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‘* Look !’ gasped Church, and he stared aghast as he saw the canoe hang poised on the very edge of
the waterfall, For only a second it checked there, then it went down with a giddy, sickening plunge.
; taking Nipper and Handy with it !
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The Boys of St. Frank’s in an absorbing long complete

. holiday adventure story.
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CHAPTER 1,
The Battle of Kalala Valley !
EDWARD OSWALD HANDIFORTH

gave a whoop.
“Listen!” he shouted excitedly.

“They’re starting! Why the dickens
can't we go and join in? I'd love to have
a <lap at those rotten Oturi!”

“We've had enough of the Oturi!” said
Church grufily.

“And enough is as
Handy,” said MecClure.

The chums of Study D at St. Frank's were
standing on the veranda of the big bungalow,
and the blazing sun of the African morning
was beating down relentlessly on the awning.
Just beyond the shade pateh the flies were
dancing in the dazzling rays, and far down
the valley, amidst a haze of dust, hundreds
of black forms could be dimly distinguished.

“It's going to be a regular set battle,”
said Nipper, the popular skipper of the
Remove. “And 1 don’t think wo need fear
tho result, eh? These Oturi crowds will be
practically wiped out of cxistence.”

good as a feast,

“Isn’t it rather horrible?” asked Irene
Manners- soberly,
Nipper shrugged his shoulders.

“Tt's just the way of these African tribes,”
he replied. ‘““The Kutanas have been the
bitter enemies of the Oturi for hundheds of
vears. Whenever two armies come near one
another they fight. It’s a sort of unwritten
law. And they give no quarter. It’s a fight
to the death.”

“But. the Oturi tried to =scape!’ put in
Mary Summers.

“They did!” agreed Nipper grimly. “ Ag
soon as they heard that Umlosi and his
Kutanas were sweeping in, they fled for theiz
lives. Buf Umlosi had guarded every road
and path. So the ememy was bottled up.
But even these Oturi rotters have a certain
amount of pride, it scems. K’laba, the chief,
accepted Utrnlosi’s challenge, and they're
going to fight it out. I think the Oturi know
that they’ll be wiped off the carth.”

“ A frightfully priceless prospect,” observed
Archie Glenthorne, jamming his monocle intn
his eye and gazing severely down the valley.
“T mean to say, %’m not usually a gory sort
of chappie. I'm all for peace—absolutely—
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but after what those blessed cannibals did
to us, I'm all for secing them dispatched
to the good old happy hunting grounds.
Dash it, it’s a bit thick when they try to
burn the whole crowd of us!”

“With the idea of making a meal of us
afterwards!” said Handforth.

For a moment they were silent. The recol-
lection of that ordeal made their hearts beat
more rapidly—and that dreadful adventure
had taken place only the previous night!

Then they had been near to death. Now
they were safe.

Beyond all question, they were safe at last.
The stress and agony of the past wcek or
so had come to an abrupt end, and they
owed their deliverance to Umlosi. chief of
the Kutana tribe.

Umlosi was ILord Dorrimore’s staunch
friend. and he had arrived in the valley with
all his men—a thousand strong—in the nick
of time. Otto T.orenzo. the slaver, was
beaia-r.

Thege were twelve St. Frank’s fellows there
and Irene & Co.. too. And as they took
their ease on that shaded veranda, they won-
dered if the events of the rercent weeke had
really happened.

Captured by Lorenzo—forced to work 1in
chain gangs as slaves—the revolt and the siege
of the power-station—the attack by Lorenzo's
aliies, the dreaded Oturi—the miraculous
escape from the Circle of Fire—and the final
refuge in the cavern behind the waterfall!

All that was over.

UUmlosi had arrived barely three hours
azo. and those three hours had been filled
with stirring inecident. The Oturis had tried
to escape, but had been rounded off, and
were now being forced into battle. .A picked
srnard of Umlosi’s staunchest warriors had
been set aside. and were now acting as Lord
Dorrimore’s hodyguard. He and his party
were now protected.

These Kutana giants were surrounding the
bungalow, and at last Nelson Lee and Lord
Dorrimore were able to breathe freely. Their
vouthful companions. after much peril. were
in danger no longer.

Otto lLorenzo and his chief overseer,
Popodos, had fled at the first approach of
the Kutanas. Dorrie had naturally seized
the bungalow. and had made it his head-

uarters. And the yvoungsters, too excited to
sleep—indeed. they had recently had a good
spell—were all agog. They had washed, they
had tidied themselves, and had fed luxu-
riously upon the fare that had been plenti.
fullv found in the bungalow store-rooms.

Again they were living like decent human
beings. No longer were they marched aboui
in chains, and thrust into huts. No longer
was it necessary to skulk in the darkness,
fleeing from the slaver’s murderous myr.
midons. They were free again.

Free!

The sensation was so exhiiarating that they
all wanted to shout. Handforth. as reckless
as ever, even wanted to join in the battle.
But there was no prospect of that—for even

‘slaves,

Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore themselves
were keeping out of 1it.

“Let these rival tribes fight it out them-
selves,” Dorrie was saying as he stood with
Lee at the other end of the veranda.
““Umlosi particularly asked me not to join
in. He has selected K’laba as his own par-
ticular prize, an’ K’laba’s chances of sur-
viving are about one in a million. The
nuql’ber of that blackguardly old cannibal is
up !’

“Yes, it's better that we should re-
main here, Dorrie,” agreed Lee, nodding.
“I rather fancy we’ve had our share of the
fighting, in any case. It has been nothing
but one peril on the top of the other for
the last week or two. We're infernally lucky
to be alive!”

““An’ there’s a big job for us as soon as
the battle’s over,” said his lordship gravely.
“We’ve got to release every one of Lorenzo’s
an’ send them back to their own
villages. These accursed rubber plantations
of Lorenzo’s must be wiped out. We set out
with that object, didn’t we? I'll admit we’'ve
had a tidy struggle, but we’ve won.”

“And Lorenzo?” said Lee, musingly.
“Where is lorenzo? While that cunning
reptile is at liberty 1 am unecasy. We must
round him up, Dorrie-——we must capture him,
and hand him over to the proper authorities
for summary punishment.”

“Far better to put a bullet in him!”
Dorrie grufily.

“Perhaps so—but it is not for us to
administer justice, old man.” replied Lee.
“Qur duty 1s plain, and we must do it.”

Unfortunately, Otto Lorenzo had gone.

said

CHAPTER 2.
Handforth Means Susiness |

sl H1E great battle was taking
place in the open clear-
ings, a mile or two further
down the wvalley. For-
tunately, very ‘little of it
was seen from the bungalow. Nelson Lee wasg
glad of this, for the boys and girls had wit-
nessed quite enough horror of Jate.

The result of the battle was a foregone
conclusion. The Oturi were not only inferior
in fighting qualities, but they were inferior
in numbers. Not that this latter fact counted.
For Umlosi was a sportsman, and he had
given K'laba an equal chance.

There were between four and five hundred
of the Oturi, and Umlosi had conteniptuousiy
informed K’laba that he would allow half
his own force to stand aside. So Umlosi
went into battle with four hundred men only,
the rest, much to their disgust. remaining
idle.

There was something rather dreadful in
this deliberate fight to the death. The Oturi
could all have been ecaptured without any
battle at all. But that was not the custom.
The twe forces Lad clashed, and prisoners

S
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were not taken. This had to be a fight, with
no quarter.

And, although 1t was so shocking at the
momernt, the subsequent results would justify
it. For this battle would utterly destroy the
prestige of the Oturi tribe for many genera-
tions. Throughout the length and breadth
of the Congo region the Oturi would be
scorned and laughed at. Their arrogance
would be gone, and thus, peace would come
to the surrounding tribes, which had for long
been terrorised by the raiding Oturi.

So there was much common zense in this
grim battle.

Nelson Lee and Dorrie wisely allowed the
blacks to get on with it unhampered. It
wasn't their concern. True, Umlost had
rushed his army across the Kalala River to
the succour of his beloved “N’Kose ”--as he
called Dorrimore—but he had his own scores
to scttlo with K’laba, too. And he had his
own score to settle with Otto Lorenzo! For
years the Oturi had raided the Kutana
villages at Larenzo’s instigation, and most of
the wretched slaves in theso plantations were
maimed and broken Kutanas. Umlosi had
come here for a grim, deadly purpose.

“And we're out of it,” said Handforth, as
he and his chums discussed the general situa-
tion. “We've done our bit. and now we've
just got to stand by and look on.”

“Isn't 1t fine ?”’ said Church dreamily.

“Fine!” snapped Handforth. “Tt’s
rotten !
“Aren’t vou ever satisfied, old man?”

asked MeClure. “Within a few days we
shall be on the march again, and we shall
go in state, with the whole of Umlost’s army
as escort.”

“Think of it,” said Church. * A triumphal
entry into Zenobu, Umlosi’s capital. Con-
gratulations from the British Commissioner,
and then the voyage home to England, and
back to St. Frank’s in time for the new

term. TIsn’t that enough to make your heart
throb?”

Handforth grunted.

““We shall have time to think of all that
Jlater.” he retorted. ““I just heard Mr. Lee
speaking to old Dorrie about Lorenzo. The
rotter has escaped somewhere, and I believe
he's skulking in some of his plantations. Why
shouldn’t we steal off and capture him?”

“(Cheese it, you ass!” growled Church.
“How can we steal off? The whole bun-
galow is guarded by Umlosi’s men, and they
won't let us go through the cordon.”

“That's just where you're wrong,” said
Handforth triumphantly. ‘The upper end of
the vallev is safe, and we're allowed there.
All the Oturi have been rounded up. And
it’s my belief that Lorenzo has sneaked off
in that direction. So let’s be going.”

“You hopeless ass!” gasped Church. * You
don’t mean it?”

“QOf course I mean it!”

“Ail right!” said MecClure, giving Church
a wink. “If you’re set on it, wo might as
well resign ourselves. But we shall have to
be back in time for lunch The girls are

preparing something special. They’ve
grabbed the kitchen, and they re——"

““Never mind the girls!” interrupted Hand-
forth. “The capture of that rotter is more
important than lunch. Let’s be famous as
the captors of Otto Lorenzo!"”

“Just a jiffy, then!” said McClure.

He and Church hurried away, and ran into
an open doorway. They were looking for
Nipper, and they found him almost at once,
talking to Gresham and Duncan and Browne.

“Just a minute, Nipper,” said Church
hurriedly.

They dragged him aside.

*Come and knock some sense into Handy!”
urged Mac. “The fathead is talking about
capturing Lorenzo on his own, and he means
to slip away——"’

“Where is he?” asked Nipper grimly.
“I'll try persuasion first, and if that won’t
}dp we'll call the rest of the chaps and squash
1um.”

“Better call the rest of the chaps now,”
said Church pointedly. '

They hurried round the veranda, but
Handforth was no longer in evidence, at

least, not at the moment. Then Church
gave a gasp, and pointed. A figure was
just vanishing beyond the palms at the

bottom of the terrace behind the bungalow.

“Great Scott!’” ejaculated Church. *‘He’s
gone! The rotter dian’t wait for us!” |

“He must have suspected what you went
for,” said Nipper. ‘“All right—you stay
here, and say nothing to the others. Wae
don’t want a lot of excitement over nothing.
T'll fetech him back.”

“We'd better all said McClure
anxiously.

“No: the others would smell a rat,” said
Nipper. “Don’t get so excited, you chumps.
There’s no &anger now. You're so used
to lurking perils that vou can’t realise that

wo're all safe!”

“My hat!” said Church breathlessly. “It
does seem a bit of a novelty! Of course,
there’s nothing to be scared of now, is
there ?”

“Nothing at all,”” said Nipper. *Leave
Handy to me. T’ll have him back within
five minutes. Can't have him acting the
giddv ox like this.”

And he went off without another word.
There was no trouble in getting past the
grinning Kutanas. They had received no
orders to keep the boys within the guarded
grounds. There was no neccessity for such
an instruction. For, after so much danger,
the fellows were not likely to deliberately
go out looking for trouble.

Handforth, of course, was an exception.

But Nipper anticipated no danger. The
battle was going on'a milo or two away, and
Lorenzo's men had all vanished. His brutal
Nubians had probably fled into the bush.
The slaves were either locked away in their
huts, or hiding in the plantations. But
evervthing would be put right during the
course of the day.

“What's the idea, Handy ?”’ asked Nipper
grimly.

gO!!!
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e had come up behind the leader of
Siudy D before the latter knew anything
about it. Iandforth spun round, and
frowned.

““\What do you want?’ he asked bluster-
ingly. '

“You!" said Nipper.

“Well, you won’t have me!” retorted
Handforth. *“1I suppose Church and McClure
put you on to this, eh?”

““Never mind about that,” said Nipper.
“Your idea of looking for Lorenzo is dotty.
Y.eave all that to the guv’nor. You’d better
como back with me, and-—7"

“ My idea of looking for Lorenzo is dotty,
is 1t?” hissed Handforth. ‘Then what do
you call this?” .

He pointed excitedly, and Nipper started.
Just for a glimpse he caught sight of two
figures in the distance, flitting between one
clump of bushes and another, and he recog-
nised the coarse, ugly figure of Otto Lorenzo,

and the slimmer figure of Popodos, the
Greeck.
: CHAPTER 3.
On the Track!
IPPER was compelled to
change his mind.
“Of course, this is

different,” he said quickly.
“But you're not telling
me, Handy, that you expected to spot
Lorenzo like this?”

“Well, no,” admitted Handforth. *That’s
just a bit of luck. But there he goes, and
I reckon it's up to us to follow him, and
find out what his game 1s. We don’t want

the rotter to escape, do we?”
“No!” muttered Nipper. “There’s no
time to go back and tell the guv'nor, or to
fetch a force of the IKutanas. But we can
easily keep these brutes in sight, and see
where they go.” |

“Come on, then,” caid Handforth.

They pressed on. cutting straight across a
patch of tall grazs, and plunging into the
shade of a large clump of bamboo. And they
caught sight of their quarry some distance
away. Lorenzo and PPopodos had halted in
the shade of a little ramshackle hut, and were
talking.

"Good egg!” murmured Nipper. “If we
work round, we might be able to get behind
that hut—and then we can hear what they're
jabbering about. They both use English—
mainly because that Greek rotter is a New
Yorker.”

Lorenzo and his chief overseer had no sus-
picion that so much interest was being tuken
in their movements

The slaver was a changed man.

A great deal of b.s insufferable arrogance
had gone. Kvea hic frame seemed to have
shrunken.  His bloated face was pasty, his
shifty eyes were filled with dread. He knoew
that he had got to the end of his tether.

“This game is no good, boss,” Popodos was
saying. “You talk about quitting.  But

how’s it going to be done? 1 guess you know
that these Kutanas are guarding every road
and path? We’'ll have a tidy job to get out
of this valley without being spotted.”

“Leave it tc¢ me.” sald Lorenzo. “Have I
not told you that I know of a way? 'These
blacks are fighting in the lower part of the
valley—and we need not fear them. 'The
battle is in progress now.”

“Yes, and K’laba and his murderous gang
are just about wiped out,” said Popcdos
harshly.  “These other blacks are iho best
fighters in the whole region. We're linished,
boss.”

“Don’t I know it?”" snarled Lorenzo, turn-
ing on him like a tiger. “ Why tell me? You
fool! \Why tell me?”

Popodos scowle-i.

“Well, you don’t seem in any hurry,” he
retorted. “We've got to get out, haven’t
we? Gosh! Ii that blamed British ecrowd
gets hold of us, we shall be sunk !”’

“Yes, yes.” muttered Lorenzo. “They will
spare our lives—being fools—but they will
hand us to the officials.  And then we shall
be tried, Popodos ™

“And hanged!” said the Greck, with a
shiver. “I always thought I was a fool to
jon up with you, Lorenzo. This game was
too risky. It was bound to blow out sooner
or later.”

Tho half-breed cursed.

“We have only these boys to thank!” he
sald hoarsely “From first to last thev have
been the cause of the trouble! Why didn't I
kill them at first?”

“Because you thought they'd make good

slaves,” said Popodos sneeringly. “You
thought they’d be useful to you. These

blacks aren’t very quick in picking up elee-
trical stuff. Well, I warn vou I told you
what would happen—--7"*

“I don’t want your jeers. Popodos,’” in-
terrupted Lorenzo furiously. *‘*We must
not quarrel. Singly, we shall never be able

?

to escape. For our own sakes, we must keep
together.  Everything is lost, and our only

possible chance is to get out of the valley

now—while the Kutanas are busy at their
killing.”

“Gosh, that’s true enough,” said Popodos,
taking a deep breath. “When they're
through with the job they’ll spread all over
the valley, and comb us out. What can we
do, boss? Every exit i1s guarded.”

“ Except one,” said Lorenzo <oftly. “ Except
one, my friend.”

There was a trace of his former gloating
in his voice. For a second he looked like
his old self. He knew that his great bid
had failed, and now his one aim was to save
his skin,

Capture woule mmean death. Not swift
death, but a march to Zenobu, then a trial,
and afterwards—an execution. There would
be many, many wilnesses at the prosecution,
if it ever came off. Unless Lorenzo escaped
now, his fate would ke sealed.

The half-breed was more or less stunned.

Only that morning, at dawn, he had assured
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In the gloomy tunnel shead the two could see Lorenzo and the Greek paddling their canoe swittly into the

darkness.

himself that all his troubles were over. He
had driven his whire enemies out of their
retreat, and the Otur1 were ready to massacre
them. That wou'd be an Incident to smile
over in the futura.

And then, like » bombshell, had come the
intimation that the Kutanas were swarming
into his secret territory. Not just a raiding
band—not an insignificant company—but the
entire Kutana army. The picked warriors
of Umlosi’s tribe, bent on liberating their
brothers, and bent on vengeance.

And now. within a few short hours, was a
staggering chang-.

Lorenzo's plantations were in the hands of
his enemies. HKven his prized bungalow was
now being occupied by the very people he had
attempted to torture and massacre. And he
himself was a skulking fugitive! Otto Il.orenzo
was reaping the reward for his many crimes.

Yet he did not seem so crushed as one might
have expected. Behind all his stunned con-
sternation there lurked a kind of evil purpose.
Tt almost seemed that he had another card up
his sleeve. Yet surely, this was impossible ?
What could he do now?

Handforth and Nipper, creeping up behind
that hut. heard some ot the conversation, and
they, too. were impressed by Lorenzo’s grim

voice, Popodos could not understand his
employer, and neither could the hidden
il.ffsgeners. What was the half-breed thinking
Ol !

“Yes, my friend,” he repeated. “Every
oxit of the valley is guarded—except oneo.
And that one is unknown to every soul except
myself. Even you don’t know of it, Popodos.
My little seeret, eh? Have I not guarded it
well” Dt it will mean that we shall escape.”

‘“ We’ll follow them to the bitter end ! *’ growled Handforth grimly.

“That’s all you know!” breathed Hand-
forth tenselv.

CHAPTER 4.
The Underground River !

OPODUS was looking at his
| companion unecasily.

Wi L] 1 & ]

(resh, vou ain’t well,
Lorenzo,” he said. i |
guess this thing has given
vou too much of a knock.”

“You think I am crazy, eh?” said Lorenzo.
“Come with me—and then you will change
your mind. I am a man who believes 1In
being prepared, Popodos. Do vou think I
am to he taken like a rabbit in a net? No,
no! When I first came to this valley, I pre-
pared my escape.”

“You'vo got a
ireck cagerly.

?

ciaway, ch?” asked the
“Say, that’s something I
didn’t give you credit for, boss. Where i3
it? Hadn’t we best make a move? Somc of
those Kutanas may be nosing around at ang
minute, and then we shan’t——"

“Don’t get excited,” interrupted Iorenzo.
“There will be none of the Kutanas nosing
round just yet. For two or three hours we
are certain of being uninterrupted. None of
these invaders can harm us.”

He would have been surprised if he had
known that two of tho invaders were listening
to every word he said. But even Handforth
had to admit that luck had been very kind.

About time, too! Luck had played them
some very shabby tricks lately.

“I have always known that one day I should
have to flee,” went on Lorenzo slowly. * And
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Did you think I was such a

fool as to leave things to chance? The others

can fall into the hands of the enemy. 1 care
not. But you and I, Popodos, can escape.

Come with me and I will show you how.”

- ““Well, this is real good,” declared the
Greok. “I wa wondering how we could
make 1, boss.”

But even now his voice was doubtful. He
had a suspicion that Lorenzo was out of his
mind, and that this “getaway” was a delu-
sion. But the thing would soon be proved,
one way or the other.

They moved off.

s> I prepared,.

Nipper and Handforth,
from their place of concealment, watehed
cantiously, The two men were walking
across an open patch, and it was impossible to
follow yet.

“Come on!” muttered Handforth impati

cntly.
“No—not now,” breathed Nipper. “We
must watt until they’'ve disappeared. It's im-

shouldn’t suspect that
thev're being watehed Why the dickens
cculdn’t Lorenzo have said more? 1 want
tre know how he means to get out! And now
our only course is 1o follow them.”

“Well, that’s just what we want,” =atd
Handforth promptly, “In fact. therc's no
reason why we shouldu’t dash up, and smash
the rotters. We're equal to knocking them
out, aren’t we? TI'll take l.orenzo, and you
can have Popodes. How’'s that?”

“Fine—if you want to dic quickly.”

“What the dickens—-"'

“You silly ass!™ growled Nipper. *““Do
vou stiil think that these men would fight us?
Lovenz: wouldn t hesitate a second. He'd
pu!l ont his gun, and shoot us both down.
Don’t forget, Handy. that this job 1s risky.
If we're spotted we shall be shot.”

“BDy George!” breathed IHandforth. I
suppose you're right ! Thev're a bit :qupelato
aren’t thm ?  Yes. we shall have to g0 easy.

. "“No more suggestions for capturing them,”
crowled Nipper.  “Let’s be content with sce-
ing where they go. (Come on—all safe now.
But, for goodness’ sake, keep quict—and be
ready to duck if they spot us. They’ll shoot
at the first sight, and they’ll shoot to kill.”

Iven the impulsive Handferth was subdued
now. For he realised that Nipper was ab-
solately righi.  These two mch were bent on
escaping. and they weren’t likely to allow a
paiv of =ohcm1hms to hinder them. They
would shoot them down withocut ecompunction.

So when they crossed the open space they
did so with a full realisation of the danger,
and were veady to fling themselves flat on the
ground,

It wasn’t Nipper's way to take unnecessary
chances, but he felt that it was highly im-
portant to follov Lecrenzo. The defeated
slaver had referred to a secret exit. If he
was lost sight of. he would escape, and none
would know how he had gone,

‘The two men were now above the waterfall,
comparatively nea: to the river, and making
their way up the reugh jungleland which

poriant that they

spot,™
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bordered the stream.  There had Dbeen no
cultivation here and the country was as wild
as any in the outer bush.

