


By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1,
The Land of Thirst!

HE expedition moved across the blazing desert slowly, and, except ot an occasional
word here and there, in silence. N
Overhead, the sun was beating down with overpowering force. Vhe sky
was brazen, and the herizon flickered and shimmered with the heat.

Desert all round— desert everywhere—without a blade of grass, without even a cactus,
KFar away, to the north, mingled with the haze of the horizon, the land seemed to
drift away into uncertain, indistinet slopes. Here there was a little dabble of
whiteness, and it wae diffieult to realise that thie wae the snow. high on 2 mountain
peak.
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Across the sun-parched desert the St. Frank’s parly wends ils weary way. Nearer
and nearer looms their destination—wbhere, according to old Hookey Webb, they

will find a cliff of gold. And then comes the shoch—starliing, borrifying !

It was more difficult to appreciate that that mountain peak was fifty or sixty miles
away.

Néurer, there was a great butte sticking up out of the desert, loncly, stark, and
looking wvery much out of place. It was like some derelict in that sca of sand and
alkali, It was a great mass of rock, rising straight up from the desert, Lhiundreds of
fect in height, and in the pitiless glare of tho sunshine it showed red, and yellow, and
orange.

“We've got to make that butie by nightfall,” said Dicky Siggers, the gaunt old
desert man., “Thar’s water close by, an’ if we don't hev water we're as good as
done fur.,”

“There’'s no sign of water, so far as I can see,” said Lord Dorrimore, shading
his Eeyea} with his hand. “I mean, there’s no indication of greenstuff; no trees or
bushes.’

“They're hid—until we're right near the butte,” replied Siggers. “Down in a
steep gully. Not as you'd sce any trees, anyway, at this distance.”

“Why, the butte_.isn’t very far off, is it?” asked Handforth, of the St. Frank's
Remove,  ‘“Not more than four or five miles, anyway.”

Siggers laughed deeply in his throat.
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“Waal, thet’s a good ’un!” he said dryly. “Say, young pard, tiot buite’s all o
fifteen miles from here, if it’s an inch! Looks less, eh? Waal, I'm figgerin' thet it's
a mighty diflicult thing to judge distances up here on the Mesa.”

“Fifteen miles!” said Handforth, with a '1‘-'{1i5:it1f_“. “But 1t—it seems impossible!”

T was a comparatively big party. At the head trudged Nelson Lee, the famous
schoolmaster-detective, and with him were Lord Dorrimore and Umnilosi. "I'ho
faithful Kutana chicftain was taking no notice of the heat and the hardships of
the desert. He was with his beloved “ N'Kose,” and he was satisfied,

Dicky Siggers walked side by side with Hookey Webb, the o!d scaman who had
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& mcetal hook 1 place of a left hand.
Hookey was as bard as nails, and he was
standing the stram well. Siggers himself,
of course, was so accustomed to this kind of
tratl that he was quite comfortable. He
had lived most of his life on the Arizona
deszert,

Tt was diffienlt to believe that this could
be Arizona—this great barren wasteland of
and and desert. It was the Chichon Mesa
—a vaost, flat tableland, Iin a wild region
where white men seldom penetrated.

But not only were white men penetrating
it now, but white boys and white girls, too,
FFor in this party there was a number of
St, Irank’s juniors, and they were accom-
panied by Irene & Co., of the Moor View
Seiool,

It thad been intended, at first, that these
yvoungsters should be left behind at the
nain camp—down on the desert proper, at
the foor of the hills, Leyond the edge of
the Mesa.

But reecently the party had been attacked
by the Apaches, and they had been through

so many adventures together that Nelson
Lee had consénted to allow the young
people to continue the trail to the end.

They had been vager enough for it at the
start; but now some of them were begin-
ning to wonder if they had been wise. Tt
was a tremendous ordeal, this *“like”
across the barren tableland. The great
plarean stretehed out on all sides with aerid
sturkness. The sun was sapping the strength
of traveller=: thelr blood scemed to
e drying in thelr veins,

Nelson Lee would not have allowed the
youngsters to come, only Dicky Siggers had
sworn that there was plenty of water to
e found near the hig butte, and that a
comfortable camp could be made there.
IF'urthermore, that bhig butte. according to
Hookey Webb, was elose to the end of the
trail.

Resting was almost worse than keeping
on. Once or twice, during the march, a halt
had been called for food and drink. But in
country like this, where the sun blazed
down with suech mereiless intensity, inaction
was almost a torture. There was not a
serap of shade of any deseription. When
the march temporarily halted, the heat
seetned worse than ever, The travellers'
oves  were  smarting, their throats
parched, and their loads seemed so unbear-
alily heavy that they longed to ecast them
olf.

Dicky Siggers was the only man who felt
no effects.  He wae desert-salted, and this
st of thing was as familiar to him as
cvele-riding was to most of the 8t Frank’s
tellows.

Now and again little puflfs of wind wonld
come, cansing minizture whirlwinds, They
would arise suddenlyv. blowing the sand inte
the smarting oves of the travellers, Then,
just as abruptly, the wind would die down,
and a eaomplete ealmness wonld drop.

theso

SVere

Lord Dorrimore was quile conteht to sce
the boys and girls plodding on. In fact,
he was rather amused. ‘They had pleaded
to come, and now they were tasting the
delights of the desert. It wonldn't do them
any harm, and it would certainly give themn
an experience which they were not likely
to forget in a hurry, '

And what was all

Gold ! : -

Gold by the ton—gold in vast quauntifies.
If Hookey Webb's story was to be helimf{:d,
the true mother-lode was to be fouhd in
this barren part of Arizona, close to.tlo
Blue Mountain Indian Reservation. Hookey
Webb was a queer old fellow, and the St
Frank’s boys had found him on Brighton
heach—on August Bank Holiday. He had
been a Punch and Judy man then, and it
soemed that he had been a Punch and Judy
man in Brighton for about fifteen years,
Previous to that he bad lived his life at
sea, on all manner of ships.

It was in his younger days that he had
indulged in a prospecting trip. Forty years
ago, he and a man named Ben Dalton had
come up on the Chichon Mesa, and they
had found—gold. But the Apaches had at-
tacked them, and then Dalton was fatally
wonnded.

Back in the settlement, after Dalton’s
death, Hookev Webh had found nebedy to
believe in his story of the gold. He was no
prospector—he was not even an American
citizen. He was a British sailor, and he
knew no morc about prospecting than a
Hottentot, So people had smiled at hisz
storv, and, broke, he had drifted back to
the sea.

Onlv once had he managed to get back
to Arizona again. After twenty years he
had found himself in o’heenix, and he had
met Dicky Siggers—only to find that Dieky
was completely out of funds. They had
not been able to get up an outfit. And to
penetrate  this  desert  without adequate
aquipment, was liitle hetter than suicide.

So the vears had rolled on, and Hookeyw
had never been able to get back to the
scene of that great discoveryv., It was near
the Indian reservation, and white men
seldom  went  there.  Tiven to-day the
Apaches could Le dangerous,

this for?

v
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evidence of this, Tor they had

been attacked by the Indians, and

had had a grim fight.
the form of a tremendons

I ORD DORRIMORE'S party had had
ol

Nature, in
thunderstorn,

had eome to the rescue of the hesieged
white party, and the Indians had bheon
washed awav, Scores of them had been

killed.

Now there was Jittle or no danger of
another attack, and =0 the gold-seekers wera
pressing on, Their destination
at hand.

This last march was the most difieult of
all—the most arduons, Every hundred yards
seemed like a mile; and always that biz

was clozo
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putte 1oomed ahead, apparently mocking
them. It seemed to grow no nearer as the
hours passed.

