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CHAPTER 1.
The Redskin Peril!

ING !
P “Another arrow !” said Nipper. *“The beggars won't show themselves,
but they let fly an arrow every now and ngam 7
“Who cares?” asked Handforth contemptuously. " They can’t fire direetly
at us, and it’s impossible for them to take any aim I can’t understand why Mur.
Lee doesn’'t order an attack.”

“That’s because you don’t realise the position, Handy,” said Nipper quietly.
‘It's worse than you think.”

‘Rats !” gaid the leader of Study D “We're only up against a crowd of
Redskins. They're a mouldy lot, anyhow, and we’re all armed with vifles, and
vwe've got plenty of ammunition. If they want to fight, why shouldnt we give
tkem one?”

There was, after all, a certain amount of common-sense in Handforth’s
argument. The Apaches had been the aggressors in the first place, and any battle
which now developed mm]d be entirely of their own making.
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Trapped in a cave from which there 1s 1o escape save through a barvisr of fire !
The smoke pouring in, slowly suﬁomfsug the occupants ; the boal becoming
unbcarable. Such 1s the az.:ﬁrl plight af the St. Frank's adventurers this week !
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But Nelson Lee—as Nipper well knew-—was reluctant  to  precipitate any
bleodshed. It was all very well for Handforth to talk of “mould¥ Indians,” but
it was an established fact that hundreds of Apaches were massing at the end of the
vavine. They were young bucks, all of them—off the reservation without authority,
and probably without the knowledge of the older men. And, even in these modcrn
dav% the Indians—intlamed as tln:-v now were—could be a very real menace.

The St. Frank’s holiday party was up in the mountains of Arizona, near the
cdge of the great Chichon Mesa—a great tableland of barren desert, where there

vis nothing but the lava rocks and the sand and the snakes and lizards. Tt was a
wild, sinister place, flaming hot 1n the day-time, and bitterly cold by nioht.

Civilisation was a long way hehind ; Cirele Cily was the nearest town of any
size, and Cirele City nng,ht as well have been a thousand miles away for all the
Lhope there was of communicating with any of its inhabitants.

‘There had already been some (*Li‘itt‘m(‘lit with the Indians, and it was Dhoecause
of this that the present situation had aviseu.
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Nelson bee and Lord Dorrimore bad
gotte forward from the maln camp accom-
panicd ouly by Umlosi and Hookey Webb

and old Dicky Siggers, the desert rat.
They had gone to  scarch for IHockey

Webb's gold. Hookey was au old sailor,
and home in England he had told some
of the St. Frawk's fellows a  remarkable
story of a great gold strike on the Arizona
esert. »

He and a prospector had fonud this gold
forty vears ago, and, in a fight with the
(ndians, the prospector had heen fatally
wounded.,  Webb had never been able to
return 1o the scene of  that discovery—
until now, He was a sailor, and nobody
had believed his story ; nobody had agreed
to “grub-stake ” an expedition to such a
wild regicu. In fact, everybody had taken
it. for granted that Hookey Webbh was
slightly wreng in the head.

But Lord Dorrimorve, finding that the
St Frank's fellows were keen on the trip,
had wiilingly finaneed it.  Thus it was
that a number of 8St. Frank’s fellows
were bere, in Arizoua--and a representa-
tive number of Moor View girls were also
im the party.

The eirls, darinely {following Nelson
Lee into this wild region—leaving the
main camp by a subterfuge—had en-
countered the Indians. It had only Been
the quickuess and astuteness of the school-
bovs which had saved Irene & Co. from
capture.

Now the entire party had joined forces,
for some of the boys had fetched Nelson
Lee ond the men back, and they were ali
in thiz erim ravine, with the Indians
waiting ountside.

Many parts of Arizona are rough and
barren ; and it would have been difficult to
find a more wild spot than this one, on
the edece of the Chichon Mesa.

It was a country of blazing heat—a
countrv of rugeed grandeur, with clifis of
white and yellow and purple and black.
Cliffs that descended abruptly and mys-
teriously. 'There were gorges and canyons
and ravines: an indeseribable c¢haos of
jagoed, fearsonie rock.

The St. Frank's party, at the moment,
was in the midst of these wild eorges,
“or the basin of the Pronto Creck had been
'oft hehind.  This was the {rail for the
true Mesa.

It was niecht row, althoueh the dawn
would not be long in coming.  Nobody
slept, for it was anticipated that the
Indians would make an attempt to attack
this campmuatively small party of whites.
The Avaches were inflamed; they were
Farteny  Vecovee  thie schoolbovs  haa

-

tricked them. And, for some mysterious
reason, they resented the presence of these
white people 1n these gorges, so near to
the boundary line of the ogveat DBlue
Mountain HKeservation.

According to all the maps, Lord Dorri-
more’s party had not penctrated any of the
true Indian territory; yet the Apaclics
were sullen and angry. ‘Uhey had alveady
guessed that these white people had comie
searching for gold, and perhaps it was
this very faet whiclhh had aroused 1hewr
fury. )

-

The Indians themselves: were
cathering in a big canyon, heay Ly.
Down at the base of the ugly crags
there was a strip of real beauty. For
along the floor of the canyon ran a shallow
creek, and on either side there were green
banks, with cottonwood trees, cherry, and
pine. There was magic in this water, in
such a dry, desert region. It converted
the barrenness into verdant glory. Thare
was candlewood and sage-brush in plenty,
and there were giant cactus and oth:r
growths. By daylight the canyon floor
was brilliant with scarlet, pink, orange,
and crimson blossoms. There were cedars,
and just near the spot where the varrow
ravine joined the canyon there was o
sycamore thicket. ™ And all about this
verdure werve the walls of lava and lime-
stone, with the desert stretching away
beyond '

The ravine, wherein was the St. Frank's
holiday party, was a smaller edition of tle
canyon, for a little brook meandered down
its centre. And here, too, there were trees
in plenty, and bushes and flowers anl
orass.

A kind of camp. rough end ready, had
been made in the widest point of the
ravine, and Nelson Lee had®jnsisted upon
the girls rolling themselves in blankets.
Not that the girls slept. Everybody was
on the alert; ecverybody was expeeting
trouble from the Indians.

There was every reason for these fears,
too. Now and again a rifle shot would
ring ocut from the fork at the end of the
ravine. Occasionally, too, an arrow woulil

r'[‘*j-il*l situation was rather peeuliar.

ccome dropping from apparently nowhere.
i The Indians had not yet dared to make

any general attack, bnt they were letting
Hy with a rifle-shot or an arrow oceasion
ally.

There was no camp-fire, for this would
have made an execllent mark for the
watching Redskins.. The schoolboys and
schooleirls had béetr told to keep back near
fte the ehiffs.  Nelon Lee and the other
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men formed a kind of barrier between the
young people and the end of the ravine. A
roneh kind of barricade had been made, of
sticks and brushwood and rocks, and the
men  were crouching behind this, their
weapons ready,

For it was impossible to retreat. This
ravine was a trap. It was mnarrow and
deep, with smooth rock walls up which vo
human being could possibly hope to climb.
And there was

o
critturs are miles off their land. Thar's
somethin’ almighty strange about 1t. No

sooncr does a white man show hisself in
any o' these canyons than the Injuns come
an’ order him away.”
“But, hang it, a white man won't take
orders from an Indian,” protested Dorrie.
“Not from an Indian, pardner—but from
a score of Indiang,” replied Siggers signi-
ficantly., “It’s mighty unhealthy to argue
with a bunch o’

no exit at the ' ' Redsking  when
other end. It WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S. they're on the
was a cul de sac ; warpath. I’ve
—a  blind alley known many a
am-+ddst these progpector come
mountain passes. hiking out o’
There was only these hills after
one exit, and he's met with a
this exit was bunech of In-
being  guarded dians., I fieger
Ly a horde of that his scalp
exeited Red- gits kinder
sking ! prickly, an’ he

“Reckon thar's
coin’ to be some

has a hunch thaf
he'd best quit.”

fireworks purty *“th]r doesn't
soon, pardners,” the Gm'nr:}nwin_‘r’
Dick Siggers do something?
wad saying, as uﬁl-:lr'd Lee,
he stretched his ‘The Gover'-
graunt, leathery nmiint ? q repeated
frame. “Them E‘he Ar;zozmi rat.
Tujuus Lave got Aw, llﬁti*‘ll. Do
the fever. Ain't you thullk thbv
I seen ’em like {Irmrer'mmf_ kin
it before? I'm gend soldiers
fizgerin® thet cvery time a few
they'll make a Indians git fresh
sitdden rush.» with a white
‘ ’ an? sides
e TNES h i s
for them,” sai IAra Lag "
_]' g 3 ; .!1 dence? If the
0rid Dorrimore j :
orimly soldiers go 1nfo
P i 2 t he reservation
.‘;Ii il be all an” make 1n-
right if we ?1;15} The popular Housemaster of the Ancietl qmr}eﬂ, the ngd
scare  ¢m  off, ‘ s PO ; ' Chiefs are ready
: ” ise al Sl aik 2 | 12 hiels :
said Sisgors. House al S1. Fraitk’s, and be 1s also the L1118 278 TEOS

“But I ain't so
sure thet they'll

guardian of Nipper,
world-famous private deleclive,

He was formerly a

none o’ the tribe
Just the

hevy ever left the

;-ft?:a-nzfd.+LﬂuE_~:ﬂ man  to bave 1n the time of a crisis. re.-'aeﬁ-atin{;ff Ifi-;ﬁ

ik hey're in . ; wiar & gt Boine e mighty difficult,

an_gly mood.” Amazingly clever ; a born leader of men. misi’-t‘%r}: gkt
‘Have thevw w1l Redskins.”

cver hroken out of the reservation before ¥

“Not lately, mister, but I kin remember
the time when these Injuns was allus
breakin’ loose,” said the old desert man.
“1 know theze parts as well as I know the
palm o my right hand. Every erick--
every canyon—every chunk o' rock, An’
I guess I know the boundary-line o' the
Aypache Reservation, too. These durned

[

i
|
i

“Well, you ought to know,” said Dorrie.
“You've lived in this part of the country
long enough.”

“You said it!” agreed Siggers, nod-
ding. “If a white man refuses to take
any notice o' these Redskins, they either
steal his entire outfit, so thet he dies
o' thirst in the desert, or they kill him
out of hand.”
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A Dblack shadow seemed to materialise
from the gloom of the night. IFor a
moment, Lee and Dorrie gripped theh
rifles, and their fingers ¢(rembled on the
triggers.  The black shadow was boise-
less and mysterious,

“Wau!” came a low rumble.
returned, N'Kose.”

“1 am

“You silly hunk of coal!” growled
Dorrie. ™1 was nearly emptying tiins gun
into your carcase! Why didn’t you speak
sooner? I might have filled you with
tead

Umlosi, the eiant Kutana chieftain,
slipped over a barvier of rocks and joined
the other men. He was naked, except for
i stop of dark cloth round his middle.
flis only weapon was his huge, formid-
able spear.

“Thou art not rash enough, my father,
to kill me thus,” hemurmured I bring
word of much activity, N’'Kose. These
dogs of Redskins are preparing for an
atiack.”

“Do you know this for certain,
tosi 77 sald Lee sharply.

“IMave I not been to the end of the
ravine?” replied Umlosi.  **Have I not
crept to within a bare ten yards of these
jackals?  They saw me not, and they
neard me not. But I saw them, Umta-
eati, and although I heard their uncouth
tongues I understood not what they said.
Yet 1 could tell that they mean mischief.
Large numbers of them are preparing to
creep into the ravise. It is their plan,
methinks, to make a sudden rush, so that
in  the confusion we shall be over-
whelmed.”

“Good man, Umlosi!” said Lord Dorri-
more, patting that broad black back. “ We
knew that you would do good work if we
sent you scouting. Well, if these Indians

tlack, we'll be ready for them.”

“*T'will be a great fight, N'Koese,” said
Uholosi.  “But my heart bleeds when [
tirink of the young white masters and the
young white maidens. Yor, {fight as we
will, kill as many of these _]J.Lkd,lb as we
may, I fear that we shall be overwhelmed
in real earnest. For these Indians are
massing in great numbers, and when they
attack it will be a swift and deadly battle,
with the odds all against us!”

LUmn-

CHAPTER 2,
The Apache Attack!

MLOSI'S words were alarming,

He was a great warrior, and,
as a geaeral rule, he was opti-
mistic regarding the result of any

For him to prophesy that the

U

hattle.
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Indians would wipe them all out was In-
deed a sure sign that the Redskins were
preparing for a deadly attack.

Lmlosi knew the nature of this trap—
he knew that there was no exit from tins
ravine. It was ditlicult to employ any
strategy. There would be a rush, a fight,
and the end would be swift,

Not that he was apprehensive of
result. If he could be in the thick
the battle, and account for a mumbev
of these Indians before he, himself, went
down, he would be satisfied.

Indeed, Umlost was ]}mltnf*]x revelling
i the tlmurr.lt of the coming serap. It

the

G

wonld be an aifair after his own heart,

“Seems funny we carn’t do nothin’,

It"nldlkl‘{] old lHookey \"Jq'*ﬂ} “I'il:.f' 1t
we're wiped out by a lot o’ Injuns i Arter
we've got almost to the gold, too! Makes

me feel pretty unconifortable, gents,
seein’ as ow it wus through me that
you couie ‘ere.”

“You've got nothing to reproach your-

self with, Hookey,” =aid Nelson Lee.
*You weren't to know that the Indians
would be so lostile., Indeed, 1t 15

almost incredible that such an adventure
as this could happen to-day.”

“’Tain’t usual, mind,” put in Siggers,
“The Injuns ain’t broke out like this not
once durin’ the last ten years. 1'm
ficoerin’ thet it must be somethin’ special.
Seems to me thar's a superstition taclked

onter thet gold, an' the Injuns reckon
we're goin’ ter bring bad luek, or scme-
thin’ like thet. Or else they’'ve got trail
fever, an’ j{w.t can't help theirselves.
Thar’s no tru.-tlm ter the bottom «f an

Injuu: mind.’
‘I can’t use a gun- not with me only

havin' one ’and,” said Iookuy. * But,
by thunder, 1’11 show ‘em I'm full o’ fight
if you give me a chunk o’ wood., [ don't
waitt to be out o’ this serap, gents.”
“That’s the spirit, Hockey gaid
Nelson Lee. *“Still, I think you'd lLettm
remain  in the Dbackground.  Not that
there will be any fight-- such as Umlosi

] 5 L ,’
suggesis.

“Whadya ecan, sir?” asked Ih-uity

“Don’t you think them Imjuns is g¢oin’
to attack?”

He pointed vagueiy with the hook
which did dunty for a left hand.

“They’ll attack all  rieht—Umlesi
deesn't make mwistakes of that kind,”
plied Lee. *““But we shan’t be here to

meet the attack. It would be shecr folly
to engave 1n such an encounter.”

“Wan!” rumbled Umilesi,
sayest thou, Umtagnti? This
be a gouod fight 17 .

“What
fieht will
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“How many Indians do you think there
are, Umlosi7” broke in Lee,

“Perchance a hundred, but methinks
more are coming,”” replied Umlosi. “For
did T not see stmncre flares up in the
hills, beyond ?”

“A hundred,” said Lee thoughtfnlly.
“That may mean two hundred,. Dorrie,
we should be crazy if we attempted to
meet this attack. There are five of us
men, and a number of schoolboys and
Hcimalgzirls. The boys, at a pinch, might
be able to use the rifles—they are all
armed, anyhow. But do you suppose for
a moment that we could stem this tide
of savage humanity?”

“Frankly, I don’'t!” admitted Dorrie.
“But, by the Lord Harry, it would be a
priceless sort of scrap while it lasted !”

“And a massacre at the finish,” said
Lee grimly. “No; we mustn’t let these
Apaclies beat us in that way!”

VER by the rock wall, Nipper was
O talking with Handforth and
I{errgm Pitt and Archic Glen-
tlmrne, and some of the other St.
Frank's juniors. Comparatively near by,
Irene Manners and Doris Berkeley were
whispering  together with their girl
chums.  And they all knew that some-
thing big was imminent,
“It’'11  be dawn soon,”’
‘Handforth was saying, as
e glanced up at the slit of
sky visible beyond the
Crags.
“I wonder if we shall sec
it?" asked Church.
“The dawn?”

“Yes,” sald Church, “I
believe these Indians arve
going to nttaeh —"
“Let ’‘em!”  broke in
Handforth. “Who cares? We're ready,

aren't we?”

“We're ready, old man, but this place
isn’'t ideal for a fi®ht,” said Nipper. “If
tliey sweep into this ravine, we shall be
caught like rats in a trap. You don’t
scem to realise that we're hopelessly out-
numbered.”

“Onc white chap is worth a dozen In-
diang !" replied Handforth promptly.

“In daylight, perhaps,” said Nipper.
“But in this darkness therc’ll be tre-
niendous confusion 1f an attack really
develops.”

“1 can’t believe it, dear old boys,”
said Archie Glenthorne. “I mean, dash
it, in these days, you know ! Indians, and
all that sort of thing ! Frightfully im-
prob., what?"”

“Improbable or not, the Indians are
getting ready for business, Archie,” said
Nipper. °

“Oh, rather!” agreed Archic. *But
do you think they'll actually biff into us,
as it were? I mean, the twentieth
century, what?  Wireless and talkies
and Atlantic flights and all that sort of
thing ! These dashed Indians are more
or less civilised nowadays. I've always
understood that this goingr on the war-
path business was considered rather out

of date.”
“The circumstances are exceptional,
Archie,” put in Regme Pitt, “These In-

dians know that we're after the gold, and
for some reason they're mighty scared
that we shall get it. They “don’t want
it for themselves, and they don’'t want
us to have it.  Perhaps they're afraid
that if gold is discovered mnear their
reservation, a town will spring up here,
and then they won’t be able to have the

run of these hills and canyons and
ravines."”

“There may be something in that
theory,” said Nipper, nodding. “Not

that it really matters why the Indians are
hostile.  They are hostile, and there's
a big lot of trouble brewing."

- “Let it brew!” grunted Handforth.
“I'm beginning to wish that something

would lhappen—and happen quickly, too!
I'm fed up with waiting. There’s nothing
for us to worry about, anyhow; we can
hold the Redskins off, and we've got
plenty of water in this ravine. 'There’s
not much food, I'll admit, but we can
scrape along for a day or two——"

“Unfortunately, Handy, you're wrong
about the water,” said ‘Nipper. “And
water, in a country like this, is vital, If
we’'re bottled up in this ravine, we shall
dic of thirst in a enmpnmtlwlv short
time, and a swift attack, with sudden
death in the middle of it, would be
better than that !”

“You’re dotty said  Handforth,
staring. “What about the stream?”

“There's a stream in this ravine, but
the water isn’'t drinkable,”” said Nipper.

frr
-
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“Mr. Lee told me so, only half an hour

ago. The water is too full of hme—-it's
poisonous. It's alkali. The eretk in the

canyon is all right, but this brook here is
just about as uscful to us as the exhanst
from a chemical factory !”

A figure loomed out of the gloom.

“It’s all right—only me!” came &
familiar voice. “Just a word with you
youngsters. We're going to make a move,
and 1t’s got to be done guietly !”

The newcomer was Lord Dorrimore, and
the schoolboys and schoolgirls crowded
ronid  him,

“What is it, Dorrie?” asked Nipper
eagerly.
“Well, you might as well know that

the Indians are getting ready to wipe
us out,” said Lord Dorrimore. “In-
vuully cheeky of them, but there it is.”

*We're gmn-‘r to make a fieht for it,
aren't we, sir?’’ asked Handfﬂrtll

i NU_.IJ'

“What !”

“If we make a fight for it, we're bound
Lo lose,” said Dorrie. “ And, after all,
as Lee says, there’s no semse in sacri-
ficing ourselves for nothing. We're out-
numbered four or five to one, and it's a
mighty good thing for wus that the In-
dians have held back as long as tlmv
have. We've got a chance to dish them.”

“What is it, sir?”

“What are we going to do,

“Outb with it, sir !’

Dorrie 2"

They pressed round, more cager than
Ever,

“It’s nothing much,” said Dorrie.
“Mr Lee has spotted a ledge, ten or

twelve feet up the cliff, on the other side
of the ravine. Hunhey and old Siggers
and Mr. Lee are making a kind of ladder
uow, and as soon as it's ready the eirls
are coing up on to that ledge, and the
hoys next.”

“But what’s the good of getting there,
sir?” asked Harry Gresham.

“Lvery good,” said Dorrie. “If we're
not wmistaken, there’s a big cave at the
back of the ledge, and if we can all get
into that we shall be comparatively safe.
You see? We shall be well above the
Indians, and if they attempt to storm
the ledge we shall have all the advantage.
Umlosi’s tearine his hair because there
won’t bhe any hand- to-hand fighting, but

Mr, Lee and I rather thml-: tlmt we'd
like to keep on living.”

