  meant. He
_ watched Nelson Lee without
mtere_st, for his thoughts were far away.
“What’s  this?” said the schoolmaster-
:':letecyv.e suddenly. “ Surely not a clue?
lI‘ﬁh@ thief wguld never be so kind as to
ave : Y P g v
bedit:ar!” Good - gracious! Better and
“What is it, My. Lee?»
co‘r‘mng to himself.
i ‘Look  here!” exclaimed Lee, indicating
ta;:jil:;;k jEenftlnz- edge of the wardrobe. “I'm
this 75 or granied that you didmr’t eause
Saahejtma;f was only trivial, but Mr. Russell
Kind bfablt?r a cloze Inspection. It was a
shicky 1 tde streak, and it was slightly
ab 3 ]\0 he touch. The Canadian looked
“‘e S0n Lee in surprise. |
“Tlfhﬂ,'; 15 17 he asked.
fifia 1’;}9 TEDEH};I’Lee. ‘““ Nothing very start-
ind;}e th“lt ut it’s tar right enough—and 1
¥ the f i it nust have been brashed there
o ﬂ:t OEVS sleeve. That is a big help.
on his s 0 look for somehody with tar
and by G'\’f?ﬁto say nothing of red paint
Lower'dpdmt' Have a look here.”
other t»ri:;]i‘?? the woodwork there were two
{ll%“elil marks-—so insignificant that
Even 34 :i)t Vould never have seen them.
: WVas, he only detected the traces

of req
and blue pai .
Yo . aint an: Te
€'s powerful Jeps by means of Nelson

asked tlie other,

"l’lll hane :
said M, IRL“Si(éuif I can understand thie”

~hig sleeve—especially on such an

f*No ! snarled Prescott. * You’ll
never take me! And where I go the
pearls go !?? With a yell, he grasped
the rail and flung himself overboard.

Nelson Lee looked thoughtful.

“Our search is marrowed down to a veyy
small space,” he declared. <“It seems im-
possible that the investigation could be so0
simple—incredible that the thief should be
so careless. But nothing can alter these
traces.”

“KEven now I don’t quite follow.”

““Then let me explain,” smiled Lee. “I}f
we were looking for a man with a tar-
stained sleeve, we might have a large

amount of trouble—since that sleeve could
easily have been cleaned in the meantime.
But when we find the thief leaving traces,
not only of tar, but of two dilferent-
coloured paints, the afiair becomes simple in
the extreme,”

““ How ?7??

“My dear fellow, no ordinary member of
the crew would have such a mixture on
errand as
this. You may remember that previons in-
cident—-you told me about it in confidence,
although you have apparently forgotten. A
man attempted to rifie your state-room be-
fore, and young Handforth was positlve that



member of the
crew., 1 questioned Willy about it.”

Mr. Russell frowned.

¢ What a fool I was not to shilt thuse
pearls then!” he said bitterly. ** Under
ordinary circumstances, I should have doune,
but what with this weed, and the cyclone,
and—-—-"

« My dear man, make no excuses for your-
seli—there are plenty in any case,” inter-
rupted Nelson Lee. *“You would have been

the fellow was no ordinary

more than huwmwan if you had acted dif-
ferently, The circumstances have been

entirely abnormal. But to return to our dis-
cussion of the paint clues. I am convinced
that the man was no ordinary member of
the crew.”’ -

1 don't see why you should come to that
conclusion.”

“Young Willy expressly mentioned the
fact that the man was carrying a bulkily
tied serviette,”” said Nelson Lee Kkeenly.
““That fact, alone, meant little. But in
conjunction with this fresh fact about the
paint, it means much, I take it that the
unknown was carrying food in that ser-
viette—he had been to the saloon to rifie
the sideboard. And the fact that he re-
quired food indicates that he has stowed
himself away somewhere.”

“Good heavens! But——"

¢“ And where else but in one of the store-
rooms, below?” went on Lee. " We can
even make a shrew guess at the exact store-
room he is lurking in—for it is one which
contains supplies of tar and paint. There
can he no other explanation of the three
varieties on the one sleeve. At all events,
our first move must be to examine the
painter's store-rooms.”’

Mr. Russell was already beginning to show
his excitement. Now that Nelson Lee pointed
out his train of reasoning, it seemed feas-
ible enough. And it proved one thing quite
clearly—that the thief was not only elumsy,
but apparently careless of detection, He had
carried out his job with an extraordinary
Iack of skill.

Lord Dorrimore joined in the hunt, and
also one of the Wanderer’s officers. The
latter was necessary. since neither Lee nor
Dorrie knew the location of the print-room.
The officer was able to lead them direct to
it—down stairways and iron ladders, far
below.

At last, In a narrow passage. where their

feet clanged upon the metal floor. they
came upon the doonr they sought. It was

fitted with bolts like the other dnors, but
one glance was sufficient to show the bolts
were not in position, although the door was

closed. The fact was significant.

“Stand ready!” said Nelson Lee in a low
voice.

He seized the door and pulled at it.

But although 1t was unfastened it refused
to budge. The nwen glanced at one another.

LA i ™ -

All auubis

wurauder,

within, and he

irom the inside.
“Weo'll soon

Lee grimiy,

~An iron bar was produced after

were now

dizpellsq
wnoever he

Wis, Wels
had even secured
settie this!” sajg

il 1“"31’118{11;

or two. and Lee managed to insert it in
the chink, and then he put a Dowerfy
leverage upon it. -For a moment or ty,
the door stood the strain. Then, with a
loud snapping of cord, the heavy meta)

portal flew open.

Instantly from within came a gzasp apg
a shuffle.  Without waiting to find the
switch, Lee flashed on his electric-toren,
A bright beam of light shot into the store.

room and revealed the staring, startled
face of the man within. Mr. Russejl,
craning over Lee's shoulder, uttereq g
shout.
“Jonatnan - Prescott!” he exclaimed, in
amazement.
THAPTER XXIII
JONATHAN PRESCOTTL'S LAST ACT.
& ONATHAN PRESCOTT!
The man who ‘had
caused all the trouble
from the very start—
the man who had attempted
to steal the pearl fishery,

| the man who had been sent

oft in the schooner Clyde with all his
henchmen.

And he was here—n stowaway on hoard

the Wanderer!
But the San
changed man.

rancisco
Unshavern,

shipowner was a
unkempt, and dis-

hevelled, he had a wild, crazy appearance.
His eyes were gleaming with an intense
licht, and his lips were drawn back over
his teeth.

“Stand bhack!” he snarled. “You've

hounded me down, but I zuess you’ll never
take me! I’'ve beat you to it this time,
doggone you!"’