Nelson Lee was beginning io get rather
nxious, He and Dorrie had trusted Dicky
Siggers 1mp1:c1th' they relied upon the
desert man’s ]udgment Siceers had said
that the butte
could be reached
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There were many of these Gila monsters on
the desert—flabby, bloated things, horrid to
look at. - Thevy were dangerous, too, since
their bite was poisonous, '
Once or twice the party had seen asps
—deadly snakes these, stubby and grey and
hideous. Rattlesnakes, too, lizards, and
great, fearsome

tarantula spiders,

by nightfall, and WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S, funy and awe-
that there was Inspiring.
plenty of fresh But these were
water to be t he only
obtained close by. creatures they
What if Sig- saw, these things
¢rers was wrong ? th.ﬂt dwelt under
The  situation stones and 1In
would become holes. They saw
rather serious, no animals,
with so many in although  there
the party. They were always the
all carried o ravens overhead.
certain  amount “The boys and
of water in their wirls are sticking
kits, but in a it well,” re-
land of thirst marked Dorrie,
like this water towards evening.
was far more “Xes" saad
essential than Nelson Lee. “I
food. think thev're
The desert was now getting very
beginning to tived, but they
tell  upon  the won't admit 1t.
schoolboys  and All the better,
schoolgirls. Irene because it won't
and Co. were re- do to show tired-
Jluctant to con- ness just yet.
fess  that they We'lve got  to
were getting get to that
weary, but 1t butte, Dorrie.”
was obvious that “Well, it's
this trip was getting  noarer
proving hard for now, thank
them. And even coodgss,”  said
the  enthusiasm his lordship.
of the boys had “By glory! I'd

waned a lot rather trek
u'lminf-' the past through the
few hours. African  jungles
It was all so WILLY HANDFORTH- than march 1n
monotonou § — . ' this kind of
all oo, duh. I'be cheery and audacious lIeader of the  country.”
otuing but the o rRug Eorm, which be rules with a “rod of  They had
barren desert, o i : spoken very
and tho glaring #1017 [s 1he younger brother of ihe celebraled  \ifpe, for it re-
sun, and the  Edward Oswald, from whom be makes quired a certain

brooding silence.

practice of extracting * five bobs.”

amount of effort

Shrewd

For up here, on . i to engage 1n
this tableland, and quick-thinking, good at sports, and a conversatio n,
there  was  no passionale lover of animals. and they re-
sound of any quired all thei
Llnd strength for the

'ne St. Frank's adventurers felt that they
ume cut off from the entive civilised world.
They were in some wilderness, with a barrier
of sunparched desert between them and their
fellow creatures.

Now and again there was a slight diver-
sion when perhaps a Gila monster would
start up from the sand,

and puft at them. |

journey. But occasionally they would chat
for a few minutes as they walked along.
“Pity we couldn't bring the tractor cars
up  here,” continued = Lord Dorrimore.
“Plenty of cr::-mfn::-rt in them, and progress
18 pretty swift, too.’
“Excellent a3z those tractors

s are, they
could not get up the mountain

passes on
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to the Mesa,” replied Lee. “We were
obliged to come this last lap on foot.”

The sun was getting low, and before long
there came a chill wind sweeping over the
Mesa—a cold breath, surprising after the
blazing heat of the day. But it was like this
on the Arizona desert. Appalling bheat by
day, and icy coldness at night.

The sun was growing coppery as it de-
scended towards the edge of the plateau, far,
far away. 'The shadows were long and
grotesque. And there, immediately ahead,
lay the towering bulk of that grim butte.

The sun was glaring upon one face of it
now, lighting up the vivid colouring of the
rock—ycllow and orange and brown and
red. The sunlight showed up all the irregu-
arities, all tho quaint formations. There
was a tremendous shadow cast over ihe
desert from that monstreus chunk of rock,
It arose sheer from the flat tableland, hun-
dreds of feet in height, its top practically
flat, its sides jagged and torn,

It was a strange formaiion—a freak of
Nature—a relic of the dim, distant past,
when this whole region bhad been an inferno
of volecanic activity,

CHAPTER 2,
The End of the Trail!
- Y only hat!” said Handforth, in a
low voice, “Now that we're get-
ting c¢loser to it, it looks—

‘ Well, it looks tremendously for-
midable!”

“It almost frightens me,” whispered
Trene.

“1 feel the same way, too,” admitted
Winnie Ditt. “Silly, 1sn't 1it?  There's

nothing to be frightened of, of course. It’s

only a great mass of rock.”

*Yet ('p‘s so0 mysterious--so frightfully
big,” sai® Harry CGresham, “It just stands
there, like some enormous sentinel, watching
over something, I don't wonder that you
girls are seared.”

“We're not scared said lIrene indig-
nantly. *““Only—only there's something about
that hnuge pile of rock which makes me un-
comfortable.”

It was rather courageous of the girl to
confess this. Dut all of them were experi-
encing the same sensation. Even Nelson Lee
and Lord Dorrimore were impressed. They
fclt something of the same effect, Perhaps
it was the solitariness of this immense rock
structure which created that impression of
ceriness,

It was evening, too, and in the fading
light the butte looked solemn enough. It
was indeed a relie of the dim, forgotten ages.

Old lookey Webb was strangely excited.
During most of the journey he had been
animated and active, and he had never shown
any signs of lagging behind. Ever since
leaving Fnegland, indeed, he had been as
happy and as talkative as any of the schools
boys.

EL
-

But now he was different. There was a
gleam in his small, beady, bright eyes—an

unusual gleam. It was 1impossible for his
face to be Hushed, because his face was
bronzed and  weather-beaten and lined

until it somewhat resembled a chunk of o!ld
mahogany. Yet, in some indefinable way,
his faco showed a difference.

“Like it was on'y yesterday!” he mut-
tered, as he stared fascinatedly at the butte.
“Ain't changed a bit! Just the same—big
an’ liable to scarec a feller. Even old Ben
Dalton, wot was used to theso 'ere things,
was sorf of scarved.” .

“It's only because the thing's standin’ by
itself,” remarked Siggers. “Way back
behind the Blue Mountains, other side o
(ircle City, thar’'s a whole heap o' butres.
Thar ain't noihin’ in ’em, pardner. But
I'll allow thet this feller kianr ‘gets’ you.
[ ain’t seen him so close as this before.”

“Why, I thought you knew the Mesa as
well as you know the palm of your own
hand ¥ asked Nelson Lee. **And didn't you
assure us that there 1s walter =

“I sure did,” agreed Siggers, nodding.
“An’ rthar is water, too. l've bin ncar
this butte before, but not from -this side.

He looks sorter different when you come on
him from the other way. Besides, thar's the
Injuns.”

“There aren't any
there ¥ asked Dorrie.

“Thar ain't likely to be,’
“But . thar's never any tellin® with them
Llamed Apaches. Seein’ what happencd
back thar in the canvon, I don’t calc'late
thet we'll be troubled wi’ the Redskins any
more this trip, but don't bank on 1,
pardners, Injuns is queer critturs!”

Before any of them could make any other
comment, a shout came from some of the
St. Frank’s fellows, who had got on ahead.
They had stopped, and they were apparently
looking straight across the desert at the
butte, which was now only a mile away—a
vast monstrosity, rising up sheer, as though
barring any further progress. .

“ Here, 1 say!” sang out one of the juniors,
“Como and have a look at this!”

“YWhat have you found?” asked Nipper,

running forward,
" He came to a bhalt soon, and stared in
surprise. Unexpectedly, the flat tableland
was broken. There was a great jagged shit
in it just here—a shallow gorge, quite in-
visible until one was practically on the iip
of it.

A nundred yards back, one would never
believe that any such gorge existed; one
could only see the Hat desertland, stretching
straight onwards towards the butte, and
beyond. :

But now, in this moment, camo tho reve-
lation. There was this shallow gorge, its
sides steeply sloping, but not sheer. Irom
edge to edge it was perhaps hall a mile
across, and the bottom of the gorge was
two or three hundred feet down, and com-
paratively narrow. A littlo stream wandered

Indians here, arc

?

replied Siggers,
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along down there, and there were trees, and
gruss, and bushes. It was a glorious sight
1o sce this green, after having scen nothing
but drabness for so many hours.

“Oh!” cried Irenc, clapping her hands.
“Isn’t 1t glorvious! And we didn’t know
grtrr;"t.hing about 1t until we were right on
if !

“Ii's—it's a kind of casiz in the desert,”

said Sylvia Glenn.
- ““Sure thing, missic,” said Siggers, nod-
ding. “Didn’t T say thet thar was water
near' the big butte? Kinder good—eh? 1
tiggered we'd make it before nightfall.”