ELSON LEE’S plan was a simple,
but effective, one,
Having heard Umlosl’s report,

Lee was convinced that any at-

fempt to stem the Redskin attack would

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOI STORILES

be franght with peril. The Indians wonld
sweep on, and annihilate the cntive pariy.
They were inflamed—they were reckless—
and they were filled with the lust
killiug.

If they once came

sweeping into tis

ravine, it would be impossible to keoo
them  back,. The foremost ranks, .
doubt, would be shot down, but the others

would press on, and the defenders wouid
then be overwhelmed. Why give the
Indians the satisfaction of winning? '

Nelson Lee had scen that ledge, praciic-
ally twelve feet above the ravine flovy,
and it was a comparativly short- tagk for
him and the other men to make a- mul
ladder.

As soon as it was completed, Lee bt~
self climbed up, and he was gratified 1.,
find that the ledge went back deeply inte
the limestone cliff. There was, indeed,
vast opening there—a cave which ex-
tended back for a considerable distance.

There was no time for Lee to explo:c
1t thoroughly. He only wanted to satisiy
himself that there was sufficient room 1o
the entire party. He found that therd
was room for a party treble the size. =
he descended, and word was given that tie
girls should immediately climb up to tiy
ledge.

“\Y hy should we go first?”
Summers rebelliously.

=4
i

asked Mar:

“Steady, oid girl,” said Irveme. ' Yos-
terday we thought that we were ve.
clever, didn't we? We followed My, Lo,

and all this trouble has resulted., 1.
boys had to get us oul of difficulty, avq
we've been shown that we girls are pretty
useless when it comes to an adventure
of this kind. It’s up to us to obey orde:s
now.”

“*Yes, rather!”
other schoolgirls.
“My hat |
mitted Mary,
They all elimbed the improvised ladder,
and like shadows theytcrept back to 1he
base of the ledge, where they could dinly
see the low entrance of the cave. 'Ther
had been warned to make no sound—1io re-

frain from even whispering

Dicky Siggers and Hookey Webb, in the
meantime, were making a great mnoise
chopping down some bushes—the idci
being to distract the attemtion of any
Indians who might be on the v.mtt.h

“Women and children first,” breathed
Handforth. “You '1’11i1'r1-Fﬂrmers 00
next. You're children !

“Fathead I said Willy, his younecs
brother. “I'm mnat, going until von siliy
Removites have cleaved off.”

murmured some of th:

I suppose you're richt ! add-
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In tho distance the inlamed Redskins were preparing for the attack. Within a few minutes now

they would eome charging down upon the hopelessly outnumbered St. Frank's party.
Nelson Lee descended the ladder and motioned the girls and boys to enter the cave.

Quickly
Little did they

realise that they were entering, not a place of refuge, but what was to hecome a veritable death-trap.

“Yes, you are, Willy,” said Nelson Lec | Dorrie; but what of the next move?”

arimly. “You're goiny now.”

“Oh, if you say so, sir, of course !"” mur-
mured Willy promptly.

The boys went up as quickly as possible,
and then, finally, came the men.

Only just in the nick of time, too!

For scarcely more than ten minutes
clapsed before the silence of the night
was converted into a wild, hideous tumult.

From the end of the ravine came a
great stamping of running feet, Wild
vells filled the air. Rifle shots rang
out; arrows came hissing through the air.
And the Indians—scores of them—charged

towards the spot where they imagined the |

white people to be,

“By glory, Lee, you were right ! mut-
tered Dorrie, as he watched. * Look at
'em!  Hundreds! I don’t suppose we
should have lasted for more than a couple
of minutes! A brainy idea of yours—
this ! We're out of théir way, anyhow.”

“For the moment the situation is saved,

asked Lee soberly. “We mustn't dis-
guise from ourselves that we are in an

ugly mess !

CHAPTER 3.
Besieged !

H! Isn’t it awful?” murmured
Irene, putting her hands to Ler
ears,

“They don't sound human,”
siid Sylvia Glenn, in horror,

They felt rather faint when they
thought of what might have happened to
them had they not climbed up on to
this ledge. There was no mistake about
the i1ntentions of the Apaches; they were
out for blood, and they were mad with
rage at finding their preyv gone.

Lf the night had been hideous before,
it was now indescribable. The air was
filled with wild shouts, aund the whole

£l
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Linres of the Redskins.
wore o on foot, others were
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Handl'orth, of course, had wanted to fire
on the ecnemy, and Dorrie had been cager
to have some pot-shots, too. But Lee's
policy was best. He ordered them all to
keep guiet, and to remain within the con-
tines of the cave. It was betler that the
Indians should be puzzied regarding the
disappearance of the whites. There was
no need to draw the Apaches’ fire.

Not that the secret of the cave was
kept for long.
As dawn was breaking, and as the

copper-skinned horde came trailing back

from the inner end of the ravine, the
vodge was spotted. Nobody knew how the

Indians had discovered the secret; but,
suddenly, a score of arrows came clatter-
ing against the rock of the ledge; bullets
spattered grimly on the rock walls.

“They can’t do us no harm,” said old
Hookey., “We ain’t in the line o’ fire—
uu’ they're rotten shots, anyhow.”

“Might as weil give ’em a taste o’
somethin’, eh?” said Siggers. “They’ve
spotted ws, so thar’s no sense in holdin’
our fire. Let ’em have it, pards!”

“I'm all for 1t!” agreced TLord
Thore, ;

“Yes,  certainly,” said -Lee, at once.
"The Indians attacked first, and it would
be wise, perhaps, for us to show them
that we are quite ready for them.”

Dorri-

HAT ledge of rock, {welve feet from

I fhe ground, sloped very sharply
backwards, so that it formed a
natural kind of {rench. Lying

full Tength on the rock, Lee and Dorrie
and the others could look down upon the

raviie, and they were in little or mo
danger from any chance rifle shots or
arrows. The rock formed an execellent
barricade.

rack! Crack! Crack!

There was something different in the

sharp reports of the white men’s rifles.
They were modern weapons of the best
type, whercas the Indians only possessed
a few old-fashioned weapons., There was
something very businesshike and deadly
about the bark of these other fircarms.
The reports were followed by screams and
howls.

Crack ! Crack! Crack!

The rifles spoke agan,
meare shrieks and yells, Two or three
Indians ftell, writhing and screaming.
FPerhaps they had not Largained for this
retaliation.

and Lhere were

RIBE
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But the die was cast now.

There had been bloodshed, amd these
Redskins, hot with the Just of killing,
would do everything in their power fo
overwhelm their foes.

However, that taste of lead had the
desired effect.

Before the dawn had fully come, the

lndians had completely retired frema the
ravine. Not a single one was leit; even
the wounded and the dead had been car-
ried away. When the sun peeped over
the hills, it shed its golden light on te
a scene of peace and stillness. There were
no iudications of the recent trouble in
the ravine. A great many of the bushes
were trampled down, of course, but the
place did not closely resemble a battle-
field. The Indians themselves had  re-
furned to the main canyon, where, no
doubt, they were holding a c¢ouncil of
war,

“This is on’y the beginnin’ of it,”
old Siggers. *“These young bucks won't
leave us alone fer long. Like us not.
they’re off their reservation without
lecave. They’'ve raised Cain now, an’ the
chances are that they’ll send sowme mes-
sengers into the reservation for rein-
foreements.” :

“Do you think the older men will wpvee
with this sort of thing?” asked Lee,

“They’ll sure be skeered at first,” said
Siggers, “but after they've leard thut
some o’ the young ’uns hev bin killed,
they’ll likely g1t the trail fever, too.
]]il:f Squaws will egg 'em on, sure as day-

oht.

“The squaws?” said Dorrie.
you think that the women will
stop the whole affair?”

“Not they!" said the old
“They're wuss than the
they hear that some o’ their men-folk hev
oot killed, they'll inflame the rut |
don’t I.Et‘kﬂll there'll be much doin’ durin’
the day, but I'm a rattlesnake if thm
ain’t a tidy hullabaloo when darkness
comes agin.”

“Well, we shall have a
anyhow,” said Dorrie.

“Sure thing !” nodded Siggers. " Guess
we kin do with it, too. A bit o sleep
wouldn’t do us any harm. Them youny
folks oughter be sleepin’ right wow. No
cense in them bein’ deprived of it.”

“Better o and have a word with ’em,
Tee,” said Dorrie. “We can look after
this ledge—and keep our eyes cpen. |
think Niggers is right. The Indians
woi't cause any, tr ‘i*,mh}u now thut dayliy 5.t

cone, ']hmf wait until te-roelit.”

saad

“Don't
oy to

]HUH JLLLUL
en | When

bit of a rest,
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ND this certainly seemed to be the
A case. As the sun grew higher,
and the day became hotter, one

might have supposed that "there

wore no Indians within a hundred miles.
They had retired completely; but it was
grimly evident that the enemy was on the

look-out.

For once, when Dorrie reckleszsly stood
upright, a couple of arrows came hissing
out of nowhere, and a rifle shot rang
out., The Redskins had posted snipers
amongst the rocks.

“Oh, it's just as well to know what
they're doing,” said Dorrie, as he sought
cover again,

In the meantime, Nelson Lee was ex-

it was

It was big,
roomy, and there was a number nf smaller

ploring the cave.

But, as far as
was mno possible

caves opening out from it.
Lee could ﬁ-‘nd there

method of escape.

If the ravine was a trap, so was this
cave. Its only advantage was that it was
well above the ground level, and it was
protected by the rocks. In this way the
white party had some measure of advan-
tage. The cave was like a kind of fort-
ress, and, even thouch the refugees were
bﬁmecred they m wlzt be able to hold out
for quite a long time.

One of the smaller caves was given
entirely to the girls; and lere, after they
had received Lee’s assurance that nothing
exciting was likely to happen during the
day, Irene & Co.” went to sleep. They
needed that sleep badly, too. They Imd
had a tiring day, and tim? had been up
all night. Aq a consequence, they slept
Rmmdlv until the evening,

It was just the same with
Frank’s fellows.

They were tired out, and not one of
them awakened until the sun was set-
ting. Lee and Dorrie and the other men
had slept in turns, a constant watch being
kept. But nothing had happened; the
Indians had not shown themselves once.
They were evidently waiting until night-
fall, as Dicky Siggers had 11mphemed

the St.

r

Ii

However, in the evening, something did
Lhappen. A large number of mounted In-
dians appearml at the end of the ravine,
?:rlul they came galloping along in single
ile.

“Goin’ to let fly as they shoot past,”
said Sigoers. “Reg'lar Injun ¢ta ctu:s,
them. Can't hit us, if we keep low.’

“Blowed if they ain’t all in their war-
paint I said Hookey Webb, staring.

It was a fact., The Indians, naked to
the waist, were wearing head-dresses of
feathers, and it was clear enough that
they were on the warpath now. T hw were
like the Indians of old—their ancestors
—and, although -this modern type was
not so formidable or so wily, they were
sufficiently unpleasant.

It was a question of numbers, too. The
Indians had received reinforcements
during the day, and there were now
smeml hundred Redskins ready for the
attack.

As they went galloping past the cave
mouth, the let fly with their arrows,
or with theu‘ rifles. It was impossible to
take any accurate aim, and most of the
missiles struck harmlessly against the
rocks, Not an arrow or a bullet actually
came into the cave entrance.

The Apaches came back in the same
way, yelling defiance as they galloped
past the cave mouth at top speed.,

“Jest  gittin’  themselves  prop’ly
worked up for the night's fun,” said
Siggers, mnodding. “Same  old game !
I've scen it nfm'e, »ardners. Thc} re
savages, right enﬂug}l-ﬁnaw.” -

Handforth came edging forward.

“Can't we do something, sir?” Le
asked.

“Yes, Handforth-——you can get back
towards the rear of the cave,” replied
Lee sharply.

“Oh, I say. what rot, sir!” protested
Handforth. “We want to do our share
of the scrapping. It’s rotten, being kept
back like this!"”

“It’s a lutv you couldn't go on sleep-
ing, young ’un,” growled Loe. “I was
afraid that you buys would want to be
too active when you awoke.”

“But aren’t we going to do something,
sir?” urged Handforth., “I mean, it's
no good sticking here in this cave. Why
can't we think of some wheeze to diddle
these Indians?”

“That’s casier said than done, sonny,”
remarked Siggers, “Thar’s no way out
o’ this ravine, ’‘ceptin’ at the end, an’ I'm
fiozerin’ thet thar's two or three hundred
| Injuns gathered thar. If we try to go
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thet way, we'll be wiped out in less'n five |

wiinntes.”

*And ‘if we show onrsclves in this cave
entrance, we shall be potted,” put in
Porrie, “It’s no good, Handy—we’re in
a nasty fix, and we’'ve got to face it. Per-
haps we shall be able tu do something
after darkuess has fallen.’

The schoolboys, of course, were eaver
enoneh to try their hand at something.
They had had an excellent sleep, and they
were feeling refreshed.  Everybody had
been allowed a drink of water, and there
had been a certain amount of feod distri-
buted,

too. But the supplies were
meawvre, and it was necessary to be very
careful.

Lee had wanted the eirls to lrave a
bigeer share of food and water than any
of the others, but the virls  refused.
Everybody was more or less thirsty, buf,
so far, there had been no actual hardship.

However. they all ul-.l!u-:.iwely knew that
the position would become grim and ugly
if another day dawned without any IE'I]
change in the situation.

Siggers had confidentially told Nelson
Lee that the Indians were probably
biding their time. It was their object

to at.u*vf* their enemies into submission—

into surrender. Once the water snpply
gave out, the situation would become
appalling.  Even now it was sufliciently
serions,

During the day, Nelson Lee had turned
over a hundred ideas in his active mind,
but not one of them seemed feasible. He
had wondered if it would be possible to
scale the cliffis—to escape from the ravine
by that method. A careful examination
of the rock sides had shown Lee that no
siuch plan could be put into execution,

There was the main camp, of course.
but this was situated quite a number of |
miles away, on the edge of the desert.
There were some mechanics left there in
charge of the motor tractors and the
tents and the camp in general, but these
men knew nothing of the predlcamcut that
the rest of the party was in. They would
assume, no doubt, that the boys and girls
had joined up with Lee, and that every-
thing was going along smoothly. So
there was no possibility of any help
roming from the main camp.

And it was cqually Impossible to get
word to the main camp.

The problem had to be faced. Somehow
or other, Lee and his companions had to

lefeat the Indians without any lielp from
an ontside source,
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“FI:’\IIL": is a fine game ! ginmbled
Haudtorth, he joined Nippae
and Tommy Watson and Travers
and a few other juniors &t thic
end of the cave. 'ﬂl Lee won't let us
do anything, and we've just got to wait !
“It's pretty rotlen,” mid Nipper, nud-
ding. “Think of the girls, too. T hev re
lmuucf a4 bad time of it. We're besicy nl
and it's no oood trying to think a Inthmn
else.”

)

“In fact, dear old fellows, we've 1n 2
pretty i:whifu! sort of ° mess,”  =aad
Travers. [ don’t want to be pessimistic,

but I'm hanged it 1 can see any way ouf.
What can we do during the might? These
Yeddskins wil) piul_}.lhlv wet up an attac I .

and we shall be Lupt busy until the
morning. And by this time to-merrow
evening we shall he dying ob  thirst.
Hunger doesn't matter much—we can

carry on for two or three days withuu!

grub-—but withont water we shall be
wadmen after forty-cight hours.”

“It's mno good t{lliung_r; like tiut,
Travers,” said Nipper grufify. W
know the water’s short, but 1t deesn't
make it any hetter to remind us of it

Besides, all sorts of things might happen
“!Jﬂtnm' m now and to-morrow morning.’”
“Something's happened alrcady,’

drawled Travers. “Perhaps 1'm wrong,
but I've got an idea that there's a tunucl
just behind  me, leading .lglt into the
chiff.”

“A tunnel ¥
other boys.

" Something
Travers.,

went up a chorus tfrom the

of that sort,”  nodded
[ didn't say anything abont it

before because [ might be wrone. But
if any of you fellows are keen on ex-

]'}ln!imr~--
*Are you trying to be {funny, Travers?

"asked Nipper. moving nearer. = Mr. Lee
‘had a ook reund these caves, and e
told us that there's no pessible  exit,
There’s not a creviee ov a crack aav-
where,”’

“That's what I thought, wntil I ielt
somethine  loose when T Jeaned Lok
against a rock,” said Travais coolly. " T

may Interest you to know that I van el
a draneht when I put my hand again-t
a little opening herve !”

CHAPTER 4.
Travers' Discovery!
He's vight, you clhaps 7

Y George! :
B p.l.utml Handforth, a monicut
later. ““There i« a dranyid
‘ here! And this yock seems o
be looso-—" 1 4

ai anH}fWrJ G page 140
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~NT. FRANK’S,
S like every other

big school—like
every school, I

expects—has its good  and agc such

JOSH CUTTLE

is the school porler at St. Frank’s,
has had excellent
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——

bike of his, Now if
there's one thing I de-
tests it's moty-bikes.
Death-traps 1 calls
’'em. And when you

and its bad 'uns. It's . u ' get somebody riding
mnd:ff natural like. As  opporiunitics of judging ihe char- oue of tthg&s?t ere
I often says to my- . things straigh at
self, I says this ’ere acters of the schoolboys. — In 1his you, and doing circles
'ud be o funny old  eyferiaining article be gives yoyu  round — you, — and

world if there was no
black sheep, as they
calls these bad lads.

But I can say thi3
about St. Frank’s. On the whole they're as
nice a lot of young gentlemen as you could
ever wish to meet. I'li admil some of 'em
lead me a {ine dance at times—especially those
there cheeky little rascals led by young Willy
Handforth of the Third Form—but providing
they doesn’t get up to too much mischief 1
don’t mind. I was young myself once, 1 says
to myself, and kids will be kids. Good luck
to 'em, 1 says!

What 1 does object to, however, iz when
they made personal remarks about my legs,
INow I ask you, I can’t help being bow-
legged, can 1?7 Many’s the time 1've chased
tiie little rascals round the Triangle with a
broom, but I'm wise to their game now.

a few of bis

In the Remove Form there's a whole heap |

of real nice young gentlemen, Nipper,
Reggie Pitt and Handforth major are what
T consider to be splendid types of British boy-
hood. That there Glenthorne fellow is a nice
chap, too—only he’s asleep half the time.
When he is awake, however, he's jolly
penerous with his money, Still, T've been
told as 'ow he's got bags of it, so he can
afford to keep on saying, “Iere you 'are,
C'uttle, take this!” Yes, I thinks a lot of
Master Glenthorne—only I'd like him to keep
awake more often! :

I can't quite make up my mind about
Master Travers. A likeable fellow he
Lait many’s the time I've seen him having a
smoke on a quiet, and that's what I can't
stand for, Smoke when you're older, I says,
but not when you’re young. This 'ere
Master Travers is also. always causing me no

18—

snatching your hat off
as he dashes past, and
generally putting the
wind ,up you—well, I
asks wyou! Still, T’'ve got to admit that
Master Travers is generous with his tips, and
so I'll sav no more.

ALKING about tips—ah, how it makes
my hands go all of a-tingle !—the fellow
for these ’ere when le first came to St.
Frank's was Master Singleton. His

Honour—that’s how I should speak of him, for
he’s one of these ’ere Honourables or some-
thing—flung money about like water, as the
saying is, and I reaped a fair harvest, I can
tell you. Nowadays he’s not quite so lavish—
“Hard lines, Josh!™ says 1

The boy I disitke most in the Remove is
Master Claude Gore-Pearce. Of all the snobs
I've ever had the bad lueck to meet he’s the
snobbiest of them all. No, I've no use for
him—nor for his two precious pals, Gulliver
and Bell, nor for those other young rascals
inn the Fourth Form, Merrell and Marviott.
They're all of the same kidney, as the saving
goes. I'd duck ’em all in that there fountain
if I ’ad me own way,

A chap who I have the greatest admiration
for is Edgar Feuton. He's the skipper bloke
of St. Frank’s, as vou very well knows., A
fine fellow this. 1'd do anything for him.

And then there’s that lanky bloke—that
Fifth-Former named William Napoleon
Browne. My, he could falk the hind leg off
a donkev! And he always calls me * Brother
Josh ¥ for some unknown reason. I'm not
his blinking brother at all!

Taking the masters, T likes Nelson Lee and
Dr. Nicholls best, On the other hand, I'd
do to that there nasty Mr. Pveraft the same
s I'd do to Gore-Pearce and the others—

1mpressions.

end of trouble with that there dratted moty- | chuek him in the fountain!
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AT GRIPS WITH THE REDMEN!

\Continued from page 12.)

“Not so loud, dear old fellow,” mur-
mured Travers. “No need to let the
oirls know—or Mr. Lee, or Dorrie, either,
We don't want to raise their hopes um-
necessarily.  This crevice may be too
small for any of us to squeeze through.
Let's be certain of it before we let on!”

Three or four slim figures approached
from the dimness of the inner cave.