Ruszseil, 1 can

“Prescott!”” shouted
understand now. So it was you who took

the pearls! But—but how did you get od

hoard?” .
«“1 tricked you nicely, didn't I?
demanded Frescott with a chuckle. It

was easy. I guess I bluffed yvou guys well
You sent us aboard that blamed schoonerl
at dusk, and as soon as it was dark 1
slipped overside and swam back to t-n:d
vacht. Nobody saw me climb on board—"

“The best thing you can do, Prescoti,
is to submit quietly,” interrupted Nelsol
Lee. “Under normal conditions 1 doubt if
your escapade as a stowaway would have

succeeded. But we npeedn’t go into thatl
now. You must regard yourseit as ourl

prisoner -
- i - Tar
“Never!” shouted Prescott passionateir.
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wpve got the aearis, and T'm going to

/TE to them! They're mine-—-mine! 1
suckthf’m ot first, and I'm going to kecp
had LI alwavs meant to keep them!?’
them. enale he dived a hand into his

he spoke |
= drew out the precious bag of

ot and

?gg?ﬁf r”ile held it up glo:ltingly, and
fb;rc was something In his very action
which proved that he had taken leave of
nis right senses. His confinement in that
dark prison, his semi-starvation, and his
disappointment at being beaten at the post
_everything had contributed towards his
mental collapse. Even the cyclone had
done its share.

wie'd hetter take the poor beggar!”
growled Dorrie.

“yes—let’s make a rush!” muttered

Nelson Lee. .
But Jonathan Prescott evidently expected

the move, and he forestalled them. Before
any of the men could take a step forward
he rushed to the attack, shouting madly,
and whirling a short bar of iron. There
was something so0 murderous about that
rush that even Lee gave way. Threats
with a revolver were useless against a
madman of this type.

“I’ll get the lot of you!”
cott insanely.

He blundered out into the corridor. But
instead of attacking the four men with
that deadly iron bar, he flung it down
upon the metal floor with a resounding
clang.  And then he fled, shooting away
with extraordinary speed, counsidering his
bulk.

“Well, I'm hanged!” ejaculated Dorrie.

bellowed Pres-

“After him!” yelled the officer. “He’s
got those pearls, sir!’’
But Nelson Lee was already speeding

away. The madman was obviously making
for the deck, and Lee had no doubt in his
own mind that Prescott, knowing that he
:;lluld _be deprived of the pearls, had
“iermined to place them where neither
Party would benefit.

Pr]eicc?fz;;s an alrarming thought, and unless
s be“af gftijfur'ecl instantly the result
el tlnt..e]-]rwu(?. There was also the
ful b:lct. at he would commit some dread-

ACt of violence. For he was obviously

mad.

ga‘iir:(tzgough,- he moved rapidly, Nelson Lee

Russel] With  Lord Dorrimore and Mr.
reached the man stairway Lee was

only j c s
EL)"iil:}Sta:argl hls’ rear. Prescott was panting
But he e ne::rmg the end of his tether.

deck, ang hdmined to fling himself out on
Ts dl‘amqt'e staggered across to the rail.

many Shohttc appearance was greeted by
who }; from the groups of fellows,
evelled nrerf?n amazed to see this dis-

- “Tve “iont 111}’9 Chilrf-_{l,ﬂg up irom below.

a4 crackln Ve won!’’ zhouted Prescott

Tackling  voice. “The pearls are

2
mine—mine!  Nobody should have them
but me!” :

“Quick! On him!"” shouted Mr. Russzeil

hoarsely,

Clive, who was near hy, turned pale. He
recognised that washleather bag, and he
knew that something awful had happencd.
Nelson Lee and the others threw them-
selves at Jonathan Prescott—a crowd of
juniors rushed round at the same moment..

But Prescott was ready again.

“No!” he snarled. “You'll never take
me! And where I go the pearls go!”

he grasped the rail
and flang himself overboard. A chorus of
horrified shouts went up. There was a rush
for the rail, and Mr. Russell stood there,
staring like a man in a dream.

“Oh, dad!” panted Clive, rushing up.

Nelson Lee, at the rail, was more startled
than he could say. Prescott had plunged

With a wild yell

down upon tho weed, but he had not
plunged through, as one might have
supposed. HMe was sprawling upon the
thick, spongy mass, and he managed to

craw]l forward over the weed. He still held
the bag. And he turned his face upwards,
and gloatingly waved the pearls in the air.

“They're still mine—still mine!”’ he
called up mockingly.

And then at that second something dread-
ful happened. A long, sinuous tentacle
came up out of the weed. It twirled itselt
round Jonathan Prescott, and he uttered
a wild, despairing shriek.

“No, no!’? he screamed.
me—-"

They were the last words he uttered.
In that same second he was dragged under
by that unseen monster—one of the many
vile creatures which infested these masses
of deadly weed. And as he went under
the hag of pearls left his grasp, and shot
over the weed, to fall and vanish.

Nelson Lee turned away, pale and shaken.

“Help! Save

“Can’t we do somethin'?” demanded
Dorrie fiercely. '

“Look!” replied Lee.,  “What can we
do?”?

Dorrie started. Further words were use-
less. The tragedy had happened within a
mere second. There was no sign of Pres-
cott, no sign of the tentacle—nothing but
the weed. The rascal had met with an
appalling retribution.

CIIAPTER XXIV.
CLIVE RUSSELL’S DARING.

B WARNER

RUSSELL recovered

s himself with an

5’ effort as his son
shook him by the arm.

Clive was shaken to the very

marrow by what he had

seen, and he couid well understand his

' father’s anguish,
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dad!” he mutbterced. “It's

“Come
nd good standing here.”’
“Heaven knows 1 dide’t want the map

away,

10 meet with an -appalling finish of that

sort!’’ said BMr. Russell hoarseiy. T wish
you hadn’t seen, Cilive. I'd have given
anything to have spared you -

“1t was terrible, dad, but it was all
over so quick that hardily any of the
fellows had time fo feel horrified. I can’t
even realise that Prescott is dead. Let's

get below.”

“Clive i3 right,” said Neison Lee guielly.
“We are all rather upset by this tragic
occurrence. No good will come of morbidly
staring at the fatal spot. DBoys, please
go down into the saloon.”

The St. Frank's fellows, thus appealed to,

went  without another word. Even now
they could hardly appreciate what had
happened. ILee turned back to Clive and

his father, and he laid a gentle hand upon

Russell's arm.

“HMard luck, old man—cruel luck!” he
said simply,

“0Oh, you mean the pearls?’ asked B3r.
Russell, with a start. *“Yes, of course.
The pearls. Poor Clive! 1 was going to
nend him to St. Frank'’s, too. He was

longing for that!”’

“Don’'t worry ahout me, dad,” said Ciive,
with a lump in his throat. “I'm all
right; I can stick anything. It woulan’t
tave been so bad if we hadn’t seen the
pearls go. But they went down in front of
our very eyes!”

“The hound! The infernal

For a moment RIr. Russell uttered a few
harsh, intense words, then hoe checked him-

"

self. What was the use? 1t was all over
now, anyhow.

“Thirty thousand pounds—even  fifty
thousand, perhaps!” he muttered. ¢ Lord
Dorrimore says they were worth seventy
or eighty thousand. And they've gone—

sunk into this lagoon. Dack into the place
where they came from. What's the use
of making any efllort at all?”