“Well done, Siggers!” said Nelson Lee
heartily., *1 must confess that I had begun
to doubt your informalion. 1 thought per-
‘haps that you wero unduly optimistie.”

“Thar's no sense in bein’ optimistic on
the desert, mister,” replied Siggers. * No,
“siree!  'Tain’t healthy.,  When your life
depends upon walter bein” at the end o' the
dayv's hike, you've gotter be sartin thet
thar i:;;’ water. Optimism won't quench your
thirst,

They all stood on the edge of the gorge,
looking down—fecasting their eyes upon that
greenery in the fading evening light.  And,
towering above all, on the other side of the
gorge, stood the butte—silent, massive, im-
pressive,

“Waal, we'd best make «a move,” said
Siggers.  “TIt’ll sure be dark
soon. Thar’s supper to be got,

an’ fires to be lit."”

“Supper!” said Handforth en-
thusiastically. “By George!
hadu’t realised it until now,
but I'm as hungry as a giddy
huunter !”

“Hear, hear

“Oh, absolutely!"” said Archie
Glenthorne. “What-ho! A
spot of grub, what?” -

“If there’s any cooking io be
done,” said Irene firmly, “we
givls will do it.”

l!!

they went hurrying down into the

gorgo light-heartedly. It was the end

of the day's trail, and the thought
of food and drink and rest gave them fresh
strength.

Before long there was a big ecamp fire roar-
ing, and the shadows had inereased. Dark-
ness began to creep over the desert, and
one or two stars were peeping out in the
purple canopy overhead., There was some-
thing extraordinarily peaceful about the
night hours on the desert. Silence—loneli-
ness—a sense of being completely and utterly
isolated from all worldly things.

A big camp fire was necessary, too—to say
nothing of warm blankets—for, hot as the
desert was by day, it became icily cold at
night,

1t was astonishing how the spirits of the
party revived under the influence of the

THEY were all cheerful and gay, and

| camp fire ‘and the sound of bacon sizzling
merrily in tho fryving-pans, There was the
odour, too—exhilarating, luscious. Added
to this was the perfume of freshly-made
coffee.

Dicky Siggers was as busy as a bee making
bannocks—which served the party for bread.
After a day on the desert, and after a hard
march, bannocks proved to be the sweeteat
kind of food imaginable—ecspecially when
there was hot, crisp fried Lacon to go with
it.

“Well, gents, this 1s the end of the trail,”
said Hookey Webb, a: he =at with Nelson
Lee and Dorrie and Siggers, after the meal
was over, “We don't need to go no
farther.”

“You've been rather myvsterious about it
all, Hookey, old man,” said Dorrie. “I'll
admit that vou've been frank up to a point,
and you've been certain of your direction,
but you haven’t given us many details.”

“Afore I gave you any details, sir, T
wanted to make sure that everything was
the same as I left it' forty years ago,” ro-
plied Hookey. *“An™ it is, too. This ’ere
butte ain’'t changed a bit,”

“That’s not surprising.” said Nelson Lece
dryly. *“If it were possible for us to come

| back in about five hundred years, we should

I expect

still find it the same, I dare say.
it’s been standing here for countless cent-

uries—changing 1t3 contour
haps, throughout the ages.”

“Yes, I s'pose vou'ra right, sir,” caid
Hookey. “Forty vears 1z just like a minute,
ch? I remember me an' old Ben Dalton
campin’ in this very gully—not a 'undred
vards from this 'ere spot.”

He pulled absentmindedly at his pipe. All
the men were sitting round the fire, smoking.
The boys and girls were collected round the
other camp fire—the bigger one—and they
were yvarning about the experiences of the
day. Many of them were yawning, for
they were tired out and quite ready to roll
themselves in their blankets. Nelson Lee
had indicated that nothing further would
be done until the morrow. A night’s sleep
was essential.

“An’' thar’s
sceptically.

slightly, per-

gold here?” asked Siggers
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I's voice was full of doubt; he spoke
hke a man who indulges a child. This
desert-salted old fellow had been hunting
for gold all his life; he waz a born pros-
poctnr, and so far as ho knew there was no
gold within a handred miles of this spot.

“Think it’s all a yarn, eh?” said Hookey.
“Think I'm barmy, don’t you?"”

“Waal, pardner, I might as well tell yon
thet I'm da.rned disbelievin’,” said Siggers.
“1've prosnpected in these parts fer years.
Thar ain’t a smell o' go!d around here.
Plenty o likely-lookin® quartz, mind you,

but
iooked in the right place,

“You ain't
matey,” said Hookey. * Listen, gents! I'll
bending forward

tell ve now,” he added,
and speaking in a confidential tone. *I'l]
tel' ve where that rold is!”

“We shall be most frightiully
to know,” murmured Dorrie.

“1t’s there—in that blamed hunk o’ rock,”
said lookey, pointing. I ain’t teld ye
before, in case vou thought I was mad. But
we're 'ere now, an’ once I show you the
way in, you'll soon find out the truth, Old
Jen an' me traced it forty years ago—-"

“In the butte?” asked Lee wonderingly.
“Do you mean that this great rock forma-
tion i3 holiow "

interestied

“As holler as a mole "ill,” replied
Hookey., "Looks a bit like a big mole ’ili,
too, don't n‘? An' 1it's full o' caverns an'
pascaces, an’ there’s man-made places in
there, fon. All zorts o' relies. Skulls an’
ckeictons  an’  rummy-looking  implements.

Me an’ Ben explored it proper, an’ we could

make nothin’ of it.”
TR, ¥ hi- i . f 4 & 2
No doubt a prehistorie race of chiff
Jwellers,” said Nelson Lee. *““Are vou sue-

1= a store of
Do you mecan
some ancient

gesting, Webb, that this gnId
hidden wealth? A treasure?

that the gold was mined by
tribe, and hidden away &

“Not on your itfe, matey,”

said ITookey.

“That gold wasn't mined by nobody. Tt's
there—the mother-lode, I tell ye. Cliffs of
it—white-looking guartz, with the gold

ont in chunks so’s you ean c"np it
off. I never sece’d anvthin® like it in all
myv life! Why, me an” Ben filled our pockets
an’ knapsacks with gold in about an honr,
chippin’ it off that quartz wall wi’ our hack-
knives.”

“Sound: ke a
Sigacers, shaking his
I’ve bin lookin’ for
an’ I never seen gold like thet

“Well, vou'll see it to-morrer,” said
Hookey., “T'll shov ye! We're ’ere now
—an’ 1 know the way inter that butte.
L.onks solid eneough, but it ain’t., Like one
a’ them pyramids of Egypt—all f{ull o
passaces an’ caverns.”

e was very excited, and Nelson Lee was
rlad that the boys and zirls had not listened
"ta anv part of this conversation. It wonld
aonly have disturbed them for the night.

stickin’

f~ble, pardner,”  said
head.,  “Darnation!

pav-dirt all my life,
J ™

OT that the night was to close down
N without a disturbance.

For, before Nelson Lee or Dorrie

could make any comment.on MHookey

Webb's last remark, a sudden outery sounded
amongst the St. Frank’s fellows and the
Moor View girls. Lee glanced across to the

other camp fire, and he saw that the young-
sters were leaping to their feet. They were

colleeting round a certain spot, and they
were shouting excitedly.

"Tain't nothin’,” said Siggers. ‘“‘Prob-
ably found a spider, or a lizard, mebbe,”

“I hardly think there'd be :0 mueh com-
motion over a lizard,” said Lee. frowning.
“They seem to be wildly execited.”

“1 tell vou it came Imssing down here
from the direetion of the Dbutte!” Hand-
forth was saying. ‘I saw it hit the ground
—and 1 heard 15 whizz past myv ear, too.
[t must have missed me by about a foot!
By George! It’s those rotten Indians
again !”

Nel:on Lee rose to his {eet,
to the other fire.

“What 15 1t?" he asked.

“Look at this, sir,” said Nipper tensely.

Nelson Lee looked, and his expression
chanegoed.

“An arrow!” he ejaculated sharply.
“Where did this come from, Nipper?”

“I didn't see it arrive, sir. but Handfor:h
swears inat it came shooting out of the air

and went over

from the direction of the butte,” replied
Nipper. “When [ saw it ir was sticking
in the ground.”