“You can’t keep us out of it like that,
yon chaps,”” said Irene. — *“What’s that

you were saying about a crevice? Oh, i

31

there's any way of escape——

“My cnly hat! I didn’t know you
oirls were listening !” said Handforth
blankly.

“We weren’t listening; but you speak
so loudly, Ted, that we can’t help hearing
yo,” explained Doris. “Weren't you
saying that there's a tunnel, or some-
thing ?”

“1 can't Dbelieve it,”
“We’'ve been all over
they’re all shallow.  Still, we'd better
make certain. Let's have a look at this
place, Travers.”

“ With pleasure,” said Travers, moving
aside,

It was difficult to sce anything at the
back of the cave. A certain amount of
daylight came in, but it was very subdued.
Out in the frout, Nelson Lee and the other
men were on the alert—watehful—their
weapons ready. They were taking no
notice of what the boys and girls were
doing at the rcar. They were only too
glad, in fact, that the young people were
quiet for a moment,

“By Jove!” said Nipper breathilessly,
after a brief examination. * You're right,
Travers! 'There’s a draught here, sure
enough—and this big piece of rock seems
to be a bit loose !”

“Let’s all pull at 1t!” suggested Ena
Handforth ecagerly. “Come on, Ted !”

said Nipper.
the caves, and

“You leave this to us, sis,” said Hand- |

forth, frowning. *“You girls had better
keep aside. There might be some danger
Ay

1 —

“We're not afraid of danger,” put in
Trene.

“I'm not saying you are,” replied Hand-
forth. *“But we don’'t want you to get
imjured, or anything. Supposing this
chunk of roek falls over? T say, be sports,
you know. Please leave it to us!”

It was no time for argument. The girls
held back, and Nipper and Handforth an
Travers, and one or two others, commence:l
pulling at the roek.
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T first sight, it scemed that this

A rock wall was no different from

any of the others. But Travers,

having felt that draught, had had

reason to make a closer examination, and

he had found that a large slab of the rock
was slightly movable.

Now, as the boys exerted their strength,
they felt it moving perceptibly.  ‘They
tugged and they pulled and they pushed

Land they heaved. And suddenly, without

warning, two or three hundredweight cf
the stuff gave way It did not actually

[,cnllapse, but it swung aside, almost as

though it were on a pivot.
"My only sainted
Handforth tensely.
A yawning cavity was revealed—a black
gap, extending back into the cliff.

“Easy, Handy,” muttered Nipper.
“Don’t go climbing through there yct.
We want to make certain that 1t’s safe.
By Jove! I'll bet that this is a relic of
the old eliff-dwellers.”

“You mean that this rock was fixed like
that by human agency?” asked Irenc.

“I believe so,” said Nipper. “It couldn’t
be natural., It swuneg back too smoothly
for that. I daresay it has been untouched
for hundreds of years. At one time, per-
haps, there were cliff-dwellers in this very
cave. And if this really s a kind of back
door, then it stands to reason that it must
lead somewhere.,”

“Good gad!”
escape, what?”

“Perhaps, Archie,” said Nipper. “ Before
we tell Mr. Lee or any of the others, how-
lever, it's best to make sure. Who's got
some matches?”

“I have !’

aunt !”  breathed

said Archie. “I mcap,

“Here's some, too!”

“I've got some candles!” said Hand-
forth triumphantly. “When I started out
from the main camp, I packed my outfit
properly. I brought water and grub and
ropes and candles and all sorts of things.
I wanted to be on the safe side—ready for
ecmergencies.”

“Good man!” said Nipper heartily.
“Give us one of those candles, Handy!
You're a magician !”

“As the candles are mine, I'm going fo
do the exploring,” said Handforth coolly.

They all wanted to go, but Nipper
pointed out that it would be far more
sensible if the majority of them remainced
behind. He and Handforth would venture
into this black space, and they would light
their candle after they were in. If they
discovered somethimg important, they

would send word back, and then Nelson
Lee could he told:
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“(o ahead, then,”” said Reggie Pitt.
“But don’t be lonz! We'll watch here, In
the entrance, and if you get into any sort
of trouble, yell out. We'll hear you."

As it happened, however, there was a
check at the very outset. Nipper was the
first to squeeze through, and he found him-
self in a low, narrow tunnel. And it was
fortunate that he struck a light when he
did, for only a couple of yards further on
the floor of the tunnel vanished. There was
nothing but a gaping hole—a black, yawning
abyss. Even when Nipper held his light out
over this gap, he could see nothing. The
bottom was invisible.

“My hat!"” he breathed.

thing wvou didn’t go first, Handy! You'd
Lhave fallen right down into this pit!"
“Rot!" said Handforth, who was just

“T'm not so reckless as all that, you
Do you mean to say that we can’t

behind,
chump !

go on? (Can't you jump across?”

“Tmpossible!”” said Nipper, holding his
light out. “The tunnel doesn’t go ou—
thiere's only this chasm,”

“*How deep is it?"’

“(toodness knows!”’ said Nipper. *“I can't

see any bottom—and 1 can’t hear anything,
cither. Hold still and listen—I’m going to
throw a piece of rock down.”

“(tood wheeze!" said Handforth.

They waited tensely. Nipper threw a piece
of loose stone into the black abyss, and, after
an appreciable spell, there came the sound
of a sharp impact.

“*Muet be sixty or seventy feet deep,’” said
Nipper in a low voice.

““My only sainted aunt!"

“There's something solid down there, any-
how,” went on Nipper. ‘‘Didn’t you hear
the rock strike? Pity we can’t see down;
but nothing short of a searchlight would be
any good. And we can’t climb down, because
the sides are as smooth as glass

“1low about going down on a rope?’

“That's not a bad idea,” said Nipper. **Is
therg a rope handy? Some of you chaps can
lower me——"'’

“Rot! T'll climb down!" said Handforth.

They ecrawled back, and they soon found
that a rope was available, 1t was one that
Handforth himself had brought; and, natur-
ally, he wanted to be the fellow to do the
cxploring.

sut, after a hurried council of war, it was
decided that Nipper should be the investi-
gator, So the rope was tied round his
waist, and he crawled forwavrd into the
narrow opening again.

Most of the juniors had noticed (hat the
air was filled with the pungent odour of
burning wood, but they had pawd no heed,
even though this odour was becoming
stronger and stronger.

Nipper took the candle and the matches
with him, and he was:lowered into the depths
of that mysterious abyss. When he felt solid
rock a{ his feet, he judged that he had been

“It’s a good.

e

drop 1t, I shall be in a fine mess.
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lowered not less than fifty feet, and perhapa
sixty, The air seemed. pure, and he could
distinetly feel a slight current,

“All right, down there?” ecame a hail
from above, echoing strangely and eerily.

“Yes; I'm going to light the candle,” re-
plied Nipper. “I'm standing on something
solid, and now I've got to see if I can make
any more progress, I'll soon let you know.,”

He struck a matceh, lit the candle, and held
the light above his head. He half expected
to find himself at the bottom of a shallow
pit, without any opening leading from it.
Instead, he saw that there was a narrow, un-
even opening Jjust in front of him—Dbig
cnough for him to squeeze through if he

crouched low., Those at the top waited
tonsely,
“Well?” came Handforth’s impatient

voice,

“There seems to be a kind of tunnel,”
called Nipper. “How much rope have you
eot up there?”

“There’'s a good bit to spare,” came
Reggie Pitt's voice. “Thirty or foriy feet
of it. WWhat are you going to do?"

“I'm going into this tunnel,” replied
Nipper, looking upwards. “Kcep a tight
hold of the end of that rope, because, 1f yon
But les
me have as much of 1t as possible.”

“Go ahead!” said Reggie.

Up above, at the edge of the chasm, the
watchers saw the light vanish, There was
a flickering glow for a moment or two, and
then complete darkness, although they coull
hear the echoing sounds of Nipper's foot:
falls in the rock tunncl. The whole effect
was rather uncannvy.

“Hope he doesn’t get himself into frouble
down there,” muttered Handforth, looking

,‘5.*.

/

3 &
y
Wik

\,;

“You ought to have let me go,
Phool What's all this rotten

worried.
you asses!
smoke ?" :

“1 don’t know,” said Church.
seems to be full of it
choked.”

It was an anxious time, waiting for Nipper
to give a signal, but it came at last. Tho
light recappeared, and there was a tug on
the rope.

“Better haul me up, you chaps,” camo
Nipper's voice.

“Isn't it any good ?” asked Piit.
vou gei auywhere ¢V

; “The cavo

We're all hali-

“Can’t
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“1 don't know—yet,” repaed Nipper.
“There seems to be a tunnel leading night
through the rocks. I went as far as the rope
would allow me, and the tunnel goes straight
on, There's a dramght of air through 1t, so
it must ‘fead out somewhere.”

“But what's the good of coming up?”
asked Handforth. *“ Why don’t you untie
that rope and leave it dﬂughnﬂ'" Then go
on and cxplore. Dut you'd better let me do
it,”” he added, as an afterthought. “We'll
hau! you up, and then I'll go down.”

Nipper was soon hauled up. Then he was
draggced back mto the cave, and he found

himself  surrounded by the schoolpboys and
schoolgivls,

“Do you think it's any good?” asked
Irene eagerly. 1 mcan, 1s there a way

through ¥ Shall we be able 1o escape ¥

" Steady,” said Nipper, “It’s impossible
for me to form any opinion, really., As far
as 1 went, the tunnel’s quite all rigint—dry
amd safe.  But how do we know how lar
it goes? It leads suwraight downwards, get-
ting  deeper and deeper nto rthe carth,
Betore we do anything else, [ think we'd
bettee ted the guv'nor.”

“Yes, and he’ll probably forbid us to do
any wore exploring,” said Handforth tartly.
“You know what Mr, Lee is!
be exposed to any danger! We wustn’t take
any risks! We're so precious that if we
bt our Jittle hands we shall "

“Cheese 1t, Handy,” said Nipper. “The
guvnor Jsn't as unveasonable as all that,
tircat Scott! Nhat's all this  smoke?
What’s happened up here?”

“Gooduess knows,"  =aid
been so busy with you that we
had time to make any inquiries. This
smoke's been geiting thicker and thicker
all the time—and now 1t's nearly choking

us !’

“We've
havoen't

Iitt.

HEY did not realise ihat Nelson Lee
I‘ and Lord Dorrimore were both tilled
with acute alarm at that moment,
The two men were crouching
the front of the cave, with their hand-
kerchiels to their noses and mouths:; and old
Dicky Siggers and Hookey Webb were alco
there. They were breathing with difficulty,
amd their eyes were smarting to such an
extent that they eould hardly see one
another,
“Reckon 1t's

near

eiitin’  worse, pardners,”
mumbled Siggers. " Wind's against us, for
one thing. Blowin’ the smoke mght inter
the ecave. Mebbe it won’t be so bad when
thar's a blaze.”

“It might be worse,” said Lee grimly,
““I'hese Apaches ave cunning! They'll either
simoke us out, or burn us out! I don't
suppose  they particularly care which—as
long as they annihilate us.”

“It looks bad, gents,” panted Hookey
Webb,  “This 1s on’y the beginnin’, too.
No tellin’ wot these swabs']l get up to next.”

“This is enough to be going on with,” said
Lard Dorrimore thickly,

'bﬂlt”y over the rock

fires were

We mustn't |

The trouble had slarted nearly hall an
hour varlier. With the coming of darkness,
the Indians had cirept up o great nmnboers
along the wall of the ravine, and each man
had brought a big armful of brushwood
and twigs and grass. This cave-mouth was
ten or twelve teet above the floor of ihe
ravine, and so the Indians had been able to
crecp up in comparative safety.

Even if the defenders had attempted io
ward oft this attack, they would not have
met” with much success.  In the first place,
it would have been risky to show themselves
ledge:; and, in the
second place, they did not quite care for the
idea of shooting at the Redskins, It was a
mfﬂl'v different thing when the Indians came
charging down, shooting and letting fly with

their arrows.

But now, abruptly, the situation had
beconie acute,

Those great heaps of brushwood and grass

All along the chiff face
smouldering, and vast clouds ot
smoke werve rolling up into the cave entrance,
The objective of the move was obvious.
The Indwans, realising that there would b
a Jot of bloodshed if they maintained then
former tacties, had decided lo smoke their
vietims out—1to foree them to surrender,
And they looked hike succceding, too!

had been set alight.

CHAPTER 5.
Into the Unknown!

HIERE was a double peril here.
The smoke was bad enough—-o bhad,

meeed, that Nelson Lee's head was

already dizzy. The choking :moke
fumes were beginning to affect him—and 1o
alfect the others in just the same way,

This danger was great enough; but what
when the fires burst into fierce flame® The
heai from those fires would come searing into
the cave, the heat would become so inioler-
able that the ocvcupants would have the
choice of ain:t'u(]t*nng to the inflamed Red-
skins, or dying slowly. '

“Trouble s,

we can't li{} nothin’ 1o <wop
em,” grunted Siggers. “ Reg'lar old gane
o' thewrs, this—smokin’ out their vieinns,
[Looks like we're done for, pardners.”
“Wan! Would it not have been betler,
N'Kose, if we had faced these dogs in open
battle ?”’ asked Umlosi discontentedly., 1
it thus that we must die? Are we to be
smoked out hke insects from an unwanted

nest 7 Are we to perich of sulfocation whilst
our weapons he idle 7"

“Well, old friend. 1t looks very mnch like
it at the moment,” said Lord Dorrimore,
removing his protective handkerchiel for a
moment.  *‘It's hard cheese on you. But
how could we foresee this devilish dadge?
(Gad! We can’t stand this mueh longer!”

“How about the boys ;m’ gals 7" ashed
Sigeers, glaneing zmaund. Y Guess thevie
gittin’ a good lnt a’i i}ns smoke, too, amn't

I"'I!

ihfﬁ,. 5o B . L N |
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Slowly Nipper was lowered info the depths of the mysterious abyss until at last he reached the bottom.
Then, holding the candle above his head, he saw that he was in a narrow underground cave ; and in
front of him was a narrow uneven opening which led to—whers ?

?

“We're all getting 1t,’
cave 13 completely
it-FF‘

He was in an agony of anguwsh. What
should he do? By tacit consent, he was the
leader of this party, and it was for him to
give the decision,

Should he signal to the Indians that he
and his companions would surrender—or
should the Indians be defied?

There seemed little choice either way, If
they fell into the hands of the Indians, the
result would be too awful to conteraplate.
If they stubbornly remained in this cave
they would succumb, one after the other.
They were in a trap—a trap that was
appalling in 1its hopelessness!

replied Lice. “The
choked—every inch of

come to some decision, the flames

broke through. From below came the

crackling and roaring of the fires, the
sound growing louder and louder. And now,
suddenly, a lurid glare eame into being. It
increased rapidly, and flames camo licking
over tho lip of the cave. A fearful blast
of heal came surging'into the cave, causing
tho men to stagger back, guarding their
faces with their upraised arms.

I ETE.\' as Nelson Lee was attempiing to

“This,” said
definitely done 1t!”

“I'm afraid you're right, old man,” panted
Lee. “Within fifteen minutes this cave will
be az hot as an oven., This 1s the end.”

“"Tis a death of indignity and degrada-
tion,” rumbled Umlosi, “Wau! Let us not
submit, Umtagati! Let us rather leap down
and give battle to these hounds!"”

A tug came at Nelson Lee's sleeve, and
he half turned.

“Nipper!” he muitered.

“What's happening,

Lord

Dorritnore, *has

guvinor?”’  asked

1 Nipper breathlessly,

“I'm afraid, young 'un, that we're done,”
replied Lee hoarsely, “The Indians have
brought piles of brushwood and grass up, and
they have made bonfires all along the face of
the ¢liff. The smoke was bad enough, but
now that the fires are burning up the heat
will do its work only too quickly—and only
too thoroughly! There's no chance for us
now !’ .

“Isn't it possible for us to fight them,
sir 2" asked Nipper.

“We can fight, but we shall all go under,’
replied Lee. " Such a result is absolutely in-
evitable, There are hundreds of these in-
fernal savages in the ravine, and they aro
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wailing for us to cmerge, Onece we do s,

" they will spring on us in thewr hordes, and
we shall not stend an carthly chance of
313

surviving,

There came the sounds of choking and
gasping from the rear of the cave. The
other boys and the schoolgirls were lecling

he m,—-u}u-..h
'1114*
the lip of

the effects of the tremendous
was charged with acrid, choking fumes.
wind was carrying the flames over
the cave, and Into its interior.
“It's durned queer,”
“lake as if rhar
through, drawin’
il out, nohow.,”
"There s a draught!” exclaimed Nipper
cagerly,  “That's why we're getring  =o
much smoke—and so many fumes. Guv'nor,
if we act quickly, therc’s a chance that we
might hoodwink the Indians, after alll”
“My boy, what are you saymg?” asked
lLee, 1n agony.
“There's a way of escape—at the back of
the cave, sir!”
“By the Lord Harry!”
“Am I mad, or i he?”
Nelson Lee seized Nipper by the shoulder,
“What do you mean, young *®’un?” he
asked steadily. *“You know perfectly well
that there 1s no exit from this cave
ihe one that we now see before us.”
“Travers found it, sir,” said Nipper.
ai the baeck, here—a great chunk of the rock
moved aside, and we found a shaft descend-
into the chitf. There's a tunnel at the

was a  draught ¢lean
i the flames. Can’t figger

ejaculated Dorrie.

mng
bortom——"

“You can call me a covote if I didn't
figger on somethin’ hike thet!” ejaculated

old Siggers, " So thet's how thar comes to

be a draught! Gosh! We'd best move

quick]\' pardners—an’ make 1t snappy, too!”
“Let me sce!” ejaculated Lece tensely.

A moment later hizs whole manner changed.
He became alert and active, He took com-
mand of the situation in a sccond. Just
when everything had scemed lost, there was
this loophole!

Like pistol shots Lee's orders rang out.
He gave Instructions that Dorrie was to get
down the shaft first. Ounce there, Dorrie was
fo wait—and the girls were to be lowered
one by one, and Dorrie was to lead the way
with the candle, the girls following him.
'I'hen the boys would go.

“What about you, guv'nor?
anxiously.

“1 shall remain until the last,” replied
I.ee. “We men can stand this inferno better
than you youngsters. We can’t have any
arguments—we musin’t have any delay.”

" asked Nipper

I' was a desperate chance, and there was
I always the possibility that the party
would find itself trapped farther down

in the bowels of the earth.

But there was nothing else to be done,
There was this shaft and the tunnel waiting
for them, and they had to take the risk.
The Indians evidently knew nothing of that
mnnel. and they would assume

Siggers was saying.

except |

“It's

thai the

refugees had succumbed, one by one. They
would give the flames a certain amount of
time, and then, perbaps, they would et the
fires die down and eclimb into the cave,

But by that time, 1f all went well, the
last of the fugitives would be clear away.
‘he girls proved themselves to be hbrave

and active. They would not hear of adopt-

ing the method that Nelson lee had sog
gosted.  They were not going to be lowered
down, one after the other. The rope was

fixed sceurely to the rocks at the top of ih
shafr, and then the girls quickly descended,
hand over hand., One or two of them
blistered their palims in this process, but they
did not grimble. Indeed, it is doubiful i
they knew of these minor injuries,

It was a merciful thing that they lost nn
time.  The boys, of course, shinned down
ltke young monkeys, and the fact that there
was the possibility of eseape gave them added
strength, By the tune the last of them wend
down, Iu: were nearly  suffocated,  The
fmm‘u in the cave were terrible,

Far below, Lord Dorrimore was doing his
pari. He hated the idea of going first like
this—knowing, as he did, that the bigges
danger was up in that cave. Dut it wa-
necessary that somebody should be in charp.
of the gn]-a, and Dorrie had not dreamed ot
questioning  Lee’s  1nstructions.

He led the way along the narrow, twisting
tunnel, It went  steeply  downwards— s
steeply, indeed, that it was difficult ro gain
an adequate foothold at times.

Behind Dorrie came Irene and Winnne
and Doris and the other girls. Then the
St. Frank's juniors—all pressing  onwards,
excited, breathless, and filled with hope and
unecertainty.

Dorrie had no time to think of what nnght
be happening to Nelson Lee and the other
men. It was necessary for him to give all
hlb attention to this present task. For the
going was bad. There were pitfalls every-
nhue At times he was compelled to halt
and call out a warning.

By now he was m;udly recovering  from
the elfects of those fumes. The air down
here was cool and quite pure. ‘“Lhere was
a decided current coming from somewlhere.
There was no smoke—no reminder of that
inferno in the cave.

And then, suddenly, the tunncl opened
out. It became wider, higher, and 1t con-
tinued widening until it was revealed as
a great natural cavern, with limestone sides
and roof. Lord Dorrimore came to a half,
his figure just visible in the glow from his
flickering candle. Al around, on every side,
there was the thick pitchy blackness of the
cavern.