Breaking through a tangle of undergrowth,
Lorenzo led the way to the very edge of the
river, There were rocks here. and the strecam
was fzurlt, narrow. Some distance higher up,
the overhanging jungle formed a bower com-
pletely over the waler. The stream seemed
to vanish into the tangle of tropical vegeta-
tion. And further up there was nothing but
jungle, with hills rising in the distance.

“We scemca to have got to a blamed queer
growled Popodos, “We can't do
nothing here, boss.  What's the idea?”

“Ym.x must wait,” said Lorenzo. “Iollow
me,

He picked his way over the rocks, and they
went carefully and laboriously up the bank,
occasionally chngmg to the overhanging trees,
[t was diffieult going, and Popedos wondered
where it was leading them.

This river wa: only a small one—a branch
of the Kalala, probably. Popodos had always
believed that it came through a gorge higher
up in the hills—~or perhaps down the hillsides
in a series of cascades. The jungle up there
was too thick fo be ponotlatcd

But there was method in Lorenzo's
ness.

For after a little more ot this queer progress

mad-

he halted. They were now in a regular
grotto of tangled creepers and overhead
foltage. The air auivered with humid heft,

and msects flew in their millions. Popodos
half-expected te see crocodiles lurking in the
shallows
“Do vou sec” said the slaver, pointing.
“Gosh !” murmured the other.

Bending low, and looking upstream, he
made a surprising discovery. The stream
camec out of a low, rocky cavern. Evidentiy,

this little river flowed through the mountains,
and not through a gorge. It was a tiny
cnough stream, and Lorenzo was probably
the only man who knew what lay beyvond.

He led the way into the cavern. walking
along a narrow ledge. And then he paused.

“We must have a light,” he said. “The dis-
tance 1s not great, but there are many twists
and turns. We must make a torch. Get the
necessary material, Popodos, while T float the
canoe.”

“Canoe?’ repca,ted the other. “But I
didn’t l\now
“Tool I" snapped the slaver. “Do vou

think we're going to swim?”

The Greck made no further comment, but
plunged into the bush, and proceeded to make
a huge rough-and-ready torch. While he
was doing this, he knew nothing of the two
pairs of eyes that were watching him from
the undergrowth

Nipper and Handforth were still following.

If the truth must be told, they had really
lost their quarry, and it had seemed for a
time that they would have to abandon tho
chase. The making of that torch had guided
them. For Popodns made no attempt fto
silence his activitizs. The two juniors heard
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the snapping and crushing of the bushes, and
80 they picked up the trail again,

At last Popodos returned to the low
cavern, and now he found that Lorenzo had
floated a small canoe. It was all ready.

“Where decs it lead to, boss?” asked the
Greek cagerly.

“Never mind,” said Lorenzo. “Never mind,
my friend. But I am not beaten yet! I
shall escape—we shall both escapc. And
thoso -fools down in the valley believe that
they are safe! Safe! They do not know
me, Popodosi! The vermin will all be wiped
out during the next hour!”

He laughed madly, and even DPopodos
winced at that sound. Was this man Insane,

or had he really retained a trump card up his
sleeve

CHAPTER 5.
Sticking to it !

p IPPER frowned.
. “T don’t like it, Handy,”
he murmured uneasily.
“That brute has got some
plan or other. But what?
We've got to stick to this game, or we shan’t
know the truth. It’s a pity he didn’t talk
a little more. )
“Well, let’s move on,” said Handforth 1m-
patlentlv “We've started on this trail, and
we've got to keep it up. We can’t go back
now. We must discover where this
leads to, and what Lorenzo means to do.’
N:pper realised the truth of it. To back
out now was impossible. And yvet he had
assured Church and McClure that he would
bring Handforth back within a few minutes!

By this time, no doubt, Handforth’s chums
had told the others and it was quite likely
that Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore were
organising a search party. Well, it wouldn’t
matter very much. They could casily ex-
plain later. They were justified in carrying
on.

But could they carry on?

T'hiz was a doubtful point. The two men
had vanished into that cave mouth, and there
was no further sound from them. Handforth
wanted to press on at once, but was it worth
it ?

If the pair were still there, they would be
able to shoot the boys down with ease. And
yvet if there was any delay the men might
escape altogether. ~ The thing had to be
risked.

“(‘omne on!” muttered Nipper. “ Let’s
one rush!”

They leapt from rock to rock, half- etpectmg
to hcar shots ring out. But they reached
the ledge without incident, and found them-
selves peering into the depths of the Ilow
tunnel. And there, in the distance, they
could see a yellow glare. It was reflected
eerily on the black waters of the stream.
'‘And echoing strangely came the sound of
paddles.

make

riwer'

“My only hat!” brealhed Handforth.
“They’'ve got a boat. This river cuts right
under the hill. We're dished!”

““Looks like it,”” breathed Nipper. “Thero’s
no way of following except by water. This
ledge dwindles away. And we can’t swim.”

“Why not?”

““Because the current will be too strong
for us,” replied Nipper. ‘‘Besides that, there
may be rocky snags. It isn’t worth it, old
man. [ really think we ought to go back.”

“Go back!” said Handforth, aghast.

“Yes. What else is there to be done?”

“Why, follow these brutes, of course.”

“That’s the worst of you, Handy—you're
so unpractical,” murmured Nipper. *“Wa
can't follow without the means of following.
That’s plain, ordinary common-sense. When
vou get up a brick wall you won’t admit it's
a brick wall, and you want to bang your head
against 1it.”’

Handforth stared.

“T'’here’s no bricl{ wall here!” he said
blankly.
“Oh, my hat!” groancd Nipper. “I was

only speaking figuratively, vou chump! Thesa
men have got a canoe, ‘and we haven’t &
“Then we can swim,”
“We can’t swim, you impulsive idiot !”
“All right—you see!” snapped Handforth.
He lowered himself into the water, and
Nipper groaned. It was just like Handy to
act in this way. The next second Handforth

gasped.
“Why., it’s only four fecet deep!” he
muttered. ‘* We can wade 1t!”

He stood there, the water surging round
him powerfully. The current was stronger
than he had imagined, and 1t was as much as

he could do to keep his balance. But he
wasn't going to be beaten.
He plunged on, and then suddenly

floundered into a deep hole in the river bed.
He was spun round by the force of the cur-
rent. and he struck the rockv ledge, and but
for Nipper's timely clutch he “Dnl have been
badlx hurt.

“Oh, erumbs!” growled Handforth,
was hauled out by his companion.
happened 77

“FEnough to show you that swimming or
wading 15 out of the question, I should
think,” growled Nipper. ‘“Why can’t vou
rcalise the impossibility of continuing M

He broke off in the middle of his sentence,
and he stared at the rocks just ahecad. His
eves were growing more accustomed to the
gloom now, and he could see things which
had hitherto remained hidden.

“What's up?” asked Handforth,

““Nothing,” murmured Nipper. “But I
rather think we can stick to the trail, after
all. My son, there’s another canoe here—
almost hidden in a crevice.”

“What!” gasped Handforth.

It was a fact. Until Nipper had looked
closely he had not seen it. A second canos
was concealed, and a brief examination of 1t
proved that it was: in excellent condition.
Furthermore, it contained two strong paddies.

as he

« What
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a water confamer, and a sealed box. It did
not need much guesswork to assume that this
box contained food. Concentrated stufl,
probably, in airtight containers.

Lorenzo had made every preparation for
theht., Porhaps three or four of them would

want to cscape, and so he had had two canoes
i readimess

took no chaices.

Wiiliin a couple of minutes Nipper and
Handiorth had floated the canoe, and were
aboard., All was mitech darkness ahead now.
I'he ¢riare from the toreh had vanished.

“It Il be a hit of 2 nsky trip, but we shall
have to do it.” said Nipper grimly. “TI’ll
tza}m]’r,}‘m for’ard paddle Handy, if you don’t
g,

“1 do mind.” said Handforth mompﬂ\

“Well, it makes no difference,” said
Nipper., “If vcu dan’t like 1t, my son, you'll
have to lums it

“You—you rocter !’ ‘-‘-ilid
“Who's lt'ﬂdmﬂ thi's chase?

Handforth.

“T am,” said Nipper calimly.
“Rot ! I aeas mv mea,” protested Hand-
forih. " Didn’t I

“We  won'c  argue,””  grinned Nipper.
“Lead, 1f vou want to.  What does it
matter?  The main thing is to get going—
and don’t fo get to keep vour head well down.

In this darkness we might run up against

some snags  The rvoofl’s only a foot or two
above us evea here”

hey pusned olt, paddling strongly, and
even then it was only slow progress.  They

had to fight tneir way agatnst the current,
and there iwas something eorie in this pene—
tration of the black depths.

However these conditions did not Jast long.
After scveral nasty bumps against the
rocks,

and -one eor two narrow escapes from
:an—gvd projections, they turned a sudden
bend in the =itver, and came within sight of
their guarry.

Two or three hundred vards
flaming torch ecould be seen, and it served
as an efficient guide. For they could now
follow wiih comparative case every projection
revealed to them clearly,

“We're safe enongh like this,”

ahead that

murmured

Nipper. “We can see them, but they can’t
see us. Their eves are blinded by that torch-
light, and everything bevond a few vards

range 1< pitch black to them.
hest of it.”

“And \m re gonzg {o follow
bitter end,’

We've got the

them to the
" eaid H'mriforlh erimly.

CHAPTER 8.
The Capture of the Valley !
ORI DORRINORE

over the veranda rail, and
run  forward ta  mect
Umlosi. 'The great Kutana
Chief  halted, and raised
his spear in salute.  Incidentally. that spear
was significant!y damp.

leapt

The half-breed was a man who
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“Wau! ’Tis well, N’Kose !’ gaid Umlosi.

“The battle is over?”

“The battle is over, my father,” rumbled
Umlosi, “These dogs of Oturi are beaten as
they have never been beaten before. Most
of them have been slaughtered, and the
others are fleeing in a rabble for the other
forests, Methinks 'hey will never return to
their villages.”

Dorrie coughed.

“I don’t think we’ll go into details. old
man,” he said discreetly. “This was your
quarrel as much as ours, an’ you have wiped
up the enemy pretty effectively. What of

K’laba, the Chief?”
“K'laba feu under my own spear,” re-
plied Umlosi. ** Wau! K'laba is dead.”
“And the wvalley is entirely in our
possession,” said Nelson Lee, joming them
“Umlosi, old friend, we have much to thank
you for. Y ru have saved our lives. and

yvour coming will mean the frecing of many

hundreds of slaves This work of vours is
noble.”
“And vet, Umtagati, it is work that any

man would do,” replied the Kutana Chief.
“Is not slavery a foul and airocious
abomination? Wau! Now it is my desire to
scek this Lozenzo and slay him.”

Nelson Lee smiled,

“1 appreciate your idea, Umlost, but I am
afraidd you mustn’t do 1t,” he Q::ud drily.
“You have fought your herediiary enempy,
the Oturi. But vou must not slay a white
man.”’

“Thou art casting a slur upon thyself, my
master, by referring to this jackal as a white
man, plolmtod Umlosi.  “For is he net as
foul as the creatures that erawl from beneath
the stones?”

“He's all that,” agreed Dorrie. ‘At the
same time his skin happens to be white, and
it’s for the proper authorities to give him a
fair trial. and provide him with a length of
rope—with & noose at the end of it, We must
capture this brute, certainly, but we must take
him away from here a prlqonor The trouble is,
it’s rather difficult to capture a man who re-
fuses to show himself.”

“Ivery way out of the valley is guarded,
N’'Kose,” sa'd Umlosi. “My warriors shall
search. and this wretch thal] be brought be-
fore thee. Thy wisdom 1is best, my Tather.
If thou thinkest that Lorenzo should live,
then will T curb mine own desire to kil
him.”

And Umlosi went off to organtse his men
for a great round-up.

The battle was over. but ihere still re-
mained a vast amount of work to be done.

The Kutanas had brought hundreds of
carriers with them. conveying supplies of all
kinds. When Umlosi led an expedition he did
the job thoroughly, and at the lower end of
the valleyv a vast camp had been set up. The
shaded slopes below were dotted with scores
of tents, and here there was ample accommo-
dation for the freed slaves.

And these vnhappy people, alinost unable to
believe in their good fortune, were being led
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STARTLING NEW SERIES BEGINS NEXT WEEK!

Form.

then to a grim, unrelenting warfare.
unknown figure who,

prefectin the school to stop it

There has always been rivalry between the Remove and the Fourth
There have been feuds before—but never a feud like this.
From friendly rivalry, the feeling suddenly springs to open enmity—
And behind it all is a mysterious,
by his secret acts and cunning wiles, fans the
Hame of hatred until the feud grows beyond the power of any master or
Even the Head is absolutely powerless.

That is the theme of the absorbing new series of yarns which commences in next week™

issue. Don’t miss the first powerful story.
COMING You'll find a small reproduction ORDER
NEXT WEDNESDAY. of next week's cover on page 31. IN ADVANCE.
towards the (.-;:1'11). I'or the first time for Lee sighed.

vears they were being treated like human
beings. They were partaking of decent food.
‘'heir peried of slavery was over. _

The bungalow still remained 1n possession
of Dorrie’s party. -

They would remain for a day or two, per-
haps, until all was in readiness for the return
to civilisation. There was no acute hurry.
The boys and girls could do with a period of
rest, and if it came to that Nelson T.e and
l.ord Dorrimore wouldn't say “no” to a
peaceful day or two.

“ As far as | can see, il's all over bar shout-
i’ now,” said his lordship, as he turned to
the veranda. *'T'he Oturil are wiped out, and
the slaves are being freed. The valley 15 1n
our complete possession, and Lorenzo can do
mothing more against us.”

“Yes, his wings are chipped,” agreed Lee.
“But where 15 he? T :chould feel far more
comfortable if T could lay my hands on him.”

“I can’t say that it would give me much
comfort to handle that dirty blighter!” said
'his lordship.  ““Still, T see what you mean.
Not that it matters. He’s probably skulkin’
in the bush somewhere, frightened out of his
life. Why bother about him?”

“I'm afraid your methods are rather slip-
shod, Dorrie,” he said. *“Why bother about
him, eh? Do you recalise that this man must
be nearly mad with rage and chagrin? He
can do us no serious harm, I will adm:t—
but he can possibly kill one or {wo of us.”

“Thal’s not a cheery thought,” said Dorrie.

“Lorenzo 1s armed, and he 1s at liberty,”
said Lee. “My life and your life are par-
ticularly endangered. Wherever we go we
may provide a mark for T.orenzo’s bullst.
Skulking in the undergrowth, he can easily
pot at us. And what does he care? Hao
kniows that he is a bealten man, and his only
lust now will be for revenge. I shall not be
comfortable until he’s chained up in ene of
his own noisome huis!”

“That's rather a good suggesuion,”
Dorrie.  “Well, leave it to Umlasi.
round up the cur.”

Churelh  and MeClure came rouna  the
veranda. ‘They were both Jooking so anxious
that Nelson Il.ee regarded them sharply.

“Seen anyvthing of Nipner, sir?”  asked
Cliireh, 1n a casual voice.

“Badly done, old man,' said Dariie, shak:
ing his head

caid
He'll
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“Ih?" gasped Church,
“I'hat assumpd air of carelessness,
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my lad.”

said Dorrie.  “It’s not good enough. What’s
the actual “0115?"
“1 don’t know,” replied Church, ‘“But

Nippar hasn’t come back.”

“Hasn’t he?’ asked Dorrie. “1 didn’t
know he had gone.”

“We didn’t mean to say anything, sir,”
put in McClure, looking at Lee. ‘““But over

an hour ago Handy talked about going off to
(ind TLorenzo.”

“He talked about whatt”’ asked Lee
angrily.  “Good hesvens! Is there no end to
that boy's rashness? 1 thought he would

have had enough excitemment for a bit.”
“IMandy’s never satisfied. siv,”” caid Church
bitterlv. ““Ie always thinks he can do things
betier than other people, and tlien gets him-
seif into a mess.”
“You'd better tell me just what has hap-
pened,” said Lee grimly.

“Nothing, sir,” replied Church.  “That’s

just it.  We told Nipper, and Nipper said
he wonld fet oh Hondy back. And that was
an hour ago.”
Dorrie grinned. :
“Easy!” he said. “Nipper's still feichin’
him bhack. You know what Handy 1s when

he scis his mind on anxthin’., . They
have spent this hour in arguin’.”

Bur Nelzon Lve was not satisfied.

“No. Dorrie,” he =aid. ‘“Nipper wouldn't
arguc for thar longth of time—even with
ITandion. ‘*ﬁmolhmﬂ' must have happenecd
to keep them away,

And he zave Dorrie a look which made his
lord<hip turn pale.  Dorriec had suddenly
remiembered that earlier remark of Lee’s
Otio Lorenzo was at large—armed!

It was a disturbing thought.

must

CHAPTER 7.
No Trace !

NDIEED, it was sueh a dis-
turbing thought that Lord
Dorrimore became  filled
with a sadden anxiety.

“All  right boys—run
along.” he said, i such a brusque manner
that s<iartled Church and MeClure. “ M.

Lee and T will look into this.  Don’t worry
abont Nipper and Handy. We'll find ’emn.”
“But ecan't we do anvthing, sir?” asked
Church, staring.
“Yesz. vou can go an’

help the girls to get
lunch ready.”

replied Dorrm “Bv the way,
have vou mentioned anvthing of this to the
others? Theyv don’t seem to have noticed that
Nipper an’ Handy are missin’.”

“No, sir, we’ve kept mum.”

“(Good lads,” said Dorrie. “Stick to it.”
They went oﬂ', and it was clear that the
rext of the fellows were unsuspicious.  Archie
was sprawline in a dock-chair, fast asleep.
Browne, of ihe Fifth, was having a friendly
arcument with Wille Handforth. and the
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other juniors

gether.
“Well 7

Nelson Lee.

“This might be serious,
Nelson Lce.

werc laughing and chatiing to-

said Dorrie,

looking hard at
said
?'.':'

“(Good glory, isn’t it serious?”’ asked his
lordship huskily. “What were you sayin’ to
me about Lorenzo? Supposin’ he potted those
kids? Supposin’ they’re lyin’ dead some-
where 7

“We're not dealing with suppositions,” Lee
pointed out. “And there’s really no need to
cet these alarmist notions. There is a bare
possibility that a tragedy has happened, but I
refuse to accept that pessimistic view. The

old man,’

boys are probably up to some game of their
own.” '

“But they've been missin’® for over an
hour!” protested Dorrie.

“What of 1it¥” said Lee. “ They might be
just wgndering about—just looking into
Lorenzo's stores, and into his factory. We
haven’t given any orders that they musin't
leave the bunfza,low The obvious thing to
do is to organise a search-party at once, and
bring the young rascals back. 1 shall give
Nipper a piece of mv mind when I do find
him. It isn't hke him to go off in this
wav.”

“That’s why I'm so infernally worried.”

“But Nipper 1s with Handforth,” said
Lee dryly.

“Yes, that's a big thought,” azreed
Dorrie. *“Handy is a hofhr handful swhen

he makes up his mind.

Well, let’s sce about
this search-pariy.

shall be like a cat on
hot bricks unttl T know the truth. Gadl
After all we've been through 1t would be
rough luck to leave this valley without those
two voungsters” .

“There are search-parties to be organised,”
said Lee thoughtfully. “ At all costs, we
mnust sccure Lorenzo. The valley must be
searched from end to end—and it may take
a week—perhaps two weeks.”

“As long as that?” asked Dorrie,

“Yes, old man,” said Lee. “And I am
not going to rest until T have got him-—
even if I have to trail Lim half-way across
the Congo. That scoundrel shall be made
to answer for his crimes. You will leave at
once for Zenobu—to-morrow, at the latest.”

“This is interestin’. said Dorrie politely.
“Ir's the first T knew of it. Still, vou're
givin’ orders, an’ I'm here to obey.”

“T'here’s no earthly reason why these boys
and girls should be subjected to any further

dangers,” declared Lee. “I want you to
arrange a big escort for them, Dorrie, and
vou will accompany them to Zenobnu, which,

after this remote valley, is practically civili-
sation.”
“An’ vou?
“I shall hunt for Lorenzo, and shall not
give up until I obtain proof of his death
or capturc him,” replied Lee grimly. “A
very simple programme, Dorrie, and we
must carry it out. We have ecach our tasks.”
“Wouldn’t vou like to escort the young-

-5
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sters 7 suggested Dorrie casually. * Wouldn’t
it be better for me to go after Lorenzo?”

“No, it wouldn’t!”

“1 i;hought you’d say that,” sighed his
. lordship. *Pity! I might have run across
one or two elephants——"

“Yo gods!” e]a.cula,ted Lee.
more of the elephants than you do of this
murderous slaver! You be a good fellow,
Dorrie, and take these youngsters to Zenobu.
That's the general plan, ana now we ‘Il see
if we can't find those two boys.”

They hurried off, and within a few minutes
they were busily engaged with many of the
willing Kutanas. Parties of the blacks were
sent out in every direction, with instructions
to scarch thoroughly. If they found Nipper
and Handforth, they were to bring them
back without any delay.

Church and MecClare, who were keceping
their eyes well open, socon became aware of
the activities, and they had no difficulty in
guessing what they meant.

“I say, this is pretty significant. isn’t 1t"’”
asked Ohurch in alarm. *“They're getting
up scarch-parties, Mac! They're afraid that
old Handy has got lost.”

“Or killed,” said McClure unhappily.

“Killed !

“Supposing he saw Lorenzo, and went for
him?” asked Maec, with a catch in his voice.
“That brute would shoot him dead. And
.then Nipper might have gone to his rescue,
and have been shot dead, too.’

“Good gad!”

They swung round, and found Archie Glen-
thorne staring at them.

““0Odds horrors and disasters!” said Archie.
“You don’t abselutely mean to say that poor
old Nipper has been absolutely shot dead?”

““No. you ass!” said Church hastily. “It's
only Mac's rot! We didn’t mean to teil
vou, but vou might as well know now.
Handv. and Nipper went off an hour ago,
and we haven't seen them since. We're
afratd that something might have hap-
pened.”

“0Oh. ah!” said Archie. ‘““Happcned?
I see what vou mean. You mean that some-
thing might have happened? That some-

P2

thing, as it were. might absolutely have
happened ?”
“Yes, you fathead!” growled Church.

“But what?” asked Archie. “T mean to
say, in a place like this all sorts of frightful
things can happen. 1 rather thought that
everything was all serene-oh now. But a
chappie never knows. Supposing we dash
ahnut and do a bit of searching for the dear
old lads?"”

“The last we saw of themy was when thev
went behind those palms, over there,” said
MeClure, pointing.  “Shall we try to track
them down?  We might as well be doing
something.”

““ Absolutely,” said Archie. *“What-ho!'"