He spoke with the bitterness of gnawing
disappointment. He hardly noticed Clive’s

actions. DBut the youngster was gripping
the rail, and staring out upon the weed—
staring, staring.

“Look.,” he breathed huskily. _
Nelson  Lee gripped the lad almost
fiercely.

“This won't do, Clive!”” he snapped.
“Come away-—-"'

“No, Mr. Lee—no!” panted Clive. *“It’s
not Prescott I'm thinking of, Lool! That

hag—that bag of pearls! 1It’s there—lying
on the weed. 1L didn't sink, after all!”
“Good gad!” muttered ILord Dorrimore.
They all stared, fresiiiy shaken by Clive's
statement.
“Where—where?”
tensely.

Russell
There's

demanded Mr,
“Clive, you're drcaming.

10

bag there. You've just seen g
ol 3

hrown weed——"
“No, it's the bag, I tell you!"" shsyteq
Clive.

“By James, the boy's right!”® ejaculateq

Diecy

Nelson Lee. *Yes, I can sce it—just 4
little to the left, where that clump of
weed Clive, Clive! Where zare yoy
going? - Come back! What on earth—»

“Stop him!” shouted Mr. Russell madly,

Clive, with set lips, had made a rush
for the ladder. Before anybody could bar
his progress, he sped down and reached the
platform. His object was all too clear,

“Come back!” shouted his falher
desperately. *“The pearls aren’t worth it
Clive! Remember that tentacle which came
up! Heaven help the boy! There'll be no
hope for him now!”

Clive hadn't even heard his father's
call. The pearls were there, and they
meant everything in the world to his dad.
To leave them on that weed, to be sucked
under at the first movement of some fish,
was unfhinkable, There was only one
chance of saving fthem, and that was to
act on the instant. And Clive, without
even thinking of the danger, leapt across
the weed.

His progress was erratic.
banked up in masses, and it was so thick
and tough that Clive’'s weight was as
nothing. The danger lay in the event of a
slip, a plunge down into one of the many
hidden crevices in that spongy mass. And
thers was the peril of the monsters, 100.

The weed was

“By the TLord Harry, he's got them!”
gasped Lord Dorrimore.
Clive had. Reaching the spot, he made

one arab, and caught the bag of pearls jusi
a3 it was disappearing, distusbed by his
own movements. Some little distance away
a black thing shot out of the weed. But
(live had turned, and was bounding back,
slithering, slipping, but reaching safety.

Nezlson Lee and Mr. Russell were already
at the bottom of the ladder. Clive slipped
just as die reached the platform. He
piunged, went dowan to his waist, and
struggled up again. A second later he was
in the grasp of the two men. They
hauled him up, and dragged him to the
deck.

“You mad young idiot!"’
anerily.

“Sorry,
gleaming.
wet. But I've got the pearls.
are, dad—safe and szound!”

Mr. Russell was frembling from head (o
font. '
¢ They weren't worth it, (31ive~—t.he§’.
weren't worth it!” he mutbered. ¢ What
ard pearls to mg compared to your life!”
“But I'm safe, dad!”

“Yes, you're safe—but you mmght have
shared Prescott’s fate,”” said his father.

said Nelson Lee

sir!”’ exclaimed Clive, his eyes
“I'm not hurt; just a little bit
Here you
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.avens, Clive, what made you ta
Good Nie 1;gn‘t'; think I'm not grateful—you

the ris};:{-- nazing heroism——7

ac'l,‘etr]i]l'\zlk}h if,l dad!” said Clive wuncom-
’of}'ﬁﬁfqe] old man, 3,'ou‘-.'e_got a son to
be proful of,” said Lord Dorrimore heartily.
o J'ye seen a few courageéous things in my
¢ime, but that'’s &s good‘ ns any of ‘em.
Good lad! You’'re made of the,rlght stuﬂ_—}
an’ I shouldn’t expect anythin’ else, secin

that you're from Canadal!” |
It had been an hour of excitement, anxiety

and peril. But it was over now. _.-‘.nr:l hefore
g'live and his father had had time to get
over the effects of it, there was a fresh ex-
citement. The engineers were ready sooner
than they had expected—the great test was

about to be made!

CITAPTER XXYV.
THE GREAT HOYR.

OOM-BOOM-BOOOOM !
Two  hourea  had
elapsed—two houms of

and
Lord

tense watching
waiting on behalf of
Dorrimore’s guests, Divers
had been overside, risking
the mysteries of the weed. The great eage
.Wwas <clamped round the propellers. The
knife edge had been rivetted to the
Wanderer’'s prow.

And now, just before the evening dusk, the
great experiment was about to be tried.
As a preliminary, the guns were booming
out—shooting at the weed again, rending
and tearing the tough masses.

“ What’s going to happen?”’ asked Tommy
Watson breathlessly. *‘ Will she be able to
get out? Will che cut through the weed?
It we don’t win through this time, it’ll be
too late.”

“_;hYou‘re right, Tommy,” agreed Nipper.
€ stench from this mass is getting
worse every hour—it’s nearly overpowering
113 even now. DBut we've been [fighting
against it, ang pretending not to notice.”

His words were true. The decaying stufl
was not only sending up wafts of awful
odour, hut g2s was beginning to foerm—foul,
g?i?fno::s gas which was destined to increasc
hou appatling  volume,  Another twelve

Urg, indeed, and life would be impossible.

SO eVEr*tth}n - . .
eflort, yithing DID depend upon this big
i ‘What’s that?” cexelaimed Doriz Berke-

..%:,n%l"t'c}“ng at Reggic Pitt's  aleeve.
vy TONn Al 9 i oinse . =

going 1> you [feel? Oh, the engines are
::Hurrah!”

U\Ve're getling under way!”

Fo heers rang out, and excitement orew,
F the first time for many days, the
E"‘“d-ﬁrﬂr was gently throbbing with life,

yac}ffrﬁ’ one would have declared that the

€hgines where absolutely vibration-

1956_4, But

after a long spell of inactivity, |

one could deteet an  indefinable  ““zome-
thing.” Instead of being dead, the yacht
was alive. There was no actual quivering—
but everybody knew that the engines were
at work,

““She’s moving!”? yelled Handforth exul-
tantly. ‘“Look! Lock at the weed! Sha's
moving, you <chaps!”

“0dds anchors and chains, so she
ejaculated Archie QGlenthorne. ““What-ho!
The good old anchor’s weizhed, and all that
sort, of thing! Heave-ho for the Spanish
Main, lads!”

“shut up,
Jack Grey.

‘“ Dash it all!

Y
I:!

Archie, and watch!? panted

I mean ”

Archie paused, fascinated. It seemed to
him that the whole mass of weed was

drifting past the yacht. Actuailly, the yacht
was forcing its way through the weed. The
movement was slow—so slow that bub for
the closely packed weed, her motion would
have been almosi imperceptible,

Right in the bows, men were bending over,
watching, That rarzor-edge was forcing itself
into the already battered masses of choking
weed, And to the joy of the watchers, the
improvised blade eut its way elean through
—slicing everything that barred the vessel’s
progress,

Asfern, men were hanging in improvised
cradles, almost level with the water, watch-
ing that iron cage. At the least sign of any
crumpling or shifting, the warning would
he given, and the engines stopped. But the
work had been done well, and so far the
experiment was a success.