“Well, we've
his lordship.

got. somewhere, girls,” said
“Thank ecoodness there’s @
bit more space! We can spread out here.
“Isn’t it wonderful 7”7 asked U.'.U'Jm'lr*
looking round and trying to pierce the dark-
“{ thought that tunnel was going on
for ever—and T thodeht 1t was desecruling

nees,
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A Book-Length
Yarn of
Sexton Blake
for 4d. Only

When the young typist told Sexton Blake of the
robbery of a piece of parchment containing a
concession for an oil well, he little knew of the

dramatic events that were to follow.

It was

only when, utterly worn out, he and his assistant
stumbled under a blistering sun over the African
desert, that he realised the terrible nature of the

case he had undertaken,
thirst were added those of native bandits
English crooks.
gripping story of detective adventure

and
and
this

Ask  for

No. 202 of the

SEXTON
LIBRARY /s 4d.

To the perils of hunger
You will not lay down

abroad until the final sentence.

BLAKE

right into the centre of the earth! Bht
where are we? And what shall we do
now ?"

“Better wait until Mr. Lee shows up. I

think,” said Dorrie. “Let's be all together
before we carry on. There's room ftor us
here—and we can wait in comfort.”

“1 do hope that Mr. Lee gets
safely ! said Irene fervently.

“Where are we now " eame Handforth's
voice, from somewhere in the rear. * Let
my arm, Church, you fathead: Kceep your
hiands off me, Mae, blow you!"”

Handforth came blundering forward with
a number of other St. TFrank's fellows. As
the bovs came tumbling out of the narrow
tunnel, thex spread out in this cavern, filled
with wonder and awe. They were over-
whelmingly relieved, too, to find that the
tunnel did lead somewhere. They had been

through

momentarily fearing that the tunnel would
end without warning. They had all feli so
cramped while they had been compelled

to proceed in single file.
“By George! This ecavern

for a tremendous way,” said

strotehes out
Handforth,

L who was some little distance alicad.

ht

=

“Who's got a

blundering forward. ( L
Dorrie? IU

Why don't you come on,
blaclx as ink out here!”

“We're going to wait until Mr, Lee comes,
Ted,”" said Irene.

“But why " asked Handforth., ““Why not
carrv on and find out where this cavern
leads to% NMr. Lee's bound to be here
within a minute or two.’

“In that case, we might as
sald Nipper. “ My hat!
breathe some cool air!

r
=)
a

well stop,”
What a merey to
Those fumes were

beginning to choke us!”

*Another ten minutes of them, my lad,
and we should have been done for!" said
Dorrie,

“Why aren’t the other men here?” said
Regeie Pitt anxiously, ““Where's Mr. Lee?
And what about old Siggers and Hookey
and Umlosi? They ought to have followed
us——""

“Thes'll be coming,” said Dorrie steadily.
“No need to get the wind up yet. Give
them time.”

Iandforth,

“1 say!l" from
“There's

ame a hail



2C

1t secms to be
1 believe there's some

a rvmmy sound here—and
getting hotter, too.
=sleanm

“Come back, you fathead]™ came

Chureh's

voice.  “Wait until you get a proper hght

“T can take care of myself,"” interrupted
Handforth, **There's nothing to be afraid
of.  But 1t's so »:unfmnu!ﬂdly dark that 1
can’t sce——  Whoa! ‘What the—— Hi!
I'm shpping-—-"

“Urab 1-1:11'” yvelled Mae.

There came the sounds of scrambling and

scufling and heavy breathing. Lord Dorri-
more ran forward with the candle, and =ome
of the boys and girls pressed after him.

They found Handforth sprawling en the
rocky floor, with Church and MceClure ehing-
img to him. And there, just in front, was
i black expanse of water., A damp heat
was rising from 1it, and, as the hght of
Dorrie's candle fell upon the surface, he
could sce that it was bubbling!

il . " ejaculated his lordship,

oods ! T

hanged if this water 1sn’'t botling I

CHAPTER &.
Getting Exciting!

. TEADY, pard—steady!” said
Siggers, I & hoarse whisper,

“TI'm all vight,” muttered Hookey

Webb., *“I ain’t dead yet, matey!

Taukes more’n this to kill a tough old bloke

ke me! But 1 ain’t sayin’ that roastm’

alive appeals to me muech. Lummy! Now

I know wot the Sunday joint feels ike when
i'li.-': Ell(}‘.’ud in the Gl{] ras- oven !

"You men all right ™ came Nelson Lee’s

VOICE,

“We am’t exac'ly all right, master, but
we're still alive,” said Siggers.  ““ You'd best
Cone with us. The boys have all gone
down,’ .

Hn-v were al il_]e back of the cave,

Dicky

and

Nelson Lee was the last to pass ’thlﬂltﬁh that -

narrow creviee, with Umlosi just ahead of him,
Dicky Siggers and Hookey Webb were at the
brink of the chasm, and Hookey was on the
point of lowering himself. All these men
were reeline with dizziness. They were find-
iy it difficult to breathe,

Kven as Nelson Lee was in the act of pass-
g through the ercevice, he beheld a number
of demomac forms nnamblmg over the lip
of the cave. Thev were Indians, half naked,
and they did not secm to care about the heat.

Outside, in the ravine, the fhires were blaz-
ing  less furiously. but they were still for-
imidable,  The Indiaus, no doubt, had -

provised a sort of ladder arrangement which
bridged the fires.
up hke monkeys, and charging inte the cave!

They thought, no doubt, that the white
people here half dead, and thev had now
come to finish them off. Instead, they caught
sight of Nelson Lee as he squeezed his way
1iunuqh thut narrow {Jp{.':nn" at the back of
thoe cave,

Now they were climbing

-

Jihye ®
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Ciack ! Crack! Crack!

Lee’s automatic spose sharply and guickly,
Several screams piereed the air, and some
of the Indians fell rl]m rest came charging

madly  forward, uttcting  blood-curdling
shonte,

“It’'s a pity!” said Lee grimly. I ddid
net want the Redskins to see which way

T did not want thea to know
vﬂ.' Wb

we had grone,
how we had escaped from the cave,
just o moment too late!”

(Crash! »

He managed to get that mass of rock back
into its original position. Dicky Siggers and
Umilosi  helped him, and it was Umlosi's
strength, perbaps, which did most of the
work. Anyhow, the rocks were thrnst back,
and it might take the Indians a considerable
time to discover the sceret,

“"Tis not as I would hke, Umtagati,”
srowled Umlosi  “Wau! Not once have |
been able to use my spear! Was 1 1noi
hoping to give battle to these curs®”

*Perhaps  vou’ll  get  another chance,
Umlosi,” said Nelson Lov " For the meoment

we must be content that we have eseaped
the fate that the Indians planued for u-
Heaven only knows what lies in wait for e
at the bottom of this abyss! Let us hope
that the voung people are still safe.”

“Thow art right, my master,” said Umlosi,
"There 15 N'Kose, toa. It 15 well that w
<hould join him.”

Lee would have felt more comfortable if
ne could have jammed that mass of rock
i some way, but a guick examination showed
nim that such a thing would net he casy,
And, anyhow, the Indians might not gt
through. .

Even f they did, they would net prove
dangerous. For what could they do in soch
a confined space as this? Thev could only
attack in single file, and the white mén could
deal with them with comparative cace,

o, on the whole,
improved,

Hookev Woebbh went down ihe rape firet,

the position was vasily

to be followed by Siggers and Umlosi. T
Kutana chieftain wanted Nelson lLee to e
next, but Lee would net hear of it. 1le
Il‘ﬁlﬂu] upon being the very last,

“Sinece it is thy wish, Umiagnt: it 18 ol
for me to question 'rh:r; will,” rmmbled the
giant black. “But de thou come with ali

speed, ™

They went down the tunnel in single file,
Before  venturing upon  this part of the
journey, Nelson T.ee had secured the rope
He lad left it hitched in such a way for
his cwn descent that he conld quicklv releas
it _after geiting to the bottom. ‘That rope
might bo needed later, and. in anv ecase, i
wonld be folly to leave it there for tis
Iudians, in ease they gol past the rock
barrier.

“Looks like them others have got elea
away mu’:ewhnre.” said Hookey, as  he
stumbled on. “No sign of "emi down “ere,
anvhow. Who '-.\nn],d have thought that 1h-

tunnel  went richt {muh imto {Im eliff hike

LA |
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QUESTIONNAIRE!

Here are twelve lesiers for you, chums—questions which refer lo St. Frank's and

ils members.,

Give them the © once-over

, ! jol down the answers to those which

you kiow, and then compare them with the correct list which will be groen, togeiher
with another sel of questions, next week.

1.—What is the name of the river which| 9.—Who are the occupants of Study B, iq

flows near St. Frank's?
2.—Who is the school doctor?

3.—Who is William Napoleon Browne's in-
separable chum?

4.—What is the name of the old hous2 near
Bellton which used to be a school?

5—Where is the old ruined mill situated?

6.—What is Juicy Lemon's Christian name?

7.—~What is the colour of Doris Berkeley's
eyes?

8.—Who is the
School?

“cat’' of the Moor View

the Ancient House?

11.—What is the name of the village iron-
monger?

12.—Who are the twins of St. Frank's?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS

1. Sir John Brent, Bart, 2. Josh Cuttle has
bow-legs, 3. This study 15 mot occupied,
4, Professor Sylvester Tuwcker. 5. Joscph.

6. Mrs., Poulter, 7. Arthur Morrow. 8. Two
—FEdith and FEna. 9, Dora Manners,
10. Tubbs., 11. Lionel Corcoran. 12, Cuth-

bhart Chambers.

“Iv don't su'prisc me none,” said Siggers.
“All along the Chichon Mesa thar's tunnels
an’ caves like this—most of 'em relics of
the old cliff dwellin’s, I guess. You ain't
scen nothin’ vet, pardners. I could show
vou cliff dwellin’s that would make your hair
stand on end. Like catacombs, burrowin’
inter the eliffs fer miles. Yep, an' skeletons,
too—an’ long shelves wi’ rows of skulls on
‘em. All sorts o' queer sights I could show
you,

“We've seen quite cnough to satisfy us
for the moment, Siggers,” said Nelson Lee
dryly. “Let us be thankful that we have
escaped from the Indians, if only temporarily,
If we can get out of this ravine—--"

“Lights ahead!” sang out Hookey Webb,

his voice trembling with excitement.
cavern. There were shouts of satis-

faction and many cracked cheers.

“Tt's the guv'nor!” welled Nipper. “Oh,
good egg! They've all got down safely!”

“Hurrah !

“We're all together now,

“Thank goodness!”

“What about the Indians, sir?”

MINUTIE later they joined the main
party in that strange subterranean

We're all safe.”

“Unfortunately, some of them gobt into
the cave just before we left,” said Lee,
“They know how we escaped, and that

means, perhaps, that they will get that rock
door open and follow us. We must lose no
time in pressing on—"

“Sorry, old man. but it can’t be done,”
said IL.ord Dorrimore,

“You mean that there is no exit from this
place 7" asked Lee sharply.

“None that we ean find, anyhow,” said
his lordship. "“And there’s something else,
too. We called a halt here, on purpose to
wait for you, but we didn’t realise that we
had onlr just halted in the nick of time.

Do you know that therce's a boiling stream
just over there, in the darkness?”

“You don't surprise me,"” said Siggers,
nodding. “All this region i1s more or less
voleanic, an’ I've scen boilin’ streams before

now. DMost of ’em underground, too.
Whar's this one, anyway ?”

Dorrie pointed.

“ Handforth nearly fell into it,” he ex-
plained. **In fact, if 1t hadn't been for
Chureh and MceClure, he'd probably have

been dead by now.”
"Oh, I say, sir!” protested Handforth,

“We haven’t been able to examine it
thoroughly, but it secems to me that there's
no way across,” said Dorrie. “It's not
exactly a stream, but a lake. A sort of over-
tflow. or something. The water extends right
neross the cavern, and it's so Dbiroad thay
we couldn't hope to jump it.”

“Let me see,” said Nelson Lee,

Two or three cardles were alight, and
Nelson Lee and the other men walked to
the edege of the boiling pool, where they
held their candles aloft,

They could dimly sce the other side of tho
water, and Lee's eves gleamed. The cavern
narrowed towards that eond, but it secemed
to Lee that there was a continuation of thoy
tunnel bevond.

“You say this water 1s boiling ?"" he asked,
staring down at the black, stcaming pool,

e

“Do you mean literally boiling, Dorric?’

“Well, we saw bubbles coming up,” said
his lordship. “I didn’'t actually plunge my
hand into it to test it. Man alive! Look at
the steam! Look at those bubbles, too!
Can't vou see them?”

“Mebbe it’s only air comin® through the

water,” suggested Siggers. “I've scen it
before mnow, I don't reckon this water is
actually b'ilin’, but I guess it's too Lot
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for comfort.  It'd snre fake the skin off vour
back.”

He went on s knees, bent down., and
dipped the tip of one of his fingers in the
water.,

* Parnation!” he ejaculated,
ain’t. bilin’, I'm a ehunk o’

“1t's fully fiftcen feet across,” said Nelsop
F.ee thoughtfully., “We can’t leap it, and
yet we must do something. Are you «ure
there's no way round, Dorrie 7"

“ None whatever,” said Lord

“1f this water
cactus !’

Dorrinmore,

“We've examined it thoroughly, Lee., We
can’'t bridge it, either, We haven't anv

materials,”

“Yet we must get across,” pointed out Lee,
“Those Indians might discover the secret of
that rock at any momeni, and then they'l]
follow us.”

“Weo can hold that tunnel casily, thoueh,”
<said Siggers,

“That’s not the point,” replied Lee, “We
don’t want to fight the Indions mm a con-
lined space hike this, It will be much beiter
il we can get out into the open.”

“Sure thing, mster. But  how're wo
. - N1y r .
goin’ to git thar?” demanded the Arizona
wan,  “We can’t jump, an’ we ean't build
a bridee. I'm figgerin’ that we're in another
Hess,

"Not yet,” said Lee grimly.

“Hold yomr candle high above
vour head, Dorrie. You others o
do the same! There might be a
chance >

He

broke

off, catcling s
hreath m sharply. The roof of
the eavern was high here. Ir

arched above grimly, jagged and
maeven.  The rocks could just
faintly be scen in the candlelight.
And there, below, was that pool
of black, boiling water.

It was not actually black, of
course; it only appeared to be
~0. Nipper and Travers and
wome of the others—including the
wirls—had already scooped out
<ome of the water, or they had
woaked their handkerchiefs in at.

After it had ecooled thevy had
found that 1t was sweet and
r i o a

fresh and quite drinkable. Many

of them had thus been enabled to
vet, relief from  their parching
Vinrsis,

It was a tip which the others
followed, and now, as Nelson Lee
studied the problem, practically evervbody
was securing a drink. Even that hot water
was glorious to partake of. lee-cold water
world have been better, but m such eirenm-
~fances as these nobody thought of grumbling.
Water was water, anyhow.

“Yes,” sard Lee suddenly. |

think 1t

ean be done.”

“You mean-—ihat we can get acrcss, sip?”
as e Nipper tensely,

“Yeu.' replied Lee. “and the sooner we

cart eomnee nee the operations, 1he hetter,
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CHAPTER 7.

Out of the Frying Pan——
L4 HAT'S  the idea, pard?? ashed
| Dicky Siggers curiously.

Nelson Lee pointed,

_ “Fortuoately, the roci of this
cavern is not smooth,” he said. “See! There
are plenty of jagged projections. The rock

s uneven and rough. I think we ought to
be able to loop the rope round one of thaeo
projections,”’ : .

“Gosh! I got you!” said Siggers,
“It's sure a dandy scheme, mistor!
Rwing across, eh?"

-—

With the rope fixed securely to the rocky root it became an e
over came Irene Manners, to be deffly caught by Nelsor

e 1he nodded
Nelson Lee,
[t was: a perfectly stimple scheme, and only
: |

feastble because of the jagged nature of the

only possible  way,”

| cavern roof,  If there had heen no projec-
P ions, 1t would  bave  bheen impossible o
seeire the rope.

' as it was, Nelson Lee, after one or
two throws, snceeeded in leoping ihe
end of the rape tightly vound ane of
the protinding rorks,  He pulled 1t

B
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tight, and made certain that it was hoeked | replicd Lee quietly. ** But you necdn’t think

safely, that 1 shall do anythine rash. Pve e
But even now there would be an enormous | desire to be boiled alive.”

. A S

vislkc for the first one who went across. Per- He pulled on the yope, and Dorrie helped

haps the rope would ship—perhaps the rock [ him, too. It withstood the strain well, and
would break.  And if either of these things | there was no sign of the rock snapping; or ol

nappened the unfortunate man would be | the rope shipping off, Lee had pulled ihe
plunged into that boiling water, to die an { knot tight, and it was pripping securely,
snpalling death. Lee suddenly leapt baek, swung himself vy,
Vet this cbance had to be taken by some- | €ripped the rope, and then went sOaring o i
I;rl-q_;}? aver thl."'. l}]ﬂ“]{! 5[1‘_*;“]1{1]:1_1: watoy,
“Oh!” went up a gencral shout.
But it was all over i oa second, b.ov

reached the other side, dropped. and thev
heard the sound of his shoes slithering. on
the rock.  1le rccovered his balance, aud
stood there, holding the rope,

“All rnight!” he said coollv. * Pgrriv,
send the girls over first.  [ore's the 1ope
take care that vouw sceure it or it aigh
dangle right over the cenire of
the stream, out of reach.”

~ Ile gave the rope a heave. an.
't care across, to be seized by
Dorrie and several of the hoys,

“There's a, tunnel herve,” wens
on Lee, after he had relighiee
his eandle, ™ It’s pretiy wide, too
—and there is a distinet cucreni
of air coming throungh it. DPer-
haps we shall have some ek,
after  all.  Hurry up,  aver
there !

T was, of course, an ca-v
I matter for the entive pany
to  bridge that  deadiy
stream. One swing, and lrene
Manners was over, to be deftly
caught by Lee. Then ecame Doris
Berkeley and Marjorie 'Temple
and the other gurls. After that,
the boys,

It was all done methodicaily,
swiftly, and in busimesslike way.
Long before the last man came over the rope
had proved its worth, Not onee had i given
any sign of slipping or breaking.

Dorrie himself was the last ene over. But,
jnst before he came. he stood quite still, as
though listening, and he was staring back
mto that parvow tunnel beyond the cavern.

“What 1s it, Dorric ?” asked Lee, from the
s the pool of boiling water. One swing and aiker sl
ved the rest of the party, one by one. “My unagivation. perhaps, but I'il swea

I heard some sounds a minute agoe,” veplicd
. " " Anny "y - ’ r Yl 1 Ak
- E‘fﬂa;, I{_‘It"'s_ go!” said hlggcrﬁ (.";11*{'!1{'551}'. I.ﬂld Dorriumore, I'm "n'uﬂﬂd{,-rlng if thaos

. : o4 : 4
*I reckon T’ll be the first over, pardners.” m!‘f{;}al’ lhl':m'“h have followed m.l )
- W # £ ] ikl L
“No: I'll go first,” said Lee. ow'd better come across, anyhow.
“Thou art surely mad, Umtagat:,’” said “T'm coming,” said Dorrie, “1 dentt

{"mlosi, with scorn. “What has become of ! want to give the Redskins a chawee of-
they wits, O my master? Surely I am the | Good glory! 1 was right! Here they ave!
one to go first?  For am I not heavier than |1 can sce lights now—flaming {fovehed!
a)l the others—and thus, if this rope holds | Thev're coming after us!”
- . - . . . i "

e, s 1t not certain that it will hold the Oh, my hat!
sk ¥ “And we thoueht that we's

“A sound argument, Umlosi, but this i1s | teco!” '
nv ddea, and I'm going (o lake the chance,” “rear Scoft 1

Jislied then,
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Lord Dorrimnore swung across ihe stream,
and he was immediately caught by Lee.

“Quick ! ejaculated Lee. “The rope'!
We can't leave it there—for the Indians ta
use !

“But how can we got it down?” asked
Dorrie, .

“This wayv!” replied Nélson ILee.
“Hookey—Siggers! Umlosi!  All pull on

this—and use all vour strength.”

They understood. Grasping the rope
sceurely, they gave a tremendous tug i
HILISON, There ecame a great ““twang,

followed by the abrupt snapping of the rope.
It parted, fortunately, near the roof, so very
little of it was wasted.

The tunnel on this side was big. It was
wide and high, and this meant much greater
spedd for the fugitives.

Not that it was possible to rush headlong

into that tunnel. Those who led the way
carried candles, and they examined the
ground before they ve entured upon it. At

any moment there nught be another chasm in
the floor, ready to receive any unwary mortal
who ncglec’m(l to take precautions,

There was no doubt about the advent of
the Indians. They were coming in great
numbers, running along the narrow tunnel,
carrving big flaring torches.  Perhaps thex
saw the last members of the party vanish-
ing into the opposite tunnel, and they came
runuing on into the cavern, uttering wild
vells.  They ran blindly, madly, for they
wore worked up into a tremendous pitch of
exeitement and fury,

It was evident that they knew nothing of
the boiling stream in thnt cavern. For the
foremost Indians, running on, had no time
to check themselves. They must have be-
lieved that the cavern was entirely covered by
the rock floor.