But they were not very enthusiastic. After
cm'r:rmg a considerable distance, thev came
to the conclusion that this search was very
much like looking for a needlo in a hay-
stack, They were beyond the central part

“You think.

|
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of the valley here, and most of it was wild.
It was an almost 1impossible task to examine
every tangled patch of bush and under-
growth. And they had an uncomfortable
feeling, too, that they were easy marks for
Lorenzo.

“Oh, ra,ts'” said Church, at length. “I
expect we'ro worrying ourselves over nothing.
Lel’s get back to the bungalow They might
have turned up by now.’

When they got back, however, there was
still no word from Nipper and Handforth,
and by this time the others had begun to
wonder. In fact, the truth could no lon
be held back. It became general knowlcggo
that Nipper and Handforth had gone off
in search of Otto Lorenzo, and had not been

seen since.
the

And

little party was gravely con-
cerned.

CHAPTER 8.
The Great Gorge !

§ ASY—easy!”
’\Tlpper

Using their paddles with
caution, Handforth and
Nipper edged the canoe
towards the rock wall, and clung to some
projections. They steadied the little craft,
and Nipper pulled himself up on to the un-
even rocks. _

“Good man,” said Handforth. ‘“Now tie
that bit of rope somewhere. Done it? All
right—I’ll come up there, too.”

A few moments later he had joined Nipper,
and they took closer stock of their position.
Twenty or thirty feet away there was a
dazzling flood of sunlight.

They had reached the end of the cavern:
Otto Lorenzo and Popodos had vanished
bevond, into the open air. It was impossible
to take the canoc out into the open, for it
would have been immediately spotted. At
Nipper's suggestion, the two juniors had
scrambled o the rocks, which were easily
negotiable here.

**There’s something fishy about this,” mur-
mured Nipper., ““But we ought to be able
to discover the truth, anyway. And we can
casily get back into the valley. It’ll be some-
thing to say that we know exactly how
Lorenzo has escaped. The guv'nor will soon
get on his trail.”

“Pity we can’t collar him,” said Hand-
forth regretfully.

They edged their way along, and at last
reac'lmd the spot where the sunlight came
in. With extreme caution, Nipper put his
head round the rock and stared about him.

“Ay hat!” he murmured.

The place was wild enough. There were
steep rock sides on either hand, and the river
took a sharp turn away to the right, and
continued its course down a steep, narrow
canyon. There seemed to be no reason why
Lorenzo and Popodos should not have kept
to the river, for the current, even here, was
not too strong.

‘murmured
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But the men’s canoe was only a little way
ahead, empty. And, cautiously peering up,
Nipper could see Lorenzo and
laboriously mounting the cliff-like ascent.
They vanished behind a towering mass of
rocks, and did not recappear.

““That’s rummy,” said Nipper, frowning,

“Eh? What’s rummy?”’ _
“Come and Jook here. Handy—it’s safe

now.”’

Handforth came
stood staring up.

“Why have they gone up there?” asked
Nipper, after he had told Handforth of what
he Ead seen. ‘“‘It’s obvious they’re coming
down again, or they wouldn’t have left the
canoe like that. Why make this steep chimb?
Lerenzo isn’t built for it.”

“Let’s go and see,” suggested Handforth
ecagerly.

Nipper’s eyes gleamed.

“By Jove, 1 feel like being reckless for
once,” he said. *‘Yes, Handy, we might as
well chance it. There are plenty of rocks
here to take cover behind, and if we're
spotted we can easily bolt back and jump into
the canoe. We're not afraid of Lorenzo while
we have cover.”

“(Good man,” said Handforth. * Let’s go.”

And they commenced the climb—with the
advantage of knowing exactly where their
quarry had vanished,

As a matter of fact, the two men were
ncarer than the juniors believed. For, after
rounding that pile of rock, it was impaossible
to proceed further. Popodos felt decidedly
nervous.

He was standing on a wide mass of rock,
with a sheer drop on his right-——the drop into
that narrow little river where the canoce lay.

But immediately in front of him there was
a sceng of grandeur. A great slope of jagged
rocks, stretching down for half a mile sheer.
And at the bottom of it there was a rugged
gorge, filled with tumbling waters. This was
a real river—in fact, the Kalala itself.

‘*“What’s the idea of coming
boss?” asked Popodos.

“Wait!” panted Lorenzo. holding his side.
*“Wait my friend. Let me get my breath!”

That c¢limb had almost finished him. The
distance was not great, but Lorenzo was a
heavy man, and he was in no condition for
such strenuous exercise. It was some minutes
before he could recover.

Then he stood up, and now his eyes were
glittering evilly. There was a light in them
which caused Popodos to stare uneasily. Once
again he was impressed by the thought that
his employer was mad.

“Well?” asked Lorenzo.

““Sure I see,”
1t 7’

““Look beyond,” said Lorenzo, pointing.
“We are now at the extreme end of the
valley—at the top, where the ground rises.
And yet our cance is on the same level as
the factory. Only this vast barrier of rock
prevents the Kalala from bursting right
through into the valley.”

forward. and they both

up . here,

“You see?”
sald the other. “What of

Popodos’

‘'no longer be a rubber plantation.
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“I'm mighty glad these rocks are here.”
said Popodos.

“You should be glad,” said Lorenzo. “ For
if this water came through, the valley would
be a valley no longer, but a great lake.
Farther up, you can sec¢ the swirl where
the waters ot the Lulaga converge with the
Kalala. The force of the water just below
here 1s tremendous. This gorge 1s almost
unknown, but it is one of the most impressive
in the whole of Central Africa.”’

“Darned good.” =said Popodos sourly.
“Some idea. boss! Tt was a great little
notion to bring me up here to admire the
scenery! Maybe you don't realise that T don’t
care for scenery?”

Lorenzo said nothing. He had, apparently,
gone into a dream. His eyes were still glit-
tering. but thev had a far-away expression m
them. His face had become flushed, and he
seemed peculiarly tensed.

And only a little way behind, creeping -
from the shelter of a great boulder, Nipper
and Handforth were present. They had
made the gr:.el ascent in safely, and had no
idea that their guarry was so near at hand.

Suddenly Nipper drew back, and held a
finger to his lips.

“What the - began Handforth.

“Quict!'” breathed Nipper. “They're just
round these rocks—not ten yards away!”

“0Oh, crumbs!” :

“T’d no idea——’

Nipper broke off, for at that moment
Lorenzo had uttered a wild sort of laugh.
The sound came¢ without warning, and

Popodos was o startled that he nearly took
a step sideways towards that chasn.

““Gosh!” he saild angrily. *‘What
thunder—- "

‘“And now, my friend—revenge!” shouted
Lorenzo frenziedly. ‘They think they are
csafe! They think I am beaten! Well, per-
haps I am beaten—for the Kalala Valley will
But when
they think they are safe., thev are wrong!
I, Lorenzo, shall win this fight, Popodos! 1
am going to be the one to gloat!”

“What's wrong with vyou,
snarled Popodos, thoroughly
““Have you gone crazy, or what?”

“Yes!” screamed Lorenzo. “I’m crazvy
for the tremendous spectacle that we shall
soon see. 1 have lost my valley—on which T
spent my thousands—but none other shall

the

Lorenzo
frightened.

have it. And all those fools down there will
be killed. I’'m not such a blockhead.
Popodos. 1 don’t build for others to use. 1

I must abandon this wvallev, then T shall
destroy it. And in destroying it I'll wipe out
every onec of those interfering dogs who have
ruined me !”’

“But—but—?"

“You think I ecan’t do it?” shouted
Lorenzo. ‘““Then I’'ll tell you, Popodos. T'll
tell you a secrct. Another secret, Oh, I'm a

very careful man. And this secret of mine
will stagger you. You're going to see some-
thing very splendid soon, my friend. Yes,
something very splendid!”
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He laughed with such mad abandon that
Popodos shook in his shoes. [lorenzo’s
ravings were awful to witness.

What idiotic notion had he got into his
crazed mind now?

-

CHAPTER 9.
The Awiul Truth !

AD!? murmured Handforth.
“That’s what’s wrong with
him. He’s gone clean oft
his rocker.”

“Tt scems like it,"
agrecd Nipper. in a whisper.  ““He knows
that he's a beaten man, and his mind must
have given way under the strain. He can’t
do anything to us now. He's a fugitive, and
will be lucky enough if he escapes the hand
of justice.”

They were not frighiened by Lorenzo’s out-
burst. Tt was so obviously the raving of a
defeated man.  Ail Lorenzo’s schemes had
come to nothing. He had been compelled to
abandon his slave plantations, and nothing
faced him but flight and possible capture.
- With that prospect before him he had eracked
up.

It was all so easy to understand.

Popodos thought exaetly the same thing.
ITe was perilously near to his employver, how-
ever, and horribly near 1o that sheer drop.
The Greek wasn't feeling at all comiortable.

“Steady, Lorenzo.” he said gruffly. ““Calm

vourself, man! What’s the need of this
stuff? Gosh! The best thing we can do 1s
to quit, and not hang around here &
“Yes, Tl quit!” interrupted Lorenzo.
“But not vet. No, Popodos—not yet!
There 1s something to be done first.  Have 1

not told you that I mean to wipo out the
vallev, and evervbody it contains?”

“Yes, vou said some junk of that sort,”
retoricd Popodos.  ““But what's the good of
it? You can’t push-this gorge over, and let
the Kalala sweep into the valley. You may
be a big man, Lorenzo—or you were once—
but there’s a limit. I guess you're no more
than T am now. We're partners in this get-
away.”

“TFool—imbecile !I”  snarled Lorenzo. I
have been forced to bolt, but I am still in
possession of the trump card, ILet me tell you
something. You say I cannot let the Kalala
River sweep through into the vallev? But [
can! Do vou hear me? 1 can!”

His voice roso in a sercech of trinmph,

“You make me tired,” said the Greek, his
face haggard and pale. “This hot air i1s no
kind of use, you darned fool! The game’s up,
so why don’t you admit it?”’ ;

Lorenzo did nov appear to hear—which, per-
haps, was just as well for Popodos’ safety.
The slaver was not the kind of man who liked
being called a fool.

“Yes, I'll tell you something,” went on
Lorenzo.  “What will you say, my friend,
when vou hear that this great gorge is under-
mincd? Bencath those rocks,” he went on,
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stamping his foot to emphasiso the direction.
“Right beneath us, Popodos! Do you under-
stand me? They are undermined!”

Popodos went green.

“Undermined?” he said huskily. ¢ What
with?”

“Dynamite!” shouted t(he other.

“Dynamite!” panted Popodos. ““(Good
gosh !”

His eyes started out of his head. He half
cxpected to be blown to fragments as he
stood. It was not a pleasant revelation.

Then, suddenly, a spasm of relief came over
him. This man was mad! He was just rav-
ing, and therc wasn’t an atom of truth in his
wild statement.

The Greck suddenly became aware that
Lorenzo was scarching his face.

“You don’t believe it, eh?’” said the slaver.
“You think T am mmagining all this? But
vou're wrong, Popodos. I tell you these hills
arc ready to be blown up at any moment, T
have only to fire the charge, and there will be
an cxplosion such as you have never witnessed
in all your life.”

Nipper and Handforth, behind their rock,
had heard every word. They were both look-
ing startled——were both filled with alarm. It
scemed certain that Lorenzo was raving., But
what if his story should be true? The thing
was too awful to imagine. If all these rocks
were blown away, the full force of the com-
bined Lulaga and Kalala rivers would rush
through into the valley like a tidal wave.

““Do you think he means it?” asked Hand-
forth huskily.

“T don’t know,” said Nipper. “It scems im-
possible.” "

“That's what I think,” breathed Hand-
forth. “But, by George, if it were true
there’d be a terrible flood, wouldn’t there?
We shouldn’t even have time to get back to
warn the others.”

“Perhaps we'd better get back now,”
suggested Nipper. “And vet I don't like to
go until T know for certain.”

Lorenzo was speaking again, and his words
were significant.  They were words which
acemed to clinch the whole matter. For they
carried conviction with them.

“You know my work, Popodos,” he was
saving. “You know that I have been using
slaves—and i(hat slaves are not allowed by
law. In that valley there are witnesses—men
who wili speak against me if I am captured
and brought to trial. But thev won’t live,
and so they can't tell tales. My plans are
complete, Popodos.”

“Yes, but this is all—=-"

“TLasten!” continued Lorenzo. ““Oneo day I
knew that I should be compelled to run, and
so I prepared this sceret exit. 1 had these
rocks bored and filled with high explosives.
Not a pound or two but hundredweights of
it. When that water sweeps through it will
drown all my slaves, and it will wipe out my
entire plantations.” :

“You mean this?” asked Popodos, aghast.

“Not an atom of evidence will remain,”
shouted Lorenzo wildly. “Now do you under-
stand my motive? By the time the tumult is



16

over there will be no building left, and every
life will have been battéered out. One touch
from me, and the whole top of this valley will
o up in dust, admirting the fu'l force of two
rivers!”’

Popodos

i BGSS’”
be a lang wsy away when you
touch!”

‘““Have no fear, my friend,”
other. ““l have a time fuse in readiness.
Iivery charge will explode at the same
moment, and we shall have time to get well
out of the danger zone. And then, later, we
can climb the hills, and look at the desolation
and disaster that will mark the Xalala
Valley. It will mean death to them all!”

He suddenly went into another frenzy,

““Now 1T shall have myv revenge!” he said
hoarsely. “Those schoolboys will never live
to leave my plantations. Dorrimore will
perish—so will Lee! So will these scum of
Kutanas! All will be swept away before they
can know what is going to happen to them.
Did I not tell you that I should have my
revenge? Did I not tell you that my time
would come? 1 am ruined—vyes, utterly
ruined—but those who brought about my
downfall will perish !

shifted uncasily.
he said ecarnestly, “I hope we'll
maie that

sneered the

CHAPTER 10.
Into the Abyss |

HERE was something 20
utterly convincing about
Lorenzo’s words that it was
impossible to regard them
as the ravings of a mad-

Nipper realised that this was exactly

man.
the sort of thing that Otto Lorenzo would do.

He was no ordinary criminal—no paltry
adventurer,

This valley of his was a masterpicce of
planning and organisation. It must have
cost him tens of thousands to develop—and
outside he probably had large sums of money

stored away in various banks under different

names. I'or years he had been making
enormous profits by his 1llicit trading.
And it was characteristic of the man

to be lavish on a matter that involved his
own safety. If he had to bolt from this valley
he wasn’t going to allow anybody else to take
possession of it. He had built it, he had
developed it, and when he left so it should

be destroyed. That was Oito Lorenzo’s
decision.
“This is a bit thick, Handy,” murmured

Nipper.

“You think he means it, then?”

““Yes, he means it,” replied Nipper. ‘Un-
less we do something pretty quickly he’ll
blow up the valley, and then we shall cease
to take any interest in the proceedings. It
seems to me that Providence must have sent
us on this trip. We might be able to do
.something.”

t possible, we ought to
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“Just what 1 was going to say,” muttered
Handforth excitedly. *““Why not rush out
now, by surprise, and collar the pair of them?
At least, we could grab Lorenzo. It doesn’t
matter about the other brute. He’s a greasy
Greek, and he’'ll probably bolt at the first
move from us. But let’s collar Lorenzo, and
take him back with us!”

Nipper looked dubious.

““Iither that, or we’ll bolt back for all
we're worth, and give a general warning,” he
said,  “If we’re sharp we may be able to
get everybody out of the wvalley mn time.
And vet we oughtn’t to do it. If it’s at all
stop Lorenzo from
destroying the valley. There’s evidence
enough to hang him a dozen times. Besides,
there’s always the chance that we might not
be able to get everybody out.”

“Let's go for the beast!” urged Hand-
forth.

It seemed that there was na other alterna-
tive.

And yet Nipper was wise to hesitate. No
good purpose would be served if they rushed

-out upon Lorenzo, and he shot them hoth.

He was quite liable to do it, t00o. His re-
volver was handy, and he would fire on the
instant. He was in such a mood that ho
would not wait. And Nipper knew well
enough that two shots could be fired in the .
space of a second—while theyv were attempt-
ing to cover those few difficult rocks that lay
between themselves and Lorenzo.

“No, Handy, we mustn’t do it,” he said
huskily. “It would be suicide.”

“But we've got to!” urged Handforth. “Tt
won’t take us long to climb over these rocks

»

————

“Yes, and there’s Lorenzo, with murder
in his heart,” interrupted Nipper. “Whai
difference will it make to him whether he
kills two of us now as a preliminary? There’s
no sense in deliberately committing suicide.
The best thing we can do is to -get back, to
warn 7

“Rot!” interrupted Handforth coldly.
“We’re not going to give up like that! No
fear! If you won’t help me to collar Lorenzo,
I’'ll jolly well get him myself !”

!.He prepared to go, but Nipper eclutched
1.

“Handy, you ass!” he gasped. *“Don’t be
SO________JJ

“Leggo, blow vou!” said Handforth hotly.

He jerked himself away. and leapt round
the boulder into the full view of Lorenzo
and the Greek. It was a madly-reckless thing
to do. Instinctively Nipper dropped. and
picked up a heavy piece of rock.

“You rotter!” thundered
“We've got you!”

Lorenzo spun round, and his face went
white for a second. Then. in the next flash,
when he saw there were only two boys, his
hand leapt to his revolver.

“Again!” he snarled. ““Again these boys
try to foil me! By Heaven! This one shall

13

live no more!

Handforth.
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Nipper hurled the stone with all his strength as Lorenzo levelled his weapon at Handy.
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The missile struck

the slaver’s hand and, an instant later, the weapon exploded, the bullet whizzing past Handy’s head. *‘‘ Good
egg ! 7’ gasped Handforth.

Exactly as Nipper had feared, Lorenzo
fevelled his revolver, and there was utterly no
chance for Handforth to dodge. Uneven
rocks were at his feet, and he was still eight
or nine fect away from the half-breed. The
man was about to fire at point-blank range.

And, indeced, if Nipper had followed Hand-
forth’s example, the pair of them would have
been murdered on the spot.

But Nipper, quick to guess the probabic
turn of events, hurled that stone, praying
that his aim would be accurate. It was a
sharp, jagged picce of rock, and he hnrled
it at Lorcenzo!

The stone struck Lorenzo on his right hand
—a foot below the point where IMipper had
aimed at. But that mischance was all to the
good—for 1t was that hand which held the
revolver.

Thud! Crack!

The sound of the striking rock and the ex-
plosion of the weapon came on_the same in-
stant. But Lorenzo’s aim was ritined, and the
bullet flew past Handforth and thudded
against the rock. 7TThe revolver dropped from
Torenzo’s ! uised and bleeding hand.

*(Good ege!” gasped Handforth.

Crash!

Ho recalised the narrowness of his escape,
and he appreciated, too, that Nipper's policy
had been the better. But there was no time
to draw back now. 'I'he mischief was done.
And Handforth leapt upon the siaver. -

With all his strength, he drove his fist into
Lorenzo's face, and for a moment the man
staggered. DBut he was like an ox—full of

brawn and coarse sinew. After.one bellow,
he grabbed at his attacker, and literally
whirled him off his feet.

Nipper came running up to help in the
attack, and he noted that Popodos was re-
maining idle—too startled to intervenc.

“You young dog!” snarled Lorenzo. “ Il
show you how I'll deal with you!”

With one enormous heave, he lifted Hand-
forth right off his feet, and whirled him in
the air. And then, after one dreadful moment
of suspense, he released his grip. The junior
swung out, and went over the chasm—drop-
ping down sheer into the narrow stream
below,

“Oh!” gasped Nipper.

He knew that Lorenzo had tried to cast
Handforth more to the left, where he would
have dropped on to the jagged rocks. But
in his frenzv he had given too great a heave,
and the junior had gone clear.

Lorenzo grabbed for his revolver, and
Nipper ran to the edge of the chasm. Hoe
was Just in time to see Handforth plunge
bencath the surface of the water. And then
Nipper went down—in a clean, perfect dive.

Crack! Crack!

As he went Lorenzo fired, but his aim was
shaky, owing to his injured hand. At all
events, Nipper was not hit, and tho next

moment he took the water, wondering if he
would strike bottom and kill himself.

Then, after a long interval, he found him.
sclf on the surface again—unhurt. Ho shook
the water out of his eyes, and heard two
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more cracks. Lorenzo, above, was fairing still
—aiming down at his bobbing head.

Nipper took no notice. He looked anxiously
about for Handforth—and saw a tangle of
hair ten yards further down thc stream. He
swam madly in that direction, grabbhed the
hair, and pulled Handy’s head upwards.

The leader of Study D was gasping, for all
the wind had been knocked out of him by
that plunge. He was half stunned, and Nipper
drageged him a]ong into the shelter of the
funnel.

CHAPTER 11.
At the Mercy of the Current !

NEW danger asserted itself
at once.

To Nipper's consterna-
tion, he found that the
current was too strong.
Although he tried to edge his way to the
rock bank, he could not do so. And their
canoe was lying there! If they failed to get
into it, they would never reach the safety
of the val]e\

“ Steady, Handy-—stcaady!" gusped Nipper.

He felt himself being

swept past.  His
freedom was hampered by the dead weight
of his companion. But in spite of this he
managed to alutch at the side of the canoe.
There was a dreadful jerk of hLis arm, and
then the canoe came away, the mooring rope
having broken.

“It’s all right—1'm better now!” panted
Handforth dazedly. “Can you climb in?”

“TI'1l try!” muttered Nipper.

It was no e¢asy task, for a canoe 1s a diffi-
cult craft to get into at the best of times.
Now the conditions were at their worst, for
Handforth weses hurt. and they were in pitchy
darkness.

Nipper never knew how he did it, but at
last he sprawled into the cance. only ship-
ping a gallon or two of water. And then, as
they were carried down by the current, Hand-
forth wormed his way over the side. Twice
they ncarly capsized, but Nipper saved them
from disaster by distributing his weight.

“Thank goodness!” he breathed. “We're
afloat, anyhow. How do you feel, Handy?
Very rocky ? That brute nearly rrot von !

Handforth groaned.

“When we get out of this,
kick me!” he muttered. *“1 ought to have
taken your advice! If we had crept away,
Lorenzo wouldn't have known anything about
us. As it i1s, he'll probably rush like mad
and fire those explosives at once.”

“Yes, that’s likely,”

]’3

[ want you to

agreced Nipper gravely.

“He eow us float down—and he’ll lose no
time. The other way he might have waited
a bit. Well, never min_ -we're both alive,

and that’s somethin:; to be thankful © r.”

“That stone of yours did it,” said Hand-
forth huskily. “Thanks, old man! You
saved me that tunc. T thowght it waz all
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up. Oh, what a howling idiot 1 was! What
a pigheaded, fatheaded cuckco!”

" I’m glad you know it,” said Nipper drily.
“Well, never mind, old man. No good cry-
ing over spilt milk. With luck we ought
to be able to get down this stream in about
twenty minutes. We’re making pretty good
progress. Whoa! Something brushed my
head that time.”