The engincers had worked themselves {0 a
point of exhaustion in order to geb through
in time for the evening ilide. It was high
now, and no better opportunity could be
seized. oot by foct, and yard by yard,
the Wanderer was creeping to the choked-up
hreak in the reef.

And one thing became quickly noticeable.

The Wanderer’s speed, inestead of decreas-
ing, became faster. After the first three or
four hundred yards, she gathered strength
for the fight, and charzed on with grim,
relentless purpoze, Hopes were now be-
coming certainties- and the suspense was
practically at an end.

Tandforth danced a hornpipe rtound the
deck, foreing Chureh and McClure to join
in.

“ Pverything's all serene!™ he roarcd ex-

citedly. “We're cutting threough--we're
aetting iree! Three <¢heers  for  Lhe

cngineers !’

“Better not shout too 3oon!”? warned Bob
Christine,

“Rats!?? snorted Handforth. “It’s a
forcgone > conclusion now! We're safle!
Within a few hours weo 3hall be on our way
te England!?”

¢ And srome of us will he zeasick, too!?”
gasped Churech ““Look at the sea out there
—it's still running fearfully high! But who
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I don't care if

seasickness?
we get caught in a dozeu more cyclones!’
All the fellows were clinging to the rail,

cares about

watching the weed as it went past. The
Wanderer's speed was increasing still more.
The experiment was not merely a success,
but an absolute triumph.

““Somebody called for cheers for the
engineers  just mow,” gaid Reggie Pitt.
“* They deserve ’em, I know—but what about
cheers for Mr. Lee? Tt was his idea to adopt
this plan!”

*‘ Illear, hear!?

““Three cheers for Mr, Lee!”

Nelson Lee could not refrain from smiling
as he heard the lusty cheers that followed.
He turned to Lord Dorrimore.

“The younesters are nearly off thier heads
with  excitement—and who can  blame
them?’” he said.

““ Nobody,” eaid Dorrie. ‘Hang it all,
I feel like yellin’ on my own account.”

“I would zo along and restrain them, if
T thought there  was any possibility of
failure,”> continued Lee. “But we're
successful, Dorrie. I regard failure as very
remote now. Within hali-an-hour we shall
he in the open sea.”

CHAPTER XXVL
HOMEWARD BOUND!

“ REE—we're free!”

Those words were
uttered again and
again, by scores of
The decks of the
Wanderer were crowded—and
the rails  were packed.
Everybody was up, apparently. Stewards
and stewardesses, cooks, and everybody e€x-
cepting the engine-room &taft was on deck
at the moment of triumph.

The Wanderer had just passed out through
the break in the reef! )

And as she lifted her graceful bows to
the Pacific rollers, there was a fresh cheer.
The yacht dipped, rose, and passed on her
way out into the choppy sea. Who cared a
fig about rough weather now?

Not one of the passencers, at all events.
But Captain Burton did. To tell the truth,
the Wanderer's Master was very anxious,
indeed. He was free from the weed, but the
Wanderer’s propellers were caged in that
steelwork. And it wasn’t caleulated to
withstand heavy weather.

There was, of course, only one thing to be
done,

Crawling slowly, the yacht veered round
to the sheltered side of the island, and at
a safe distance she was brought to a stand-
still, and afterwards allowed to slowly drift
with the current. As it was buaring her
away from the island all the time. there
Was no danger.

Down went the divers and the workmen,
and with feverish intensity, they withdrew
the bolts, rigged up the derrick, and the

o=

voices,.

_—:-T-———-—-_"____—_,__

[

cage, having served its purpose, was

re.
moved. The razor<edge on the prow wyg
allowed to remain. That could be tikey

away in caimer weather.

““I can’t believe it—I simply can't!" saig
Irene Manners, as she sfood aguinst the
rail, looking over at the island. * It seemg
impossible that we were trapped there only
an hour or two ago! Somechow, I alwayjy

knew that we'd escape. 1 couldn't think
anything else.” -
It was moonlicht now—and the tropig

night was perfect. Only the heavy sea re.
mained as a reminder of that recent eyciona.
I'ar away, the shadowy outline of Paradise
Island could just be &scen—a paradise no
longer, but a plague spot of absolute harror,

In one way, it was just as well. No soul
on the Wanderer regretted leaving that
lagoon—once so perfect. The rceent adven.
tures had filled all the boys and girls with
an intense longing to get buck home—to
return to the peace and auietness of Eng-
tand. It was the right atmosphere for re-
turning to St. Trank’s. The boys were look-
mg forward to school aguain.

“They’re just about finished now,”’ said

Doris, as she Jlooked towards the &tern.
“Yes! The engines have started aeain!

Now we shall show some speed, my girl!
Straight off for the Parama Canal—and then
home!?

“It’'s too good to be
Irene dreamily.

““That’s what we’ve been sayving for days
past—but this time it’s an absoiute fact,”
declared Reggie Pitt, az he joined the girls.
“T say, are you looking forward to school
again?”’

“Rather!”” declared Irene & Co.

“By jingo, so am I!” declared Pitf.
“Think of it! Football, study rags, House
rows, dormitory feeds .

“Don’t!” said Doris feebly.
on us!”’ .

But Pitt was not the onl® one who was
talking in that strain. Now that the ten-
sion wag over, most of the fellows were dis-
cussing school—the coming term, and every-
thing connected with it.

And it wouldn't be so long hefore England
was reached, either. The Wanderer was the
fastest private yacht afloat—a kind of
destroyer for speed. She could miove through
the ocean like a grevhound.

Three days later the whole experience on
Paradise Island seemed like a half-forgotten
nightmare. The sea was now calm, the
skies blue, and the voyage was progressingd
satisfactorily.  Sailors were at work con-
stantly, and practically every sign of the
recent damage had becn repaired.

Even Jonathan Preseott’s fate was a
shadow of the past. It had been so sawift—
so sudden and dramatic-—that none og the
witnesses had been able to cet a lastinZ, im-
pression. They <ould hardly believe that

Prescott had gone to his last account at the
spot where he had committed his roguery.

true !"' exclaimed

“Have mercy
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its were now for the futuvre.

ﬁlnld“l'-e"‘li]]%:;t the Panama was reached at
1ast everybody felt that the trip was over.
A Wt only the Atlantic to he crossed,
:1'-d theu gngland—London—home! )
a the Wanderer, this was a mere detail—
o {,g}.age of :hree or four days only. _Alreaﬂy
the fellows were making pregarations to
wek. They were arranging what they would
do when they reached England.

CHAPTER XXVII.
HOME AGAIN!

» \,I,(‘w ‘e L OOK-——-Caisiaowe!’ ex-

claimed Church ox-
[ ) ..:_*l, _

citedly.

“Where—where?”’
“Can’t yon see the light-
Sy house?” panied Church, point-
CIEERT Cing. “*Theve it is—on that
Beadland! And there’s Caistowe just be-
yond, nestling in the bay. Give the old place
a cheer, you chaps!”