“(Great glory ! ejaculated Dorrie, aghast.

He had tarned his head just as he was
about to enter the tunnel, and he had seen
the catastrophe. Eight or nine of the
Indians, rushing forward to the attack, had
phinged headlong into that boiling pool!

There arose a hideous outery.  Agonised
sereams, a tremendous plunging of water,
and <cries of deadly anguish.  Then, for a
brief spell, silence—this silence to be super-
seded by a greater outery than ever.

“Toor dervils!” muttered Dorrie, with a
shiver, “T1 didn’t want them to meet a fate
like that! Yet we couldn't warn them.”

He halred, fascinated by the horror of that
scene. It was like some terrible nightmare,

bbb
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| The cavern was lurid with the torches of the

Indians.  And there, in the flickering hight,
the painted figures of the Redskins could ba
dimlyv seen.  The shadows leapt to the roof,
casting grotesque shapes on the rock, The
boiling water was disturbed and angry, and

now great masses of steam were rising.
The unfortunate Indianz who had plunged in
were still, Mercifully, they had died
quickly.

As for the others, they stared fascinatedly

—brought to a full realisation of the truth
with a sudden, abrupt shock, Indeed, they
were terrified. With coe accord, they now
turned on their heels and fled,
& E'RE getting somewhere, any-
W how,"” said Hﬂndfnrth cagerly.
“Yes, rather!”
“I'll bet we " come out in the

open—probably in another ravine,” said
Handforth. “By George!  We'll diddle
those rotten Indians vet! Onece we get out

into the open, we needn't be afraid of 'em,
They won't be so keen on attacking us on
the open gmund It was different in that
reving—"

“We're not out of the wood yet, Ilandy,”
said Nipper.

They were pressing on, side by side, and
just 1n front of them the girls were hurrying.
Nelson Lee was in advance, with Dicky Sig-
gers. The light from their candles was feeble,
but it sufficed. Ordinarily, Nelson Lee car-
ried a powerful electric torech—and, for that
matter, so did Nipper. On this trip, bow-
ever, they had never dreamed that thoy
would have any uses for electric torches.
They had travelled light, wearing nothing
but shorts and open-necked shirts. They
did not wish to be bothered with any ap-
parently unnecessary articles,

“The air's gelting cooler!'

“I can feel it on my far-r-‘
getting near to the exit!

“Hurrah !”

“0h, let's hurry !”

“How glorious it will be to see the stars
again—to be out under the open sky!”

They were all talking excitedly; they were
all worked up to a great pitech. And then,
just when they were hoping for the best,
Nelson Lee made the grim discovery,

He found himself at the end of the tunnel,
and, almost without realising it, he went
plunglng out into the open air, But in the
same instant he checked and fell back. His
heart had given a little jump, and now it was
beating more rapidly tfran usual,

called I}miw
I believe we're

_“Buck!. Back!” he exelaimed huskily,
“GGood heavens!  What an  extraordinary
thing !"

“‘ﬂ. hat is it, gw'nor:” panled Nipper,

pushing forward.

“Keep back, Nipper!” urged Tee. “And
ceo that the other boys and girls keep back,
too! Don't vou understand? We're still
in that accursed ravine!”

“My only sainted aunt!” muttered Nipper

(Continued at foot of opposite page.)
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Handforth underiakes to answer, in bis own unique fashion, any question *N.L.”

readers care lo submit to bim. Bul, although of a certainty the resulls will be

amiusing and enlertaining, the Editor lakes no responsibility for their veracity.
Wrile o Handforth, clo the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, fo-day.

DOUGLAS GORDON (Newport, Isle of,
Wight).—You're rthe hrst pexson who’s P\n
started thenr Jetter with * Dear (]~an
wondered who you meant at first. r.!.ut
say I care for that abbreviation of my w:zumi
name. Makes me think I’'m an  ostrch,
Hepe you have a good holiday at Bognor,
althongh Uve he 1H.l that it always rains in

Wales.  (Don’t take any notice of Handy,
Donglas, He's got Bognor mixed up with
Bangor.—EDb.)

“INQUISITIVE " (Leigh-on-Sea), asks me
a very perplexing question. He—at Jeast,
fake
isn’t a he avd he’s a she, she’s only got
hervself to thank for not telling me she’s a
she—wants to know 1if my fists are ever sore.
Why should .they be sove, you chump?

ERNEST HOLMAN (Leyton).—Oh, heve
you arve again, eh? Just as cheeky and as
silly as ever, too. I showed your fatheaded
menn suggestions to Fatty Little, and he was
quite bucked. He admitted he didn’t think
even he could pet through ten plates of egg
and lmtun for breakfast, two roasted bulloc ks
for dinner, 600 jam- tdltb 400 doughnuts, 400
mmm;,,uvn 200 cream-buns for tea, but he’s
guite willing to do his best—providing you
sunply all the said grub at your own expense,
That just serves vou right, Ernest, for daring
in make such a disgraceful and gluttonous
snggestion. Your other suggestions on dress
were not appreciatea by Archie Glenthorne.
He looked at them with a kind of glassy
stave, shuddered, and then collapsed.

F. U. N. KNEE (London) wants to know
where flies go in the winter-time., 1’ve never

followed one, old man, so 1 can’t tell you
definitely. Here’s a suggestion you might

it he’s a he and not a she, but if he |

like to
'&mev winter starts,
Cof ity legs giving
anel d-:.Llu” ilm finder
he discovered the fly.
brainy suggestion ”

W. MARCHANT
prised at your not knowing that Captam
Cook discovered America, my lad. . Any bey
who doesn’t know this elementary information
15 a prize dufler,

THOMAS PEGG (Winnipeg).—Some ol
you readers are extraordinary people.  'This
chap wants me to describe Winnipew to him
—and he lives in Winnipeg himself!' What’s
the game, Thomas? Ave vou trving to catch

however. Catch a Hy just
then tie a note o one
your name and address
o let youn know wherve

IHow’s that for

try out,

|

(Stevenage). - <ur-

4

| me? If you are, then you’re unlucky. What
' I don’t know about Winnipeg would hil

| postage  stamp. 1t consists of houses, wad
- shops, and strects, down which mn motor-
J!nm':s and trams, Wreite and let me kneow if
{ that deseription is O.K,—and I bet you my
| best Sunday topper that I haven’t got a single
{ detail wrong.,

]

“PUDSEY " (Leeds).—You asked me {e
sign your letter “‘Pudsey 7 and Pm doing
0. You were born there, were yon? 1 bet
Pudsey has been regretting it ever since!
You're not the first chap to ask if St. Frank’s
is ever woing to visit the moon'? Well, why
shouldvw’t they? All we want 1s a special
kind of aevoplane or aimhip that’il travel
through space. Nothing easier. Why, 1¢’ll
only take me a few ticks to think out a mav-
vellous 1dea, and then only a few howrs to
complete my invention. I'll see if T ean find
time to start on it straight away after 1've
finished this week’s replics

EDWARD OSWALD.

e R ——

i

I'fe tunnel came richt out mmto the ravine,
and, amazingly enough, it came out only a
short distance awav from the original cave!
'There, m full sight., were the fres, stiil
baoning, and the ravine was filled with

| Indians, toa! What was more to the pomt,
the Indians had seen Lee—or, at leasi. they
had seen the candle just before he had snaffed
it out. And now large numbers of the
Redskins woere vactang up, velling menacmgliy,




20 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

After all this strenuous excitement, the
fugitives had fallen out of the frving-pan
into the fire! They were almost back at
their starting-point, and there was no pos-
sible wayr of escape!

—

CHAPTER 8.
Between Two Perils!

ELSON LEF was terribly disappointed.
He knew, from past experience, that

it was the height of follv to *‘count

one's chickens before they were
halched,” but on this occasion he bhad at
least hoped that the tunnel would lead out
into some gully or canyon well clear of the
Indian horde,

S0 it was a shock to find that it led out
into  that self-same ravine. Obviously the
tunnel merely penctrated into the mountain,
circled round, and then doubled back.  But
it had been difficult, in the tunnel, to keep
any sense of direction. Even Nelson Lee
had found himself at a loss, and, at a random
aness,-he had believed that the tunnel would
lead out into an adjoining canyvon.

He stood there, just near the exit, his brain
working rapidly. The Indians were already
preparing for an immediate rush. Something
would have to be done quickly. But what?
The situation was even more desperate than

blaish-purple flare showed for a moment,
shuddering away into blackness again,

Lee was only half conscious of it, but
he knew that there was lightning playing.
An electrical storm was brewing—just as
though this night was not disturbed enough
as it was! He thought he heard the rumbling
of thunder, but, with the yelling of tha
Indians and the crackling of the fires round
the other cave, it was diffienlt to distinguish
anyv particular sounds.

“What are we going to do,
asked Nipper breathlessly.

“We must make a fight for it, Nipper,”
replied Lee, compressing his lips. “There's
no cscape for us, at all events, The Indians
have worked themselves up into a piteh of
fury that is bevond all Em;w. They have
thrown scruples to the winds, and they mecan
to wipe us out. If they once get to close
quarters with us, the end will be swift, They
will have no merey.”

“Look out, sir: There's a crowd coming
this wav!” panted Nipper, “Great Scottl
What an ugly mob!”

Lord Dorrimore came pushing forward,
with Dicky Siggers. They knew the worst,
for bad news travels rapidly, and every-
bodv in the party had heard the startling
news,

“Just in time!”
Dorrie! You, too, Siggers!

guv'nor "

snapped Lee. “Down,
Are your rifles

hefore. ready ? Good! Let them have a volley !”
Overhead, above the crags, a flickering Crack! Crack! Crapck!
St T i,

R

MODERN BOY.

3 BIG,

NEW Features

Here yvou see Tony Sturrock, whose ad-
. entures in the Royal Canadian Mounted

o Police you can read and enjoy in “ KLLON-
e DIKE GOLD,” the first of a magnificent
serics of complete yarns by the famous
THE BLACK SQUADRON, by GEORGE

JOHN HUNTER in

E. ROCHESTER, is a new serial crammed with thrills and

m}'stery
sca

are some of the incidents in this vivid yarn.

a thriller of the air.
murder—the deliberate wrecking of an express—these

The looting of wessels at

THE IRON

JUGGERNAUT, by ALFRED EDGAR, is the first of a
series of short, complete stories of hectic life on the railway.
You mustn't miss this week’s grand issue of

MODERN BOY

Buy a Copy TO-DAY. 2d.




THE NELSON LLE LIBRARY O SCHOOL STORIES

The rifles spueted lire and lead, and some
of ihe charging Indians fell, sereaming and
writhing. 'The rifles spoke again, and meore
Indians fell,  Arrows spattered round the
cave  entrance,

“What shall we do, sir?” asked Nipper,

from the rear.

“You boys had better guard the tunnel at

the back!” ealled Lee, as he prepared to fire
again. *You've got rilles, haven’t you!
Get the airls between us, and see that they
are not exposéd to any danger!”

“Right, sir!” said Nipper, twirling on his
heel,

He rushed baek, his ears filled with the

noise of the firing and the diabolical yells

of the Redskins, It was unnocessary for
him to repeat Nelson Lee's orders.  The
schoolbovs and schoolgirls had heard, and

thev were aniekly preparing,

“Why can’t we help at the cave entrance ?”
demanded Handforth.  “That’s where the
beght's going on! There aren’t any Indians
in the rear, 'They’ve been stopped by that
botling river!”

“They may get across it, Handy., Any-
how, we've got to guard this part of the
tunnel,”

“And we've got to be kept out of dan-
ger,” said Ireoe bitterlv, ** Are we so help-
less 7 Can’t we lend a hand somewhere 77

“Guvnor’s orderr, Renie,” said Nipper.
“Howe of us may ger wounded, and then
vou girls wili come m veeful as nurses.”

“I hope we remain idle,” said Doris

fervently.
i ‘ took charge of the cave entrance,
and so good were their defensive
tactics that the Indians, after the first attack,
retived beaten. They lelt several dead and a

puniber of wounded.
o what they'll do

“PThis ain't nothw’

soon,” said Siggers. “They didn't figger
on us comin’ out ¢' this cave, so they wasn't
prepared. But now they're on to us, they'll
soon get busy.™

“Well, we've got a bit of a respite, any-
hew, said Dorrie. “By the Lord Harry,
we're having some escitement to-night!”

“Yesg, matev, an’ it looks like finishin® up
in a bust o glory,” said Hookey Webb. “I
didn’t mean vou gents to cowme into any
danger like this ‘cre. I s'pose you're feel-
in' that I was a blamed old fool to——"

“Aw, ferget it, Hookey !"" broke in Siggers.
“We ain't sore. An’ we ain’'t dead yet,
neither. Thar’s plenty of ammunition left,
an’ thar's plenty o' spirit in us.”

“Prue words, O man of the desert,” said
Vimlosi, “ N'Kose, it 1s well that I should
ventnre forth with my spear,” he added,
tarning to Dorrie. “For have I not been
idle long enough? I, the warrior king of
ihe Kutanas! What manner of fight is this
that I should lurk behind and allow my spear
fo o unstained 7"
. “The trouble ix
cne  glorions

I'TH remarkable speed the besieged
party orranised iself.  All the men

Umlosi, you’d have just
bust up and then vou'd go

27

under,” said his lordship, shaking his head,
“1'm not doubting your courage, old friend,
and I know that you'd wipe out about a
score of these blighters in next te no time,
But you're not a magician, and your life
1sn’t charmed. You're too valuable to bu
wasted like that.”
L “Wasted, my father?” asked Umlo-i
“Wasted, if I account for a score of these
vermin ¥

“You're worth more than twenty score
of them,” replied Dorrie. I dare sav yon'i]
get yonr chance later on, Umlost, hut for the
moment I'd rather vou kept here, in cover,”

“Thy wnrds_::, N'Kose, are suflicient”
rumbled the giant blaelk., *‘It is for me i
obey,"”

During the lull, Irence & Co. discovered ihei
there was a large number of broken rocks

Fragments of e
And, without being

the

imsidee
stone, loose and handy. _
told, they comunenced hauling these to the

Just cave,

front of the cave.

“*Hallo! What's
“ Move aunmunition ?
much use——"

“We thought vou could build a kind of
barrier,” said Winnie. ‘““The Indians gl
make a rush soon, and——"

“Splendid  idea!” put in Nelsen l.ee,
“Yes, by all means. But you had better

get some of the boys to bring these rocks
13

“Not hkelv!” burst out lna,

Daorrie.
he ol

tins ?”  ashked
Afraid 1t won’t

“Oh, I =av.

Mr, Lee! Can’t we girvls do unythings It's
too bad!”
“(o ahead, the=?* chuckled Tee. ]

wouldn’t hurt vour feelings for worlds !
The givls had scored a minor viciory, and
they worked like Trojans.  Afterwards, they
havdly rememboered how ithev had  carvied
those enormously heavy chunks of reck 1o
the front of the cave. They struggled and
strained, and worked off a tremendous
amount. of stored-up excitement and energv.

]

It was something for them fo do, and they
did it vahantly, What was more to the
woint, this work of thewws unguestionahbly

E =

proved of tremendous value. Without that
harricade of rock, Lee or Dorvie or some of
| the other men might have got killed—a
' badly wounded, at all avents,

For withim a few minutes of the hamn

cade’s ercetion a regular bombardment com
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menced.  Rifles eracked, and arrows came
clattering against the rocks, :
Now and again there would be a bluish
glare up in the sky, and the intervals be-
tween these flashes were beeoming shorter.
Occasionally, a rumble, deep and menacing,
made itself heard above the local din.

- Y George !” said Handforth. *“They
are coming "
“Now we're for it, dear old

fellows !”” said Travers, “Got your

rifles ready ?”

“ Absolutely !”  said Archie Glenthorne,
his voice erisp and alert. “What Lo! Now
for the good old battle! They shall not
pass, what? TI'm dashed if this doesn’t re-
mind me of that chappie Horatitis, minding

the good old bridge!

“It's something like it,” said Travers
coolly, “Indians to the rear of them, Indians
to the right of them I mecan, Indians in
front of them, Indians, in fact, all over the
confounded place!”

There was another rock barricade towards
the rear, and many of the £t. Frank’'s fellows
were crouching behind this, their rifles ready.
Now they could see numbers of the Redskins
coming down the wide, lofty tunnel. They
were carrying great flares, and they were ad-
vancing hurriedly, and with raucous yells.

“Better let them have 1t!" said Nipper
erimly,

Crack, crack, crack!

The juniors hesitated until the very last;
their hearts were thumping madiy. Then,
when they remembered Nelson Lee's orders,
they pulled their triggers. Their rifles bhe-
came alive, and the reports thundered and
cchioed in the tunnel.

Several of the leading Indians fell,
the rest pressed on.

“Steady ! said Nipper. “ Keep cool. vou
chaps! Let ’em have another vollev!™

The rifles eracked again, and more Indians
fell.  This battle was beceming grim. It
seemed impossible that the defenders could
last out much longer against such numbers.

The position was, in all truth, desperate.
The Indians had evidently feund a means of
gettine across that boiling stream, and now
the white party was attacked from the front
and from the rear, If there was any
ceriumbling of the defences, the end would be
swift.  The Indians would break through,
and then

“Oh!" gasped Chureh, in agony,

He had been about to reload his rifle, and
the weapon clattered to the floor. He sagged
back, and Handforth, twirling round. uttered
a hoarse ery., In the dim, flickering light
from the Indians' torches, he saw that Chureh
was slithering down against the wall, an
arrow having pierced him.

“Churchy ! panted Handforth.

but

“I—I'm all right!” muttered Church.
“Don’t bother about me. Keep the Iundians
baelt! IKeep them back, vou chaps! 1f
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they once get through—— The girls—
Don't let them get through!”™

“Let us have him!” said Irvene quickly.

She and some of the other girls were
ready ; thev quickly scized Church, and car-
ried him off into the comparative safety be-
vond—between the two defence forces. 1t
was dark there, but the girls were ready
with bandages—hastily improvised bandages,
torn, mostly, from their cwn frocks.

“Churchy !” muttered Handforth hoarsely.
“They've got him! Poor old Churchy has
been killed !” ,

“It may not be as bad as that, Handy,”
said MecClure, with a gulp, "1 don't think
he's fatally hurt =

“The devils!” roared Handforth wildly.
“Le’'me get at  them! They've got
Churchy ! By Geoige ! Let me get at
them!”

With a thunderous roar, he thrust down a
part of the barricade, and charged through.
Some of the other boys, who were about to
fire. pausca in consternation. They gazed
at ITandforth, horrified.

“C'ome back, Iandy!” yelled Nipper.
“Oh, you idiot! You'll get killed——"'

“It's no good, dear old fellow—you know
what he is,” said Travers. *“For the love of
Samson! Look at that!"”

They were all looking—fascinated.

Handforth, utterly reckless of the conse-
quences and disdaining any weapons but his
fists, was cnarging into the Indians like a
young tornado.

And the Apaches were unprepared for any
suich move as this. Handforth gave them
no chance to let fly any arrows, or discharge
any guns. He was amongst them before
thevy eould be aware of his intentions,

Crash! Thud! Crash!
“You brutes!” he shouted hotly.  “You
dirty rotters! Take_that!” Crash! “And

that ! Crash!
this ! Crash!
made of !'*

It was a whirlwind attack, and the Indians
crumpled up in disorder, Four or five of
them had gone down, absolutely knocked out
by the force of Handforth's terrific hits. Tor
when Edward Oswald got in a good right-
hander, or an accurate left-swinger, he did
considerable damage.

Certainly, he had the advantage—for he
had sprung this attack by surprise. Further-
more, the Indians were in their own way in
the confined space of the tunnel. Handforth,
on the other hand, was alone, and he could
hit out with full effect.

“My only hat!™
“Thev're bunking !
ing tail!"”

““Now's our chance!” satd Nipper tensely.
“Quick, vou chaps! Come on! We've got
to drag him back! It's a miracle he's alive
even now--but he can't last long if ha stavs
there !’

“And you have a go at
& | B L}
I'll show you what we're

gurgled  (Gresham.,
The Indians are turn-
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“Oh ! gasped Church in agony.
through the air and pierced him.

Thev surged forward, Handforth was secized
from the rear, and hauled back beyond the
barricr—which was quicklv re-made.

“Let me go!” protested Handforth fercely.

“We  don't want vou to get killed.
Handy !7 said Nipper. * You're safe now—
beecause vou took the Redskins by surprise.
But that’s over now—and if you remained
there you'd be a certain mark for them.”