“Oh!” 2a1d Lee slowly.

ITe starad up the gully, inwards that great
shadowy mass which loomed up on the Meza,
An arrow. shooiing mysteriously out of the
night! TTere was something dramatie!
Nelson Lee and the other men had been
nositive that all the Indians were left behind
for good. They had been heaten, and the
remnanis of that Redskin foree had wan-
dered haek i{o the reservation.

But was this true?

Tf =0, where had this arrow come from?

Whizz-whizz !

[Lee jumped.
came out of the night,
his face and struck the ground several
yvards farther on. IHe twirled round, and
saw an arrow., Another one arrived almost
at the zame serond, several feet away.

And evervhody stood staring up silently
at the bntte. Not a sound broke the un-
canny shillness of the desert execept th
crackling of the fires.

Without warning. something
and it flashed past

——

CHAPTER 3.
The Mystery of the Buttel
ICKY SIGGERS, gaunt and lean,
D stroked his stubby chin as he plucked
one of the arrows from the ground
and inspected it.

“ MTain't poisoned,” he ecommented
“Reg'lar Injun arrow, though, Same sor
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Whiz-whiz I’

Without warning, something came out ol the night and flashed past Nelson Lse.

to bury itself in the ground only a few yards away. It was an arrow—proof positive that the St.
Frank's party was belng followed by Indians !

as them eritturs used azainst us 'way back
in the ravine. I'm figgerin' that the Apeches
must have trailed us.”

“But I can’t believe it, Siggers,” said
Lee. “We saw no sign of them on the
desert, and it's possible to see for miles.
They couldn't have overtaken us——"

“Them Injuns hev got a way o’ hangin’
around without you knowin' it,” said Sig-

gers wisely., “They don’t seem to want
no cover. Cunning critturs, Injuns. Any-
way, here’'s proof thet they're somewhere

"em, but I don’t
stand right

around. Can’t be many of
reckon 1it’s healthy fer uz to
here in this firelight.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” said
Lee. *“You boys and girls had better get
back."

“We're always being ordered out of
danger, sir!” said Handforth indignantly.
“If there are any Indians ebou!, we'll jolly
well fight them!”

But Nelson Lee was insistent. The bovs
and girls were made to retive from the
vicinity of the fires.

Lee and Sigger lost no time in elimbing
the side of the gully. By now the moon
was shining, and it was possible to see, after
a fashion, for a considerable distance. DBut,
in all that expanse of desert, thero was not
anv indication of human life.

“Well, we can be certain that there isn’t
a strong force of Indians against uws,” said

L

Lee, frowning. “Yet where did those
arrows come from, Siggers?”
“You kin scarch me!"” said the deser

man.

“Look !” said Lee, indicating the desert.
“There's no cover here for any enemy force.
In this moonlight, too, thev daren’t show
themselves. Yet where could they hide?”

Whizz !

“Waal, T'mm a rattlesnake!”
Siggers, spinning round. “ See thet, mister?
Another o' them darnation "arrers! Shot
clean past me from overhead, an’ went down
it the gully! Came from the butte, I
reckon !

“By Jove!”
that's it 1" -

He remembered Hookey Webb's story ot
caverns and tunnels, and skeletons and man-
made ‘‘places.” - Perhaps the Indians were
lurking within the butte! They were guard-
ing it—and they were warning the new-
comers that they had better keep their
distance !

Perhafs there was some sort of supersti-
tion about thiz gold. All alonz, Lee had
felt that the Apaches had been actuated
by some superstitious fear, As Siggers
himself admitted, 1t wasn't usual for tho
Redskins to get so excited or violent, They
must have had some tremendously acute
reason for attacking the white party.

cjaculated

47

i

muttered Lee tensely, 2
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“Yes, Siggers, that arrow came {rom the
butte,” said Lee. ‘“And for us to make any
attempt to search the butte by night would
be madness. We must wait until the morn-
ing. Yon had better remain up bere, and
I will make some [resh arrangements down
in the gully. Get behind that rock, and
sou’'ll be safe from any stray arrows. And
keep your eyes open.”

“You said it!” grunted Siggers,
sure keep my eye open, pard!”

L.ee hurried down, and he was quickly
surrounded by the schoolboys and school-

girls,

“Are the Indians thore, sir?” asked
Handforth breathlessly. ‘“Have they fol-
iwowed us?”

“1 think not,” replied Lee. '“As far as
we can see, there are no Indians at all. But
| 1inegine that a few of them must be lurk-
g somewhere on that butte. As you know,
it overlooks this gully, and we are too
ciote to be comfortable. We'll shift the
camp  farther up—completely out of range

“I'il

of these stray arrows.”

“Aren't we going to search for the In.
dians, sir?" asked Hand[urth in surprise.

“Not to-night, my boy.”

“Bot why npot, sir?" asked Edward
Uswald, “The Indians might make an
plinek —7

“There is very little chance of that,” in-
torrupted  Lee.  “Whatever Indians there
are, they aere perched on that butte. We
cannot take anv action until daylight comes.
You boys and girls had hettw grt into your
hlankets, and go to sleep.”

"Oh, | say, sir "

“We can’t go to sleep now, sgir!”

“You'll go to sleep qmckly enough when
virt find that there i1s no excitement,” said
Nelson Lee dryly. " Come alongl All of
vou lend a hund in shifting the camp. We
<hall have 1o move several hundred vards—
‘0 he certain of getting out of range.”

ij h under the zhadow of one of the

steep sides. Here, at all events,
there was no possible chance of anv stray
arrows from the butte entering the camp.
In the old spot the danger had been quite
acute. The camp fires had been built under

the very shadow of the butte, for nobody
had looked for danger from that direction.

Umlosi and Hookey Webb had joined
Niggers ou the edge of the gully, and they
were keeping a kind of watch.  Not that
{hey saw anylhing suspicious. No iuore
arrows had come; the bhutte was silent and
Jark, and as mysterious as ever.

““Now. you youngsters had better get to
<lcep,” said Neleon Lee. "“You've had a
hard day, and you'll probably have another
hard day to-morrow. Sleep i3 essential.
Don’t worry yourszelves about those arrows;
if there are Indians, they can only be a
mege handful.”

ITITIN hal!lf an hour the camp was
nitched farther up the gully, and

NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL
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* All the same, sir, don't you think we'd
better keep a striect watch?” askeld Nipper,

“We shall do so,” nodded Lce,

“But we'd all like to help,” s=aid Hand-
forth eagerly. " You men need sleep just
as much as we do.”

‘T'his was unanswerable,
did not try to answer 1t,

“It's only fair that we should take it in

and Nelson Lee

turns to watch, sir,’ continued Handloeth,
pressing his advantage. “Why not s
sentries all round the camp? I'll do my

share. sir, and I know the other chaps ave
just as keen. Let’s take it in spells—five
or six of us at a time, and we'll post our-
selves round the camp. We'll take an hour
cach—or perhaps two hours.”

‘*“ Absolutely |”

“Yes, rather, sir

“Let’s do our share, Mr. Leel”

“And don’t forget us, either!” said Doris
B Prkpioy

“I absolutely insist upon vou girls getting
to sleep!” replied Lee, his tone eloquent
of finality, ‘““Please don’t argue with me
and point ont that you are just as capable as
the boys. In most things, you are. But it
iz highly important that you should rest
and sleep and prepare yourselves for the
morrow.”

!1’

“And what about the boys, sir?” asked
“The boys will sleep, too—but 1 think 1

shall take advantage of their offer,” replied

'l‘hcy'll take it in turns. It will be all the

better if the camp is entirely encircled by

are not sufliciently numerous for that.”
“Good ezg!” said Handforth. “That's
we'll carry them out!”

NEI.SON LIEE was rather glad of the
attack during the night. These
Indians, whoever they were, were

mained mysteriously in the background, and

not even the stray arrows continued to come
Lee decided to post sentries in different
spots all round the eamp, up and down the
If half a dozen of the fellows were con-
stantly on duty they would be able to watch
opportunity of creeping upon the camp un-
awares.

that Browne and Stevens of the Fifth, and

Nipper and Tommy Watson and Gresham

Thev were to be relieved after a couple

of hours by Handforth and Church and

Archie Glenthorne.