“Better keep well down,
who was now much better.

“Yes, and we'll use the paddles,”
Nipper. “Can vou find them? We
want them in a minute, As soon as we

“There aren’t any here!” said Handforth,
in a startled voice.

“\What 1

“There aren’t any paddles up this end!”

“That’s lively,” said Nipper. “There
aren’t any up here, cither. They must have
got chucked out when we were trving to get
in. This is very lively, with a decided accent
on the very. If old Browne was here, he'd
say we were in the oxtail.” -

“What the dickens do you mean?”

“I mean that we shan’t be able to guide
this boat at all,” replied Nipper. “The cur-
rent’s too strong, and 1t’ll keep in mid-stream,
And we shall go rigcht down the valley like
36

“Well,

“T’'m not so sure of 1t, Handy.
yvou've forgotien that there’s a
waterfall in the way.”

“Oh, erumbs!” said Handforth
mean we shall go cver 1t 77

“We shall, unless a miracle happens.”

“But—but can’t we jump out before we
get to the falls?” asked Handforth anxiously.
“Wouldn't that be better?”

“It'll make no difference at all,” said
Nipper. “We shall never be able to swim
ashore 1n this current. Or, if we did, we
should arrive in a pretty battered eondition.
We shall have to trust to luck, old man,
Never mind about that now. I'm thinking
of Lorenzo. The skunk! He means to de-

" said Handforth,

sard

shall

3

1sn’'t that what we want?”
Perhaps
very tidy

*“You

stroy us all, if he can!”
“I can’t believe that about blowing up
the end of the valley,” said Handforth. “It’s

too—too ridiculous! I think he must have

been raving.”

“I'd like to think £0,
man of determination,”
“He’s full of lngenulty too. It would be
just like hinf to make himsclf safe. No. we
shall have to take it that he mecans to carry
out his threat.”

“And I was i1diot encugh to mess every-
thing up!” said Handforth miserably, “If
we ever get out of this, I want you to punch
me until I'm black and blue.”

Nipper made no such promise. Handforth
was an obstinate beggar, and he was exasper-
atingly =elf-willed. But he had a great
capacity for reviling himself when he knew
that he had made a mistake, There were no
names bad enough that he could use. And
it took all the anges cur ¢f his companions

but l.orenzo 1s a
declared Nipper.
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in misfortune when he so freely confessed
himself in the wrong.

Thero was no time to talk now, anyhow.
The canoc was swaying dizzily, and rocking
in a most ominous manncr., Without any
paddles to steady her, the two juniors could
only trust to luck.

They had no fear that Lorenzo would carry
out his threat at once. They were safe for
half an hour, at lecast. For it would take
tho infuriated slaver all that time to get
down tho rocky gorge, to set his charges,
and to get safcly away before the explosion.

But what about afterwards?

Even supposing that Lorenzo took an hour
over these preliminaries, the situation would
stil be grave in the extreme. For it would
be impossible to evacuate the valley in that
short space of time.

On the whole, Nipper was thankful enough
that he and Handforth had learned the truth,
and were in a position to carry the warning.
If only they could get safely ashore, thero
might still be time to make a rush for safety
before the worst of the flood swept down.

But the minds of the two juniors recled at
the actual prospcct. If there was any truth
in Lorenzo's threat, the ecntire top of the
valley would be blown away. And the com-
bined waters of the two rivers would come
hurtling through.

“Darlight !” sang out Handforth suddenly.
“We're near]v through!”

“J.ook out, you ass!”
“Don’'t raise your head!”

Handforth ducked in the nick of time, and
the canoe swung out into the open. It surged
past that congested jungle tract. and then
into the broader river, with high banks on
either side. But it was travelling so swiftly
that the two juniors were dazzled by the
brilliant sunshine, It scemed to them that
they had only just come out of the blackness
of tho cavern.

“Can’t we swim for
forth. “Come on! Tet’s

“*No!” warned Nipper.
than going over the falls. We shall have to
swim for it anyhow, I expect. Unless we're
marvellously lucky, we shall capsize in an-
other minule or two!”

“Lel’s hope for the Dbest,
Handforth.

But he knew quite well that therc was no
possibility of getting ashore herc. Jt scemed
likely that a tremendous deluge had hap-
pened further up the river--a great tropical
storm, perhaps. At all events, the volume
of water was much greater than usual, and
it was coming down with tremendous
strength.  The force of the current had even
increased during the last half-hour. It was
coming down with great ferocity.

“It’s the falls for us, Handy!” velled
Nipper. “Cheer up! If we don't strike any
rocks we shall be safe cnough—and the
river's ecasier down there, below the rapids.”

He spoko cheerily, but he was very doubt-
_ful. True, both he and Handforth were

shouted Nipper.

it 27 panied Hand-
make a shot at 1t !”
“It'll be worse

anvhow,” said

powcrful swimmers, and that was a great
advantage. But a test liko this was liable
to be risky in the extreme.

There were many boulders strewn across
the river above the falls—the work of the
defeated Oturi. Nipper had expected . the
canoe to smash itsclf to pieces against one
of these. But by a piece of good fortune it
swung round in a side eddy, and swirled
along between two of the boulders,

“Look out!” 'yelled Nipper. “Now for it!”

“We’ll do it!” roared Handforth. “Make
for the left bank!”

Just for a moment 1t scemed that a giant
hand had caught hold of the canoe from
bencath. It was sent onwards with tremen-
dous impulse. The juniors clutched at the
sides of the frail craft. Before them yawned
the falls, with the roaring masses of spray
below.

I'or a second they seemed to hang poised
over the very edge. Their hearts almost
stopped beating. Then, with a giddy, sicken-
ing plunge, they went over—into that mass
of spray and smother !

CHAPTER 12.
The Warning !

% CCLURE suddenly halted in
his tracks, and pointed
with a quivering finger,

“Look !” he shouted, in
horror.

Church stood stock still, aghast. A canoe
was just toppling over the edge of the water-
fall. And that canoe contained two figures.
Even at this distance, McClure had recog-
nised the figures as those of Handforth and
Nipper. And before he and Church could
move another step, or take any action, the
canoe swept over the edge, and vanished into

the spray.

“They've gone over the falls!” roared
Church. *“Quick! Run—run! They may be .
i&b;e to get ashore lower down. I.ct’s go and
e p P2

They pelted down stream for all they were
worth, vaguely hoping that they might be
able to help in some way. And, in spite of
their anxiety, they were aware of a certain
relicf. All doubts were now set at rest, at
all events! Nipper and Handforth hadn't
heen killed by Iorenzo. But just as they
had made this discovery Nipper and Hand-
forth were beset by a new peril.

It wasn't so grave as they all thought.

True, both the juniors imagined that their
last minute had come. They found them-
selves thrust beneath the surface, turned this
way and that way, and buffetted and bat-
tered by the eddies.

But when their heads came above wator,
they were still closo together, although the
canoc had vanished, They struck oui
strongly.
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“Ngi so bad!” gasped Nipper. ‘I thought
it was going to be a lot worse.”

“My goodness!” said Handforth.
was nothing in it!”

They struck out for the left bank—the one
that would take them towards the bungalow,
and they both realised that coming over the
falls had been for the best. For they were
certainly losing no time In getting to the
others with their news!

As they fought their way to the bank, they
saw Church and McClure running behind the
clumps of trees, and keeping to the bank
as near as possible.

In the meantime, Nelson Lee and Lord
Dorrimore were holding a consultation on
the veranda of the bungalow.
was looking very worried, as well he might.

“It’s extraordinary, Dorrie,” he was say-
ing. “Not a sign! The men can find neither
the bovs nor Lorenzo. I’'ll admit the search
has only been cursory, so far. but it’s very
disquieting.”

‘T hope that brute hasn’t collared the pair,
and made off with them,” said his lordship.
“TIt’s a possibility, I suppose? He might be
able to make some sort of bargain if he had
those two boys as hostages. They'd be of
use to him alive, wouldn't they ?”

“There

“It's a possible suggestion, of course,”
said Lee. ‘‘Lorenzo is tricky em}ugh for
anything. But, somehow, I don’t think he

was in the mood for any bargaining. In
my opinion, Lorenzo is mad—actually insane
by this swift series of disasters. His brain
has a,lua.}s been slightly unhinged, T be-
lieve.”

“It’'s rummy that we shouldn’t have any
news,” said Dorrie, as he frowned at some
figures that were approaching. “1l can’t
understand——  Hallo! These youngsters
seem pretty e\cited‘” he added eagerly.
““They’re comin’ up at the double, anyhow.
Perhaps they've heard somethin’!”

I.ee glanced round.

“Very possibly!” he said, with a breath
of relief. “Nipper and Handforth are with
them !” )

‘““ Eh 7”7 gasped his lordship, staring.
bv gad, so they are!”

They hurried out to meet the approaching
juniors, and Church and McClure scemed

to be just as excited as the two who had
been rnissing,

“We found them, sir!” shouted Church.
“We saw them come over the falls In a

canoe, and it’s a wonder they weren’t
both drowned.”
~ “Rats!” panted Handforth. “We weren’t
in much danger. But when the explosion
happens. there’'s more than a chance
that
“T'he explosion?” repecated Dorrie. * What
explosion 7”

“Jlorenzo means to blow up the valley,
sir!” gasped Handforth.

“Is that all?” asked his lordship.

i "&7}]?1

Nelson Lee
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“I think you’d better explain, ’\Ilpper"’
said Lee sharply.

“Lorenzo i1s going to have his revenge,”
said Nipper. ‘“The only thing we can do
is to clear out. With luck we might be able
to escape before the explosion comes.”

“This is extraordinary,” said I.ee.
plosion? But, good heavens! How
Lovenzo harm us by——-"

And then Nipper told the full story, and all
the St. Frank’s fellows gathered round, open-
eved and full of excitement.

“It's lucky we got back, sir,
in conclusion. ‘' The thing 1s,
we can escape in time?”’

J.ce frowned.

“This story sounds fantastic—and vet I
am disposced to believe it,”” he said clowly.
“Lorenzo is a man who would go to almeost
any length. The Kutanas are safe, and so
arc the staves. Ninety per cent. of them
are down at the end of the valley, and there
is plenty of high ground for them to
run to in the event of a sudden flooding. 1
think we had better lose no time in getting
there, too. Just as a precautionary measure,
vou understand.”

“It might he as well,” agrced Dorrie.
“But I must say I'm doubtful. Hang it,
even Lorenzo couldn’t do a thing like that!
These youngsters-seem to have been having
all the excitement. I take 1t that I.orenzo
has gone crazy, and that he was having
delusions.”

““Of course he was,” said Watson.
goodness vou got back, Nipper!”

“Begad, rather, old boy,” said Tregellis-
West. '

“Don’t make too much of it,”" said Nipper.
“The only danger was when Lorenzo got
busy with his revolver. The rest was more
or less easy. Coming over the falls wasn’s

half so bad as we thought it was going to
be "

Most of the fellows were grinning mnow.
Clearly, they did not take the news with any
seriousness, and even Nipper was heginning
to have his doubts.

Nelson lee was going to move the party
as a prccautionary measure.

“There won’t be any explosion,” said
Church, looking rather sheepish. “I he-
lieved it at first, but 1t’s all tommy-rot!’

“Well, anyhow. we found out which way
I.orenzo went, didn’t we?”’ asked Handforth.
“ And the Kutanas can now get on the track,
and capture the rotter. That's the main
thing. In fact., it’s all we went for.”

And then, while they were laughing and
chatting. the earth shook.

It was a most curious sensation. Beneath
their very feet the ground quivered and
heaved, and then, following it by only a spht
second, came a stumung, deafening roar—a
shatteung crash which rent the air, and
which left every ear tingling and singing
in agony.

“* Ex-
can
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sa1d Nipper,
do vou think

“Thank
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CHAPTER 13.

A Desperate Situation !

D) (OM-boom-boom ! .
i BT The echo came from the
. l%/ far hillsides like the exag-
gerated rolling of thunder.
Again the earth quaked.
Tho bungalow shook in every timber, and
practically every window was shattered by
the sudden concussion which followed.

¢ (iood heavens!” shouted Nelson Lee.

“We were right!” yeclled Handforth ex-
citedly. “Oh, corks! He's dono it! We
were right all the time! Lorenzo’s blown
up the gorge!”

“Good gad!”

“(reat Scott!” o

“T,00k!” shouted Nipper, pointing.
look !

The others rushed out lo where he was
standing. It was swelteringly hot 1n tho
sunshine, and the African morning was par-
ticularly clear. It scemed impossible that
there could be any grave peril on such a
perfect day as this. o

But where Nipper was pointing dense
columns of smoke were rising into the clear
air—far distant at the top of the valley.
Smoke or dust? Both, perhaps. What did
it matter? The one devastating fact was
clear—Otto Lorenzo had been telling the
truth. He had not been raving in a delirium
of delusion. His threat had been carricd
out—and every soul in that valley was 1in
peril. It was a time for swift action.

“Oh. what was it?” cried Irene, as she
came vunning out. “What was that terrible
bang? We were just going to tell you that
lunch was ready "

“Tunch!”’ shouted Nipper. “There’s no
time for lunch! Lorenzo has blown up the
top of the valley, and the full force of the
Kalala River is sweeping down on us. It'll
come in a tremendous flood within two or
three minutes, sweeping everything belfore
"

“This disaster will be appalling!”’ declared
Tec swiftly. “You don’t know, Nipper, do
vou, that there is a big lake behind those
rocky hills, too?”’ ,

“ A luke, sir?’’ gasped Nipper.

“Tf the breach is wide enough, the waters
of that lake will join with the Kalala River,
and the rush of water will be so deadly that
nothing can stand in its path. Boys, we’ve
got to act instantly! Don’t wait to ask
questions. Run! Run down the valley as
hard as you can! Make for the high ground
—and look after the girls!”

“Leave them to us, sir!”

“Dorrie, you give orders to these Kutanas
—tell them the truth as quickly as you can,”
went on Lee crisply. “And run! This is the
main thing to do. Not a second must, be
wasted.”’ -

The urgency of Nelson Lee’s tone was a
:!lpur to everybody. The bungalow was
eserted as though it were a sinking ship.

“Oh,
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Evervbody ran cul. and commenced going
helter-skelter towards the open ground, at
the bottom of the valley.

But it was a long way before the higher
eround could be reached. The nearest slopes
were on the other side of the river, compara-
tively close. The ground rose sharply from
the opposite bank, and went up In a series
of jungle-covered hills. But the river lay in
between—and the river was flowing too swiftly
for them to cross.

“Wait!” shouted Nipper desperalely. “We
shall never do it! It’s absolutely impossible!’’

“But we’ve got to run!’’ cried Doris,

“Look behind!’ panted Nipper. *“How

can we do it? That flood will be on us in
less than a minute! Wae shall all be crushed
to and’renth in lees than a second, once 1t hits
us !
They all stared round, and were fascinated.
The disaster was a real one, indeed! In
that clear sunshine, they could see for miles.
The grouid sloped steadily upwards towards
the top of the valley—with dense masses of
green, gatly-coloured jungle, and with the
waterfall sparkling like a silver patch in the
near distance. Here and there were Lorenzo’s
corrugated iron buildings to mar the general
beauty.

But right in the distance an extraordinary
tumult was taking place.

The jungle was being flattened down—trees
were uprooted, and the whole forest was. flat-
tened and demolished and wiped out. A
murky, foamung wall was sweeping along—-¢
terrible wall of water.

And as it came, it increased in volume.
It was like a gigantic tidal wave.

Everything in the path of that all-devouring
flood was destroyed. And it was not coming
iIn just one stream, but spreading over the
entirc valley, widening out like a fan, and
inccilrporating everything 1n its destructiva
path.

“Don’t you see?”’ shouted Nipper. “It’s
over a mile to the nearest. slope, down the
valley. Iven if we tun as hard as champions
it’ll take us two or three minutes. And that
flood will hit us within sixty seconds. We’ve
oot to do something else.”’

“But what?’ gasped Tommy Watson,
*“What can we do?”’

“I don’t know—I don’t know!”’ exclaimed
Nipper. “We’re trapped!”

“Good gad!’ said Archie. “I mean to say,
trapped! It just shows you, we were all safe,
and here we are, dash it, jolly well trapped!”

They were fascinated by the prospect.

Only just recently they had escaped a ter-
rible death from fire, and now they were in
danger from water! They were certainly
meeting with every kind of peril in this
valley!

There was something awe-inspiring in that
on-coming flood.

They were paralysed by the stupendous
might of it. It seemed useless to make
any attempt to escape. They could hear the
low, ominous murmur of the coming flood,
now, and it was increasing with every breath.
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The ground itsell wus quivering beneath that
thundering mass of water.

The valley was a death-trap.

IHandforth’s own thoughts were tragic. If
only he had taken Nipper’s advice! They
might all have had time to get away! But 1t
was obvious that Lorenzo had rushed to his
hidden charges of high explosives, and had
fired them with all speed, so that the warning
wouid be usecless.

“Come on—come on!’ shouted several
hoarse voices. “We might as well be running!
It’s better than standing still like this! We
shall be caught by the full force ”

“Yes, come on!”’ .

“Listen to it! It’s like thunaer now!”

They all turned, ready to continue their
flight, But at that moment Nelson Lee and
Iord Dorrimore came running up, their faces
alicht with anxiety.

“Stop!” shouted Lee. “There’s no hope!
You’ll never be able to escape if you run for
the zlopes!”

CHAPTER 14.
The Only Chance !

HIEN we’re done for 777 yelled

Handforth.

*“Not yet,”” replied Lee,
as his gaze swept over the
group. “We’re all here?

Yes! Our own little party, Dorrie! The
Kutanas are runuing for it, poor fellows. We
must make for the factory.”

“The factory!"”’ ehouted every voice.

“Ii’s the only possibility,” replied Nelson
Tee. “The factory is here—within twenty
vards of us. Quick! All of you!™

* Hurrah !’ '

“It’s a chapce, anyway!”

“ Run straight up to the roof, and be ready
for anything that might happen!” shouted
lee. " Quick—quick!"”

It ecemed that an hour had passed during
that brief minute. Helter-ekelter, they ran
into Lorenzo’s factory--the etrongest building
of all. It was on brick foundations—and the
iower part of it, indeed, was of solid con-
crete.  Massive steel  girders formed the
angies, with the inevitable corrugated iron
for the walls.

But compared to any of the other buildings,
1t was a massive structure, two or three stories
in height. There was one chance In a
thousand that it might withstand the terrific
onrush of the flood. If not, then none of
them would be worse off.

Whatever happened, thev might be better-
ing their position by taking refuge on the
roof. For there might be seraps of wreckage
to which they could cling. To remain in the
epen was certain death—to take refuge in
the factory might give then a chance of life.

The St. Frank’s teliows had done a few
quick things in their time, but never before
had they run as quickly as they ran now.
And the girls were swept along by the twelve
boys  They were whirled into the factory,

As the cable gave, there was a sicke;ingm
burst, and th

and rushed upstairs with such speed that they
scarcely had any breath left.

It was fortunate for all concerned that
Irene & Co. had worked in that factory as
slaves. I‘or they knew exactly where to go.
They knew where the stairs were, and the
quickest way to them.

Lee and Dorrie were the last to come in.
And now they could hear the rushing waters,
no longer a murmur, but an ever-increasing
roar.

The first caleusations were at fault. The
flood was not coming down so quickly as they
had thought. Nevertheless, they had taken
the only wise course, for this wae the one
possibility of safety.

By a lucky chance, almost ali the rest of
those 1n the wvalley were certain of life.
Umlost’s great camp had been built at the
very end of the region, actually at the foot
of the lower slopes. Down there, the Kutana
warriors and the freed elavesr would have
plenty oi time. Theyv would have no difficulty
in tushing up the hilie, and escaping the surg-
ing water, '

A few of the other Kutanas were running
—all those men who had been searching the
upper part of the valley. Even these might
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It struck the flood with a mighty

. the surface !

have a chance of life, for there was high
ground comparatively near,

The bungalow had been the very worst pos-
sible spot, for it was situated in the centre of
the valley, without a hill for over a mile, To
rush into the factory was the quickest method
—and the safest.

“Thank goodness!  gasped Church, as they
tumbled out upon the flat roof. “We’ve got
up here, anyhow. That’s something! Every-
body all right? Are we all here?”’

“Yes, rather,” esaid Handforth. “ What’s
going to happen now, though? By George!
Look at it! Get ready to grab something!”’

In fascination, they stared over the edge of
the roof,

The flood was practically upon them. It
was coming down like an angry monster. On.
its foaming cirest were trees, tangles of

foliage, and all manner of flotsam and jet-
sam.

“Look!”’ said Nipper, pointing.

The power-station was just a hundred yards
away, and the first rush of water had reached
it. And that power-station was dear to the
hearts of them all. There they had defied
Lorenzo for two days, and they had used the
rlice as their headquarters. They knew every

-
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inch ot it, tor it had been their stronghold—
their haven of refuge,.

And the way it collapsed was staggering. .
The flood struck it broadside, and the whole
corrugated iron building buckled up like a
piece of cardboard. The roof shot into the
air, the sides crumpied and slit, and the flood
surged over the wreckage with a thunderous

roar.
“Look out, now!”’ shouted Dorrie.
on!”’ '

They clutched feverishly. It seemed mad.
How could this building possibly. survive?
Surely 1t would go the same way as the
power-station? And that meant that they
would ge skywards with the roof, to be
crushed and balttered amidst the ghastly
wreckage. What could be more treacherous
or more awful than torn corrugated iron?
Mercifully, they would not know much, for
the flood would stun everv atom of their
senzes out of them.

“It’s here!” muttered Nipper.
ness !’

And then the surging mass of foaming water
struck the factory. _

The effect was totally different to what they
had feared. The noisc as the water hit the
end wall was fearful, and the whole building
shook from roof to foundations.

But there was one great point in its favour
—as Nelson Lee had seen before he had advo-
cated this move. At the top end, the build-
ing was fuirly narrow, and i1t was this end
which wae head-on to the flood. Had 1t been
broadside, like the power-station, nothing
could have zaved it from destruction at the
first onslaught.

As it was, the buillding stood the strain.

A wave leapt up into the air in a wall ot
foam and spray, a sparkliug picture in the
bright sunshine. Then the wave came hissing
down upon the roof, the water falling iu
deafening cascades.

Another one came, and they coutd ail fee!
the structure =hivering and quaking. The
noise was terrific. Some of them thought that
the building had already been torn from its
foundations. |

Nipper was one of the first to open his eyes,
and he stared across the watery waste, and
saw the bungalow lified clean from its founda-
tions, and tossed into the air like a shuttle-
cock.

1t sogged down on an even keel, and then
went hurtling along on the crest ot the flood
with only the roof a-wash. All round it were
masses of wreckage from the veranda, and
the outbuildings.

“We should have beer in a nice pickie if
we had stayed there,”” said Nipper breath-
lessly. “ You all right, Mary 7"’

Mary Summers brushed the wet hair out of
her eyes.