“They’ve killed C‘hurchy ! breathed Hand-

ferth miserably., " Let me go, you rotters!'
I've got to smash those beastly Indians——"
"Ted—Ted !”
It was Irene's voice, and it somewhat
sobered  Edward  Oswald. He turned,

breathing hard.
“It's all right, Renie!” he muttered. * But
when I think of poor old Churechy—-"

“He's not badly  hwrt,”  said Trene.
“'I'hat’s what 1 want to tell you .
“What 1”  yelled Handforth. “I1—1

2

Lhonght———
“You always jump to conclusions, Ted.”
put in Irene.  “The ayrow only stuck in
his arm, and I don' think it’s poisoned. We
pulled 1t out, and bound up the wound.”

“And I'm going to take my place again.”
put in Church, pushing forward. “It’s only
a seratch, you chaps.”

“Oh, my only sainted aunt!” gurgled
Handforth, as he grabhed hold of Church.
“Good man!  And-—and T was ass enough
to tlank You silly ass!” he added
scyerely. ** What the dickens do vouw mean hy
getting in the way like that?  EHaven't yoo

He had been about to reload his rifle when an arrow whizzed
He uttered a hoarse cry and slithered against the wall.

any more scense than to get yourself potted ™’

“The arrow came between two of the
rocks——"

“Rot!" said Handforth. “T'm not potted,
am I? Giving me a scare like that, you
chump! T've a good mind to give you a
punch on the nose!”

“Don't waste your punches on Churvel.

Handy,” said Nipper. “By Jove! Yeou
punched some of those Indians pretty effcw
tively! They're still knocked out!”
t Handforth felt rather shaky. Tt was hke
| him, of course, to “slang” Church on the
| spot ; but, actually, he was so overwhelmedl
with relief that the rveaction made him jus
a little groggy.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The sharp reports of the rifles brought hirm
back to his old form, and a glance told
t him that the defenders were hard at it again
—both in front and at the rear. The Indians
were pressing mmore grimily than cover!

¥

CHAPTER 9.
The Unexpected!

OOM-OOM-O0OM !
B Following an extra vivid flush ol
lightning, the thunder rolled ont with

tremendous  foree, echoing and e
echoing down the ravine.
“Fits in nicely, doesn’t it %" asked Lend

Dorrimore. "A few claps of thander is
fthe right kind of accompaniment i

Just
this beano.”
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Nelson Lee did not reply; he was on the
alert, watching the movements of the Indians
in the ravine.  There was a brief Iull in the
attack, and the Redskins had retired. They
were finding that it was impossible to rush
these defences; the firing of the white men
was too accurate, too deadlv. Already the
Apaches had lost a considerable number of
Warriors,

But the die was cast more certainly than
ever now In no eireumstances could these
white men be allowed to go free. Not a
single member of this party must escape—to

take this tale of battle to the big cities,
uh{lm it could be sent on to the Uwnited
States authorities,

The Apaches were astute cnough to know
that there would be a tremendous scnsa-
tion if this story ever recached official ears.
And the only way to prevent this was to wipe
out the defenders altogether.

“Looks like they're plannin” somethin’
fresh,” remarked Dicky Siggers. * Some

cunnin’ dodge, I guess. I'll allow they're not
too keen on clese fightin',”

“What do you think they're up to?"
Dorrie.

“Mebbe they're goin’
o' them fives,” replied Siggers. “They'd
have done it sooner if they hadn’t bin so
darned excited,”

asked

to start some more

; “How’s everything at the back " asked
00,

“All safe, sir!” eame Wille Handforth's
cheery voice., “One or two chaps a bit

winged, but nothing to write home to nmfhe
about. We're keeping our end up, sir.’

“Splendid I said Lee. “Good lads!
it up!”

“Rather, sir!” said Willy,
ness. ““Our bunch of Indians have got a
Lit tived of it, and theyv're giving s a rest,
lHow's everything out there "

“Quiet for the time beinz, but there's
umuthmg preftty big coming, 1 imagine,”
replicd Lee, © But don’t bother
v look after your own end.”

Boom-oom !

“It's a2 wonder these eussos ain't secared o

Ixeop

from the dark-

the lightnin’,” said Hookey Webb. © Reg'lar
fircwork display, amm't "

“Theyv’re too busy to take notice o' thunder

an’ lighmn', I figger,” said S:iggers, ** Dar-
nation! Here they <ome! Looks litke the
cnd, pardners!”

Suddenly, without warning, a large
nuboer ﬂf Indigns came sweeping down

the ravine, and each man carried a
huge bundle of hrnﬁil'ﬂ-ﬂﬂd. This, in a way,
served as a kind of guard. The whole thing

IT was an organised affair,

was swift and dramatic. In a tremendous
rush, the Indians dumped {ihe brushwood
down in front of the cave, (*Emkiu_?r the
entranee  completely within  a  couple of
sceonds. ;

Then, right en their beels, came a second
force of Apaches, ecarrving great flaring
torches, Thase latter were flung iwlo the

about us; |
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brushwood-—-thrust into it, thrown on the top
of it—and the whole thing was over before
the defenders could make any attempt to
clear the entrance,

“That was quick work,”
a whistle,

“If they'd done it before, they might have
saved some of their dirty hides,” remarked

said Dorrie, with

Siggers. “Waal, thar’s nothin' to it now,
misters, We're for it !
Boom! Crack! Boom!

The thunder rolled out so alarmingly that
tho whole cave scemed to shake. At the
same moment a lurid glare appeared in the
midst of that smother of brushwood which

COMING NEXT WEEK! . nannanan

choked the front of the eave. The torches
were doine their work, and thie brushwood
was calching well alight,

“Quick !” said Lee fiercely.  “Qur only
chance is to thrust this stuff aside before it
gets a full hold!”

“Can't be done, pn*d’ said Siggers,
“Them Injuns is waitin’ an’ watchin', Soon
0s we start thc-L game they'll let fly an' drop
the lot of us.”

“Well, that's belter than being burned
alive,” said Dorrie, * Let's try it, anvway.”

They commenced pushing at the choking
mass, but it was apparent almost from the
first that it was a hopeless task, “Lhat brush-
wood had been brought up by scores of
Indians, and the cave entrance was not only
choked with it, but there was a barrier of
the stuff extending mauy vards out into the
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ravine, and most of it was now roaring up A sudden shont came from {he inner bar
m fierce Hame, ricade, where the boys were still on ot

To break throurh was nopossible.  Indeed, | alert. 1
the heat was already {remendous, and the “Look out!” came Handlorth’s voee
white men were compelled to back away. | * What the dickens—— Great Scott! What’s
They could only stare azhast, horrified by Impl:rc-mul'f 'in choking
1h£t. :-n'v'il'inr.-u:q, the suddenness, of this new “ Dust ! g'“|rr|(\,(l IFullwood. ** Oh. T hat !
peril. Those Indians must bave done somethimg

There was somerthing infernal m the whole | —=7
~itnation.  The roarving of the [(lames was Lee came up, and he found the aie hilled
mingled with the deadly erackling of the | with choking dust. Up the tunnel every
lﬂ.lr“”]g brushwood, 'Throvgl it all the white | thing was inky black. The only light in the

the trivmphant velling of
de ep,

party could hear
the Apaches; there came,
vumbling peals of thunder,

too, the

ARANAY ANANA

“"THE SCHOOLBOY
GOLDSEEKERS!”

. Somewhere in the heart of the Arizona
desert lies gold—a cliff of gold !

Next week finds the St. Frank’s adven-
turers hot on its trail. Everything would
seem to be plain sailing. The Indian
menace has been averted—or so they all
think.

And that’s where they make a grave
mistake. The Indians are far from beaten
—and, what’s more, they infend.fo prevent
the St. Frank's party from getting that
gold at all costs !

Next Wednesday’s yarn is packed with
excitement, chums, It will enthrall you
from start to finish !

“THE ISLAND
~ CASTAWAYS!”

A wonderful new story of amazing ad-
venture in the Southern Seas, written. by

popular Arthur S. Hardy. Don’t miss the
ma.gmﬂcant opening instalment, chums !

Also many other popular and amusing
features.

wwinnn ORDER IN ADVANCE!

Nelson  Lee,

mwuttered

LY

-
“Good heavens!™
“What ts to be done now?
It was uupnuzhh, to remain anywhere near

he entrance. The men were oblized to haLL
farther away. The heat was bE’lﬂIIllli"’ -
| mlu rable,

“Well, we can retreat inio the tunnel,”

aid Dorvie, speaking as calimly as ever. “Of
course, the Indians may obiect, but we shall
Lave to make them see reason.”

“But what will be the good?” asked Lee,
“The fires will be raging at the other cave,
ino. Before long there will be no current
of air coming throngh., There will be
nothing but deadly, choking fumes. We're
caught, Dorrie- hnr*Jn'rH'-lWﬁal~w caught!”

“Like rabbits in a warren,” nodded
Dorrimore.  “Infernallv bad, of course,
we did put up a good fight, didn’t we ?”

Lord
but

"I’ 7

cave now came from the entrance, where the
flickering, lurid glare of (he ruging fire wa.
]HLIL‘EI.::“] r,

‘Don’t know what happened, sir, but sud
denly  there was a rush  of wmd,’
explained Nipper, “I'hen the dust came,
The Indians sccmed o have gone——-"

“It’s ecasy cnough to understand what thes
have done,” said lLee, sctting his  teeth,
“They've desuroved  the tunnel”

“What 1I”

“Either with some kind of explosive, or
else [huy have loosencd thi rocks at a weak
spot,” sald Lee. “That rush of wind and
dust can only mecan one thing—a collapse of
the tunnel, and the complete blocking of 1t
The cunning demons! They've made sure
that we shan’t escape this way, and thevive
made equally sure that we shan’t escape the
other !V

The matter was
shadow of doubt.
into the tunnel,

L

soon proved beyond all
Lee went plinging forward
and he soon encountered a

ereat mass of loose rocks. The tunnel had
been tmnpiutuIy blocked up. [Escape was
impossible !

There was somcthine horrible 1n this new
sttuation. To remain Tiere was unthinkable,
and yct the alternative was worse, For io
escape the vietims would be compelled to
rush throngh that white-hot barrier of firve.
They could never get through! They could
never hope to get out!

Evervbody realised the frightful nature
of the situation, and Nelson Lee was struck
by the [lact that all the boys and girls re
mained calm.  There was no panie; there was

no terror, ‘
“This is the end, Dorrie,” muttered Lee
hoarsely. “Maercifully we cannot last long!

The heat 1s intolerable alrcady. Another four
or five minutes——"!

* Listen!” gasped Nipper.  “ What's
lnsamg noise, sir? Great Scott!
15 full of steam now!”

“Steam ?” repeated Dorrie. “Ye gods!
The boy’s right. What on carth—"

“You kin call me a rattlesnake if the sky
ain’t come to our rescue!” roared 1ieky
bi,&;‘gus suddenly. *““Gosh all Arvizony! The
storm’s bust, p.ern..h!”

“The storm—stcam !” said L-D{‘ with a gulp.
“You mean, Siggers, that

il iy ﬁggum thet thar's a whole heap
o' rain out thar in the ravine,” said the
desert man. “Gosh! I kpow what theso
storms kin be like, too, on the edge o the
Mesa! Sav, histen! Can’t vou hear the hiss
When it rains out here, it rainst 1

that
The place
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reckon them fires won't last morc'n another
minute at the most.”

If they had only been able to see outside,
they would have realised more ecloquently
than ever that Dicky BSiggers had told the
actual truth, ;

The thunderstorm had been brewing for
some time, and now, dramatically, it broke.
It wasn't merely a downpour of rain, but
a cloudburst. Thousands of tons of water
came crashing down, converting the floor of
the ravine into a madly flowing stream within
an couple of minutes. The Indians were
plunging about, seeking safety. The fires
were blotted out.

And then, in the middle of it all, came
another tremendous booming crash—more
like an explosion than ever. It shook the
ravine, ﬂnc? it was followed by a dull,
menacing sound of rushing, cascading water,

With  devastating  unexpectedness, a
rolling, surging fury of foaming water came
crashing down the ravine. Thousands of
tons of it—the foam brown and ugly, the
crest choked with fallen trees and uprooted
bushes. The flood came rolling down with
the force of a tidal wave, sweeping every-
thing before itl

CHAPTER 10.
Another Surprise !

HT Indians were taken completely un-
I awares.
The flood, overtaking them, caught
them in its grip. They were lifted
on that foaming crest, and, scrcaming and
shricking, they were swept onwards, out of
tire ravine and into the main canyon.
Not an Apache was left. One and all, they
were carried on the flood, and many, no
doubt, were drowned.

Meanwhile, in the cave there had been
much excitement.

The main body of water, rushing straight
down the ravine, had not penetrated this
cave. But it was only natural that a certain
amount of the flood should.surge in. Like
a tidal wave it had arrived, swirling into
the cave, foaming, hissing and roaring.

fn a moment, the men ans schoolboys
and schoolgirls found {hemselves nearly
swept off their feet. The water came dash-
ing round like the waves of an angry sea, It
rose to their knees, it almost lifted them
from their fect, and soon they were plunging
round, floundering and gasping.

But after the menace of that deadly fire,
this flood seemed trivial. Just for a moment
I.ee fcared that the flood would completely
choke the cave, drowning them all, but this
was only a momentary impression. The
flood waters did not rise higher than four
feet, and then they just as guickly subsided,
the murky waters swirling out of the cave
and joining the remnants of the main flow.
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“Waal, I pguess thet
work,” remarked Siggers.

“What do you think happened?” asked
Lord Dorrimore.

“Cloudburst,” said tho desert man,
I figger it wus somethin' else, too. Can’t
rightly understand. Seems as if a mighty
chunk o' water was loosened from one o
the gorges, up above, Mebbe the mount'in
‘gave way, an’ let it loose.,”

“We're saved, at all events,” said Nelson
Lee fervently. “Scarcely five minutes have
elapsed—and yet, in that brief space of time,
the fires have been put out and the ravine
has been cleared of the enemy. The danger
is completely over.”

“Don’'t—don’t you think that the Indians
will come back, sir?” asked Handforth,.

“They can't come back—they've all been
swept away,” replied Lee.

“Hurrah!"”

“And now that the storm has stopped I
think we’d better get out of here into the
ravine,” went on Nelson Lee. “Come along.”

The order was obeyed with alacrity. Out
they went into the ravine, under the moon.
After the blackness of the cave, the outside
air seemed brilliantly eclear., They could
sce one another distinctly—and they could
see the havoc that had been wrought in that
once picturefyue spot. UGone were the
bushes and the trees, gone were the flowers.
In the centre of the ravine there was a
roaring stream, and the sides were smothered
with mud, Tree trunks were lving grotes-
quely in various places, and there was an
air of desolation and destruction about the
whole picture.

As the men and boys and girls came out,
Nelson Lee took stock of them. He found,
to his relief, that none was missing. The
entire party emerged, some of them slightly
wounded, but, on the whole, they had
cscaped rather wonderfully.

Some of the boys and girls were laughing.
They felt that they had to do something to
rcelieve their pent-up feelings. And, really
there was something for them to laugh
about. Never was there a more disrepufable-
looking crowd.

Many of the fellows were so torn and tat-
tered that they looked like scarecrows. The
girls were hardly any better, Some of their
frocks were half ripped awar. Sleeves wero
missing, skirts were rent, and, normally, the
girls would have been horrified at these
disasters, But now nothing seemed to
matter. Soaked with muddy water as thev
were, bedraggled and quite unpresentable
before the male gaze, they could only laugh.

“It's over!” Irene was saving. “ And
“‘ﬁ:’rﬂ still all alive! Oh, I can't quite believe
it !

“That thunderstorm was the luckiest thing
imaginable,” said Harry Gresham.

“I don’t eall 1t luck,” said Nipper.
whole thing was DProvidential.”

wa3d prelty quick

“But

“The
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S though there had not been saflicient
corprises  on  this  eveniful  nigiht,

another one came soon afterwavds,
Nelsan

things out a ht,

T.ee was {rymg fo sort
IHe was wondering 1t 3t

would be possible to get soma fires going, o |

The
hurnable

themselves,
anvthing

that 1hey
problerm
ainidst

Two
abruptly.

At first it was thought that they were the
fignres of Indians.  They were high above,
on ono of the ecrags tnwlrmkms{ I‘h(‘ ravine.
They could he seen in the moonlight.

“ Better give 'em a taste o' lead,”
gf".‘:li'ti ?‘iigg‘trl'ﬁ, as he looked ujh.
scare ‘em off, anyway. Darned
understand i

“Let me  urge yon, brothoers,
dispatch any lead in this direction,’
well-known voiee.  “ Whai Lm-.l of gratitude
i« this, after we have—-"

“ Browae!” went up a

“William Napoleon, of
one of the figures calmly, “Kindly reassure
me. brothers and sisters, that all is well.
Broither Horace and mysell are anxious fo
know if there have been any casnalties——"

“ No, Brtmnﬂww#rv all  safe!” called
Nelson Lee. *Dut how. in the name of ali
i]ml’- marvellous, did vou ger here?  And
-n.r.:.r have yon been doing 77

“Without exaggeration. Drother Lee, ]
ihink T ean safely say that we have saved
the <ination.” replied Brovine. “ You
have t'].|;1=|='-ﬂd to ob=erve o -]i*,{h! flood

could all dry
was to  find
all this wetness.

figures  appearced  unexpectedly—

ST
“PBettioer
if I kin
not to
came 4

gmwral yell,
that 1lk,” agreed

s

pecrnt by 0 IF 0. Lheheld  the author of 1,

Tt was I who released the foaming waters!

ROWNEK and Stevens, of the Fifih,

B were with the others ten minntes |

bater, after they had managed to

¢limb down the rvoeky s=ide of the
ravine, .

The Filtle Form <kipper and his bosont |

fricnd were smrrounded by o shouting erowdl,
and Browne was evidently very well pleased

with himself. He was as ecool as usnal, and
it was ~oime htile time hefore he could make
hmsell heaed.

“It 1 guite  simple.”  he  explained.

“Brother Horace and mysell. suspecting that

atl was not well, left the main camp. Tn
citsee . of  emergencios,  we bronght  varions
ariieles with ne—rifles, ammunition, and even

a ceyiain amount of high explosive

[f tnecluded

i
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GROSE'’S, LUDGATE CIRCUS, LONDON

v

FOOTBALL JERSEYS
1 2,H per dozx.

All Colours and Designs.’
SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED
LIST, POST VREFR.

GEOQ. GROSE & CO., 8, New Bridge St., London, E.C.4,

| Absolutely sale.
CAmmunition

| provided.
| with bovs after settlemoent

lAlanager, 3,

- r
| Lironge,

2; NO FURTHER PpA?.

MENT FOR A MONTH

14 DAYS' FREE TRIAL with-

out obligation to buy. JUNG

CYCLES are British through-

out and sent straight to you
direct from our factory.

£3 =15 ﬂi::;uh Perfeot

every part,

Superb quality ana easy rum-

ning. Guarantead for ever.

Deon't delay, Write for Free
Art Calalegue.

JUNO CYCLE CO. (Dept.U.3),

248 & 250 Bishopsats,
C.2. Estab. lycas.

]

1
1
|
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Increaged own leight tn
BE TALLER ' 6ft, 3{ins. 'IrAHP brings FRE
= DETAILS, — ROSS, Hem‘ht

Specialiat, Scarborough.

S S ——

AGENTS WANTED o sell Private Christmnas
Cards. fample Book free, Magnilloent eollection of exaqt-
site earda, Highest Commission. Valuable Prises.
Aun'y Denton & Co., Ltd., Dew D.29, .H.rcrnmtun

“ABBEY-CLICO " PoTAumoL

Long range. Good report, =i\

Fast and furions tfunl
T%

Potato.
« Action: Air.
Price 1/3, post .rn
3 Jor 3.6, E 1or

| Coloniul Pmmgr Gd. eu’ru
| NORWOODS (Dept. N.L.) 16, Cullum §t., Londen, E.C.3

may |

'BOYS (Ages 14-19) WANTED

for CANADA,
LAND.

AUSTRALIA and NEW ZEA-
Farm training, outhit, assisted pes-oges

The Salvation Aviny keeps in {oich
in the Dominions.
' 8.8, Vedie third time, =ailing

chartered for

| October 19, 1929, from Liverpool to Auwstralia.

Make to the Branech
Thames Street,

15.C.4

immediate application
Upper
[.ondon,

Your Height Increased in
BE TALL' 11 Jdags, or money back!

5. B inehes  soon Eained,
bealthy unproved, 1-:.,.rn- Completo Conrse sont
for 5/ P.O., or 1id. stomp brings valvable
Free Book and wonderinl testimonials in sealed
euvelope., Write NOW:--Stebbhing Bystewn,

28, Dean Road, N.W.2

Loudaon,

XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS

AGENTS WANTED to form Clubs--Choco-

'lates, Jewellery, toys, Fancy Goods, Crackers.

Big Variety of Leading Makes.
HUGE PRIZE SCHIEME, Write at  once.
WALKER & HANNAM, LTD.,

(317), KENT STREET, BRADFORD

Haocudseme Men Are Sltghtly Sunburnt, ' sSun.
3= remarkably mproves appearance 6,000
Teativemials, (Booklet, stmmp) Sunbronze I.a.lmrn-
torie: (Dewnt. .), Colwyn Bay, Walea. (Fst. 1902.)