Then six others would come on duty after

Marjorie Temple.

Lee. “Some of them can keep gnard.
a strong ring of sentries, and we men alone

the stuff, sir! Just give us our orders, and

boys' offer. He did not fear any

vvidently not in a big force. They re-

over.

cully, and on the edges of it.

successfully. The Indians would have no
Lee arranged everything. It was agreed

and FuHwood should stand the first watch.

McClure and Reggie Pitt and Travers and

this seecond lot had done their spell.
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Throughout the night, this watch would be
kept. Lee and Dorrie and Siggers and
Hookey would sleep in turns, two of them
constantly patrolling the camp.

In this way any surprize attack would be

frustrated. There was hardiy any chance
that there would be an attack, but 1t was as
well to be on the safe side. And on the

morrow, in full daglight, the source of those
arrows could be investigated.

Handforth was rather wild because he was
not allowed to keep guard first, He retired
into his blanket necar one of the camp fires,
and he did his utmost to keep Church and
McClure awake,

“It's all rot!” he grunted., “Ir was my
idea to keep watch, and those other chaps
are having first
whack "

“You ought to
be  jolly plenf-‘-od
about it said
C'hurch, }-'anr.*ning.
“I can do with a
couple of hours'
ElC‘G]}, I can assure
vou! I'd rather do
my spell a bit later
on.’

“Same here,”
sald McClure
drowsily.

They felt safe
and comfortable in
the knowledge that
the camp was
closely guarded,
and they knew that
they would be able
to sleep freely.

“I'm not so sure

He'’s coming to St. Frank’s next week. Stanley

Waldo is his name, and he possesses enormous

strength, feels no paln. has uneanny eyesight
and marvellous hearing !

What an acquisition to the Junior School of
St, Frank’s | Read all about this amazing new

He little realised that his chums were doing
this deli belamtujust to set him off. They
were inwardly alarmed by the prospect of
being compelled to seize Handforth and hold

him down.
Actually, however, Edward Oswald
and, after one

thoroughly weary

vawns, he fell back to consider the
position. Within a minute he was
asleep. Nature had asserted herself,

So Church and McClure slept, too—peace-
ful in the knowledge that their leader would
not get into any mischief whilst thev slum-
bered. Handforth would not have felt com-
plimented if he could have known his
chums’ thoughts,

Beforo long the camp was quict and still.
The fires were kept
going, and they
were cheerful and

Their

Wwas
or two
whole
sound

warm.,
friendly crackle
acted soothingly
upon the sleepers,

Up against one
side of the gully a
kind of shelter
had been made—
especially  for the
girls. Brushwood
had been brought
up, and b!anknts
had been stretehed
across, The chill
night air could not
get to them, and the
face of the shelter
was open and
facing one of the
fires. Irene & Co.
were cosy and warm
and sceure. They

THE
WONDER
BOY!

about Mr. Lece's boy in next Wednesday’'s stunning yarn, were wrapped in
poliiy,” saic} HunId- which is entitled : theu‘] ow nl blankets,
forth severely, “In and sleeping
my opinion, 1t “WALDO THB WONDER BOY e soundly.

would have been Further along,
better to rout these near one of the
Indians out at once. Why wait until the |other fires, the St. Frank’s boys were
morning ?"”’ stretched out, also sleeping. And, at various

“PBetter go and tell Mr, Lee that,” saeid
Church sarcasticallv. “Why the dickens
can't you be quict, Handy? Lect a chep get
a nap!”

“What if the Indians spring on us in the
darkness?”  asked Handforth. “What
chance shall we have? It might be a good
idea to do a bit of scouting," he added
thoughtfully. “By George! That's it!
Supposing we creep up to the butte and
make some investigations on our own?”

Church yawned noisily.

“Cheese i1t!” he grunted. *1If
to go and investigate, landy,
to go alone,
of 1t."”

“Not
too,

With a few moment:
wa3 yawning.

you want
vou'll have
Mac and I aren’t having any

likely,” said McClure, yawning,

Handforth himself
It was a ocatching complaint.

intervals, the sentries were on dlltj Furtha
afield, at least two of the men remained or
the alert, their rifles handy.

But nﬂtlunrr happencd.
alarm.

And so, at the end of the first spell, the

There came nc

original sentries came off duhmc'n};, toc
glad to get into their blankets and sleep.
The next set, aroused from slumber, took

their places. Handforth was not nenrh &C
enthusiastic now. Aroused from a glorious
sleep, ho felt appallingly tired. But not
for the world would he admit it. He was
readv, like the others, to stand his share
of the work.

“I don’t like putting vou boys to this
job, but it's safer for us all, and your spell
will soon be over,” said Nelson Lee, as ho
inspected the changed sentries. ““Keep your
cves open—and vour ears on the alert, Ii
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yvou hear anything unusual, or see anything
cuspicious, send the word slong and let all
the other sentries know.”

“Yes, sir,” said Handforth. "If we spot
anything, shall we yell out or pass the word
along quietly ?"

“Pass it along quietly,” replied
"“There's no need to arouse the ones
are sleeping unless there is something
:pecial,”

" Right you are, sir; we're game,”
Handforth. *“Now, you fellows,
+hat duty comes first.”

“What do you mean, fathead?”
(hurch, who felt rather irritable.

“I mean that you mustn’t sleep at your
post!” said Handforth severely. * And
that applies to you, teo, Mac. A sentry who
sleeps at his post is guilty of an awful erime,
end he deserves to be slaughtered!”

“You'll get Blaughtered soon—without
sleeping at your post!” said MecClure darkly.
“What do you think we are, you ass? If
Mr. Lee trusts us to keep guard, we’ll keep
guard. It’s like your nerve to suggest that
we shall go to sleep!”

“Well, I'm warning you, that's all,” said
Handforth. * You might bring disaster upon
the whole camp if you doze oftf, or anything.
It's only for two hours, anyhow.”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Church.
" And mind you don't go to sleep yourself!”

They went to their respective posts, and
Uhureﬁ and MecClure were rather glad that
Handforth was now unable to “jaw ' them.
Ife was compelled to remain at his own sentry
duty, and, of course, he was isolated from
all the others.

FEach sentry had his own
rection to watch and guard.
section, rather to his satistaction, was in
close proximity to the girls' shelter, e
felt that this responsibility was worthy of
him. It was up to him to see that no harm
came to Irene & Co.; and he vowed to him-
self that he would do his duty like a true

LEG.
who
very
sald
remember

asked

particular
Handforth's

soldier.
And, vowing thus, Handforth went to
sleep!
CHAPTER 4.

While Handforth Slept!

HERIL was, of course,

I excuse for Handforth.

From the first the leader of Study

DD had been insistent that he should be

entrusted with sentry duty. He had even

warned Church and MeClure against the

crime of going to sleep on duty. So there

was utterly and positively no excuse for him.
His offence, indeed. was aggravated.

Naturally, he had had no
neglecting his duty.

He found that everything wae quiet, and
the peace of the whole scene and the silence
of the desert had a lulling effect upon him.
Not that the others were affected differently.
They were lulled, too—but they fought their

absolutely no

{ sleeping as soundly as a log,

intention of |

weariness, and they remained true {o their
trust.

Handforth, having assured himself that
the girls were slumbering peacefully, and
having made certain that there were no
lurking Indians prowling about, propped him-
self against a wall of rock, and stood there
ruminating.

He was wondering if there was any truth
in Hookey Webb’s story. What a swindle
it would be if there was no gold at alll

Handforth knew well enough that Lord
Dorrimore had taken a chance on this trip.
Nelson Lee had been rather sceptical fromn
the [irst, and Dicky Siggers was plainly
sceptical, too. And he was a man who ought
to know, since he had spent his life on these
deserts.

Yet it was rather significant that Indians
should be guarding tho butte. Why were
they guarding it if it contained nothing valu-

able?
Thinking in this way, Handforth took
another look round, and decided that it

would be safe for him to sit against the
rock. It was more comfortable; he could
seo just as well, and his hearing was in no
way bhampered. Ie yawned, closed his eyes,
and dozed.

It was only for a moment. Then he came
to with a start, and shook himself.