“All that lovely Iunch spoilt!”
fully.

Nipper almost grinned. It seemed sirange
for Mary to think of that meal in a2 moment
like thiz. IIe didn’t know that the gzivis had
spent hours on the work—preparing & luncheon
that would remind them al! of home. Ivene &

“Hang

“QOh, good-

she gald rue-



24

(Co. had got up to ail sorts of dodges to make
the meal a complete success,

“Never mind,”” said Mary. “We're still
safe, aren’t we? I can’t understand it, but
this building seems to be holding out. I
wonder how long it will etand the strain?”’

“Not for long, I'l bet,”’ said Doris
Berkeley. “Can’t you feel how it’s treinbling
and shaking? And look at the water! It
must be ten or twelve feet deep already! But
thank goodness, we’ve survived the first rush.
Perhaps we shall escape now!”’

The others were all staring over the edge
of the roof.

Would any escape be possible? The flood
was roaring past with the speed of a mill-race,
carrying with it every conceivable kind of
debris. Now and again a great tree, torn up
by its roots, would thud menacingly against
the wall of the building. And on every hand
there was nothing but ruin and desolation.

CHAPTER 15.
The Changed Valley !
SOLATION'!

That was the only word
to describe the
change that had come
about. It was terrible, the
swiftness, the shocking rapidity of that altera-
tion,

Three minutes earlier the valley before them
had been a fair place, with the rubber planta-
tions, the cultivated fields, the bungalow and
its. gardens, and all the exotic glories of
tropical foliage and verdure. The sun, shining
out of a cloudless blue sky, had been en-
hancing the general beauty,

And now, destruction!

In place of the previous picture there was
nothing but sweeping expanses of swiftly
tumbling water. The power-house had gone,
the bungalow was no more, the store sheds,
the long rows of huts—all had vanished.
Where trees had proudly stood, there now re-
mained nothing but a stark trunk or two,
snapped off, and jagged. The green had
given place to a muddy foam. And on the
flood rode the wreckage.

Otto Lorenzo had done his work well. But
not so well as he had intended. For scarcely
any of the human beings in that valley had
perished. They had had time to get clear.

True, Dorrie’s party was still in a pre-
carious situation, The question of ultimate
escape was a grave one. They were safe for
i&he ;noment, but how long would this security
ast ¢

Now and again the watchers beheld a pitiful
sight—dead goats floating by, or chickens
and other creatures were sweeping down in a
relentless procession.
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At wnes, even, they would see a hion, or
some other wild beast of the forest. All had
been caught 1n that great onrush.

“Well, old man, you were justified,” said
Lord Dorrimore, taking a deep breath. “Gad,
you were certainly justified! Every other
confounded buildin’ has gone: This is the
only one that’s survived the biff. Personally,
I thought it was goin’ to buckle up an’ drop
us all into the cart.”

“It may buckle up at any minute,” re-
plied Lee anxiously. “We mustn’t fool our-
selves that we’re safe. The next thing is to
get off this precarious perch.”

“Isn’t there any way, sir?
three of the juniors.

“There scems to be no way, at all events,”
replied Lee. “Swimming, of course, is im-
possible, This flow 1s terrific It’s going
at such a pace that no swimmer could sur-
vive. And then, of course, there 1s the iloat-
ing debris. The water is simply choked. So
even if the speed of the flood was less we

2

asked two or

1 couldn’t consider the possibility of swim-

ming. We must think of some other plan.”

“But there isn’t any other plan, guv'nor,”
said Nipper. ““We couldn’t build a raft >

“ A raft!” shouted Handforth. “Thal’s the
idea! My hat! All this reminds me of ihat
flood we had at St. Frank’s! 1o vou remem-
ber it, you chaps?”

“Of course we do, you ass,”” said Church.
“Weren’t. we nearly swept out of the giddy

school? But that was a pienic compared to
this.” .
“We're isolated here,” said Gresham,

“ And we can’t build a raft, ecither.”

“Why not?’ asked Tdward Oswald.

“Oh, cheese 1it, T'ed,” put in Willy. “Why
can’t you be sensible? How can we build a
raft without any inaterials?  There’s no
wood ! All this stuff here i1s corrugated iron,
and sicel girders, and concrete.  How can
we inake a raft of this stuff 7”

Handforth started.

“H'm! I'd forgotten that,” hLe said frown-
ing. “Just like that rotter of a Lorenzo to
build a factory of iron! Why couldn’t he
have used wood, like any sensible man?”

“You ought to be jolly thankful he did
use iron,” said Nipper. “A wooden building
would have split up like a matchbox. And
you know perfectly well why Lorenzo didn’t
use wood. The white ants are a plague In
this part of the country, and they demolish
wooden buildings in next to no time.”

“The white ants in this vlalley won’t do any
more demolishing, anyhow,” said Hand-
forth. “It’s a pity about the raft. though.
Ag far as T can see. it’s the only idca that
might save us.” )

The others were forced to agree. A big
raft might, indeed, have solved the problem:
for they could have floated down on the flood,
hoping to drift across to the higher slopes.

Now and again the factory chook omin-
ously. For the wreckage was tending to
form itself into heavy jams, and when one of
these masses of flotsam struck the building
it fairly heaved. This continuous buffeting
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could have ounly one effect. Sooner or later
the factory would shift on its foundations,
and then would come the collapse.

Looking round, the marooned ones were
exasperated by the comparative nearncss of
safety.

Up and down the valley all was desolation.
And over to their left tlicre lay a great ex-
panse of swiftly-surging water. But on the
other side, the green jungle-covered slopes
Wwere near.

'I'his was on the other side of the river.
And the latter was now, of courte, utterly
obliterated. Those slopes rose sharply, and
even towered over the factory at close range.
But to reach them was hopeless, for the flood
was flowing more swiftly in that direction
that anywhere else.  There was a regular
whirlpool across therc--a deadly, treacherous
rapid.

Nelson Lee was aware of another danger.

After the first blow, it had seemed to the
others that the danger was over. If the
factory could stand the original rush, it was

gsafle. fBut- this was not so.

I'or, in addition to the peril from the buf-
feting trec trunks and other floating debris,
there was the greater danger from the rising
flood. Foot by foot it was creeping up.

'The waler was getting deeper all the time.

And this would spell certain disasier. For
the deeper the water got, the less security
would the party enjoy. For that building
could not stand more than a certain amount.

And once it gave way, there would be no
floating.

It would just collapse. It would disin-
tegrate into a thousand jagged fragments,
and there would be no chance of life. So if
anything was to be done, it" must be donc
unmediately,

But what? Tor once Nelson Lee secmed
utterly and absolutely beaten. There scemed
to be no way—no remote possibility of help-
ing themselves. To enter the flood was un-
thinkable, to wait for the collapse of the
building was equally unthinkable. Thero
were no materials for building a raft, and
there could be no expectation of help from
any other quarter,

Umlosi and his men, much as they wanted
to assist, were unable to do so. For none
could live in that tortuous vortex. For a
recmote moment Lee wondered if the floating
masses of tree trunks and tangled foliage
could be collected and trapped so as to form
a raft.

But he disrmssed the idea as impracticable,
There could be no controlling the stuff. And
once it got adrift again, it would probably
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disintegrate, and allow its human freight to
drop through to death.

And the water was rising ominously. The
building was shaking and quivering from end
to end. What could be done. How could
they get themselves out of this alarming pre-
dicament?

And then Nelson Lee’s gaze became fixed
on the cable.

CHAPTER 16.
The Line of Hope !

@ [HE cable!

Nelson Lee’s heart gave a
leap. Why hadn’t he seen
this before? Why hadn’t
he thought of it at first,
before so many precious minutes had passed?
It was the one possibility. It was the one
ray of hope in all that hopeless turmoil.

*“Nothin’ stirs,” said Dorrie, shaking his
head, “I'm hanged if I can get an idea,
Lee. As far as I can see, we shall just have
to stick up here until the buildin’ falls to
bits. An’ then I suppose we shall have about
as much chance of survivin’ as Hallo !”
he added suddenly. “You're lookin’ dif-
ferent! Have you thought of somethin’?”

“Yes,” replied Lee. *“And I ought to have
thought of it long ago.”

“We'll forgive you for the delay,” said his
lordship. “What’s the great id2a?”

*Yes, what 1s 1t, guvnor?”

“Tell us!”

The others were crowding round, eager and
anxious. For the alarm had spread, and
evervbody felt the consternation that Lec’s
eyes had revealed. They instinctively knew
that they could not last long on this roof.

“Let’s know what the wheeze 1s, sir?”

“ Absolutely !”

“It may not be so very good,” said Lee. “In’
fact, I doubt if it is practicable. Look at
this cable!”

Lee pointed upwards. Irom one corncr of
the factory roof—where there was a kind of
tower, made of steel girders—a steel cable
stretched away across the swirling water.
At this end 1t was fixed to the top
of the little tower, and there was a platform
bencath it, with a lift close alongside.

The other end of the cable was high up
on the hillside, almost half a mile away. And
the cable rose at a steep angle, sagging a
trifle owing to its own weighs.

“But—but we can’t get across that, sir!™
protested Watson.

“It leads straight to the dry land, anyhow,”
said Handforth excitedly. “I don’t mind
having a shot at it. I car go hand over hand

—and one of the girls could cling to my
back.”
Nelson Lee could hardly  refrain from

smiling.

“I admire your courage, Handforth, but
vour optimism 1s colossal,”” he said. “In the
first place, it would be sheer!v impossible for
you to successfully reach the other end of the
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wire—even without the encumbrance of a
young lady on your kack.”

“I could try it, sir,” persisted Handforth.

“We don’t want to lose you like that, my
boy.” replied Lee gravely. “The angle of
ascent is fairly steep, and the distance 1s
fully half a mile. Do you realise what that
means? Gripping the wire, and pulling your-
-self along hand over hand, the exertion re-
“quired would be stupendous. Before you had
covered a third of the distance you would drop
. from sheer exhaustion. It would be very
. different if the cable sloped away from us.
- We could then rig up some sort of cradle, and
slide down. Unhappily, we can’t slide up.”

“But there’s a cradle to this thing, sir,”
sajd somebody. “I saw it working one day.
A big sort of cage, slung on a couple
pulleys, and hauled up by means of a winch.”

Lee pomted

“There’s the cradle.”
there's the wineh !”

i Oh !l:

Nelson Lee needed to say no more.
winch, of course, was on the summit of the
hill, opposite. And the cradle was there, too.

& \Vhy couldn’t that giddy cage have ‘been
down here?’ asked Handforth disgustedly.

“It wouldn’t have made much difference—
there’s nobody up there to work the winch,”
sa&‘d’Clmrch. “We should have been no better
0 ..'I'

“I think I can suggest a
Love.

“You!" said half a dozen voices.

“Yes,” said the girl.

Lord Dorrimore took her by the shoulders,
and led her forward.

“Anybody who euan suggest a way must
take the place of honour,” he said firmly.
“Now, old girl, what 1s 1t? Silence for the
chatr !

Tessa was looking flushed and excited.

“It’s impossible for anybody to haul them-
_selves up that cable, hand over hand,” she
said. “But there’s no rcason why somebody
shouldn’t walk up it.”

“Walk up it!” yelled the others,

“Why not?” asked Tessa. “JIt’s much
easier than any ordinary tightrope, and thae
angle isn’t too great. It would be a hard
feat, but I think it could be done.”

Irene rushed forward and scized her.

he said grimly. * And

The

2

way,” sald Tessa

“You mean vou could do it, Tessa?” she
cried. .

“Yes,” said the giri.

“By (ieorge!” roared Handforth. " That’s

right. Tessa can walk the tightrope as easily
as a man walks down a road!”

There were many shouts of excitement.

“Gad, it’s an idea,” said Dorrie enthusias-
tically. “If only you could get to the top,
and then let the cage down, the rest of us——
H'm! 1 don’t know. though,” he added
dubitously. “Yocu couldn’t do it, T'essa.”

“Couldn’t de what ?”

“Why, even it vou performed the tight
rope act--which ¥ think you could manage—
you'd never be able to work the winch,” re
plied his leedshiee “It would be too much
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for you. All the same, go ahead. One of us
will be saved, at all events.”

“The winch might Le geared easily,” said
Tessa hopefully. “And 1 could have a good
try, couldn’t 17 Besides, I could run for
Umlosi, and tell him——

Johnny Onions pushed his way forward.

“I'm not going to allow it,” he said indig-
nantly., “If anybody’s going to walk up that
cable, Tl do it. And to save all argument,
I'll start now. It’s no job for & girl!”

“We're lucky, Dorrie,” said Nelson Lee.

“We have two tighirope walkers in the
party.”

“1’< amazin’ what we've got,” said his
1ordshin.

Both Tessa Love and Johnny Onions had
been circus performers before they had come
to the Moor View School and St. Frank’s 1e-
spectively. And neither of them had for-
gotien their prowess,

Tessa’s was the idea, but Johnny was to
execute it. The girl, however, would have
Leen willing enough to make the attempt if
she } ad b2en allowed her own way.

“It is better that Johnny should do it,”
said Nelson Lee, smiling at the girl. *“He 13
stronger—he will be able to work the winch
with greater certainty. And the feat calls
for great endurance.”

Johnny Onions was eager enough to make
the attempt. And there could be no doubt
that the need was urgent. For the flood was
rising higher, and the buillding was getting
more and more unstable,

Nobody there was likely to forget Johnny's
great effort on that previous occasion, when
he had balanced himself on the top of the
Oturi Ju-Ju pole. If thére was one member
of that party who was fitted for this danger-
ous task, he was Johnny Onions.

CHAPTER 17.
The Walk of Death !

i1 X schoolboy acrobat lost nc

time. He was angry with

himself for not . having

thought of such an obvious

idea. There was that cable,
stretching from this precarious refuge to the
safety of the solid ground. And he was
confident of his own ability to perform ihe
work,

The angle was steep,
able shoes. But the rubber soles of the shoes
he wore would serve well. Nipper, Hand-
forth, and many others helped him on to that
tower so that he should have a good start.
And at the last moment Tessa gave a cry.

“0Oh, look here! she called. “There's a
long bamboo pole here. Hadn't vou better
take it, Johnny?”

“Yes, rather!”
don’t want
joh. and o

and he had ne suit-

said Johnny Onions. “I
to make any mistake over this
balancing pole will he pretiy



23

uscful. I didn’t know
here that I could use.”

It was handed up to him, and then, with a
cheery word, he started.

A dead silence fely as he walked out across
the edge of the roof- over the swirling waters,
It was a risky business. There was Johnny in
mid-air, pushing his way vpwards along that
cable with confident, purposeful steps.

He seemed to keep his balance with the
utmost case, and not a word was spoken as
he went further and further out.

But after the first few moments, Handforth
could not refram from wveinting.

“Look!” he muttered. !

The cable at the npper ena was sagging
treacherously, and the watchers began to
doubt if Johnny would be able to negotiate
the last few yards. For if the cable sagged

there was anything

much more, the angle would become ton
steep. .

And what if the cable came loose?  All
sorts of possibilities flashed through ther

mindz. and they were in a fever of anxiety.

“I1e’ll never do it!” breathed Church, with
a catcli in his voice. “‘Look at the way the
wind keeps making him sway! I'm afraid
he'li fall! Oh, this is awful!”

The walk ot death!

Truly this could be described as such, for
if the schoolboy acrobat lost his balance, and
fell. he would plunge down to certain de-
streelion.  Nothing could live in that flood,
with its eddies and currents and everlasting
vortexes,

Thud—thud—thud!

The building shook as an extra heavy col-
lection of debris struck it and bumped again
and again. TFor a moment Nelson T.ce trans-
ferred his attention from Johnny. and looked
over the parapet.

“Ugon my word ! he murmured anxiously.
“It’s rising appallingly, Dorrie.”

“Yez, so [ noticed.” whispered his lord-
ship. *‘Don’t let the youngsters know. DBut
we can’t last much longer. Haven't vou felt
the wav she's been shiftin’?  I'm expeetin’
her to fall to picces everv minute.”

Nelson Lee suddenly became tense.

He was staring down at the water.  His
eves prew wide, and then he clutched at Lord
Dorvimore’s arm. He pointed.

“Took!” he said hoarsely.

His lordship was struck by Lee’s strange
tonc.

“What the--"" he began.

“Look, Dorrie—look!’”* commanded
“Goad heavens, man, can’t you sce?”

“Ye gods an’ little fishes!” muttered
Dorrie, between his {eeth.

They stared for another moment, and then
glanced at one another.

“What = it., guv'nor?”
curiously,

“Nothin’ " said Dorrie. ““Nothin’!”

“What did you see, sir?”’ asked Handforth.

The others had sensed something dramatie,
too.

“Don’t werry, boys—watch Johnny,”
Nelsan Lee quietly.

Lce.

asked Nipper

satd
“Tt doesn't matter what
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we saw., [t doesn’t concern our immediate
position. Don’t say anything further, because
[ shall not answer.”

There was something so inexorable about
Nelson Lee’s voice that nobody asked
another question. Even Lord Dorrimore had
frozen up solid. His face was set and rigid,
and yet, at the same time, there seemed to be
a dim expression of satisfaction and rehief In
his eves.

The St. Frank’< fellows Jooked at onec
another wondetingly, What strange thing
had Nelson Lece ard Dorrie scen in the flood?
And why was it so unspeakablé that they
would not refer to it?

“TL.ook at Johnny!” =aid Lord Dorrimore,
pointing. Gad. he’s doing well! TBravo,
my lad! DBravo!”

Nipper glanced at his lordship. He knew
that Dorrie was only acting like that in order
to dismiss the other matter. And vet there
was every reason for Dorrie’s acclamation.

Johnny Onions was more than three parts
of the way across. His progres: =~as slower
now. He was essaving the most difficalt part
of his walk, Owing to the slackness of the
cable, and the steepness of its angle, that last
forty or fifty feet was well-nigh impossible.

oot by foot Johnny persevered. He made
sure of every step before he moved upwards.
And once a gasp of acute consternation went
up from all—a ecry of real hLorror.

19

“0Oh!" sercamed Tessa. “Ile’s slipping!

Johnny was sliding—backwards! He was
unable to check his propress for a moment,
and evervbody thought that he was going to
loso his balance and tumble over. But at the
last moment he sueceeded in checking the
downward glide, and onece again he went
upwards,

But at that same point he was stopped cnco
more. He found it impossible to gain a hold.
With a quick motion Onions {hrew his balanc-
ing pole away. Then. with a deft swing. he
dropped on to the cable and gripped it with
his hands. He swung down, and went up hand
over hand for cight or nine feet. hauling him-
self alonz with wonderful agility.

And then, abruptly, he released his grip,
Ainging himself sideways at the same moment.
He dropped sheer, and plunged headlong into
a mass of bushes—for by this time, of course,
he was well over the wooded slopes, where
the drop was not considerable. :

“Tt was the only thing he could do,” said
Nelzon T.ece. “T.et us hope he has not hurt

himself.”

“No!” roared Handforth. “He's up!
Look, sir! He’s scrambling through thoso
patches of serub!”

“Hurrah!”

**Good old Johnny!”

They al! danced from shecer joy, for now
it seemed that their salvation was assured.
Johnny Onions was on dry ground, and he
was climbing up the steep hillside towards the
winch. He had succeeded in his pertlous task,
and now it was only a question of time.

Would he be able to send that cage down,
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The St. Frank’s party watched the power-house buckle up as though it was made of cardboard, ag the

full force of the water struck it.

At any moment the building on which they stood might collapse in just

the same way !

and would be be able to operate the winch
single-handed?

Above all, would this rocking bulding
stand the strain until the refugees had been
hauled up to safety?

CEAPTER 18.
Hauled to Safety.

URRAH!”

This cheer was louder
than any of the others, for
Johnny could be seen at
the winch itseli. Now he

would send the cage shooting down the
cable, and the first load could be hauled up.

But Johnny was not finding his task so
easy.

He was bathed in perspiration from the
exertion ,of his tightrope walk. He had per-
formed This in the blazing heat of the sun.
He was feceling sick and faint from the long
exposure to the sun glare

And now he was beset with fresh difficulties.

The cage was a crude affair of wicker and
cane, and it was slung to the trolley by means
of rusty chains. The trolley itself—a con-
trivance with two great pulleys, one behind
the other—was even,more rusty.

There was a guide rope—a thinner steel
cable—and one end of this was attached to

the trolley and the other end was fixed to
the drum of the winch.

It was only necessary to release the winch,
and the trolley would glide on its pulleys
down the cable to the building in the valley.
But it was clear to Johnny that the device
had not been used for many months,

Originally it had been constructed for the
purpose of lowering the raw material straight
from the hillside and into the factory itself,
being taken direct from the roof by means of
the lift. But presumably Lorenzo had
adopted new methods, and this cable trolley
had been allowed to get into disuse.

For the winch was stiff and hard, and at
first the junior could scarcely move the handle.
He was in desperate anxiety, for. he began
to fear that his journey had been for nothing
—except to save his own life. But he saw,
with great satisfaction, that nothing seemed
to be missing. The chains were rusty, and
the pulleys were jammed. But everything
was m working order.

“Why doesn’t he send the cage down?”
asked Handforth, as he stared up. “Can’t he
work it?”’

“T rather think the winch 1s too difficult,”
said Lee. ‘‘No, he seems to be getting it
going now. Yes, by James! He’s doing it,
boys! The trolley’s on the move!”

By dint of hard exertion Johnny had shifted
that rusty mass. It was a heavy contrivance,
and oncc on the move it freed its clogged
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mechanism. - In the nick of time Johnny
Onions grabbed the handle of the winech and
checked it. Otherwise it might have got be-
yond his control, and then the trolley would
have wrecked itself on the girders below.

“Phew!” he whistled. “I thought I'd
done it that t'me. Thank goodness it’s free
now. She creaks a bit, but she's working!
I wonder if I shail bave strength enough to
pull her up again?”

“Hurrah! It's coming!”

‘““ Absolutely :” said Archie.
old basket of deliverance, what? Girls, kindly
get ready to enter the lifeboat. I mean to
say, women and children first what?”

“Yes, you girls first,” said Lee promptly.
“But I must examine this cage before you
ocet into it,. I'm none too sure of its
strength.”

With the pulleys shrieking the crude basket
came down, and at last it was seized by eager
hands and drawn upon the platform. Nelson
Lee swiftly examined it.

“The basket work is strong enough, and I
think the chains will hold,” he said. ‘‘Come
along, girls—hurry up.”

“How many of us?”’ asked Irene breath-
lessly. _

“Only two to start with,”” replied Lee. “I
think the thing 1s strong enough to hold four
or five, but we must remember poor Johnny.
You two girls will be able to help once you
get up there, and a bigger -Joad can be
taken.”