All 2uplications for Advertisement spaces In this pub.

lication ehould be addressed to the Advertisement

Fawaxer, ' The helson Lee Library,”” The Fleetway
teuse, Farringdon Sireet, Lomdon, E.C.4
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Things Heard and Seen by
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

HEARD some of the St TFrank's
I juniors discussing talking films the
other day. Buster Boots, of the
Fourth, was very caustic. He de-
clared that the talkies are rotten and hope-
less, and worse than torture, According to
his remarks, he had always enjoyed going
ta the silent pietures, but mnow that tho
talkies have come, he'll give the cinemas a
miss. I thought it just as well to inquire
into the matter, and the astonishing thing
is this. When I asked Boots how many
talkies he had seen, he had to confess that
he'd never scen one at all!  Well, that's
just the way of things. I wonder why people
condemn on mere hearsay! You can be
pretty well always certain that hearsay 13
anything but the truth.
% ¥ *

Jean Davies, of Walton, Liverpool,

telling me that she gets ragged about

reading the Old Paper—especially by
people who have never read a copy for them-
selves,  Just like Buster DBoots and the
talkica. I generally make a principle of
keeping my opinion to myself until I'm justi-
fied in giving it. In fact, T don’t believe
in forming one at all until .I've got some-
thing conerete upon which to form it. How
nice it would be if people who condemn
the Old Paper unread would change their
tactics, be just, and give the &t. Frank's
stories at least one chance.

l'l”.q just the same with my yarns, Here's

2 * *
OOTS, at all events, has promised me
that he'll go to the talkies before
condemning them again. I hear

they're going to feature these films
at the Bannington Palladium pretty soon,
As some of the older readérs no doubt know,
the Palladium iz a very up-to-date picture-
house, and it 13 owned by Solomon Levi's
father, When I went into the West House
the other day, I found the placo littered with
leaflets about the talkies. T fraced them to

Study O, which is shared by Solomon Levi
and Dick (oodwin. Solomon Levi had been
busy with his fellow Removites, boosting up
his father's business.

* * %

ALPH CLARRY, of Toronto, tells mo
R that he 1s eeriously thinking of
becoming an author. It needs
serious thinking, too. It isn't a
career upon which yvou can lightly embark.
You can’t learn Low to write stories. Thero

are plenty of people who get the most
wonderful ideas. and yet thev can't string
a dozen words together in the right way.
And sometimes people who ean writo can't
get any plots,  To be really successful,
you've got to have the knack of both—
coupled with a good imagination.
#* * *
HAPPENED to see Rex Palmer in
I Jannington a week or two ago, and I
took the opportunity of asking him
about his sister, Phyllis. T was really
reminded to do so beecause of a letter I had
had from Horaco DIPryke, of Walderslade.
Rex Palmer is one of the seniors at Banning-
ton Grammar School. He's in the Fifth
Form, and quite a big man in his way. Not
that T am really intercsted in him normally,
I was really thinking about his sister. As
a good many rcaders may remember, Phyllis
joined the Moor View School a good many
months ago—at just about the time wlhen
poor old Chambers, of the Fifth, was sent
down into the Third for a brief spell, I have
never had any proper occasion to mention
Phylils Palmer again—mainly because her
father, in India, became so seriously 1ll that
she had to go out with her mother. Rex
tells me that his respected pater i3 now
practically recovered. DPhyllis hasn't been

back long, and as the summer holidays wora

just about to start when I saw him, sho
won't rejoin the Moor View School until the
new term. Tt wouldn't surprize me in tho
least to find her very popular with Travers.
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as he has several tmes casually and carelessly
asked me 1if I knew when she was coming

bhack,
given me permission to publish his

full address, there's not mueh danger

of Irene or Winnic or any other of the Moor
View girls taking a faney to his handsome
Jial and writing 1o him.

DON'T know how it is, bui a good
many readers seemn to have gained the
impression that the Moor View Schon)

few pupils. Perhaps they have jumped to this
coneclusion because 1 have never really had
cause to mention more than a dozen, say, of
am mainly dealing with the St. Frank’s boys,
and so all my references to the Moor View
girls are naturally confined to those girls

* * -

UR photograph this week is of George
E. Low, of IMolloway. As he hasn’t

-+ k| n
1s only a tiny sort of place, with just a
the girls, It mustn’t be overloocked that |

47

become a thriving, bustling town instead ot

a peaceful, sleepy Sussex village. I hope
this disaster does not overtake the little
place.  Fortunately, the school is empty just

now, all the fellows being away on thoir
holidays., So ithese rumoeurs haven’t veachedd
their ecars. I sineerely hope that the projec

will have fallen throngh by the time ihe
new term begins,
* " %
ERE'S a reader, of Stourbridge- he
H rives me his real name but sicns
iimmlf “Doubiful "—who expresscs

~doubts as (o the genuineness of the
old * Between Ourselyes,” now superseded by
this * Gossip "—which 1s exactly the <ame
thing in a new form. le =ays: *It docsn'c
secem to mo that an author of boys' rales—
I am 26—would take the trouble to get in
touch with his readers.”  As a good few
thousands of readers know, this accusation is
quite unjustified.  Perbaps thiza Srourbridge
reader will find another pen-name for himselt

whe are, in  some way, when he writes to ane nest. |
;Hsmzi;l.tudc witlll Ithr.: }.u‘.;';;.’s-:E OUR READERS’ hope 1t ]will he **Convinced,™
Irene & Col's little group o or something hike that,  Mean-
fricuds are most frequently PORTRAIT GALLERY while, T am wondering how
featured because of this. But N imany  other  readers  lave
the Moor View School is really 7 exactly these same doubts in
quite a big place. A few their minds. Why is it that =0

weeks ago Miss Bond expressly
asked me to go round, and 1 ¢
was greariy impressed by the h .
extent of the school. 1 ecan't
say, exactly, how many pupils
there are, but Irene & Co,
form a very small proportion

of the whole total. It is one g
of the most up-to-date girls’ T
schools 1n the South of Eng- Ceorge E.

land, and a worthy neighbour

* P *

for Si. Frank’s.
BLRITS some talk of building a huge

I motion-picture  studio  just outside
Bellton, and I am rather worried
about it. Of course, the St. Jrank's
fellows will welecome it with open arms. But
other }mup]e, myself included, are dubious.
I was having a chat with the vicar the other
day—the Rev. IKthelbert (Goodchild—and he
was positively alarmed. He wanted me to
make representarions to the Counci, and
when I protested that I had absolutely no
locns standi in the matter, he scoffed, and
sail that I was so closely bound up in the
district, owing to my chronicles of St.
Frank's, that I should certainly be a better
spokesman than anyone else. 1 succeeded
m ecalming him down, assuring him that the
whele venture might come to nothing. If
this motion-picture project takes place, Bell-
ton might casily become a sort of second
Klstree. The old world beauty of the village
will be wiped ont almost within a round
of the eloek; great studios will appear,
garages will spring up, new shops will arise,
roads will be widened, and Bellton will soen |

inany people regard this quite
honest chat of mine as a zheer
spoof? Many readers  ward
vears before writing 1o me to
~satisfy themselves. If they ave
doubtful, why don’t they drop
me a line at once, instead of
allowing these doubts to rake
root and grow? Iuven il they
don’t get any mention in ihese
columns, they are absolutely
coriain of a personal reply from me, and an
auntographed photo, too, if they mn:!::uc 2
snapshot of themselves, And if there's any
sponf about this, T'll eat my own typewriter.
I am very pleased to note that ony doubtiul
Stourbridge friend has been a reader of the
Old Paper since No. L.

® # #*

TII:\T last paragraph reminds nie that

gt

Low

we're running short of good plolo-

graphs for reproduction in these

pages. Of courze, I've still got plenty
of readers’ photos in my albums, but lots of
them are unsunirable, and lots of others are
of readers who haven’t given me their
permission  to  publish  their pietures,  1'd
like a lot more, from both sexes—and here’s
a chanece for doubtful readers to find out
whether I'm a fraud ov not. I[ snapshots arc
sent—and now that the summer is drawing
to an end, there ought toe be a regular
multitude of svapshots in hand—1'd hke
them to he clear-ent ones, with the features
well defined,  But, of course, studio portrails
are even betier—nob that T want any 1eaders
to go to the expense of having speeal photo-
graphs taken,

IEnpwy SRarLES Broogs,
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The Concluding Chapfers of our Thrilling Serial of Naval Adventure !

ST L ‘"T’}k i
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By STANTON HOPE

Out to Sea'!
ACK swarmed up the rope again, and
Ginger pushed himself off from the
rudd{-r, and, rcaching up, caught

J

the end of the swinging line as the
stern of the trawler (hpped and drew
himself, dripping, from the sea.

|

In another few seconds his uncle would
be coming for that skiff, and on the im-
pulse Jack unreeved the painter and
dropped it into the water as the trawler
began to go slow alicad. Then he
slithered across the yvard or two of deck
and joined his pal in the lee of the deck

Very {:ﬂutiouﬁlj, structure.
Jack peered over _ Hardly was he
the taffrail, but no  Aboard the swiugglers’ ship! Jack  there than Lew
one was aft, and he Bonner came to

helped his chum on
board.
Like two spectres

from the sea, they
slopped their way
forward for a few
vards,

Lew Bonner had gone with Captain
Michel to the bridge, and the trawler
hands were cither stmunﬂ' the heavy
vooden chute or were at’ their anchor

stations.

Jack noticed a rope reeved over cleats,
and, glanciug over the side, saw a skiff
with a pair of oars. At the same moment
he heard the muffled note of the engine-
room telegraph bell, and heard the voice
of Cnptnin Michel.

“Au revoir, Bonner, mon ami! I will
sce you once more oun ze next visit to
vour hospitable shores !”

“Quick, Ginger!” whispered Jack.

“Get into the lee of that caboose.”

and Ginger of the Rampant are out

lo prevent the smugglers from escap-

ing—bul they find 1it’s easier said
than done !

| breathed Jack.

enter the boat, and
at the sight of it
drifting away
astern, he emitted
an angry snarl and
hurried forward
_ again,

What Lie said to the trawler skipper,
Jack and Ginger could not quite make
out; but a few moments afterwards they
heard Michel himself violently abusing
in French some luckless member of the
crew for mot having tied up the skift
properly. |

“Come on, now'’s our chance, raggie !”
“That looks like an iron
wedge or spike lying on the deck there.”

They slithered across to the port side,
and Jack took up the implement with
which he hoped he might temporarily dis-
able the trawler and so give P.-o. Teak
and the coastouards a chauce to cnnture
her
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The engines had been going slow ahead,
and again  there came the muffied
clangour of the telegraph bell, followed by
a tuneful hum in crescendo that denoted
a lgher speed. Thé Dominigue was fast
steaming out to sea !

The Battle of the Bridge!

WO things the boys became aware
of as they crept towards  what

they belicved to be the engine-
room - hatch, They  glimpsed
figures  forward, and noted that the
drippiag anchor had been laid on deck

and that the.chain was fitted with a
patent shackle so that it could have been
:nstantly let go in case of emergency.
That is to say, the trawler could simply
nave lost her anchor and a length of
chain, and got under way without loss
of time if the necessitly arose.

Secondly, they judged that the
cngines were of much higher power than
lhﬂaa. usually installed in a fishing vessel
of this type—engines that wonld oive
the ]Jumlmqm‘ a fine turn of speed to
outrace any ordinacy small craft of Mis
Majesty's Coastguard.

Liops 14
irawler-
charel ny

Voices roarved exelara
Freuch, and a couple of tougi
men 1 rubber sca-boms  came
from for ard.

“Into * the ditelv '!" oulped

Ile himself lu.ll:rul up and dashed for
the short bridge ladder. He had not
been able to do the job he had inteuded,
but he thought of another way nhuu:b}
he might Ll{rL.} the trawler sufficiently to
cnable the coastguards to come up with
Lier,

Little Ginger started for the side to
follow Jack’s advice to hurl himsclf intc
the sea, but, secing his pal did not intend
joitiing him in the water, he raced afte:
him towards the bridge.

The appearance of Jack in soaking wet

aboard.

Jack.

trousers and  vest  completely  flabber-
gasted the trawler skipper. His hand
went out for a belaying-pin, which he

kept handy near the compass, but before
his hand could reach it, Jack launched
himself full at him and got him a terrific
clout on the jaw.

“Cochon I roared the
ful of the need for silence,
keel you !”

This time he got the belaying-pin and

skipper, forget-
“For zat I

With Jack - ahkead, the two  boys|jyrched forward to crash it down upon
stealthily  reached  the  engine-room | jack's head. 'The boy escaped injury by
cutrance, and. at that precise moment, dropping almost flat to the deck, and
@ burly figure in greasy blue overalls|Michel, by his own impetus, stumbled
e B A LN ladder inside. over his body and went crashing down

“Ma joi! to the deck below, sweeping Ginger off

At the startied exclamation of the|the ladder in his descent.
engine-room  hand, Jack dropped back | The little Cockney landed on his feet
against Ginger, and, tripping over his|like a2 eat, but he found himseclf in
chum’s foot, he went hurtling headlong | between two  exeited and  infariaterd
on the deck while the heavy iron spike | Frenchmen Michel Thimself  remained
clattered ont of his hand into the |stunned where he had failen.
seuppers | : For’'ard of a small chart-room was a

In another moment all was confusion | Frenchman at the trawler’s wheel. The

HOW THE STORY STARTED:
JACK CGILBERT, a checry youngster of some fifteen yeurs, has just joined H.M.S. Rampant,

a naval tradning school at Porthaven.

LEW BONNER, and the less he szees of him
the Navy along with

| CLEM SMITH, or Busky,

LBARNY MORLAND, why has just died.

best in the Servica,
GINGER JONES.

smugglers’ lair.

spite of this,
bhut when they see a

ugrees, ' Lead on, Haratio! ' he says,

Hes only liring relative is his scoundrelly uncle,
the Letter Juck will be pleased,

as he becomes known at
type, and is rvery jealous of Jack's friendship with his—Busky s—uncle,

It was Barny who got the two boys to join the Nary,
and in his will he stipulates that a sum of £2,000 is to go to the boy who acquits himself
Both settle down at the Rampant,
Une evening Jaek and Ginger are walking to FPorthaven, along the coast,
when they ceme to a particulurly bleak spot, where once stood the willage of Puaggleéshale,
but which is now in ruing, hating been * swallowed up " by the encroaching sea.
ritang muysterious things huppanmq here, and decide
A few days later they again visit the place to do a bit of irvestiguting.
Jack is horrified to find that one of the smugglers is hiy raszcally uncle,
Jack informs the coastguards of lus discovery,
vessel lying at anchor just off the shore they change their
} T'hey go off to get a launch, while Jack and Gingér swim out to the mysterious craft,
overhear conversation to the effect that the boat will sail within a few minutes, whereat
dack suggests climbing on board in order to try and disable the engines,

(Now read on.)

The oy jorus

the Bampant, Smith is of the bullying

and Jack malkes a [riend of

They sec
that they must have discovered n
Lew Bonner, In
At first H:Ey doubt his story,
minds.
They

His chum pluckily
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necessity of keeping the wvessel on  her
course had prevented him from going to
the assistance of his skipper, but he
velled in French for someone to come up
to the bridge as Jack stepped towards
fiim,

The Dominique was gswinging round at
speed for the open sea. The orders of the
helmsman had been to pick-up Bonner’s

drifting skiff, but the advent of the
voung English bluejackets made him
keen to clear off from this dangerous
coast.

For a seccond or so Jack paused to look
alicad, and thought he detected a small
craft without lights on the dark, heaving
watcrs,

“Ahoy! Launch ahoy!”

He was about to bawl the name of
P.0, Tecak when there was a dull poof,
the darkness was stabbed by flame, and a
bullet smacked against the side of the
compass and ricochelted, ripping
splinters out of the bridge rail. Coming
un the bridge ladder, and armed with an
automatic plstal fitted with a silencer,
vas his uncle, Lew Bonner!

“So it's you, you spyin’ young swab!”
cxploded the erook.

Twice more in swift succession the
automatic spat flame and lead into the
night, and at the second shot Jack, who
had hurled himself aside, elutched his
left arm and drew a sharp breath
b:tween his teeth.

And then little Ginger Jones, who had
cluded the French deck-hands, took a
flying leap up the bridgze Iadder caught
Lew Bonner by the ankles, and drncrrred
him sharply back. The crook uttered a
hoarse cry, the automatic dropped from
his hand, and his fingers frantically
clawed the wunresisting air. One of the
smugglers” crew leaped aside in the nick
of time to avoid him as he crashed full
lengthh on his back close beside the un-
conscious Michel !

Up on the bridge, Jack feIt the fingers
of his right hand grow warm and wet,
and knew he had been wounded ; at first,
indeed, it felt as though a lmmmer had
hit him in the left arm, but ‘almost im-
mediately afterwards the limb became
numb, and remained so for some scconds.

During this respite, and before a sharp,
throbbing pain assailed him, he reached
down for the belaying-pin which Michel
had dropped on hurtling from the bridge.

By a powerful wrench, the helmsman
had ripped a spoke from the wheel, and,
with an exclamation of savage abuse, he
flung it as Jack advanced. The hard-
wood spoke-handle zoomed past the blue-
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and then the boy lurched
forward and slammed the fellow with all
his force.

Down went the helmsman like a pitted
ox, and Jack, his left arm hanging
limply, drwrrc-d over the wheel-spﬂkes
with his right hand.

The sweat rolled from his forehead in
cold beads, and in a dazed sort of way,
he felt the trawler coming round.

Now her head was pointing towards the
shore! He felt fainter, and it was sheer
agony for him to keep the ship heading
in. In a confused babel he heard a
rumpus going on abeard, and thought he
detected Ginger’s shrill voice.

A powerful light flashed up mnear to
hand on the port bow, It was a launch
racing toward the Dominique—and in it
was Petty Officer Teak and a crew «f

armed coastguards! Then—-

Thump!

The trawler quivered from stem to
stern, and Jack’s body drove against the
wheel with such fmr:e that he felt as
though he had been slammed in the
stomach by a professional puz. He was

dimly aware for a moment or so longer of
white sea-spume lashing thc- ship, a con-
fusion of voices and succession  of
erinding jars as the tmulers hull bit
hard into the sand. And then his legs
beecame limp under him, his hand relased
on the hardwood wheel, and he felt him-
self slipping into a void of impenctrable
darkness !

The Lone Witness!

66 O you feel better now, sonny?”
D Jack opened his eyes to find

himself in bed, looking into

the face of an clderly stmnger.
He tried to move, but found that his left
arm was restrained as though enclosed
in a box.

“Keep quiet,” said the kindly wvoice
which had addressed him. “Youw're in
hospital in Porthaven, and you've got to
take your time to let that bone of your
left arm set. It was rather badly
knocked about.”

Events flooded back inte Jack’s mind.
So he was in hospital, and this kindiy
man was one of the doctors! A screen
was around the Dbed, but presently a
neatlv-dressed nurse removed it, and
Jack saw that he was in a p'[m:-ant ward
with some other patients.

The doctor Ieft him and he slept o
wlhile, and it was not until the followine
day that he was allowed to receive
visitors.
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Young Ginger Jones was the first, and,
b

bubbling with excitement, he told Jaek

of what had occurred after the
Dominique had been grounded.

“Teak and the giddy coaslguards
simply swarmed  aboard, old  som,”
grinned  Ginger, “and bagged your
rolten  unele, Lew Bonner, Skipper

Michel, and the whole gang. They were
smugglers all right, and they’d sunk a
fine cargo o’ contraband under the sea.”

“But Gavin—and the other chap?”
inguired Jack.

i

| .-I:!tl "
Ll
1 : i ' M .“-.

HJ. il

F A

Ginger Jones took a flying leap
up the bridge ladder, caught
Lew Bonner by the ankles and
dragged him sharply back. The
erook uttered a hoarse cry anig
then plunged downwards !

“1 told the ceastguards what you over-
heard Bonwper say,’ Ginger explained,
“and later some of the chaps went ashore
and waited near the groyne. Suddenly
some  sand dropped in, and Gavin and
the other chap, Joe Sparling, came out-—
naving found they couldn’t get out by
the usual exit, 1 s'pose. Tmagine their
chivvies, chum, when they walked into
the arms of the fellows waiting for 'em !”

29

It appeared from what Ginger had said
that there was a seeret tunncl leading
from a cellar under old Paggleshale to a
remarkable building under the sea,

This building originally had been a
part of the village itself, but it had been
built up from within with leavy stone
set. by a speeial eement on which the sea-
water had no effect. By a patent com-
partment fitted with a port that could
be made water-ticht, Jem Gavin's gang
could take weighted cerates and  hales
covered in waterproof matervial into this
house.

It was an amazingly ingenious scheme.