The cheer was given with a will,

England—and a cold, raw September morn-
ing. The Engiish Channel was unusually in-
Bospitable—~but nobody ecared. There was
semething rather ripping ahout this thiek
atimesphere, and the nip in the air. 1t was
so different to the relaxing lancuor of the
trapices. .

The boys and girls, all well wrapped up,
were eagerly watching the coastline, as the
Wanderer sped up the Channel. And
Caistowe was certainly in sight. The felliows
looked upon the little town with aftection--
as though they owned it. Indeed, they did
rather regard it as their own private pro-
perty. All the Sussex coast along here was
theins.

And then, after the familiar coastline had
passed astern, there came the clifis of Kent
—and then the wide Thames mouth. As
thm!gh m  welcome, the sun came cut
gloricusly towards noon. The air warmed
4P, aud the September day Decame re-
miniscent of sumnier,
rPIl‘he W;m_:lererl:. continued her course up the
t.mmesa raxt Tilbury, Greenhithe, and so on
sgftnl{]]e n.?}ﬂrf: congested reaches. At dead-slow
" shie crept further uwp--unti}, at last,
“i€ entered her berth at the London Docks.

of ER | .
IookM%F “hat-f ejaculated Jfandforth, as he
ooked at the drab surroundines with a fond

Li : A 5P i
mgehtt;g ln% eye. “ (ond old London! Show
Etiins 1 thap who says she's fogey and

i - . .
eaidBéttLr_th-m Paradise 1stand, any day,”
£ Rurch sloutly.

ThE‘ v{al‘-ﬂl’_‘ﬁ_‘r,

Sent

o her wireless restored, had
Lssages home several days in advance,

&Ilii ‘l - I S L x " .

pf.e;um'l‘frﬂ“-*\-“il’- time far arrival had been
it ATrse s : Ly R > RIS
papers cizn the sky.,  Even the news-

bl Were tull of the story. ®And reporters

Liifora 5;*; were waiting to seize the adven-

hunery o €Y landed.  They crouched like
~1Y Walves, ready to pounce,

hack
safelv.”™ said Nipper, as he was waiting to

“Well, it’s all over—and wene
g0 qdown the gangway. * By Jove, you’re in
for a treat, Clive, my son!” he added affec-
ticrutely pressing the arm next to his.

Ciive Russell flushed.

“St. Frank’s, eh?” he said gladly. “By
Jove. 1'm as keen as mustard about it,
Nipper! It's my one ambition ever since 1
met you fellows! And my dad’s arranged it
all—1 shall be at St. Iraank’s next term!
We're going to have a good time—eb, Pully?®

Raiph Leslie Fullwood arinned.

“You bet!” he replied heartily. “I’ve
made ud my mind that this temn is going
to be thie bhest one I've ever spent in my
life!”

And there was somethineg 2bout his tone
whichh caused Nipper to look at him keenly,
The old Ralph Leslie wasn’'t so apparent us
it had been. TFullwood was greatly changed
these days.-

Would he slip back info his old habits as
soonl as he rejoined his former associates?

In any case, the leader of Study A was
looking happy enough. But there were
events in store for him which he coulin’t
even gucas at! The coming term was not {o
he the glorious dream he had imagined! For
he was destined to be put on his trial—-to
a0 throngh fire and water—to fight with his
back to the wall!

THE EXND.

SPECIAL NEW ATTRACTIONS
COMING NEXT WEEK :—

Powerful New St. Frank’s Series,
Eegins with :

“THE NEW HOUSES
OF ST. FRANK'S!”

R e S

REVISED UP-TO-DATE BIRDSEYE
VIEW OF ST. FRANK’S WILL
APPEAR ON COVER PAGE i

P ———

The opening instalment of a gripping
new deteetive and adventure serial,
entitled :(—

“THE CITY OF MASKS;

or, THE CASE OF THE BOY KING!”
A Tale of Sexton Blake and Tinker.
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(NOTE.—If any readers write to me 1
shall be pleased to comment upon such
remarks as are likely to interest the

majority. If you have any suggestions
send them along. If you thave any

grumbles make them to me. All letters
should he addressed to EDWY SEARLES
BROOKS, c/o The Editor, THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY—THR ST. FRANK'S WEEKLY,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4. Every Iletter
acknowledged below ‘has been personally
.read by me, and I thank each writer
most heartily. But although ALL
letters are equally welcomed, 1 am
reluctantly compelled to confine my
individual replies under this heading
to whatever points of widespread appeal
may have been raised in them.——LE.5.B.)

e

again. And this time
I'm going to dip into my arrears pile.
In faect, T'm going to make a gallant
attempt to supply as many of those over-
due answers as. possible. So I shall not
oMy have to cut short my generalisations
on this occasion, but also severely con-
dense my individual replies. Indeed, I
shall be obliged to adopt this course until
I get up to date with you all. It's the
only way in which I can possibly catch up.

Well, here we are

¥ L £

Luckily, in one sense, I've only got eight
letters to acknowledge this week, and six
of these are from Australia. The holiday
season no doubt has been responsible for
the poverty of my post-bag. As it happens,
this is just as well. Tor I shall now look
for your letters to arrive at a time when
I am bhetter able to deal promptly with
them,

2 % *

In the meantime, T want all those whose
letters I have recently acknowledged to
understand that I am obliged, in common
fairness, to Kkeep them waiting their turn.
In every instance where an mdnldml reply
is due it will certainly appear here sooner

or later. So keep a sharp look out, all of
you who have broached subjects -calling
f~r special attention. It will be a severe

v
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trial to some of you, I'm afraid. But
remember, patience is a virtue. So here's
a good chance to try and cultivate it,

* * %

In my last chat I omiited to place an
asterisk against the names of two overseas
readers who ‘had volunteered their services
as Organising Officers for the St. Frank's
League. So I'll just repeat the names here,
They were FRANK LYNNE, of East
London, South Africa, and MARION H.
FARERO, of Lima, Peru, South - America.
The services of both will be ‘gratefully
accepted, and they will receive their
Foundation Membership Certificates in due

course, together with details of initial
procedure.

» * x
Just one other little point before Y

acknowledge the eight letters just referrod
to. A good many of yvou have got into the
habit of attaching your stamps to the
exact right-hand top corner of your
envelopes, leaving not even a hair’s breadth
of margin. This is a bad ‘habit., Next
time you stick on a stamp, just remember
the post-office officials who have to
obliterate it, and the receiver, who might
wish to decipher the date and place of
origin. And it’s particularly aggravating
to receive a letter from abroad, and to
find all these imperfections on the envelope.
When it comes fo stamp collectors, these

things are quite enowzh to hasten grey
hairs.