It secemed that there was going to be an
argument as to which should be the two girls
to go. But Nelson Lee settled it by bundling
Tessa Love and Dora Manners into the basket
without any further ado. |

““Haul away, Johnny !” roared every voice.

“Stand clear—so that he can see we're
ready,”’ said Nelson Lee.

They did so, and the cage immediately
began to move. But it secmed a dreadfully
slow process Tn a series of jerks the trolley
travelled shriekingly over the rusty cable.

And Johnny, at the winch, breathed a sigh
of thankfulness that no more than two
passengers had been taken aboard. Even as
it was, the task was almost bevond his powers.

Nobody knew—or ever would know—of the
terrible struggle that Johnny Onions had.
With his arms nearly pulled from their sockets,
and his breath coming and going in painful
gulps, he struggled at that rusty handle.
More than once he thought that the winch
would beat him.. He set his teeth, and
remembered that those two girls would be
dashed to death if the cage got free.

At such a distance none of the others could
appreciate Johnny’s fight, They could tell
that he was having a hard time of it, but they
never drecamed the actual {ruth.

Dora Manners and Tessa suspected it when
they were getting mnear, although Johnny
grimly fought to hide his agony. And
Tessa, with her heart beating rapidly. knew
that there was only one thing to be done.

““Don’t be scared,” she said quickly. “I'm
going to climb out after we've gone another

“The good
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five or six feet, and jump into those bushes—
the same as Johnny did. He'll never get tho
cage up this last lap unless I do.”

And, indeed, that action of Tessa's saved
both her own and Dora’s lives. For just as
Tessa released her weight from the cage,
Johnny knew that he was beaten. By a hair’s
breadth the tragedy was averted. With
Tessa’s weight gone, the task was still heavy
but possible.

And at last Dora climbed out on the dry
ground.

“Oh, Jchnny!” she exclaimed. *How did
you do it?” ,

Johnny, clinging to the winch, swayed
dizzily.

“I'm all right,” he muttered.
the heat, you know. Thanks, Tessa, old
girl,” he added, as she came up. “That was
topping of you! You jumped out just at the
right minute.”

“We're all right now!” said Tessa thank-
fully. “Lower away! Come on, Dora! You
flop down in the grass for a minute. Johnny.
Poor chap, you're nearly finished !”

But Johnny wouldn’t admit himseclf beaten.
He helped, and the cage went down for its
next load. And Nelson Lee was glad to sce 1t
arrive. There were still seventeen of them to
rescue, and that would mean three journeys
at the very least.

The rest of the girle were bundled into the
cage—four of them—and this was considercd
sufficitent for the next journey. Lee's anxiely
was Increasing, for the waters were continuing
to rise, and the ferocity of {he ~urrent showed
no sign of abating.

“By ‘jingo!” said Watson,
diffierence now! Look at the
skimming along over ihe wire.
like speed!”

There was certainly a big difference. With
two helperz Johnny’'s task was easier, cven
with the addition of two other girls in the
cage. And a* last they were safely landed,
and hopes were runming high.

“Thank Heaven those girls are ashore,”
said Lord Dorrimore fervently. “Now for
ithe boys! Even if anythin’ happens to us wo
can trust Umlosi to escort them to Zenobn,
and deliver them into safe hands.”

“But we're all saved now,’ said Handforth
enthusiastically.  ““ Another two or threo
journeys, and we shall ke right as rain. Yes,
and I expect this giddy building will stand
here for ages, and we're ecxpecting it to
collapse every minute,”

“Yes, silly, isn't 1t?” said Dorric lightly.

He took a glance over the parapet, and the
expression in his eves belied the lightness of
his tone. During the past few minutes an
ugly crack had developed in the wall imme-
diately beneath him. The girders were crack-
ing and bending—the corrugatcd iron shects
were buckling open. Already the buillding
avas on the point of collapse. At any second
ic might erack up with a series of snaps liko
the exploding ef guns.

And only one of the St Irank’s fellows had
as vet reached safety! '

“It’s—it's

“There's a
way she's
That’s moro
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to get REALLY warlike !

Look out for this story—it is the
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CHAPTER 19.
A Close Call !
4 R ACK—crack—-crack!

“Glory!” gasped Lord
Dorrimore. “It’s  hap-
pened !”

His voice was fraught

with consternation. In quick succession a
umber of sharp gracks had come, followed
Ey the shricking™hd grinding of raw metal
edges. The girders at one end of the build-
ing were sagging drunkenly, and the whole
roof scemed to sway. A mass of flotsam came
barging violently against the side of the
factory to the accompaniment of rattling iron
and grindis.g, shricking metal.

“We can’t last much longer, Dorric,”
exclaimed Lee. “IHere comes the cage again.
Boys, you'll have to pack yourselves in like
sa}.r(?i,i,nes. How many are there? Ifleven,
eh !

“Thirteen with you and Dorrie, sir?” said
Nipper quickly.

“Unlucky number ¥’ said Dorrie. ‘This is
shockin’ 1”7
“Never mind about us,”” said Lee. ‘Six of

you must make the journey this time—and
seven if possible. The cage is here! Pile in,
boys—don’t lose a second!”

““Better chueck them in!” said Dorrie
quickly. “They’ll only argue as to who's go-
in’ first. Come on, Gresham—you, Mae, and
you, Handy' No arguin’! Show somec
speed !”

“Wait a minute, sir!” roared Handforth.
“Those girls can’t haul seven of us up!”

“¥Yes, they can,” put in Nelson Lee.
“They’re strong and healthy enough—and
that winch has got two handles. Three can
operate cach now. Unless we take drastic
steps like this we shall be too late.”

And so they piled into the cage without
any further argument.

It was a tight squecze for seven of them.
But nobody minded being squeezed. The
only worry was whether the cable would
bear the weight, or whether the cage would
stand the strain.”

Up on the hillside Johnny and the girls
fully appreciated the terrible need for speed.
and they worked at the winch with all their
strength and with hearty wills.

And so the next load of precious freight
was conveyed up to safety, and now, when
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the rescue work was so far advanced, crowds
of the Kutana warriors were hurrying up
from the lower end of the valley. No doubt
they. had seen the operations from afar—and
ha.cf just realised that the boys and girls
were still living. Indeed, as Umlosi after-
wards said, he had believed that all of them
had perished in the wreckage of the bun-
galow.

“They’ve done it!” yelled Nipper enthu-
siastically., *‘ They’re up, guv’'nor! There's
only six of us now. I think we can all go
on this last load, can’t we?”

“I think we can,” said Nelson Lee.
“It’ll be death for anybody who is left be-
hind, at all events. Come and look here,
Nipper—you might as well know now!”

He bent over the parapet and pointed.

“Great Scott!” gasped Nipper. “Why,
the whole building’s coming to pieces! The
bottom of it is caving in!”

“Do vou wonder that I'm anxious?”

““No. fear, sir,” muttered Nipper. “I
say, 1s this what you wero looking at some
time ago—when you wouldn’t explain?”

““No. Nipper,” replied Iee. “That was
something else.”

“What, sir?”

“T'Il tell you later,” said Lee quictly.

“Here she comes again!” shouted Dorrie.
“We'll be all right now, you fellows. Well,
we've had some more excitement, just to
round things up nicely, but T rather think
we're out of the wood now!”

Nipper took another glance over the edge.
His heart leapt. The factory was in a
terribly precarious condition. He could not
understand why it still stood. One side
was almost carried away. revealing a jagged
mass of raw edges and ghastly broken ends.
To get mixed up in any of those metallic
deathtraps would be too awful for words.

And the danger of the roof suddenly
caving In was by no means imaginary. It

?

might happen at any moment—it would
happen at anv moment. Nelson Lee was

expecting it all the time.

It seemed to him that the cage came down
tho cable at a mere crawl: it scemed that
the fellows on the hillside were deliberately
dawdling at the winch. But actually the
pully wheels spun over the cable faster thau
over before.

“Now then—all aboard!” shouted Lee.

Nipper. Browne, Archic and Tregellis-
West tumbled inlo the ricketty cage, and
Lord Dorrimore and Nelson lLee exchanged
a significant glance as thee follawed.
had they believed this possible. The last
of them were going off. and the miracle had
happened.

Dorrie waved his hand. and ‘the pulleys
rattled In a serics of jerks. the cage moved
upwards en tts last journey.

“ Absolutely topping,” declaretl Archie.
“Here we are, laddies, all alive and kick
ing when we expected to be all dead and so
forth. I mean, it only shows that everything
turns out all right i1f you leave things to
these brainy coves who know what to do.”

Never
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**]1 never thought we should get off,
guv’'nor,” said Nipper.

“We're not saved yet,” said Lee under
his breath.

Far below them was the raging water, with
its whirlpools and its deadly current, and
now they were well clear of the doomed .
factory, and could see the gaping cracks in
the walls, and the dreadful list which the
roof had taken.

And at that second, as Lee looked, the
cxpected happened.

Exactly like a house of cards, the factory
disintegrated into a thousand-® fragments.
With a shattering, screaming roar, the build-
ing buckled up, flew apart and burst. If 1t
had happened earlier, not a life would have
been saved.

Tho rescuers on the hillside saw it all-—
but the six last passengers in the cage only
caught a glimpse of tho commencement, for
the end of their precious cable was attached
to that collapsed building!

They hardly knew what had happened!

They felt a sickening lurch, and then they
dropped sheer, with an awful sensation at
the pit of their stomachs. For with the

cable snapped there was no longer any
support.

Splash! |

The cage hit the flood with a mighty

burst of water. For a moment it rolled over
and then plunged beneath the foaming sur-
face. .

On the hillside the girls screamed in terror,
and the St. Frank’s fellows shouted hoarsely
in their horrified anguish. The last load had

gone into the flood! Those six precious lives
were Jost!

CHAPTER 20.
The Lost Valley !

R [SASTER'
' It was the irony of fate
—the height of misfortune
—that tragedy should mar
the success of that wonder-
All safe except the last
load!

“They’'ve gone—they've gone!’” sobbed
Tommy Watson. “And Nipper's in there—
and old Montie!"” %ﬁ

“They haven't gone y&#!” roared Hand-
forth fiercely. “Work. you lubbers! They're
still at the end of this control ecable! That
hasn’t broken, thank goodness! We can
still haul them in!”

“Come on—all hands to the pumps!”

And the winch was forced round as never
before.

In the cage. the six victims felt that their
last moments had really arrived. They went
under the surface, and they were stunned by
the shock of the concussion. In a hopeless
mess, they were toppled this way and that,
crashing into one another as the cage rolled.

And then the water came pouring through
the canework, blinding them, and getting

ful rescue effort.

! into their very lungs.
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But just as suddenly as they had plunged
beneath the surface, so they rose again. The
top of the cage came out of the water, and
the sunlight poured upon the soaking victims.
They were enabled to get a long breath.

“Gad!” gurgled Dorrie. “We've come up
again!”

“Yes, and they're hauling on the line!”
panted Nipper. ‘“We're still being pulled!
We're still on the cable!”

“0Odds wetness and gargles!” said Archie.
“I’ve swallowed a tree trunk, you chappies!
Absolutely a dashed trece trunk! I can feel
the branches tickling the good old tonsils!™

And then Archic subsided, for the cage
rolied, and he went under the surface. The
waler was swirling just over their heads, and
then they were allowed to come up for a
moment and obtain another breath. And all
the time the fight went on.

It was a battle—a grim struggle for life
between the demons of the flood and the
strength and determination of the workers
at the winch.

The flood had carried the cage down as
far as the cable would allow, and then the
cage had swung inwards, towards the slopes,
where the bush was tangled up with in-
credible masses of torn and twisted debris.
Tree trunks. creepers, branches, and all sorts
and kinds of rubbish that had come floating
down on the surface of the water.

At last the cage became jammed in all
this kelter, and 1t was hauled inch by inch
over the horrible masz, For the most part
1t was erawling with live things—pitiful
creatures which had managed to survive.
But those in the cage took no notice. They

were not certain, yet, that their own lives
were saved,

For if this thin winch-cable should snap
under the now terrifie strain thev -wvould
inevitably float doswn in the current, and
would be bevond aid.

But, mercifully. the cable held, and at
last the refugees were hauled to a spot

where Umlost and a hundred of his warriors
were waist deep in the edge of the flood.
Williax hands seiz:d the cage and hauled
it in—hauled it upwards to the dry ground.

“N'Kose. my father!” shouted Umlosi.
“Wau! Thou ar? alive!”

“I believe so,” said Dorrie dazedly. “I'm
not quite sure yet, but I think I am. Give
me a bit of time to find out.”

“’Twas ever thy way, N'Kose, to jest when
on the point of death,”
“ And thon, Umtagati? Did I not think that

all of ve were dead? And yet did my snake
not tell me that such a tragedy could not

he? Wau! All 1s welll For thou art
living !'”?
And all the other Kutana warriors gave

shouts of welcome. One by one the be-
draggled six were pulled out, and by this
time the rest of the St. Frank’s {ellows
and the girls were forcing their wav down
the hillside, and hurrying round, cheering
frantically. '

“Oh, you--yvou bounders!"” papted Tommy

rumbled Umlosi."
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Watson. “We thought you’d all been
killed ! _
“Impossible, brother,” said Browne, re-

moving a few leaves from the inside of his
shirt. “'1 think it has been definitely proved
that we cannot be killed. We are proof
against it. ] might even go so far as to say
that we bear charmed lives.”

“An’ there’s a great deal of triuth 1n
that,” said Lord Dorrimore. ‘ When that
buildin® fell in I thought we were goners.
Oh, well, we're only a bit bruised. What
about your men, Umlosi? What about the
slaves, and don't tell me that lots of you
have been drowned.”

“N’'Kose, the Great One has been truly
merciful,” replied Umlosi solemnly. *“ Of all
the hundreds of my men, but six have
perished. The rest are saved, and none of
the vietims of the accursed Lorenzo have
suffered.”

* Lorenzo tried to murder us all,” said
Nelson Lee quietly. ‘“He meant to wreck
this valley, and to wipe us out at the same
time. But the murderous hound only sue-
cecded in destroying himself and his handi-
work.”

“Himself, sir?” said Nipper.
don't know that he's dead!”

“He can’t be dead,” said Handforth.
and Popodos planned to escape in
canoe—-"’

“Whatever Lorenzo and Popodos pla.nnpd
Handforth, it did not matcrialise,” replied
Lee. “Do you remember a little incident on
the roof of the factory? Do vou remember
when 1 refused to ex plam something that
Dorrie and I had seen?”

“Yes, sir!”’ went up a chorus.

“The object we saw was Otto Lorenzo's
torn and mangled body,” said Lee quietly.
“J wanted none of you to see—it was too
awful. Lorenzo must have miscalculated.
In his mad anxiety to destroy us, he failed

“But we

1 I_Ie
that

to give himself enough time to escape, So

he met death by his own hand, and his

tool, Popodos, is doubtless dead, too.”
“Well., that's that,” said Dorrie, as he

waved his hand over the stricken valley.

“Gad! TI'm glad that everythin’ has bcen
wiped out. This is no longer a vallev, but
a lake—an’ it will always be a lake. I

suppose. A plague spot eradtcated Lee.”
“Yes,” said Nelson Lee. “A plague spot
eradicated.”

Otto Lorenzo had gone to his death, and
everything that he had created in the Kalala
Valley was destroyed. Retribution had
descended upon him for his many crimes.

Two days later, after resting, and after
recovering from the effects of these strenuous
days, the whole party moved off through
the Congo forests, and commenced the long
trek to Zenobu. '

In due course, this chief town of the
Kutanas was reached.

News had gone in advance. and there were
great rejoicings and big celebrations. It
was a time of joy for the whole Kutana
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tribe. Tor practically all the Iliberated
slaves were Kutanas, and now they were re-
stored to their v111ages and to their families,
who had never expected to see them again.

Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore felt that
they had performed a good work, and
Uwnlosi, too, had played his own great part
in the drama. But 1t was all over now, and
the time for rejoicing had come.

The S¢. Frank’s fellows and the Moor
View girls could hardly realise that they had
passed through such exciting dangers.
Zenobu was so hospitable, and the Kutanas
were so civilised that cannibals and savages
scemed too remotle to be true.

By the time Zenobu was left, all those
yvoungsters were fit and hale, eager to get
back to good old England, and looking for-

ward. indeed, to the pros pect of returning
to school.

loirii  Dorrimore had one plaintive
grumble

“You know, boys, there's somethin’ radi-

1

cally wrong,” he said, as he stood outside
the Resideney in Zenobu, resplendent in
spotless white drill. “I rather thought we
came to Africa to hunt e¢lephants.”

“That’s what we all thought,
grinnod Nipper.

“An’, hang it, we didn't even spit an
elephant!” said Dorrie indignantly. “If
vou ask me, the whole thing has been a frost.

Dorrie,”

We haven't had a smell of big-game hunt-
ln?"l

““Does this mean that you're thinking of
staying behind ?”

“Well, as a matter of fact, Nipper, old
man—yes,”” said Dorrie confidentially. *““I'm
rather keen on those clephants, an’ Umlosi
has told me of a district where they're fairly
swarmin’. So if Lee doesn't mind, I think
T’'ll stay behind.”

“Well, we've had plenty of excitement,
Dorrie.” remarked Handforth. “I'm not
grumbling, anvhew. I'm a chap who likes
a bit of adventure, but for once I've had
enough of 1it.”

“ Absolutely, old cheese,” said Archie.
“In fact, absolutely with prickles! I mean
to say, enough, dash it, 1s as good as a merry

old feast! And I rather think that we're
now due for a decent slab of rest!”

All the other members of the holiday party
were in agreement with him. Their trip to
‘entral Afriea had been packed with thrills
from beginning to end, and they felt that
the new term at St. Frank’s would be mild
and tame by comparison.

But if they thought this they were very
wide of the mark!

THFE END.

(Don’t miss the orening story of a stunning
new series of school-life yarns: “THFE FFELD
OF ?;HE’ FOURTH ! Coming next Wednes-
day! ;
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o1l P>
NOTE.~1i} unus reaaer orite: to me, t shall be

likely to inlerest the majority.

E.C 4 Every ‘etter will have wmy personal
eolumns, But please note that the
five weeks cfter the letters reach my hands
b
naturaily easier for me to answer.
picase) 18 " open---E. 8§ B.

-~ OU'VE  got the right idea, Terence

1 Sullivan, but you seem to express your-
self In a rummy way. You say:
“What's this rotten idea of publishing

parts of readers’ lettere? I hope you're not going
to continue with it. Of all the dud ideas 1 ever
struck * And thus you leave me to imagine
the rest of your thoughts. And then you calmly
tell me that I have your full permission to publish
any of your letters, and to make copies of them,

ay photo

and give them away as free gifts, if I am so
minded! But 1 think I understand you, old son.
And [ appreciate your willingness to let me

print any parts of your letters that I choose

This is what Ralph Seweli, of 8t. Ives, tells me
in a letter: **Personally, I don't consider your
tales are stories for young people at all, but as
tales for anybody possessed of the necessary
intellicence to appreciate them.” Well, this, of
course, is very satisfactory. For it stande to
reason that all readers of the Old Paper are
intelligent. If they weren’t, they wouldnt be
reading it? I very much like Ralph Sewell's
point. lle says that my stories appeal to any-
body, and that, as a matter of fact, is what I
have always hoped. [ try to please fellows of all
ages—from eight years of age to eighty. After
all, what does age matter? Some readers write to
me saving that they’re seventeen or eighteen,
and that they're afraid that they're too old for
the St. Frank’s tales. I shall have something
more to say on this subject later cn, I expect.

If you wish to get in touch with that Austraiian
reader, James Reginald Warren, you had hetter
make haste and join the League., Then you will

have the [ull benefits of the Correspondence
Exchange.

¥ * -
The previous paragraph also applies to you,

Frank E. Bond. Wait a minute, though—I1 see
that you are already a member of the League. and
that you want back numbers. You'd better send
your letter, stating just what your requirements
are, to the Chief Oflicer of the St. Frank’s League.

#: | »

gtar—thus™—against the s2ender’'s name.

i v

-Edwy Seartes Brooks
chats with his readers.

pleasea tv comment upon such remarks as are

All letters should te addre.sed to EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
¢/0 The Editor, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
attention, and «ll wili be acknowledged in these
acknowledgments cannot appear until at least
Those of very rpecial merit will be distinguished
Communications which indicate writer's age are
exchanging offer (mine for yours—but yours first,

Very many thanks, Mr. Riley, for your letter,
and for your intimation that [ may use it in
print. Such letters as yours will probably be a
great help to many readers whose parents are
opposed to my simple tales: *12¢6, Albert Street,
Seddon, Victoria, Aus. Deuar Mr. Brooks, I was
once prejudiced against the NELsox LEE, but I
have now reversed my decision, For once I
picked up a copy of the NEeLsoN LEE., entitled
‘*Jack Grey's Temptation,” and found it most
alluring, and written in a wonderful strain. 1f
you wish, Mr. Brooks, you may publish this letter
for other parentzs who have been the same as I.
. remain, yours sincerely, ERNEST DoXxALD RILEY.”
And thank you, Donald Augustine Riley, for your
share in the good work.

* *

Raeburn J. Harvey (Marton, N.Z.), Rev. Clive
Robert  Beresford* (Camden Town), Terence
Sullivan* (Tufnell Park), Wm. . Marsh (Isling-
ton), Ralph Sewell** (8t. Ives), Jas. Reg. Warren
(Nuneaton), Frank E. Bond (Southend-on-Sea),
“Two Leagueites »” (Heckmondwyke), F. J. Davis*
(New Malden), Ernest Donald Riley* (Melbourne),
Donald Augustine Riley* (Melbourne), Arthur
J. Milee®* (West Croydon), ‘‘N.L.L. Reader?”
(Bow), Harold G. Scott (Walthamstow),
Wm, H. J. Knight (Dover), Ernest Adambery*
(Gibraltar), Albert Anderton (Liverpool), Richard
Irvinger (Croydon), H. Tomlinson* (Birmingham},
“ All-Round Sportsman »* (Swindeon), Clifford Q.
Leavy* (Brisbane).

* * %

No, il. Tomlinson, that isn’t a genuine photo-
graph of me at the top of this page; but you
can obtain a genuine photograph-—duly auto-
eraphed, too—if you send me one of your own
photos first. Any snapshot will do, you know—
big or little; and it doesn’t matter if other people
are in it. as long as you’re there. And this applies
to every other reader.

* %

* All-Round Sportsman >  says this: *“I am
eighteen years old, but instead of thinking myself
too old to be a reader of the * N.L.L.,” I become
more and more eager for every Wednesday morn-
ing to appear.”” That's the style! As I said
hefore. what the dickens does age matter!
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I don’t think 1t would be a wise policy, Terence
D. Hewlett, to go back to the old style, as you
suggest.  You say this: ¢ I think your stories
inspire the real spirit of sportsmanship. It is
impossible not to take example from Nipper and
Reggio Pitt, and even impulsive, blundering old
Handy. At the same time, I think you rather
spoilt your stories, comparatively recently, by not
allowing Nipper to tell them.” That's where we
differ, Tecrence, old man. I think the present
style is very much better—since, when vou come
to think of it, Nipper cannot be in two places at
once, and if there is a secret meeting of the
rotters, or anything like that, Nipper cannot very
well be there. Besides, when the yarn is told in
the first person, the storyteller i1s apt to appear
as a braggart if he does anything praiseworthy. I
really think the present style is the better.