“By Georgel” he ejaculated, *This won't
do, you silly fathead! Pull yourseli {to
gether!”

He pulled himself together, and within =
minute his head was nodding forward again.
He knew that this was all wrong, and hLe
decided, then and there, to get to his feet
and pace up and down. It was the only safe
thing to do.

But he was so comfortable, and he was
feeling so tired, that he decided he
would remain seated for another moment a:
so. After that he would get up and do his
pacing.

HAT hesitation on the part of Hand
forth was [aial.

This tune his head nodded {orward,

and remained there. He did not jerk

into wakefulness again. He slumbered, and,

at the expiration of fve minutes, he was

He had com-

mitted the unpardonable offence--he had gone
to sleep while he was on duty!

Not that it scemed to matter,

The other sentries were on the alert—fight
ing with themselves to ward off sleep, it’is
true—and either lLee and Siggers, or
Dorrie and Hookey. were patrolling up and
down, too. Yet none of them ecame neuar
to the girls' shelter. It was felt that there
could be no kind of danger there, and the
men were naturally reluctant to disturb the
girls. [For, in spite of Irene & Co.’s repeatcd
statements that they could stand any ha:
ships as well as the boys, it was genersl:v
felt that the girls should be allowed c¢xirs
privileges. They wounldn’t accept them

IContinued on page 14.)
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‘\Uont Shou

~Jin no

Dacy’ v

1 which a cheery and optimistic representative of the NELSON LEE LIBRARY SI?IS
out lo interview Cornelius Trofwood, the deaf junior of the Remmove at St. Fiank's,
and refurns a sad but much wiser main,

Seene: The Triangle at St. Frank’s.
Time: Wednesday—lessons are just over

General Theme: As a representativo t.f

the NevLsoN Ler mem', I have just trotted
along to St. Frank’'s to get an interview with
Cornelius Trotwood, of the Recmove, on
behalf of the Old Paper.

ROTWOOD is just coming towards me,

and I nobly brace my shoulders. Trot-

afllicted with deafness, but
I advance.

wood 1s
that does not deter me,

“Good-morning,  Trotwood!” I  shout
rronially, :

“What for?” he replies in surprise.

“Eh?" 1 pgasped at the other's startling

reply to my greeting.

“You said something
didn’t you?”

“A warning?
vou good-morning,

“Oh, I'm sorrv! An awning, eh?
is rather hot. Come iutv the shade then,
dear fellow.”

I reeled dizzily. The ovdeal had started.
Should I ever survive it? I felt terribly
embarrassed, too, for we weie surrounded by
a big mob of grinning juniors,

"I want to thank
best foghorn voice.

“"'_s;an me! S,

about a warning,

C'ertainly not! T wished

3
Yes, it
my

you——" I beran in 1y

how dare you®”

“Nunno! Not spank vou—thank wvou, for
allowing me this interview——"

“No, it's not a bad view, is it? If only
Handforth would remove himself——"

“I'm not talking about views, son—
Abem!” I pulled myself together just in
time. “Er—er—are vou interested in
sport ?”

“Port? T never touch the stuff.”?

“Who's talkine about port?”
indignantly. “Sport.  Cricket,
football.”

Trotwood looked at me pitvingly.

I bellowed
vou know—

“Thicket—is our cook tall? Are you quite

well, myv dear fellow? You sgecm to be
rambling——"
“You're driving me mad, if that's what

you mean. If I have much more of you I
shall throw myself in the pool.”

“Are you alluding to me as a fool, sir?
Dcm;t think that because I'm slightly deaf

“Slightly deaf!™ I
“I like that. Strikes
as a door,”

“I certainly won't duzt the floor!
you take me for—--"

“ A babbling lunatic!™ I sk 1*& ked,

Lhowled, exasperated.
me you're just as deaf

What do

“Why, where are vou pgot '
“Ish? What do vou mean |

"

‘ou said yvou wouldn’t Le a tick—

“No, vou fool——"

“What about the pool ?"

“Oh, help!”

My *\(‘J.TIPH"I'E thoughts ware interrupted by
Trotwood selzing hold of my sh -Juhh'”

“Look here, my good sir! 1 distinetly
object to hping called a whelp! I must ask
yvou to apologise!”

A roar of laughter w
lookers. I turned red.
And then I ramcmnc‘reci
had one of those special
deaf people.

I took the thing out of my nocket and
gave it to Trotwood. He solemnly held it to
his ear, whercat I bellowed into the trumpet :

“l didn’t call you a whelp at all. Now
look hLiere! About this interview——"

“Don’t shout—I'm not deaf!” came Trot-
wood’s reply. And then he gave a huge
guffaw, and said: “Look here, you chump,
vou’ve been spoofed! You're supposed to
interview Cornelins Trotwood, aren’t vou?
Thought so! Well, hLere 11.-'- comes'! I'm
Nicodemus, his twin brother!*

But one T:Dimmd was on }:-*h for me; I
fled while the going was pnod!

ent up from the on.
I folt discomfited.

In my pocket I
trumpet affairs for
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(Continued from page 12.)

whilst Lhey were awake, but they could at
least have them whilst they slept.

By the end of an hour, Handforth had
slithered forward and he was sprawling on
the ground, still slumbering soundly, and
now s0 thoroughly asleep that a thunder-
storm would not have awakened him.

Over by the cdge of the gully a shadowy
figure appeared. Or was it merely the
shadow of a rock? It was difficult to tell.
For long minutes 1t hardly moved; then,
slowly, insidiansly, it came forward, followed
by two or three more of these shudows! Inch
by inch they came nearer. Even if Hand-
forth had been awake and fully on the qui
vive, he might not have seen them. He
cerlainly would not have heard them, :zince
they mado no sound,

Slowly, with infinite patience, they con-
tined to creep nearer—making, all the time,
for Lhe girls’ shelter.

Once, when Lord Dorrimore cameo patrol-
ling over in this direction, the schadows
flattened themselves against the surround-
ing rocks and became as still as the inani-
mate things about them. Not until Dorrie
had passed away did they move again. Iis
lordship had not come very near; he had
only paced along the top of the gully, and
had turned whilst still twenty or thirty
yards away,

But as he receded in the moonlight, the
mysterious figures moved once more. ‘There
was no moonlight here, for this side of
the gully was in complete shadow,

At last the shadows camo near to the rear
of the girls' shelter, where the brushwood
was piled up in a kind of protective barrier.

The brushwood was eased aside—so slowly
and so insidiously that anyone standing near-
by would have been ready to swear that not a
twig or a leaf had moved. Yet it was
moving all the time—so cunningly, =o
stealthily, that the thing was almost beyond
belief.

Whoever was responsible for this activity
was possessed of infinite patience, for a full
half-hour elapsed before the shelter of brush-
wood had been penetrated. And now a
kind of narrow opening was made. Three
dark shadows slinped through, and still that
uncanny silence was maintained.  There
was something appallingly sinister  about
these slowly moving forms. They were so
deadly in their evil purpose; so thorough in

their methods. They were like spectres of
the nighti--ghostly shadows of the black-

ness !

-

ing ncarest to this selected spot.  She
looked very peaceful as che lay there,
rolled in her blanket, only her pretty
face showing. She was breathing quetly
and evenly. Something hovered over her—
cand 1t was somcthing wihnelt might have been

IT happened that Trene Manners was sleep-

L an

—
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a human hand. [t came nearer and ucarer
to her face. And then, when it was within
inch or so, it remainced perfectly still,
hovering there.

Irene scemed slightly disturbed in Lor
sleep for a moment or so. Her breathing
was not quite so even; she gave a-long
sort of sigh, and stirred slightly. Then,
after that one sigh, she became still again,
and her Dbreathing was once more éven,
But now 1t secmed to take on a differvnt
character; it was softer and rather quickor.

The shadowy hand was withdrawn,

Nothing happcened after that unu! a
further three or four minutes had elapsed,
Then the other Moor View girls might have
noticed~—had they been awake—that lrene
was vanishing, inch by inch, through tlu:
gap in the brushwood |

Mysterious as everything else had been,
thiz seemed the most mysterious of all. Irene
was still breathing evenly, she was siill
sleeping, and yet she was being edged ot
She was being taken away—from the niidst
of her girl friends; and so silently and cun-
ningly was it being done that they know
nothing.