B * *
Now for those acknowledzments,

" % L

Clifford George Leavy (Brishane, Queensd-
land), A Girl Colonial Reader ("Torbh Mel-

bourne, Victoria), Roy Roberts (Campsie,
N.-S.W.), E. Barker (Beaconsfield, Free-
mantle, West Australia), F. B. Braddish
(Footscray, Victoria), Leslie Sholl (South
Melbourne, Victoria), W. 8. Fraget
(Shoreditch, N. 1), William George White
(Nuneaton, Warwickshire).

[ & [ |

I haven't ?orﬂotten any asterisks thiy
time. As a matter of fact, up to the
time I'm writing this there’s been barely
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final oifers of services
« Oreanising Oficers from such a far-off
a.,d as Australia. But I fcel very sure
{?1?12 l;y the time this appears in print our
“lready large list of Australian volunteers
will have been considerably added to. The
ist for Overseas Foundation Member
oreanising Officers _does not close here until
September 12th. In other words, it’s just
ossible that by the time this issue reaches
the hands of readers abroad, in every
country, there might still be left a few
of the five hundred Foundation Membership
pumbers which  we have reserved for
readers in other lands. If so, now’s the
time to snap one up, or lose the opportunity

for ever.

time 10 get D the

* * *

Well, T. Williams,
Joyalty in introducing
your brother, and your m
NELSON  LEE  LIBRARY. It’s  practical
appreciation - which  tells. Although I'm
delighted to know we’re getting it all over
the place, iv’s one of those few good things
we can neyver have cnough of.

I must praise your
your two cousins,
mother to THE

x 2 »

As you scem in such doubt about those
other papers you are taking, A. P. Marnitz,
why not drop them? Yes, drop them, and

go *“all out” on climbing our League
ladder? You've already been made a
Foundation Member Organising Officer far

“The St. Frank’s League.” So you’ve gob
& good start. Timothy Tucker will erop up
agaln in the Si. Frank's stories—the same
old fathead as ever. This’ll probably
happen when you least expect him.

* * *

Well, you are a chump, Solomon Arkin!
Fatey going without Our Paper for six
months pecause *they were sold out like
hot cakes, and IT NXVER OCCURRED TO
ME TG ORDER IT”! This IS a matter
of general intecrest. In fact, it wants look-

j;]lﬂ; very  seriously into.  Quite possibly
tlzuenl are  many others who have never
Ought  of such , a simple precaution.

MACRYBODY, EVERYWHERE, can always
i &Ig B%RE Qf) receiving their weekly copy
il no{‘. “RDEL IT IN ADVANCE from
7 ﬁﬂ:ﬁesahen‘t' And if you’re buried away
agents dfﬂ‘;‘\tﬂltﬁ'r of the globe where news-
Papicr WL exist, you ean always get Our
the "mthflﬁfi.‘f.by subseribing for it, in
back th-nl‘;f‘_r Indicated by the footnote on
made 1 dl; cover. RBut youw’ve more than
Soicmgﬁp_i‘_}?-r your own thoughtlessness,
ReW  read 'Rin, by obtaining those three
up. Yn{flfl?'\ Hearty thanks. Keep it
ot Extoma: 1ave a better chance than cver

-Huing our eircle of readers now that

¥ou’'r e
Ira . o0 Organising Officer for *“The St.
nK’s League,”

—

That's a good tdea of vours, Gafiia, shout
having three age sections for local clubs
in association with “The Si. Frank’s
League,”” and I've no douvi soinciiing of
the kind will be adonted when we arrive
at that point. We MAY have -onother
“St. Frank’s Magazine” as well as a “St.
Frank’s League Magazine.” Yes, the first
St. Frank’s story did appear in No. {12 of
Our Paper. Many thanks for your inferest-.
ing twelve-page letfer, Gairia. Ard as it’s
the first of the kind vou’ve ever writicn, 1

feel highly honoured.
* * )
Confound it! T couldn’t say much less

to that last chap, could I? Yebt I'm mis-
hehaving myself again right away. It won't
do. I MUST make the replies to follow of
a short, telegraphic nature, so to speak.
Then, if I don’t satisfy you, give me a
little sympathy, and write again. Believe
me, I'm trying my hardest not to prolong
anyone’s agony, in &pite of any appearance
to the contrary.

¥ #* #

It would be a bit thick, J. Southwell, if

I hadn’t acknowledged your two previous
letters, But as I make a particular point

of acknowledging BVERY letter I receive,
I don’t see how this could have happened,
unless your letters never reached me. 1I'm
afraid that synopsis idea of yours, to pre-
face each story of a series, wouldn’t work.
In the intercsts of new readers, who are
always coming into the fold, it’s necessary
that cach yarn should, to all intents and
purposes, be complete in itself. As for
the old readers, many of them are no
doubt glad of a “refresher” after a weolk’s
wait. As to Cross Word Puzzles, these
might be made a small feature of The
St. Frank’s TLeague Magazine, with prizes
to be competed for by League members
only.

=~

k] * »

You’re in a wminority, James McAlpine
Most rcadeis praise my latest stories
hightest, and prefer humour to sensation.
At the same time, I always try to get in
some cxcitement, as well as a few laughs.
There will probably he a back number
exchange in connection with The St
Frank’s League. Join up, James!

£ E 3
Even now I bhaven’t got down fo thatb

telegraphic styie. And my space is all used
up again, Well, I shall have to commence

those short and sharp tactics in earnest
next week, starting from my very first
line.

E.S.B,
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HOW TO MAKE A PINHOLE
CAMERA.
By DICK GOODWIN.

PINHOLE

camera ig (he

easiest and

cheapestiorm

ol camera to make,

and really excellent

results can be ob-

Apitieseil sviprdiil tained for very little

il seldvly  Eher i il expense, The camera,

Elii:.l.i el BorkEhiyl as shown at Ifie. 1,

I closed and  open,

: should be used on a

. stand or a table, as

longer exposures are necessary than with a lens

camera, and being a fixed foeus, some experi-

menting must be done to find the correct distance

at which the picture isin focus. ol

Any wood is suitable if it is } in. thick and

will stand nailing on the edges, but alternafive

methods of forming the box aré given so that

those readers who are expert with their tools

will be able to make a choice. Prepared fret-

wood will be found the mosi suitable material,

as 1t is already planed and smoothed, and if
walnut or mahogzany
are chosen, the ap-
pearance of the tin-
ished work will be
better than if dealor
whitewood were used,
although these woods
will take stain and

polish.

MAKINQ THE
BOX.

First prepare a
plain box, as Fig. 2
to a length of 7% in., a width of 5} in., and a
depth of 4% in. Four methods of making if are
shown at I'ig. 3, A represents the simplest way
and requires glueing and nailing. B is what is
known as a lock corner and is composed of
equally spaced notcheg, € i1s the tongzue and
groove joint, and I the more difficult but
strongest and most effective joint, that of the
dovetail. Yhen the box has been made, one
end i3 sawn off to a
leneth of 1¥ in. and

down to give two
. picces, one 1% in, and
the other 5% in. Fill
in the back of the
smaller piece with a
piece of % in. wood,
: anddl then fit in a
lining, which can be of
thinner wood, but it
must proiect beyond
the narrow box for a

! should be filled in, but a hole, §

the sawn edges planed

One end of the other boyx
in. diameter

ciistance of 1)} in.

should be bored in the centre.