* * *

I’. Young, the President of the Edgehill Branch
of the St. Frank’s League, of 9, Wrayburn Street,
Edgelill, Liverpool, tells me that I can use any
part of his letters I like. So I am going to quote
the following: “ It Is very strange the view some
people take of things. In fact, regarding the
NulSON LEE, it reminds me of the days of the
martyr:—‘ condemned without trial." People who
are against the paper hear of the NELSON LEE
LiprARY, then they seem to look on it in this
way—it is a wcekly paper, it costs 2d., therefore
it must be like other boys' papers, and i3 classed
as a twopenny blood. I dare say if it was in
magazine form, and cost a shilling, and was issued
every month, all these sceptics would make one
rush to the nearest bookstall fer a copy. All I
can say to anybody is: ° Be fair, and give a
thing a trial before you condemn it.””” That'’s
very nice of you, ¥. Young, and I hope a lot of
other readers, who know prejudiced people, will
show them your letter. Of course, I don't agree
that all other boys’ papers are ‘‘bloods,” but we

needn’'t enter into that discussion, need we?
* * *
Lesliec  Walters (Newcastle, N. Aus.), Fdk.
IFrancis Chesterton (Hereford), “F. W.”* (Sun-
derland), Thomas Jones (Wolverhampton), G.

Hurst (Teignmouth), Terence D. Hewlett (Acton),
V. Purker (Pretoria), P. Young* (Liverpool), Allen
Neilson (Harrie Park, Aus,), Miss E, Mather*
(Oldham), J. Roy (Colingwood, Aus.), Geoflfrey
Harrison (Leicester), “A Delighted Reader **
" (Bournemouth), Fred Cryer (Leeds), Alec Bird
(Chelmsford), Mrs. Kathleen A. Chandler*
(Caversham), Bernard Cooke* (Holloway), Richard
Dunn ((C'lapton), Lileen Mingay (Balham), Angus
Murray** (Glasgow).

* * *

[ hope this letter will be of some use, too, and
the writer has my best thanks: ¢ Dear Mr.
Brooks, 1 have been meaning to write to you
for some time, but something else has always
cropped up, so that the letter has had to take a
back seat, I have read NELSON LEE for some vears
now, in fact, when it was the detective stories of
Nelson Lee and Nipper before they came to St.
Irank’s. I thought, perhaps, you might be
interested to know that I am married, with three
kiddies, and still enjoy reading it. Also that
my mother used to get very cross with me at one
time for spending my money on rubbish, as she
then cailed it. Then she started to read my books
one day, and now she is one of the first to ask
for the NELSON LEE on Wednesdays. I chipped
her about it the other day, but she says she soon
altered her mind about the books alter once read-
ing them. She is now sixty-four, and enjoys
reading them as much as I do. I think the NrLSON

LER is a clean, wholesome, and enjoyable book, _
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and I do not think it can be bettered In any way.
It comes fresh and laughable to me every week
now. I hope this hasn't bored you, but I ara
only taking you at your own word.—Yours sin-
cerely, KATHLEEN A. CHANDLER.” I greatly appre-
ciate your letter, Mrs. Chandler, and I feel sure
that it will do quite a lot of good—since it i3
yel another evidence that age doesn’'t matter. I
want everybody to be boys and girls when they
are reading my yarns.

* * *

Arnold MecClure is of Scottish stock, Angus

Murray. So I suppose it will be quite correct to
call him Scotch.
"Tom Rhodes (Ashton-under-Lyne), R. T. Ham-
mond (Birmingham), Edwin Cowie Brooks (Aber-
deen), < Squibs?* (Inverness), G. W. Mitchell
(East Ham), “X, Y. Z.” (no address), Albert
Anthon (Manchester), Robert S, Silver (Montrose),
J. J. Hoser-Cook* (Poplar), I'rank H. Palmer
(East Grinstead), Ruby C. M. Bond (Bexley
Heath), F. M, Ambler (Dulwich), Norman Carter
(Darlington), Geo. F. Bishop* (Lambeth), R, F,
Chipperfield (Dublin), C. C. Janeway (S.E.16),
Daniel Hyland (Athy), Leonard Robins (Colwyn
Bay), Terence Sullivan* (Tufnell Park), Hugh R.
Ilolmes* (Regent’s Park), ¢“Unter Den Linden ™%
(Walsall).

* * *

Whoa! Steedy on, Norman Carter! I would
very much like to oblige you with the details you
ask for, but haven’'t you given me a pretty tall
order? You say that you are making a fret-
work model of St. IFnank’s (more power to your
elbow, old man!), but at the same time I rather
think you’ll have to fashion this model out of
your own head, more or less. I could not possibly
give you a &cale drawing of the boat-house, and a
detailed description of the path round the Triangle,
and exactly how many feet the arches are, and
how wide the bicycle-sheds are, and all those
little details. The fact is, I don’t know tliem
myself! And T am quite sure that vou wouldn’t
want me to go round the school with a tape-
measure and obtain all this information. It
would take weeks of hard work, old man! [
always do my best to describe these various places
accurately in my yarns, and I am afraid you will
have to get your information from these descrip-
tions.

JOINTHE ST.FRANRK'S
LEAGUE.

The Chief Officer will answer any
questions about sport, holidays and

hobbies. So if you are in any diffi-
culties and want advice, qualify
for membership of the League, and
you can write to the C.O. about it.

PARTICULARS ON PAGES 41 AND 42,
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Written by EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH.

NOTE.—Handforth flatly refused Mr. Edwy
Searles Brooks® offer of assistance in the
writing of this story, and insisted that it
should be published exaectly as he 1wrote
tt. The story now appears as it came
from Handforth's pen, with the exception

that certain errorg in spelling and
puncluation have been corrected by lhe
Editor.
CHAPTER 1.

The Mystery of the Missing Lens.
RACKETT GRIM, the world-famous
detective, looked up with a frown as the
door of his consulting-room opened. He
waved his hand impatiently to Splinter,

his young assistant, who looked in at the door-
way,

“Clear off ! said Trackett Grim curtly.

“Just 4 minute, sir-—---"

“Buzz off, you young
ceicbrated Incriminator.
busy %"

Trackett Grim was scated at his desk., examining
clues through a magnitying glass. He 1ooked
jolly fine in his dressing gown and slippers, and
his lean, athletic figure was shown off to full
advantage. Even Splinter, acceunstomed as he was
to his celebrated master, guailed under the glint
of those steely grey eyes.

“Sorry to disturb you, sir.,” said Splinter.
“But there's a client waiting. He says his case
is very urgent.”

Trackett Grim twirled round in his swivel chair.

the
I'm

fathead!”
“Can’t

roared
ycu see

“Yery wel', Splinter, show him in.” he =aid
briefly.  “I ecan ill afford to be disturted. hut
clients must not be kept waiting, Why 1thg

dickens didn’t you bring him in?”

moinent later, he
upright old gentle-
hair.  Trackett Grim gave the
comprehensive glance as he
advanced into the roomn. The great detective's
eyes missed wnothing. He saw the bent figure,
the care-worn fuace, the worried eyes behind the
big spectacles,

retired and, a

Splinter
returned. ushering in a tall.

white
swift,

man with
client a

“ T observe, &ir,” said  Trackett Grim
courteously, “that you have travelled up from
the Kentish coast this morning.” -

“Good gracious!” said the client, staring.

* How did vou know that, Mr. Grim?”

“ Furthermore, you have neot breakfasted to-
day,” wenf on the great detective. *“ And, on
such a wet morning as this, it is always advisable

to take a taxi. Walking 1mav be faster—
probably is faster--but it has many dis-

advantages.”

The client sat down in his chair, and gazed at
Trackett Grim, dumbfounded.

“ But this is marvellous, Mr. Grim!” he panted.
“How do you know these things?”

Trackett Grim waved his hand.

“Jt is my business to know things.” he replied
carelessly.  ““And now, sir, what can 1 do fou
you ?”

“1 am in great trouble, Mr. Grimn.” said the
old gentleman. ““My name is Sir Esau Starrs

L8

“Ah, the
Trackett Grim.

“Then you know me?”

“Who does not know the
Qtarrs?” said the detective.
ease, Sir Fsau.”

“J1t will only take a few moments., Mr. Grim.”
said Sir  Esan Starrs, leaning forward in  lhis
chair, and -guazing at the famous criminologisé

areat  astronomer?” murmured

of Sir Esan
state your

name
‘* Pray
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with terrific anxiety in his eyes. ¢ My lens has
been stolen.”

“Your Len has been stolen?” said Trackett
Grim, with concern. ‘] presume you mean your
son, Leonard?”

¢“] did not say Len—I said lens!” corrected Sir
Esau impatiently. “My famous lens—the lens
from my wonderful telescope, Mr. Grim. Durin
the night my observatory was burgled, and tha
valuable iens—without which my telescope is use-
less—has been stolen!”

“Kindly let me hear the details,” said Trackett
Grim, pulling a writing pad towards him.

“] know no details, Mr. Grim,” said the
client. ¢ This morning, I got down at my wusual
hour, and went into the observatory. And then,
with a gasp of. horror, I saw that the lens had
been taken out of the telescope. I searched
everywher2, but could not find it, Then I dis-
covered that one of the windows had been
smashed, and it was perfectly obvious to me
that some 1iscreant had been in, and had
removed the lens from the telescope. I want you
to recover it, Mr. Grim, I am exceedingly anxious
that you should get on the trail of the crook
without delay.”

‘“ A very singular case,” said Trackett Grim
thoughtfully. “Indeed, a remarkable case. In
all my great experience of crooks, I do not know
of one who would go to the trouble of boning
a common or garden lens from a telescope.”

““But this is not a common or garden lens, Mr.
Grim!” said Sir Esau Starrs. ¢ 1t is a marvellous
lens, and it cost me no less than five hundred
pounds. A very splendid prize for any burglar.”

““But you must let me point out, Sir Fsau,
that no burglar would be able to dispose of such
a lens,” said Trackett Grim, with all his extra-
ordinary shrewdness. “But tell me more! Is
fiere anything else missing ?”

“ Nothing!"”

“What other valuables have you in the house?”

““There is, »f course, the great Blue Ruby,”
satd Sir Esau. “But that is still intact.” :
" “Cood heavens!” ejaculated Trackett Grim,

starting to his feet. ¢ The Blue Ruby? Do you
mean the world-famous Blue TRuby, worth a
hundred thousand pounds?”

“Yes, Mr. Grim,” replied the astronomer.

“The Blue Ruby has been in my family for many
veapz, and at present it is in my charge. But
vou need not worry ahbout that precious stone.
1t iz safely in my observatory now—locked away
in the safe. T made sure of its presence there
hefore T eame away.”

Trackett Grim waved his hand.

“Very well. Sir Esau,” he said swiftly. #°1]
will accept this case. Go out, get some break-
fast, and ccase to worry. From this moment, I

am in charge of your case, and you may be
absolutely certain that everything will be all
serenc.  Good morning, Sir Esauw.”

“Yes, bnt—but—"

“There is rothing more fo be said,” declared
Trackett Grim,

“RBut you don't know my address!” protested
the astronomer. “You don’t even know——"

“T amm aware, Sir Esau, that you live at Star-
view Observatery, Little Moonford, Kent. T will
he on the scene in less than an hour, Sir Esau.
Again—good morning!”

Sir Esau Starrs was showed off the premises,

and the pcor old chap was looking very dazed.

as he wnlk.ed away down Baker's TInn Road.
Trackett Grim's methods were very hewildering.

CHAPTER 2.
Trackett Grim on the Trail.

S soon as Sir Esau Starrs had gone, Trackett
(irim threw axide his reserve, and he paced

np and down the consulting-room with
— ar'tated strides.
What's np, guv'nor?” asked Splinter. ¢ It's
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not a very serious case, is it?”
“Not serious, you young chump?” roared
Trackett Grim ¢‘ It looks like being one of the

biggest affairs that 1've.ever handled! What's
more, Splinter, [ fear the worst!”

“But I don’'t see——"

“You are not required to see, young ‘'un!”

broke in Trackett Grim. ¢ Get on the telephone
at once to the aerodrome. Tell them to have my
'plane ready within twenty minutes. We are
flying down .10 the Starview Observatory at
once!”

“Yes, sir!” aaid Splinter eagerly. ¢ DBut look
here—there’s something I can’t understand. How
did you know that Sir Esau Starrs had come
from Kent this morning?” -

“Tut, tut!” said Trackett Grim. *“A very
simple deduction, Splinter. Did you not observe
the chalk on Sir Esau’'s boots? And where is
chalk most prevalent? On the cliffis of the coast
of Kent!”

““ Marvellous,
ingly.

“ Rubbish ¢’
“Elementary!”

“But you also knew that Sir Esau hadn’t had
any breakfast this morning, and that he had
walked from Charing Cross——-"

‘I am astonished, Splinter, that you should be
so dense!” broke In Trackett Grim impatiently.
““Did you not observe the hungry glance which
Sir Esau bestowed upon the sandwiches and
biscuits on the sideboard? Did you not notice
the mud splashes on his trousers? Proof enough
that he was hungry. and that he HNad walked
along the muddy streets, instead of taking a
taxi-ecab. Do not waste my time with these
trifles, Splinter!”

“Right yov ere, sir,” said Splinter, gazing at
his famous master in wonder and awe. *‘*But
why do you fear the worst? ”

‘“ Because there is a very obvious significance
in this case, and one that Sir Esau Starrs has
apparently overlooked,” replied Trackett Grim
tensely. ¢ He believes that the burglar only broke
into the observatory in order to steal a paltry
lens. But that was a ruse, Splinter or I'm no
detective.”

“ A ruse?” panted Splinter.

“What else?” rapped out Trackett Grim.
““The criminal knew that Sir Esau would go
dotty when he discovered the loss of that lens,
and the criminal knew, too, that he could not
break open the safe without being disturbed at
his nefarious work, So he just took the lens,
and then waited in ambush. He saw Sir Esau
leave the premises and take the train for London.
I have not the slightest doubt that the crook is
at work, even now, breaking open that safe, in
order to obtain the great Blue Ruby!”

“Oh, my only topper!” gasped
““What a brain you have, guv’'nor!”

“Am T not the world's greatest detecive?”
retorted Trackett Grim simply. *“If we ara
quick, Splinter, there is just a chance that wa
shall arrive at the observatory in time to pre-
vent this dastardly robbery. But everything
depends on speed. See about the aeroplane, and
then be 1eady for departure within three
minutes.”

Splinter was well accustomed to his master’s
quick-fire methods. And, sure enough, three
minutes later, the egreat detective and hia
assistant were emerging into Baker's Inn Road.
It was a glorious morning. dry.and sunny. Tha
roads were clean and spotless. And there,
against the curb, stood Trackett Grim’s famous
ear—the Streak of Lightning. The pair leapt
aboard, nnd the next moment they were shoot-
ing through London, en route for (Croydon Aero-
drome,

Tt was a hair-raising ride.

With Trackett Grim’s steady

guv'nor!” said Splinter admir-

retorted Trackett Grim,

Splinter.

hands on the
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steering wheel, there was no fear of skidding on
any treacherous, greasy roads. And as they went
“‘through the West End and the City at {forty
miles an hour people halted in their tracks, and
stared—fllled with awe at the sight of the great
. Trackett Grim going off on one of his cases.
For everybody in London knew Trackett Grim
and Splinter by sight, and 1t was impossible for
- the pair to venture out without being recognised,
and mobhbed. Even the dogs ran after them.

No sooner did the police recognise the famous
Streak of Lightning than they halted all the
other traffic, and made a clear way for Trackett
Grim. Tt was an elogquent indication of Trackett
Grim’s immense popularity and fame. Not one
policeman during the whole of that journey failed
to recognise Trackett Grim as he approached,
and never once was there a hold-up in the trafhic.
All the way through London—right through
Brixton and Walthamstow and Chiswick and
Stratford--all the way to Croydon, the road
was clear. Trackett Grim, of course, had
selected the shortest route, and was making a
bee-line for the aerodrome.

And at last, with a throbbing roar from her
great engine, the Streak of Lightning came to a
standstill just within the aerodrome.

Trackett Grim and Splinter leapt out. and
there were shouts from many of the officials.
Like a couple of hares, Tracket Grim and Splinter
sprinted across the grass, to the spot where the
aeroplane was waiting.

Sfhe was a very speecial machine—Trackett
Grim’s own invention. She was 2a monoplane,
and she was named the Vulture. With one leap,
Trackett Grim and Splinter were in the cockpit,
and the next second the powerful engine roared.
and the monoplane shot across the turf, and
rose into the air.

The chase was on--Trackett Grim was on the
trail!

CHAPTER 3.
Face to Face With the Master Crook.
bl HERE it is, sir!” shouted Splinter, point-
ine,

Trackett Grim
desk, and frowned.

“Don’t worry me, Splinter!” he rapped out. *“I
am making notes, and I must not be disturbed!”

‘“But we are within sight of the observatary,
sir!” said Splinter.

“Eh? Oh, yes!” said Trackett Grim, rising to
his feet. ¢ Perhaps you are right, young ’un—
T hardly thought that we should arrive so soon.
We only left Croydon twelve minutes ago!”

The dctective passed forward into the naviga-
tion room. The Vulture was no ordinary aero-
plane. She was not only able to eontrol herself—
to fiy to any spot that Trackett Grim desired by
merely setting a certain course, but she was
provided with 2 little living room, to say nothing
of sleeping quarters at the rear. When Trackett
Grim liked, hz could fly to any part of the world.
and the Vulture had never failed him.

Passing infto the navigation room, Trackett
Grim stared through the plate glass windows
and saw the bulk of Starview Observatory ten
thonsand feet telow. There was the sea, too,
stretching away in rolling, billowy masses, The
vast, illimitahle expanse of the Atlantic. And
there, too. was the Kentish coast, with its white
chalk eliffs.

““Are we going to land, sir?”
eagerly.

“0Of courzse we are,” replied Trackett Grim.
“But we dor’'t want the crook—or creoks—to
know that we are approaching. So we will shut
off the engine. and drop like a feather into Sir
"Esau’s garden.”

And, true encugh, this plan was carried out.

looked up from his

asked Splinter
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The Vulture, swooping down without & sound,
dropped like *a feather into Rir Esau Starrs’
tennis court. Trackett Grim and Splinter leapt
ta the ground, and raced off towards the
observatory.

It was a fine looking place, a big building, with
a dome at the top of it. Sir Esau lived all alone,
without any servants, for he could never be
bothered with them. That was why Trackett
Grim had been so alarmed when he had heard
about the Blue Ruby. The observatory was all
to itself now—quite unguarded. What a chance
for the thieves!

‘““How are we going to get in, sir?”
Splinter breathlessly, as they approached.

‘It will be easy!” replied Trackett Grim.
the door isn’t open, we'll smash
and "

‘But at that moment, just as Trackett Grim and
Splinter were about to make for one of the
doors, a shattering explosion rent the air into a
million fragments. It was like about four
hundred big guns going off all at once, mixed
with a lot of ~annon crackers.

Boom-boom-oom !

As Trackett Grim was hurled over backwards,
caught in the full blast of that terrible explosion,
he saw the top of the observatory disappearing
into the sky. And he knew, instinctively, what
had happened. The great detective's keen brain
was not deceived for 2 moment. The crooks had
fired a charge of dvnamite! ~

Such were Trackett Grim's great powers that
he was in no doubt as to the reason for this
explosion. The safe had been blown to fragments,
so that the Blue Ruby could be stolen!

“Too late!” shcuted Trackett Grim, in a great
voice, as he picked himself up. ¢ We are too
late, Splinter!”

Splinter was just extricating himself from the
top of a hedge, into which he had been flung.
But he was by his master’s side in a moment.
Perils of this kind were nothing to the great pair.
Their lives were made up of thrills—of hair-
breadth escapes.

“Too late, sir?” echoed Splinter, in a hollow
yolce. =

“T fear =o!” replied Trackett Grim. “ The safe
has been blown open, and the Blue Ruby, by
this time, is in the pocket of the burglar! But
come, Splinter, there may still be time—"

- At this moment, a man came running out of
the ruins. He was a big, powerful man, with a
face that looked like nothing on earth. And as
he caught sight of Trackett Grim and Splinter
he halted In his tracks, frozen to the spot. His
face changzed to the colour of chalk., and his eyes
bulged out with fear.

“Great pip!” he gasped. “Trackett Grim!”
" Armand Rocke!” said Trackett Grim. pulling
out- a revolver with one hand, and catching in

his breath with the other. *“ Armand Rocke—the
Master Crook.”

Without hesitation, Trackett Grim strode for-
ward, and came face to face with the Master
Criminal.

“ At last!” said Trackett Grim, his voice rising
high with triumph. “At last we meet again,
Armand Rocke! We are facing one another in
a deadly battle of wits once more! Many times
have you crossed my path—many times have I
desired to meet you, and now my life’s ambition

asked

1 ]f
a window,

is gratified! For the first time. Armand Rocke,
I am face to face with you! You are my
prisoner!”

The rotter gave a snarl of rage.

‘““Fool!” he hissed, between his set lips. *“If
vou dare to cross me, Trackett Grim, I will
strike you down like a dog! I am not to be
thwarted by you, or by any other man!”

“Put your hands up!"™ roared Trackett Grim,
‘““Put them up, or I'll drill you with holes until
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you look lgRe a Uruyere cheese!
I say!”

But Armand Rocke, the Master Criminal was
not the kind of man to admit defeat. Quick as a
flash, he twirled on his heels, and bunked into
the observatory. He was gone in a jiffy, and a
peal of mocking laughter rent the still air of the
morning.

Up with them,

CHAPTER 4.
The Fight in the Observatory.

UT Trackett Grim was not beaten.

He was pretty wild about it all, but
he wasn't the kind of man to stand any
rob. With a couple of jumps, he was

through that window, and Splinter was hard on
his heels, They dashed into the observatory,
and then Trackett Grim pointed to the floor.

““Footprints!” he shouted exultantly. ¢Come,
Splinter! W_ are on his track!”

The place was thick with dust—smothered in
dust, in fact. And there, on the floor, were the
distinct footprints of Armand Rocke! They led
off into the interior of the building—right up
into the observatory itself.

‘“We've got him now, Splinter!” roared
Trackett Grim. *He went up these stairs—and
they only lead into the observatory., He can

never escape from there, for there is no other
exit!”

‘““ What about a window, sir?” panted Splinter.
“Ah, yes, the window!” frowned Trackett Grim.
“T had overlooked the window, but we may still
be in time to prevent him getfing away!”