At last she was dragwed completely
through that shelter, and the brushwosd
was gently replaced in position. Then the
girl was lifted from the ground. Tho:e
three shadowy forms seized her, carryinge
her wrapped in the blanket. The girl :d
not awaken. It was impossible for her 1o
awaken. That hovering hand, held so close
to her face earlier, had contained =zonie
kind of drug which had rendered her in-
sensible |

Like evil spirits these shadows had come
and had borne Irene away with thom.
They went as they had come, up one of the
rocky sides of the gully. And having
arrived at the top they hastened their
movements, Not until then did they chance
their tacties. DBut now that the camp was
left behind, they bore Irene off swiltly,
running fleetly and silently,

They had chosen their moment well, ton.
for by now the moon had drifted round
behind the great bulk of the buite, and
this part of the desert was in compliite
shadow.

ITIE two-hour spell was over, and tlie

l next =et of sentries were aroused by

Nelson Lee for their spell of duty.

“TEvervthing’s all right, bove”
murmured Lee. “1 hate waking yon lilie
this, but it 1s only fair to the others-——-"

“That’s all right, sir.” interrupted one
of the juniors. “We'll all do our bit.”

“Yes, rather, sir!” said somebody else.

“Good boys!” said Lee approvingly., “ It
won’t be long before dawn now, and 1'm
pretty ecertain that there’'ll be no trovlle,
When daylight comes you can all sleep for
a spell. Now you’d better get to your
posts.” )

le gave them instructions as to where
they shemld go, and it was Jimmy Pails
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wio found himself looking down at Hand-
forth a minute or so later,

“All right, Handy, old man,” whispered
Jimmy, "“I've come to relieve you,”

‘I'here was no answer from Handforth,

“I say!” ecjaculated the schoolboy
baronet, “What the dickens—Handy!”

Jimmy Potts was startled. He had not
cexpected to find Handforth asleep on duty
like this, It fairly took his breath away.
Handforth of all fellows!

“Well, I'm jiggered!"
“He's a fine kind of chap
sentry-go! Not thar 1t
nothing’s happened, anvhow,
he's a fraud, He deserves
martialled.”

Ho bent down, and shook Edward Oswald
Ly the shoulder,

“Hallo!” grunted Handforth. rolling
over, “Clear off, vou fathead! The rising-
bell hasn’t gone yet!”

“There’s no rising-bell,
cred Potts, “EKasy,
nl],’l

=N

“1 won't
bhroathed Sir
know about this,
don't make a fuss,
u p—=="

“Myv only sainted aunt!”
Handforth, sitting up and rubbing his eves.
“Who's that? Is that vou, Iotts? What
are vou doing here, in this dormitory?”

“We're not at 8St, Frank's, you sleepy-
head !” grinned Jimmy, “7This 1s the desert

muttered DPotts,
to leave on
much matters—
All the same,
to Dbe court-

Handy,” whisp-
old man! 1 won't let

* mumbled Handforth,

give you awayv. old
James DPotts, * Nobody need
Onlv, for goodness' sake,
If vou wake anybody

son,"”

—in Arizona., And vyouw've been asleep on
duty 1"

“Wha-a-a-at?”’ gasped Handforth, with a
jump. |

He looked af Jimmy Poits dazedly; he
olanced at the crackling camp fire, which
had been replenished, Then, in a flash,
{T.Lrw.f*uing came back to him. He stag-

red to his feet,
~.1mlfdc*r

“What are vou doing here!” he asked
linarsely. “It’s not time for me to be re-
licved vet! I haven't been asleep.”

“Oh, no!” said Jimmy. “It's only a
romour !
“1 tell
farth,
second

“Ten seconds be blowed!" said Jimmuy.
“"You came on duty two hours ago, and
goodnrns Dn]y knows how long vou've been

s! rppmg

; “Two Hq.ndfnrth
azhast. scems like two
sceonds 1Y

“It generallv seems like

clutching at Jimmy Potts’

you I haven't!” insisted” Hand-
“I might have dozed for just ten

LB

S—-

breathed
only

hours !
“But—but 1t

that when wvou

go tg sleep,” nodded Potis, “DBut it's all
right—nothing’s happened. Don't get the
wind up, Handy. It's my turn now, and
I'm on duty at this post.”

“No fear!” said Handiorth. “You pgo
back to bed. I'll do this spell. I sav, what

an ass I was to go to sleep! Me, vou know!

ejaculated
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After what I
too !

“Xes,
Potts. .

“I can’t understand it,” went on Hand-
forth, bewildered, “I remember squatting
down against that rock, and—"

“And you closed your eves and told your-
self that you wouldn't go to sleep,” finished
Jimmy., “Yes, I know! But don't let it
worry you, old man. I'll keep your dark
and sinister-secret.”
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said to Churchy and Mae,

it's & bit thick,” admitted Jimmy

“I don’t deserve to have it kept!” said
Handforth bitterly, “I've failed! I've
made a mess of it! Me!”

“Awful!” said Jimmy solemnly. “Dut

for goodness’ sake don’t take it to heart so
much, The camp’s been quiet, and nothing
has happencd !”

“That doesn’t alter the fact that I'vo
failed,” argued Handforth. "“Supposing
some of the Indians had come—just at thi«
spot? Supposing they had attacked the
camp, and I was asleep like that and
unable to give the warning? We might
all have been wiped out—and all my fault!”

“Well, buzz off, or some of the other
rhups ".uiI begin ta suspeet things,” said
Jimmy pointedly. “If you do this spell of

sentry-go, the rest will know what hap-
pened. I shan't say anything, and thoy
needn’'t know at all, We'll keep it dark,

old son.”
“Well,

Handforth

don't deserve it,
He went off miserably,

it's awfully good of you,” said
humbly, “Thanks, Jimmy, [
thongh—I'm a wash-out!"

leaving Jimwy

Potts chuckling, Little did cither of them
guess what had happened during Hoand-
forth's stolen slumber|

=

CHAPTER 5.
The Discovery!
MANNERS, knowing absolute!s

RENE
I nothing of what has lm;moncd to hm

was really having quite an exciting
journey.

The distance was not very greai—only on
to that great butte, which towered so over
poweringly near at hand.

Complete success had rewarded the efforts
of the men who had penetrated the camp.
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they had scized one of the girls. Tt had)
not mattered to them which one. She was
their prisoner now, and they were taking

her with them back to their lair.

The shadows were black and mysterious
on this side of the butte, Not a sound did
thrse Indians utter as they hoisted Irene
from rock to rock, from ledge to ledge,
They were Apaches, these men—naked to
the waist, shippery and agile and sinewy.
I'rom first to last they had not spoken, and
they did not speak now. They knew only
too well how sounds would ecarry on the
desert air; and their very movements were
c0 cautious that not a loose stone was dis
turbed, not a sound of any kind was made.

The butte was ragged and torn from the
effects of countless storms throughout the
ages, The prevailing winds were cvidentiy
on this side, and the rock was uncven and
searred with erevices and slits. These agile
men had no diffienlty in hoisting their
vrisoner up, foot by foot,

At last they reached an extra-wide ledge,
nearly half-way up the butte. Tt was almost
like a great platform, and it was obvious
that this was not entirely the result of nature.
Men’s handiwork was evident here—men of
a bygone age it was who had constructed this
platform by hewing it out of the solid rock.

Irene was taken throngh a black opening
in the limestone rock, and it seemed that
ller journey was over.

And there, far below in the gully, the
camp fires gleamed and flickered and
glowed. Everything was peaceful there.

JThere had been no alarm,
AWN came and found the schoolboy
D sentries tired and weary. Soon after
the daylight had strengthened,

Nelzon Lee himself came round and
tald the bovs to get into their blankets.

"You've done yonr work well, and T'm
Plr-ased with you,” he said. *“There has
been no disturbance during the night, and
everything is safe and sound. Now ihat
davhight has come there's no need for such a
carefnl watch. We men can manage now.”

“PBut what about your sleep, sir?"” asked
Jimmy DPotts.

“T've had some, young 'un,” smiled Lee.
“And before long I'll snateh another hour
or so.”

“Do von think the Indians are likely to
make any move, sir?”