THE PLATE
HOLDER

The next =tep is to
make the plate par<
tition, as shown a
Irig, 4 separately and
inposition. It is made
of one piecce of 4+ m.
wood which must fig
exactlv inside the
larger box and have
an opening 4 in. by

3 in. Glue on one
side four strips of § in. wood so that a rebate
of % in. is formed ingide the opening and then
serew on fwo brass or wooden buttons, as
shown. Next prepare four strips to tit inside,
as in 14, Fig, b, these are glued on s0 that the
partition will be 3% in. from the front.

L
P g x

MAKINQ THE PINHOLE,

The pinhole is shown at Fig, 6, and consists
of a piecce of tinned sheet or thin brass, aboug
2 in. square, as at V.,
Place the sheet on a
piece of soft wooil
or lead and dent the §
centre with a blunt §
centre punch, as at j
tx. Noeoxt take a j
darning needle and §'

:
E

A F
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punch a fine hole,
as at H, but the
point shouw!d only
just pierce the metal. i

To make the hole
quite true, rub top,
as in the enlarged section J on an oilstone
to slightly flatten it, as at K. The plate is now
fastened on with a piece of prepared beading,
as at I, and then the front can be nailed in
position. The cap is formed with a pill box, as
at M, the bottom is cut out, us shown and then
glued on the front of the camera.

FINISHING.

The whole of the inside is now tested for light,
and it will be as
well to run a glue
brush along all the
inner joints to make
sure that they are
tilled in, The inside
is now coated with
dead black; this
can be made by
mixing lamp-black
with diluted sccco-
tine or gum. The
two cases should
fit. tozether casily and the outside be finished
with  poiish. To wse the camera, fit a i-
plate in the dark room, take eare that
the cap is on, and then it is ready for the

I:::f‘.?‘-”u*‘—r;m

| cxposture,
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T OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS

Special Sketch by Mr. Briscoe, for “The |
|

STAMFORD SCHOOL

Library,” of
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"tf?ﬁ-& School, Stamford, was founded by
sehem Radeliffe in 1532, and under a
‘e of the Charity Commissioners re-

FE::‘M tie surplus revenues of the Hospital,
Nded by William Browne. The oldest part

the buildings, at one time belonging to |

St. Paul's Chiureh, Ias been used as 2 schoole -
room since 1332, Additions were made .in
1830, and new buildings added in 1875. There
arc 200 boys at the school, and the chief
games played are cricket, Rughy {football,.
and hockey. g
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THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE

(All communications to the League should be addressed to the Chief Officer,
The St. Frank’s League, c/o THE NEeLsoN Ler Lisrary, The Fleectway
House, London, 15.C.4.)

————

-

My dear Leagueites and Readers,

In six weeks’ time (October 24th issue),
every reader of the N.L.L. will find enclosed
i his copy the first of a series of free
aifts, no two of which will be exactly alike.
1 am not going to disclose the nature of
these giits until two weeks belfore they
are presented. But I am referring to them
now in my League chat because I want
it to be known that all those of my readers
who have qualified as members of the
Leagsue will be better able to enjoy the
benefits of these gifts than those readers
who remain outside the League. weaders
who are still non-members should not con-
sider any longer about becoming members.
They have mno occasion to consider nor
even to think about it, for there is only
one thing for them to do and that Is

TO JOIN THE LEAGUE AT ONCE!

We want vou, every one of you, to help
make the League a lasting success so that
it will be a credit to the 0Old Paper and a
worthy tribute to the famous auther of
our St. F¥rank’s stories.

I am glad to be able to say that several
hronze medals have beea already awarded
to members. Many of these happy
recipients have written to say how delighted
they are with the medal, that it is much
hetter than they thought it would be, and
well worth waiting for.
no more delays, for we have a good supply
of medals in stock, all ready to send off as
soon as members qualify for them. The
drawing in the next column of the bronze
medal is reproduced to its actual size.

The winning of a bhronze medal is a

But there will be

—

stepping-stone to the appointment o
Organising  Officer. Accordingly, many
bronze medallists have been created 0.0.'
during the week. These new 0.0.s who

have just won their spurs, are all as keeq
as mustard,

and the pioncer 0.0.'s had
hetiter look 1to their
laurels. The time will
come when I shall
have to limit these
appointments in cer-
tain arecas; but I
want first of all to
give everyone a
chance to prove hig
capabilities as a
leader and an
organiser.  If, after
S1X months’ con-
tinuous  service, an
0.0. proves his
worth, he will be pro-

perly  confirmed in
his  rank, and pre-
sented with an illuminated scroll.

Bronze medallists are now asking how
they can qualify for the silver and gold
medallions. They should fill in application
form at Section B as before—I have

adapted the wording of Section B this week
so that the form can bhe used by members
applying for any three of the medal awards.

Although the silver and cold medals will
not be presented until the League numbers
5,000 and 10,080 members respectively,
every introduction sent in will be credited
to the member’s name.

Your sincere f{riend,
THE CHIEYI' OFFICER.

distant outposts of the Empire.
Joining local sports and social clubs
affiiated to the League.

Entering for competitions run for the

(2)
(3)

N AMMITRSIAL . Ao S ——

benefit of members.
(4) Quallf}’!ng for various awards by
promotinz the growth of the Leaguc.

(5) Opportunities for contributing short
articles, stories, and sketches to the

League Magazine.

Uy NPT

——H’
SOME ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.
(1) Getting to know your fellow-readers (6) Space for short notices and {ree
fromt near at home to the most adverts. for members in the above

P R e R, Pt

Magazine.
) Advice on choosing a trade or calling
in life, on emigration to the colonies,
dependencies, or abroad.
An employment bureau for members
of the League.
(9) Tours to interesting places in England

-1

(

(8)

and on the Continent, camping-out
holidays, and sea-trips, specially

arranged for members of the League.

e e
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AS SIMPLE AS A B (.

JONS.—Reader Applying for
mg::#i?: ¢ut out  TWO  complete
Han}imtiﬂn Forms from TWO copices of this
APD}{{ issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.
:;Seone of the forms fill in Section A, cross-
ing oub sections B and C by running the
ven diagonally across bothh Sections. Then
L‘rite clearly your full name and address at

bottom of Torm. The sccond form is for
your new reader, who fills in Section C,
crosses out  Sections A and DB, and
writes his name and address at bottom
of form. Both forms are then pinned

together and sent to the Chief Officer, The

forms are sent in. On one of the forms fih
in Section B, crossing out Sections A and €,
and write your name and address at bottom
of form. The other form 1s for your new

reader, who fills in Section €, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name
amd  address at the bottom of the form.