And they found themselves in the observatory.
It was a wonderful sort of place, full of tele-
scopes and things like that. And there. in one
corner, was the safe, with its door standing wide
open! The explosion had been successful, then,
and the door had been conquered!

‘““ Ah!” shouted Trackett Grim exultantly.

He had only given one glance at the safe, and
then his eyes, sweeping across the room, had
fastened themselves upon Armand Rocke, who
was crouching near the window—foiled in his
attempt to escape

“Now, you rotter, I've got
Trackett Grim victoriously.

He Aung himself across the room, and Armand
Rocke stepped deftly aside, so that Trackett
Grim went hurtling out of the open window.

It was a dreadful moment!

For as Trackett Grim went out he saw that
there was nothing beneath him but a veoid—a
great chasm stretching downwards for two
thousand feet! The observatory was built on the
very edge of the cliff, and down there, thousands
of feet below, were the cruel rocks of the Kentish
coast! Jagged rocks, beckoning Trackett Grim
down to his doom!

But at the crucial moment, when all seemed

lost, Splinter dashed forward, and seized his
famous master just as he was about to go hurtling

you:.” yelled

down! With a great effort, Splinter pulled him
back, and Trackett Grim patted him on the
shoulder.

¢ Good lad!” he said. *“That was smart work,
Splinter!”

And then Trackett Grim twirled round, and
hurled himself at the foiled criminal, The next

moment they were fighting madly, swaying from
side to side of the observatory. And Splinter
stood by, fascinated by the ferocity of that fight.
It was a terrific mill—one of the most glorious
scraps that Trackett Girm had ever had.

And. without doubt the great detective was
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getting the better of it. Twice he sloshed
Armand Rocke on the nose, and before many
minutes had elapsed both the crook’s eyes were
bunged up. And then, just when Trackett Grim
was on the verge of victory, a great shout came
from the doorway!

“My lens—my lens!” came a shout.
you recovered my lens, Mr. Grim?”

It was Sir Esau Starrs! He had just arrived,
and he was bubbling with excitement. The next
moment, before Trackett Grim could answer, Sir
Esau gave a whoop of joy. For he had caught
sight of his lens in a corner of the room, and he
pounced upon it like a tiger leaping upon its
prey!

In that moment Armand Rocke saw his chance.
He gave one leap towards the open window, and
jumped upon the sill. And as he did so he
thrust a hand into his pocket, and when he pulled
it out again there was a glitter of dazzling blue!

‘“ Have

There, In his fingers, was the Blue Ruby—
scintillating, sparkling, alive with fire!
“I've got it!” snarled the crook. ¢ Now, Mr.

_Trackett Grim, try to get it from me!”

And witn those dramatic words Armand Rocke
leapt into space!

With a shout of horror, Trackett Grim rushed
across the room, and leaned out of the window.-
Armand Rocke was falling—falling like a stone,
towards the sea, far below! It seemed that he
had committed suicide! There was no other
possible explanation! And Sir Esau Starrs gave
vent to a wild shout of anguish and horror.

“My ruby!” he wailed. My ruby has gone!
It will be at the hottom of the sea, and it can
never be recovered! You have failed, Trackett
Grim!”

For a moment the great detective was stuuned
by the enormity of this catastrophe! And just
then Armand Rocke struck the sea and went
under! Just a bit of foam, a few splashes, and
then—nothing!

‘““He's gone down,
““He’s sunk!”

“Have I failed?” muttered Trackett Grim
hoarsely. ‘“Have I failed for the first time in
my life?”

And then he gave a great cry of triumph!

“See!” he went on, pointing. “I knew there
was some trickery in this! Look! Don’'t you see,
Splinter? The periscope of a submarine!”

And it was true! There, far below, a sub-
marine could just be seen, and it was now speed-
ing out to sea! Even as Trackett Grim and
Splinter and Sir Esau Starrs watched, the Master
Criminal appeared on the deck of the submarine,
and waved a deflant hand. He was escaping,
and he had the Blue Ruby with him!

“Fear not, Sir Esau,” roared Trackett Grim.
¢“This is a challenge to my supremacy! Armand
Rocke has thrown down the gauntlet, and I
accept! It will be a fight to the bitter end!”

And Trackett Grim meant every word of it!
Armand Rocke had escaped with the famous Bue
Ruby, but Trackett Grim was a man who never
gave up the chase! Then and there, he vowed
that he would track Armand Rocke and the Blue
Ruby to the very ends of the earth!

sir!” murmured Splinter.

(Well, how's that for a first instalment, you
chaps? But just wait until next week! Trackett
Gripy finds himself in the tropics, hard on the
heels of Armand Rocke, the Master Crook! This
week’s instalment has been pretty exciting, but
next  week's will be so packed with thrills that—
that Oh well, just wait until vou read it!
E.O.H.).
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c:hiek OFFICER'S CHAT.

THE

Al LETTERS in rejefence to the League should be addresscd to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’s
League, ¢'o THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.
Enguiries which need an immediate answer showld be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

In Search of a Brother.

" Fred Poynton asks for news of his brother, who
is believed to be in Melbourne. My chum’s address
is, ¢'o Mrs. Davies, 4, Regis Plice, Holt Street.
Wrexham

What Is London Like?

B. Stevens asks me to send him a description
of London. His address is 22, Queen’s Avenue,
Auburn, Melbourne, Australia. I am afraid this
is rather too much of a job. There are upwards
of seven million people in London, and it would
tuke too much space to give anything like a
deseription of the world’s greatest city.

Harsh Words From Haove.

A c¢hum at Hove has some mighty severe things
to say about good old Handy. But he goes too
far. Perhaps some action of the ever popular
F.0. may have displeased this reader, though I
can’t f4r the life of me make out what all the
pother is about; but there was no need for our
merry Haveite to wax angry. Handforth’s all
right :

Keeping a Cricket Bat.

Oid Fatber William never got tired of answer-
ing questions, and [ am in the same boat. Here
is a query about how to keep a bat. Of course,
the best way to do this is to see strictly to it
that the bat does not make any runs on its own.
Then, if you are too generous about lending a
bat there is mo telling what may happen. The
cat comes back, but the bat not always. 1 can
assure the South Woodford chum who writes to
me that he need not worry about the fine new
bat which has been given to him. He should oil
it regularly. All mud, dirt, and old oil should
be removed. The bat should be wiped over every
week with pure raw linseed oil, to which has
been added best quality petroleum—half pint of
linseed oil, one tablespoonful of petroleum. The
cil must he kept eclear of the splice.

Burying the Hatchet.

A South African chum has been much bothered
by a feud, but, thank eoodness, the trouble has
blown over, and he is friends again with the
people with whom he had fallen out. Which is
just as it should be. Few things are worse than
qguarrelling. Often enough it is about just nothing
at all. Of course, there are folks who make a
hobby of rows They are regular pepper castor:
—and they aren’t popular!

Guns.

Sydney Smith, of May
Penfold Jane, Scartho’, nr, Grimsby.
the success «f his “ 8. I. Marazine.”

Going Great
. Congratuiations to
Bungalow,
Lines, on

This )s duphcated, aitd nas 32 pages. It gives
Club Notes, Club News, Bright and Breezy
Happenings, Cycling Notes, Readers Sale anc
Exchange, and some topping stories,

By the way, 1 want to thank this correspondent
for what he says about the League. He has got
the friendship motive of the S.F.L. well in his
head, and he cites cases where the League has
done immense- service.

A Bunch of Questions.

A Haswell correspondent wants to know which
is the biggest bridge in the world. This is the
Yat Bridge, two miles long, and the Forth Bridge
has next place, one and a half miles. My chum
also asks if the Germans are the greatest inven-
tors. They are generally credited as such. Then
he says, “Is Napoleon the best general?” Well,
the honour usually goes to the illustrious C(orsi-

They can’t resist it!

No children can.
Aunties and Uncles are tempted

Why even

and fall sometimes. It's every
child’'s favourite, as toothsome
and as popular as ever. It's made
.in bigger pieces now and of course
it's the most wholesome sweetmeat
imaginable,

- (adburys

24. Turkish Delight 24d.
: Try 2d. Marshmallows too.

$ox the narne ‘(dbury "on gyery plece of chocolate.
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cag;' but, after all, Wellingfon beat him in the
end!

Work in the Territorials.

A Manchester reader wants to get military
training either in an 0.T.C., or by serving in the
Territorial Army. As there is a Territorial depot
near to where he lives, all he has to do is to
trot along and ask to see the sergeant in charge.

A Fractured Wrist.

H, G. 8. (Cardiff) fractured his wrist some time
ago, and though nominally cured, he finds he
can still hardly write; the pen won’t remain

steady. He must go carefully about this business.
A leather wristband would be of use, and the
sufferer should ask a doctor whether massage
would not be advisable.
Kites.
R. P. (Southport) wants to make a Kkite. He

will require some strips of cane, and light calico
for covering the framework, By experimenting
he will get a type of kite to suit him. The kite
is really on aeroplane lines, but not power driven.
It provides a very fascinating hobby.

Passing the Time.

A. Horton writes from Manchester Royal
Infirmary about the way fo estimate the spced
of a train when one is in it. All you want is
a watch, a pencil and a bit of paper. The
telegraph poles are 44 yards apart. Ascertain
the number of seconds it takes the train to pass
eleven poles. Divide the number of seconds into
90 The answer will give the number of miles
per hour travelled—e.g.,, il it takes twenty
seconds:

0. 45

20

A very respectable speed, too, though I see
that the newest Great Western locomotive, which
i3 paying a visit to Baltimore, can do 100 when
it likes!

M.P.H. at which train is travelling:

Amateur Journalism.

Mr. W. A. Downpes, of St. Kevin's Park,
Stillorgan, Co. Dublin. sends me word of the
annual convention of the British Amateur Press
Associatlion. This was held on August Bank
Holiday in Birmingham, and many members of
the 5. F. L. who reside in the Midlands attended.
The League has numerous amateur journalists
on its roll, and some of the periodicals pro-
duced show any awount of skill.

Camping Outfit.

Several campers have written fo me asking
wher: to get rue-sacks, light-weight ground-sheet,

and hike tents. They eannot do better than
write for prices to the ULightweight Tent Co.,
70, Hizh Holborn, W.C.1.
CORRESPONDENTS WANTED

John McDonald, 262, Oxford Street, Swansea,
wishes to get in touch with members in his
district, and also with the nearest Oraanising
Jfficer.

Hugh Skillen, 2, Homewood Road, Church Inad,
Mitcham, Surrey, wishes to corcrespond with

:tamp collectors.

George Hodgson, 70, Scalby Toad, Searkarough,
vizhes to correspond with readers anywhere: all
éet?ters answered. He has- back wumbers of the
*N.L.L” for sale. )

THE NELSON LEE ‘LIBRARY

A, Cooper, 10, Fairlawn Road, Witﬁblenon,
London, §.W.19, wishes to hear from readers.
William Waller, 3, Effra Mansions, Brixton,

S.W,., wishes to hear from readers.

Stephen Hanman, Church Street, Knysna, South
Africa, wishes to hear from readers interested in
amateur-shark fishing.

K. Hanman, Church 3Street,
Africa, wishes to hear from
Girl Guides.

Peter R. Klen, ¢ /o Customs, Knysna, South
Africa, wishes to hear f{rom readers who are
interested in wireless and stamp collecting.

Albert Broughton Jun., 104, Warmsworth Road,
Balby, Doncaster, Yorks, wishes to hear from
someone who is willing to sell a pair of second-

Knysna, South
readers who are

hand boxing-gloves. He is eager to form a
Sports Club.
Mervyn E. Stephens, 14, Lansdown Place,

Clifton, Bristel, wishes to hear from readers in
his district and in Weston-super-Mare. Wants
back numbers

Frank Georze Roli2. 100, Euston Road, London,
wishes to hear from fretworkers.

J. Reeve, 33, Parchmore Road, Thornion Heath,
Surrey, wishes to gbtain Neuson LEE (old series)
from the start.

Ronald Johnson, 53, Rosemount. Viaduct, Aber-
deen, wishes to hear fromn cigarette-card collectors.

Joseph Carter, 12, Ilamshire Street, Southsea,
wishes to correspond with readers in Australia
and Afriea.

F. W Williams, 15, Cotterell Streei. Hereford,
wishes to correspond with readers anywhere—
England, Canada, Australia, or America.

J. 8. Roper, 17, Dane Park Road. Margate,
wishes to hear from readers in that town,

J. J. Hoser-Cook. 2!, Rook Street, Poplar, E.14,
London, wishes to hear from readers in Equatorial
Africa (including the Belgian Congo), the South
Sea Islands, Iraq, Dutch East Indies., Indo-China,
and elsewhere, who wish for information concern-

ing London’s Chinatown. All letters answered.
T. Williams, 117, Portman Bnuildings, Lisson
Grove, Marylebone, London, N.W.1, wishes to

hear from readers in Australia and Egypt.

Ernest E. Evans, 75, Rook Lwane, Dudley Hill,
Bradford, wishes to hear from readers.

Alec Singleton, 18, Nelson Square, (astle Croft,
Egremont, (‘umberland, wishes to correspond with
readers interested in wvack numbers ¢ N.L.L.",
stamps and racing pigeons.

John Harold Richmond. 2, The Willows, Cheorl-
tonville, Manchester, wishes to hear from readers
in India, Africa. and Tasmania, who are interested
in stamp collecting.

W. Matthews, 173,
London N.19, wishes to :
France Belgium, Australia, and Canada; he is a
keen stamp collector, and wishes to exchange.

L. Bentley, 41, Wainhowse Roa., King's Cross,
Halifax, Yorks. wishes to hear from Organising
Officers, and editors of amateur magazines.

Ernest Adambery, 23, Flat Bastion -
Gibraltar, wishes to correspond with stamp
collectors in West Indies, French, Spanish and
Portuguese colonies, South Sea Islands, Central
and South America, Hong-Kong, Seychelles, St.
Helena, Ascension and East Africa.

J. R. Wilkinson, 10219, 99th Avenue, Edmonton,

Alberta, Canada, would like to hear from readers
interested in his grea’ c#ndy enterprise,

William A. Coombes, 48, Waldo Road, College
Park. Harlesden, N.W .10, wishes to correspond

Junetion Road, Holloway,

Road,

with stamp collectors, also with readers
interested in outdoor sports.
Geo. Archibald Petersen, Maitland Street,

Riversdale, Cape Province, South Africa, wishes
to hear from readers who take an interest in
the Church.

e
B e e

hear from readers in °
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HAVE YOU SEEN iT? BUY A COPY TO-DAY!
THE NEW BOYS' REALM

The Realm is now published in a handier size, with a splendid coloured-cover,
and five stunning stories of sport and adventure, including a top-hole serial by

| EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
NOW ON SALE. PRICE TWOPENCE.

5°A DAY

\\ is all you pay for a2 400A Mead “Marvel"
i Roadster—the finest cycle ever offered
 on such exceptionally easy terms.

“MARVEL"” No. 400 £4 195 6d CASH.
We pack FREE, pav carringe and

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE

THE WORLD.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
selections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy and

 suarantee satisfacticn or refund your
muney. Factory-Soiicd cyclesCHEAP.
Acceasories at popular prices. Write
TO-DARY for illustrated Art Catalogue
and also for special offer of sample cycle

Signalling Branches), dge 151 to 163 years.
MEXN also are required for
SEAMEXN (SPECIAL SERVICE) .,
STOKERS

il ‘Age 18 to 25,
Age 18 to 25.

. Inc. . G 601),
Mm CYCLE CO. Inc. (Dept )

SPARKBROOK, BIRMINGHAM.

SENGREAT RECORD BARGAIN !/

THE NEW 1927 IMPROVED MODEL OF THE FAMOUS

] A -oarce GANIERA
Regd. LARGE

Fitted with genuine GUARANTEED MENISCUS LENS, Reflex View-
finder, Nickel-plated Spring Lever Shuiter, Lever Guard, Flexible
= =, Leatherette Handle and absolately
' GU.E?!NTEED TO TAKE
e O] BRITISH MADE

. [ 1
. A\ONLY!! 3139372!2%1“‘ and supplied com-
B3\ post 34, | Plete with all Accessories :—Best
N\ . = — = J Quality Plate,Developing & I'rinting
OUTFIT with easy instructions for use.

GOOD PAY. ALL FOUND
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

Apply by letter to the Recruiting Stafi Officer, R.N.
and R.M., 5. Suffoilk Streer, Birminghom; 121,
Yictaria Street, Bristol; 13, Crown Terrace, Dowah-
kill, Glasgow; 30, Canning Place, Liverpool; 585,
Whitehatl, London, S.W.1: 289, Deanzgate, Man-
chester; 116, Hye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne: or 6,
Oreliard Ploece, Queen’s Park, Southampton,

. 'éifs‘ﬁ'n'ict‘i ,’" pe

DPDOKX'T BEE BEULLIED

Sewd 4d. Siamps for Two Splendid
Lessons in Juiitsu, the wonderful
Japancse Self-Defeviee, aud Handsome

~aNa\ Send P.0. 2/- to-day for complete Camera ), Pitoto Plate of Jap CGummpions.  Take
: and Oaqtfit I! Testimonials Galore 1] r care of voursclf: ~lear no man,
W.J.Thomas, Esq., writes : **Developed and m You can have MONgVER TIilus.

4| printed photo, think it as zood as if tuken ,ri\ ’ﬁ* trated  Portion for{P.O. 3 9.

4| with = Camera which cost £3."" Miss E. Lae Send now C YAWARA ' (Dhhepr,

1] Cheminent writes: * Astonished to see re-
Al] sult vf my first effort. The picture lsas good
il #3 that done by a proper photographer.™
Al Sale Calalogue, 1,000 Big Bargains, Pod

.'t- i Free! THE LEEDS BARGAIN Co.
j (UJ)., 31, Kendal Lane, LEEDS,

AP0 19, Queensway. ILanworth, Felihiam, Middles x,
Praciieal Iaition London School Datly, _

Caoampleta
Course,

No Dieting.

Height Increased
Iin 30 Days.

No Apfhancem No
The Melvin Strong 3ystem NEVER FAILS,
Send stamp for particuiars and testimonials.
—MELVIN STRONG, LTD. (Dept. 8), 10,

' Ludgate Hill, London, Epgland,
XMAS cHﬂcﬂlATE GLUBS. 115 MONSTER FREE PACKET! 115
A Maonster Free Packetr, containing 115 Different

SPARE-TIME AGENTS WANTED. i

5/ =

Drugs.

Stamps—British Cols., French Cols., and Foreign, -
cluding  such as Chili, Cuba, Gwalior, Guadeloupe,
Mavuritius, Persia, Reunion, Decean, Jugo-Nlav,
British (Guiana, Ceylon, New South Wales, Victoria,

Fry's, Rowntree's, Cadbury’s, ete. Good Yencunelt, and Litwa. ~ Seni Absclutely Free.
L2 ! i n. Son. osteard askKing to see my Buregain Approvals.—
Commission. No Qutlay  Particulars Free VICTOR BANCRODT. Matlock ENGLAND,
Samuel Driver, South DMarket, Leeds. LUSHIN SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,

Sfimple 7-day Permanent Home Cure for
either sex, Write at once and get full particu.
lars quite FREE privately.—U.J.D., 12,
All Saints Road. ST. ANNE'S-ON-SEA.

ANOW 255

I supply the inest Coventry fYT:
\, built¢ycles on 14 days' ap- pe

)\ proval, packed free andcarr. [y
Y paid, on receipt of small de-
I posit. T.owest cash prices, or
easy payment terms. Write
for Free Bargain Lists Now.

o Te

= = Cure ureel!

Stop Stamnmering! I i ™Fa

ticulars PREE. — FRANK B. HUGHES, 17, |«
Southkampton Row, London, W.C.l.

of 210 different Stamps, whien

AEHOPLANE PAGKE inciudes 10 FINE AIRPOST and

Aeroplane Picture Stamp. Bargain—6d. (Abroad, 1'-1.— .
W. A, WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, WORCESTERSHIR. E

All applications for Advertisement
Spaces in this publication should be ad-
dressed to the Advertisement Manager,

“The Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleet-
way House,Farringdon St.,Ldn.,E.C 4

i

=
Printed and Fublished avery Wednesduy by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,'. The Flectway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. Advertisement Offices: The %leetway House, Farringdon Street,

London, E.C.4. Registered for transmijssion by Canadian magazine post. Subscription Rates: Inlind and Abroad,
11/- per annum: 5/6 for 8ix months. Sole Agents for South Africa: Central News Agency, Llmited. Sole Agents
for Ausiralia and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Limited; and for Capada: The I[mperial New+ Co.

(Canada), Limited.
New Beries No. 67. iR August 13th, 1927,
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Duke of York Scale Model Engine, as sold
by BASSETT-LOWKE, LTD., NORTH-
AMPTON FREE for 260 COUPONS

(including Tender Free until further notice.)

Boys, He-rr:s Vo Chance!® Scale Madel

Encines, as sold by BASSETT-LOWKE, .
LTD., - Northampton — BING .. Vulcan Fill up the coupon in this advertise-
Fncmea and Famous Clockwork 1!&]]13 and ment and post in unsealed cnvelope
all the recessary equipment for the building (Postage +d.) for the FREE B.D.V.
up of a compkte Model Railway FREL. Train Gift Book, giving full particu-

in cxchange for B.D.V. Cigarette Coupons. lars and containing voucher worth 5
coupons. It shows all the parts neces-
All you have to do:(— sary for building a complete Model — &
Simply collect the coupons (found generally Railway, together with the number of  &°
at the back of every packet) of B.D.V. Cigar- coupons required for cach article. g
ettes, hold the coupons until you have the _ & &
required number for the engme truck, bridge, The Duke of York engine e
¢lc., and then send them in,” when your free and chd-:zr can bz ob- R &
gift will be immediately fotwarded to you, tained _in  L.M.S., | ,." O
post or carriage paid to your door. Get yowr L.N.E.R., G W.R., R\
frlends to help you—the MOre coupons you or S.R. colours. 1{’*‘ 3‘?‘

can’ col!ect ‘the more gifts you can secure.

B.D.V.

OQ ol

S302COENCE PO NENENCR PRSI NUNUEPSNINPNERPEENRENINRNAREEIRRRT

€6 * . CIGARETTES - ."o .,3%:@2‘%

just like hand made RS e
10 for 6d.  Plain or Cork Tip. 20 for 11}, & a%3® o7 00 70 0
The Partnership Coupons now in B.D.V, .-o'.. QQQ',_;‘-”%% & & i F &
Cigaretle packets are available in the Gift *.." C;O Q¥ & b_r.“"’

: + o » >
dh pog.a  Scheme. PC = ¥

-

JHHIIIlIII-IIIll.l.'.lllﬂlllllil.lll"'lﬂ..ll.llI-.IHIU.II