Y
f ',J:.ﬂ'f ]

To give the visiting trawler her bear-
ings, a bhuoy was released from nundoer
r-wl\ .\

the water aud hauied down again witer
the ship had come to an anchorage. A
diver named Gaskell was in league with
the crooks, and shifted the stuff sunk on
to the sca-bed into the under-water house
when necessary. It was this man whom
Jack must have seen during his search
for Ginger's locket.

Both Boaner and
badly burt, aud at present

heon
i1 i

Michel lead

W
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infirmary awaiting transfer to cells.

Then Jack asked the question which
had been gnawing at lhis lLeart all the
time the excitable Ginger had been
spinning the yarn.

“And my uncle,” muttered Jack, *has
he ‘squealed ’2”

“Not to my knowledge,” Ginger said;
“but don’t you worry, raggiec—you've
proved yourself as big a giddy hero as
ever that Busky Smith who beached the
ferry.”

A slow smile spread over Jack’s face.

“Thanks, Ginger,” he grinned, “’causc
I s'pose you mcan that for a compli-
ment,”

And then other visitors were announced
—a whole bunch of them. To the em-
barrassment of both Jack and Ginger,
Admiral Sir John Britton himself came
through the ward in his lavish blue and
gold, accompanied by Captain Hedworth
Orr, commanding officer of the Rampant.
To rear of them came Petty Officer Teak
and Busky Smith. o

A doctor and two nurses advanccd to
Jack's bed ahecad of the naval procession,
and the boy began to feel like the goat
at some sacrificial ceremony.

“This is the boy, sir,” said the smiling
doctor, addressing Admiral Britton,

The admiral rested a hand on Jack’s
right arm, and the smile on his clean-
cut, bronzed face dispelled all the lad’s
cmbarrassment.

“I remember seeing you before, Boy
Gilbert,” remarked the great man, “and
I'm anxious to hear from your own lips
low you and this chum of yours brought
about the capture of as formidable a gany
of smugglers as have operated on the
Eneclish coast for half a century.”

He ushered forward Captain Orr and
Petty Oflicer Teak, who greeted Jack
warmly.

“I—I hear, sir,” stammered Jack, “that
they’ve caught Lew Bonner—my uncle.”

“That is so, my boy. You never got on
well with him, I believe?”

Jack gritted his teeth and took the
plunge. He would have preferred not <o
much of an audience, but in the agony of
Iris soul about what his uncle might have
said without Ginger knowing, he deter-
mined to make a clecan breast of every-
thing himself, if neccssary.

“My uncle’s not had any use for me for
some time, sir,” he said, the finoers of his
undamaged hand nervously picking at the
bedelothes at his side. " He's a beastly
crook, and there was a time when he
wanted to make me into one. Has—has he
said anything ?”
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The admiral nodded.

“He has made a statement to the police,
Gilbert,” he said, “and a copy of it was
sent to me for my perusal. Your uncle
stated that before joining up you were in a
reformatory school. Was that so?”

Jack swallowed.

“Yes, sir. I said nothing about it; I
was dead keen to join the Navy, and 1
knew if I told ’em I'd been there, they
wouldn’t have had me.”

His eyes looked up into those of the
admiral.

“You'll let me stop, sir?” he pleaded.
“You won't have me turned out ?”

Busky Smith lecaned forward slightly,
his face expectant. If only Jack Gilbert

- 0
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were kicked out of the E:'rt'!l.‘\'if'.f‘, it would
be plain sailing for him to earn his uncle’s
£2,000 legacy!

The admiral’s next words shattered his
hopes.

“We can’t afford to let a boy like you
leave the Navy, Gilbert,” said the admiral
quietly.

Jack’s face lighted with a radiant smile,
and, encouraged by the admiral, he told in
a few modest words of the incidents which
had led up to Ginger and himself setting
out with Petty Officer Teak and the coast-
guards on that eventful night.

“And in the end,” the admiral remarked,
“you took over the wheel of the trawler
and put her aground on a sand-bank ?”

“Avye, sir/4gaid Jack.

All laughed, except Busky Smith, whose
face bore the stamp of envy and hatred.

None noticed at first that a somewhat
elderly man, a convalescent patient at the
hospital, who was passing on his way
through the ward, had paused near the
bed. All were startled, however, when the
man thrust hamself between Captain Orr
and Petty Officer Teak and advanced
direet to Jack,

“So this is the Iad!” he exclaimed.
“Put the French smuggler on a sand-
bank, did he! It seems to me, gentlemen,
he makes a habit of that sort of thing !

The admiral and captain looked at the
man with sharp resentment at his butting
in, and the doctor moved forward to take
him by the arm. Jack shifted more up-
right in bed, his jaw sagging; and Busky
stood with eyes staring in horrified dismay
out of a dead-white face. The con-
valescent patient who had intruded was
none other than the skipper of the ferry
which had been rammed by the Felsgap!

“All right—all right, doctor,” the man
said; “‘just half a moment! Shake,
my bov! I've had a rotten time with my
head, but I'm better now, and when I got
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—Tom Perry and kEva Hanway.

1
i

This is a yarn which cannot fail to appeal

to beat " The Island Castaways!”

| WONDERFUL NEW SERIAL COMING NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

This 1s a stery ot amazing sdventure m Southern Seas.
Dramatically they are cast upon an unknown island.
An extraordinary islend, this——as extraordinary as it is beautiful,

Tom and kva find themselves mixed up in all sorts of amazing, exating and starthng
adventures !

author, Arthur S. Hardy, has written many wonderful stories before, but surely never one
Look out for the long opening instalment of this

magnificent adventure varn in next week's issue of The NELSON LEE LIBRARY.

ORDER YOUR COPY NOW TO SAVE DISAPPOINTMENT! |

It centres round two youngsters

In next to no time

The

to all readers o! Nelson l.ee Library.

ent of hospital 1 intended looking you ap
to thank you personally for what you did,
though 1 hear you got the life-saving
medal for it. A born seaman you are to
have put that old [ferry-boat of mine
aground !”

Surprise became sheer bewilderment in
the naval officers standing by.

“There seems to be some mistake,” the
admiral said, when the doctor explained
who the man was. “This is not the lad
who beached the ferry; it was this other
voungster, Boy Clement Smith.”

The fervy skipper looked at Busky—
olared fromm his dead-white face down to
that medal that hung upon the young
traitor’s chest.

“By hokey, I remember you, too!” he
exploded.,  “This lad was aboard with us
and squirming like a worm with funk at
the foot of the bridge ladder.”

And then Busky broke down. Between
his =olLs he confessed all-—how the pas-
sengers aboard the ferryv-boat had mis-
taken him for the fellow who had put the
old packet aeround, and how he had kept
to the role of hero when he had found Jack
mwilling to be lauded for the exploit.

A few minutes later Busky was escorted
back to the Rampant by the outraged
Petty Officer Teak, who took more than
one opportunity en route to apply a thick
Service boot 1o his sternshects,

When the admiral and the others witii-
drew, the delighted Ginger remained,

" Pink me, they’'ll turf Smith clean out
of the Navy for this,” he whooped, " and
“in a few days, old son, you'll be shippinyz
a medal on your own giddy chest !

In both of which prophecies he was
entirely correct.
On the day after the showing up of

Busky Smith, Arnold Greaves, of Greaves
and Greaves, solicitors, hurried over from
Sandeliff, where he was staying.

“I've been on the telephone to my
partuwer in town, my boy,” he announced
to Jack, who was busy with a plate of
roast chicken.  “As Clement Smith has
been ecompelled to leave the Rampant for
good—and rather suddenly=-there scems
no need to wait until the end of your
training for the legacy. We feel that we
are meeting the wishes of our late client,
Barny Morland, by the conveyance to vou
now of a cheque for two thousand pounds:
with which you may start a bank account.”

THE END.
(That’s the end of this fine serial,
chums, Geod old Jack has triumphed i

spite of everything! And now don’t forget
that a.grand new adventure serial entitled
“The Island Castaways!” is starting nex!
week. Don't miss the long, exciting

opening instalment.)



42 THRE NLELSON LLE LIBRARY O SCHOOL STORIES

HOW TO JOIN THE LEAGUE

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 110.

SECTION

A

of the League.
LEE
whose signature to certif

READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,

1 desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE 8T. FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such benecfits and privileges as are offered to Members
I hereby declare that I have (ntroduced “THE NELSON
LIBRARY ” and THE
this appears on second form attached hereto.
Will you, therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with the
Membership Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader,

C

LIBRARY.”

SECTION MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS,
I, Member No....... (give Membership No.), hereby declare that I have
fntroduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
B on second form attached hereto. This makes me ......... (state number of
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.
SECTION NEW READER’'S DECLARATION,

I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of Introducer)

(Tt L IR T IR (ELIE T E R LAY LERT IR RY B2 ARRERTAR RN

to this lssue of “THE NELSON LEE

(FU LL HAB[E)iiiii-till-ll T P T L L LI ey

(ADDR Ess}ivil#lll L L R R R L L L) sdbdpdadiiadidsssisasannans

L AL LR R A R N R R N R

SEPARBIR AR EFF AR RS s R R R EFE R R d R EE

[E R TN tsd s Ranansad i

INSTRUCTIONS.

INSTRUUTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mem-
hership. Cut out TWO ecomplete Application
I'orms from Two copies of this week’s issue of
THE NELBON LEe LiBRARY. On one of the forms
leave in Section A, crossing out Secctions B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form, The second form 13 {for
vour new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses
out Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
The &t. Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LEE
LigrARY, 6, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.A4.
Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It will be
necessary for you to obtain six new readers for
this award. For each new reader TWO complete
forms, bearing the same number, are needed.
On one of the forms fill in Section B, crossing
out Sections A and C, and write your name and
address at bottom of form, The other form
is for yvour mnew reader, who. fills in Scetion C,
crozses out Sections A and ‘B, and writes his

name and addresz at the hottom of the form.
Now pin both forms together and send them to
the Chief Officer, as ahove. One new reader will
then be registered against your name, and when
six new readers have been registered, you will
ba sent the St. Frank's League bronze medal.
There is nothing to prevent you irom gending in
forms for two or more new readers at once,
providing that each pair of forms bears the same
date and number.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver medals can apply in the same way as for
the bronze medal, filling in Section B. Every
introduction they make will be credited to them,
so that when they have secured the requisite
number of readers they can exchange their bronze
medal for a silver one.

These Application Forms can be posted for

id., providing the envelope is not sealed and no
letter is e¢neclosed.

You can write to fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Lmpire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies,

If you want to form a sports or social club,

vou can do so amongst local members of the
League,

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE,

You are offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking, or camping.

You ean ?lt:‘lﬁf}‘ for the various awards by
promoting the growth of the League.

If yvou want help or information on any
siuhject, you will find the Chief Officer ever
ready to assist you,

NOTICE.

The St, Frank's League has now attained such proportions that we are compelled to discontinue

the offer of gold medals in connection therewith,

The gilver and bronze medals will ¢till be avail-

able, however, as heretofore, to those who qualify for them in accordance with the rules.
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'“ } ; K o3 If wou W
Tkg C}”gf Oﬁic&.r Chﬂ'rf::; '|““| Il"‘l t}.”" Here's hiz addreess 0f e eant to

write to kim: The Chief Oficer, Th
with his Chums.

Nelsom Lee Librarw, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Steeet, Londun, E.C.4,

A Complaint! Ceorresnondents will receive as muny as twenty

AVE you read this week’s prize-winning | or even more answers. And answering twenty
H letter, chums? If you haven't 1| or more letters is not exactly a _;r:rb {o be
snould like vou to do so. For this recommended. and, still more important, the

letter was chosen with a special object | cost of postage for same iz going to be :n

In view, the rexion of half-a erown. To many readers,
The writer makes a complaint against cer- | [ndoed —especially thoze atill attending school

tain readers of the Old Paper. As it happens, | —such a thing is quite out of the question.

1 have received other letters from disgruntled, So thosze of von who have besn complaining

readers on the same receive my sympathy.

subject. so 1t 18 ob- At the same tume I'm

THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER sure vou will see eve
to eve with my re-

; marks in the last
Many fh“ﬂ"ﬁ for the S.F.L. badee which [ received natageabh.

on Saturday.

vious that the matter

Me £ Sy
calls for a discussion .
it Dear Cuier Orricer,
I

The u;mplaint is

: ni ; ' conoel s
t’h"l‘_ readers have had You will no doudt be interested to know that In LR ._I
‘“*ltlﬂ&'ﬂ inserted in the through the N.L.L. | have got nearly (wenty pen want o say  rtus,
‘Correspon dents chums ; some in Australia, New Zealand, U.S.A.. Wherever possible, I’
Wanted 77 eolumn to {ndia, r.:r}d' last but r:;)!ﬁfemr. En_g!’am!. When mu hope readers WILL
the effect that fhﬂ_‘i’ nexl noftce appears ope [0 increase my corres- _TE.‘-‘I]‘;:-.' to all letters

pondents to about forty.

wish to correspond they receive in counec-

with  fellow - Nelson And now [ have a_complaint to make—against tion with any notice
T salieg d tl d some of your readers. They have a notice put in the ade! B tho :
e'te- es, an ltifn‘ft O Correspondents Wanted column ask:’ngdather readers 15’:‘915‘:]“1 P-f' them 1n
not answer the letters to write to them, and then, when gou do write, they the d Paper.
thEF receive 1In repl}- tabe no notice whatever. [ do not think this is at all ) '
to their request_ JEI.I'P’ 'ﬂ! Hu:m CGI"ICEI'nlﬂg *D!]QS.
If such 1s the case, [t's owing to this treatment that [ am asking you 66 OGGY.,” of
then unduubtedly to put anj:ﬁfr nar::r:-:? in the Old Papf}:f for me. f Chesterfield,
those who asked for want readers lo write to me;hrsf. course, you has just be-
: can relu on me to reply io all letters. _
correspondents in the ¥ C—— ~come the
first place are in the " : < owner of a dog. He
ing in a discourteons (For this interesting letter Alfred Taulor, of Leeds, some tricks, To do
mg!’l * ;'i: t : th BT Sy u“'f“f ) ;h I 'l‘n. g North [
ner. et on the i=  my  Norther
other hand they may be deserving of |chum will require plenty of patience—and a
sympathy ! | kind nature. It's no good getting wild ‘nl[h
Ilet me hasten to explain my somewhat | the dog becanse it will not do your bidding
paradoxical words. “at first. And then, when it does succeed in

‘The St. Frank’s League is a big organisa- | doing the trick, give him an extra friendly
tion; the ‘““Correspondents Wanted "’ column | pat on the head and present him with a.

13 zm extremely popular feature. Therefore nice tit-bit as a reward.
it is not unlikely that a reader who asks for | THE CHIEF OFFICER,

All ‘'members of the St. Frank’'s League are invited to send to the Chiet Officer lutlm of interest i:nl'll:ll'lilt

the League. The most interesting will de published week by week, and the senders will receive pocket wallets

or penknives. If you den’t belong to the League, join intlmedilhlr by filling in the form which appears on the,
opposite page.
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{ CORRESPONDENTS WANTED |

Koo oot teootsstetetelk
/ :

Wilfred Wardle, 44, King Strect, Maiden-
head, Berks. offers NoJJJL. oid servies, Nos,
215, 302, 303, 416, 419; new sevies, Nos, 09,
T ﬂ?, 131.

Wilfred  Kirkbride,
Beswick, Manchester,
i Anstraliag  mderested
~chool stories,

William Wude, Whish  Steeet. Windsor,
Drisbane, Queenslund, Australia, wauts stamyp
colleeting corvespondents anywhere, eseepting
England amd Aosrralia,

Henry Cathewrn. 2388

Oiine Streed,
correspornlents
cheralstry and

42,
Wil n!s.
im

Jalt e Steevr, h'iqlgl'-

tan, Rlasgow, offers N.1. L. Nao.. 08-154, new
SO0,

Clifford Monk-. 20, Lii}' TR :\[Uxtmt,
Manchester, oflers N.I..1.. N, 1 to the cur-
rent number, |

John "\]tll}:h\ 385, Nowthawpion Duild-
ings, Clerkenwell.  London, E.C.1, wants

copics of the N.I. V., containivg the ¥ Walter

Chureh 7 series and the * Freslt Ay Fiends
SOPI0S, : :

Wallace L. Taewler. 11, Plicasaut Sireet,
Lowesmoor, MWorce<ter, wunts to hear fromn
peaders o his disrpier, '

1. Ringrose, 31. Vidoria Ruoad, Driffield,
Last Yorkshive, wanmts N.L.L.. new series.
Will exchange stamps. . . 5 ¢ .

Ronald W, Toralin. High Swuect, Long
Duckby, Nr. Rugby, wanis COFFe -;ufmrlu-:~ in-
terestod o foothall and erieked,
 Leslie Rasbould, 174, Crankhall Lane,

West Bromwich,
enrz in Rhbodoesia.

1. ('}l‘ugél L. 3.

staffs., wants corrcspond-

Dresden Road, Highgaie,
London, N. 19, mml; to hear from readers
ierested o model steam engines,

James . Cratg, 360. Hoc "-»n'fr- W

Irhiame-

~low, London, E.12, wauts cm‘uq-mu]c-::is:
¢ ~pecially  those ovorseas.

Avthur Marin, 8. Adderbury  Creseont.,
Adderbury  Read, Deverley Read, Hull,
wants correspondents,

W. Blake, 96, Lake Rosd. Portsmouth,
wants eorrespondents i Ireland,

J. Doody, 61, Argrle Swreei. Nechels,
Birmingham, wanis correspondents in the
Dritish Empire.

W. Rowe, Syeectmun Sireet. off Hale

sireet, Red Hii_]. Brizhaue,
correspondents 1 England.

A. V. Austen, 38, Park Avenue, Paliner's
(ireen, London, N.13, wants correspondents
Jnrm'mfed in back numbers,

A. J. Argoon, Jervis Street,
?mior{a Australia, has N.L.L.,
or sld.

Australia, wants

Burwood,
old series,
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AT GRIPS WITH THE
REDMEN!

(Continucd from page 33.) +
KertesrstrsrstsrsosesetesesX

"High explosive!” suid Nelson Lee. “But
where did you get it from ™, . -
Yo :l[i}IdHI]H\. fen rget. Brother ],EL i i

d i hivh explosive was b
. quantity of hiyvl | ve was brctight for

blasting purposes,” replied - Bumm, {nhnh
“Our judgment was sound,” for«it was"na
long before we discovered Ill:-itl_‘”if: Indians
woere on the war-path, © Dot we did not imake
the mistake of Fa}tl":l‘-".illg' ourselves at ence.
We bided out time,” I W r

“You were wise,” said Nelson Lee, ‘:__}:m:

useful m the bu(-!;u'rmm:l ;

" Unqguestionably,’ ,,,_wml Inmﬁ.nf “ M
watchod the progress from thie hig *h peakes,
and we cane to the conclusion that the
hattle in this ravine was hoi.*not to” say
desperate. Yet we “could ¥ ot hied dp to any
appreciable Textem, » Valiant ! as - Brothers
Horace and mysell are, yon must remetubher
that there wire only - twe ‘of 'u- *So we
sought  some . srratagem,™ some ~ sublerfuge.
And it was while we were “engiged urnun
this task thnt the tlmmhh-jmm broke,”

“OI conrse, . we aidn't Lzmu {\rulh
what a tight” COPRer * you were |in,” fput =t
Srevens.  “We gor in rn -Dtm~ t-mt of Sieltey
when all that prain - canje,” and thén Browne
not eed tlm il Iu*lmml{m- unlmtnt Uf “df!‘l
had formed a basio up dhm{ “he "ravine.”

[t was like a wimature Ialw S -

i
“N\ charge «of Tiigh r\.ph:nnn and the,
mintature lake was released,” said, Diownie,”
“You =ee® It was thi~, "b\r[fl*’l‘ 1*..}urh'?:i_'r'£1}
cascading down, and whicli swept thie Tuchizons
away.” 5 P ———
They went into [nriher deiails—not fhad the,
schoolboys or schioolgivls wanted -to: ear anyy
more. The Dare ‘f:l{twh“ln-_; {IIUtlg.f!'tghf{.'*';
them.  Willimmm Napoleon Birowne, by, an,
astute move, had provided yibat t;.'.i;{:ll- rush.
of water. Providential as the storm had
been, it was undoubtedly « due’ -10‘I-f:ui:u~
brilliant idea that . the Indians Lad been so
thoronghly m'm'u']mlnwd. b o e
And now the situation was easced, . The
party was freed from the Redskinssand sglee
hunt for old Heokey “L-hl} gold  could
proceed, PR R
Yo, if the pm*n lmd -:mlw. known it, their.
perils and exeitereiits T were by 10" mieuns’
over ! : .t
THE I:.\I} £

woere much more

- -

"
-

o .

(Look out for another cxeiting ?,rrrrn in f{m
fine series ncet week, chums. It's {‘hffff{d
“The Sehoolboy Goldseckers?  and €very
chapter is pueked with thrills!) .
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