Now pin both forins together and send them
to the Chief Ollicer, a3z above, Une new
reader will then be registered against your
name, and when 2ix new readers have been
regisfered, you will he =ent the St. Irank’s
League bronze medal. There is nothing to
prevent you from gending in forms for two
or more new readers at once, provided the
forms are taken from the latlest izsue of
Tue NELsoN LEE Lisrary at the time when
the forms are sent in,

These Applicalion Forms c¢an bhe posted
for d., provided the envcelope is not scaled

Land no letter is cnelosed,

Sp, IFrank’'s League, ¢/o Tiup NELSON LEE
LiBeary, Gough House, Geugh Square,
London, E.C.{. Member Applying for
Bronze Medal: It will Dbe ncecessary for
you to objlain six new readers for {this
award. For each new reader TWO complete
forms are needed, and these must be taken
from copies of the latest issue of The
NeLsox LegE LiBrary at the time when the
IMPORTANT.—Complete and post oft

NELSON LEE LIBRARY is on sale.

form hefore the next issue of THe

this

It then becomes onl of date and uscless.

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 12. Sept. 12, 1925

desire to become

SECTION

staunch
TiE ST,

supporter of

on =econd form

assigned to me.

READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.
Being a regular reader of “TIHE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.” [
enrolled
LEAGUE, and to qualify for all such benelits and privileges as are
offered to Members of the League.
T
FRANK'S LEAGUE,
Paper to one new reader, whose signature to certifty this appears
attached
forward me Certificate of LEnrolment with Membersinip Numhber

SECTION
I, Mcmber

makes

MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

; 7 R _
that T have introduced one more new render. whose sjgnatare
to ecrtifly this appears on
ME..ueenveeaarss (B3fT0

introduetions to my credit.

(sive

Member of THE KI. FRAXK'S

a3 i
I hereby declare myself to he a
NELSON LEE LIDRARY 2 and
and that I bave introdaced Our
Kindly

heretlo. Wili you, therefore,

Memhership No.) hereby declare

Tiits

date)

hereto,
up io

sceaond form  aftached

numyber of immtreductions

SECTION

introducer)

NEW READER’S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare thiat I have been introduced by (give name of

-----------------------------------------------------------

“THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.”
becoming o regular reader of this paper.

to thiz issue ¢
wivteh I will read with a view to

(I'ULL

(ADDRESS)

NAME) oo eeeaeen,

.................................................... drsssddighgeda
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‘THE FOOTBALL SLAVES:» |
By ROBERT URRAY.

Dou’t miss the first chapiers of thiz seuzational New Learue TFootball Tale
Yeu'll bud thom o —~-

This Week’s ‘“BOYS’ REALM

] | “NONARCH” ®eco> CAMERAS

i Brit:sh Made. Take Perfect Photos.
+ i ¢ dsEne 237 X 1T Wikh cu&”?&ite
C best gquality Plate De-
S‘?”t Packed FREE P {“m'”‘" PAID, :. :.~--1'ftz.irh-.£:th;1|i:¢i : }’Lrilntfxlafr SalgtPrjce
1 &4 1 Os. 6d. Cashor 2/6 Weekly, | OUTFIT. P.O. 1,6 -| 1) Post
Immediate delivery, Biz Birgains in . will bhring a **Mon- / 3d.
Secomd-hand Cyeles. Aceessories at arch’ toyvourdoor! LARGE
priilar  prices, Write for Free, | size 'fI’fIﬂIiAHGH” 1-"9. POSE
List & Special Offer of Sample Cycele, | 2d. {with compleic E}:Hﬁ "ukr_'q

L Beavtifnd Photos 33 x 230, R a8
Mea CYCLE CO. inc. . Cetalogne  1,000¢ Bing® Hm‘nmn :
a. Dent. BGO! . posl irer!~THE LEEDS BAR-
SPARKBROOK - - BIRMINGHAM. | GAIN Co. (U.J.); 31, Kendal Lane, Leeds.

HE!GHT GOUNTS

in winning sueecess. Let the Girvan
Syxtem increase your heient. Send
P Q. for [:.lrm.ui.l s and our £100
gunrantee to Enyuiry Dept. A MYP,

17, stroud Green Rd., Loundon, X .4,

DON’T BE BULLIED.

Special offer.—Two Illus. Sample Lés-

B son: from my Complete Coursewon

2 JUJIT&U]qu&nm stampsoral arye
y [1ius, Portion of Course tor P.OGE

" Jujitsu is the best &-sm-
' 1,}r . plestseience ofself-defenca
and attack ever invented.
Learnto take care of your-

selfunderallcirey *nm.in:‘rfz SEND NOW?! 'YATP[.&RA'
(Dept.A.P.18), 17, Queensway, H_nnwurth. Middlesex.

‘14 Sentonld4days’approval,

1 carriage paid. Thousands T 8
I Ot testt 1];}]-'.!-'-1"; ) .f
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THF-' SOLAPHONE

s demonstrated
at the Emplre Ex-

= P hibition.
B S e ":*:‘“*“:NY_Q\ Is the very latest
i 3 -’F J (31 I\ﬂ

ST BaTrntes Shima Instrument;
(" pilays in all keys and
praduces every shade of
notes as perfectiy as the haman '-.o*h, Blands
‘beautitully with Piano or Gramophone. So simple
a ichild can play it. Post free by 2 9 From tue
return post with full instructions, MAKCT ~—
R. FIELD (Dept. 10), Bankﬁeld Road,
Huddersfield.

e R ke s S e T L —— T T . T R o g gt 3 ]

! STAMPS--6d. FREE! Gd. unused Britizh

Colomial and the triangular packeb., Just
regynest approvals —LISHURN & TOWN-
SIND, Lendon Road, TIVERDPOOL.

£2 000 worlh chean Photo Material. Sam.
ples catalogue free; 12 by 10 En-

Jaree ment any photo, Bd.—Hackett's Works,
July Road Lwerpm}l

= e ——

T -r‘-l'H'Hl:'ﬂ'lTﬂ'n"!"lrL"‘_'IﬂT'_ﬂ 'I"'l".'ﬂ""f"'""l'-'l"l"‘ﬂ'l"'l"' AT

.
B B L L T T B i e i e e e TR e i e b T
-

__,_’l"'""'ll._’l'“r'lr'u.r:l:l EFSEERS By S

Write for my }‘re:. 3ar-

Height Tnercased JComnplete gain Lists of the best
in 30 Days. ,' Course. Coventry. made cycles,

No Appliances. No Drugs: No Dicting.
fhe Melvin Strong Systemm NEVER

i-‘.—'adil,fi.” Svn_-:l=I ma!ﬁ:i]; fm'{ﬁ ]Jai'LiL‘lfiI&éS . | 1‘
and testimontais.—~Melvin Stronye, Lid, RS x ohs __1!”,,,4,.!‘
{Dept.X), 10, Ludeateiill, London, In= . - : '_jff‘*mrlgnﬂd;ﬂf‘ L FHTFI'L'I'
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All applications for Advertisement | -~ - . g S
Spaces in this publication should be Be sure to mention ** The g

addressed to the Advertisement . ”
Manager, THE NELSON LEE Nelson L.ee I."lbrary. when

LIBRARY The Fleetway House, comm“mcatn}g with  ad-
Farringdon Street, London, E.C, 4, | < vertisers. o
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