“As they have steered clear of us during
the night—when they could easily have made
an attack—I should say there’s no danger
now,"” replied Nelson Lee. “It indicates,
indeed, that the Indians are afraid to show
themselves. Pernhaps there are no more than
hﬂ]]t;ﬂ dozen of them here. A mere hand-
ful.

“T1t looks like it, sir, doesn’t it?” caid the
s«choolboy haronet, “That explaing why
they haven’t had a go at us,”

“Well,

“So it appears,” said Lee.
Jimmy, vou'd beiter run along. IHave a
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look at the fires before youn roll
blankets——"

Ile broke off, and turned his head, Some
of the givls were stirring, and one or two
of themm were calling ont. Nelson Lee
frowned. Ile did not went the girls to he
aronsed until the sun was well up., There
was really no need for them to be awake
vet. =

“I ecan’t understand it!” Doris Berkeley
was saying, ‘“‘She was here when we went
to sleen, wasn’t she ?” :

“Right next to me!” replied Ena Hand-
forth. “Where can zhe have got to?”

Several of the girls had thrown their
blankets aside, and new they were standing
up, their hair untidy, their eyes still show-
ing =igns of :zleep.

Nelson Lee went over to them.

“What's all this about?” he asked, wiih
mock severity. "“It’s only a little after
dawn, and the sun hasn’t appeared vet.
You’d better sleep for another two or thrre
hours and then you’ll be ready for a
hearty breakfast,”

"We can’t find Irene.” said Winnie Piit
“Do you know where she is, sir?”

“"You can't find Irene?” repeated Leg
looking round. “Nonsense! She must be
here somewhere. Where else could she be ?”

“That’s what we can’t make out, Mr,
Lee,” said Marjorie Temple. “When we
went to sleep last night lrene snuggled up
between Ena and me. FEna woke up not
long ago, and she found that Irene wasn't
there !”

“1 thought that Irene had moved,”
plained Ena. I didn’t worry a bit

“This 1s extraordinary!” broke in Neleon
Lee, frowming., **Where can the girl have
got to? And why should she move away
from you others??

They were_all on their feet now, and ILee
looked them over closely, It waa obvious,
at the first glance, that Irene Manners was
not there. Neither could she be anywhere
in that shelter. The daylight was strong
enongh to enable him to see every inch. He
turned, and looked over the rest of the
camp.

Some of the boxs were lying near the fires,
wrapped in their own blankets; the others,
who had been doing sentry duty, were pre-
paring to roll themselves up, too. Every-
body was visible. There were no rocks be-
hind which the missing girl might be hid-
ing. And, in any case, why should :he
hide?

“Y don’t like this at all,” said Nelson Lce

in yonr

£X-

abruptly. “You didn’t miss Irene until a
few minutes ago?”
“That's wright, Mr. Lee,” said FEnra.

“When I woke up——' _

“Yes, I know,” interrupted Lee.® * But
Irene was here when you all went to
sleep 17

“VYes, of course,” said Marjorie.

“1 think we’d better have a look thronegh
the camp and find ont what has become of
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her,” said Lee. “She
cannot be very far oft.
Dorrie or some of the
other men must have
secen her if she had
wandered out of the
rully. And that's
improbable, t 0
What I don’t like 1=
that she should steal
olt so quietly, and =o

ryvsteriously, withonut
telling any of you
others.”

“It isn't like Renic
ta do that,” said
Doris, “Oh, I'm be-
ginning to get wor-
ried! Supposing
sromething has hap-

pened to her during
the night ?”

“That's most un-
likely,” saild L e c.
“There were guards
@il round—every inch
of the place wa3
wvatched  throughout
the night. Irene must
have taken a fit iuto
her head and gone oft
somewhere. But she
cununot be far away.”

He hurried off to- his eyes.

wards the other camp
fires, and Lord Dorri-
more joined hin,
Thev spoke for a few minutes, and then
commenced a thorough searchh of the camp.
Jimmy Potts and two or three other juniors
and all the girls joined in. They did not
say much, but a feeling of alarm was grow-
1ng.

It became acute when the search revealed
no sign of the missing girl. Without a
doubt, she was not in the camp. Neither
was she up on the desert, bevond the gully.

““Oh, she's gone!” said Mariorie breath-
lessly. “Something has happened to her,
vou girls! She wouldn't go off like this—
without telling anybody! She must have
Loen taken away by those Indians—"

“Oh, I say, cheese it!"” protested Doris.
“There’s no need to e

She broke off as she caught sizht of Jimmy
Potts’ face. The schoolboy baronet was
s'anding near by, and he had suddenly
turned pale; an expression of alarm and

consternation had leapt into his eves. He
stood there like one dumbfounded.
“What's the matter, Jimmy?"” asked
Doris, looking him straight in the eye.
“Eh? The—the matier?"” stammered
Pcc::i':s. “Oh, nothing! I mean—  Well,

of course, it's a bit alarmiag, Irene being
missinge like this!™

“Isn't there somethine el:e?” azked Doris.

17

““ My only sainted aunt ! '* ejaculated Handforth, sitting up and rubbing
““Is that you, Potts # What are you doing in this dormitory ? **

‘““* We're not at St. Frank’s, you sleepy head !’* grinned Jimmy. ** This
is Arizona—and you’ve been asleep while on sentry duty 1’
“What else could there be?” replied

Jimmy, pulling himself together with an

effort, **Isn’t this bad enough?”
IIle managed to get awayv, and he was

glad. His heart was thumping madly, and
he was filled with wuncasiness and dread.

For he had remembered Ilandforth’s lapse.

And i1t was Handforth who had been on
enard at that particular part of the camp
—near the girl’s shelter—during the fatal
period when Irene must have disappeared !
Handforth had been there—sleeping at his
post ! What had lhappened whilst he
slumbered ? What terrible thing had
occurred to Irene?

Nobody could tell, for the one fellow who
should have been awake and on the aler:
had been sleeping.

The alarm became general a few minutes
later, and one by one the rest of the fellows
were aroused. The whole ecamp becamo
awakened. Sleepy-eyed juniors were running
about, hearing the story.

Handforth, of course, heard it with tho
rest. He and Church and MeClure received
the startling information from Nipper, and
they were thoroughly alarmed.

“But it's so jolly rummy!"” said Church.
“Why should Irene go off like that?”

“That’s what we can't understand,” said
Nipper.
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“"Perhaps she didn't go off,” put iny “This isn't funny—it’s tragicl” - said
MeClure., " Perhaps she was grabbed by | [Tandforth hoarsely,
some of thoie Indians! We know that they “1 didn't mean funny in that way,” waid
were prowling about last might—because | Church. " Don’t look so strange. I don't
they sent some arrows into camp. Perhaps|believe you went to sleep on duty—"
thoy took Irenc away > “1 did!” panted Handforth, “Ask

“1 don't see how that’s possible,” said|.Jimmy! Where is he? Hi, Jimmy! Come
Nipper, shaking his head. “There were|here! All the rest of you, too! I've %rat

sentries all round the camp thronghout the
nieht. There wasn't a single
protecrod. You were near the girls'
woren't yon, Handy?"

“Eh?" gazped Handforth,

"Didn’t you take two hours of sentry-go
there 7"

"Yes,” panted ITandforth, *“I—I
—— Yes, of course! Oh, my hat!”

He was nearly overwhelmed.

“And then Jimmy Potts took your place,”
continned Nipper, giving him a curious
clance, “Jimuny says that nothing hap-

j.'ﬂ;n] 1n-
shelter,

maear

]Jc-nml while he was on duty, and—— But
what's the matter with you, ll..lnth' Great
Seott ! You've gone as nhltﬂ as a sheet!”

IHandforth tried to speak, but he seemed
m*;lrly to choke. Ile stood there, clenching
his fists and tryving to control lnm-ulf He
was dumbfounded by the enormitv of this
calamitv—and by the knowledge that he was

to blanie. Irene had been stolen away from
the camp during those fateful two hours
when he had negleeted his duty!

i | suppose the poor old chap is a Dit
cut up,” said McClure gently, " Ireno 1s
liis own partiendar girl chum, you know.
Stil!, I dare say she’ll turn up all right. If
a waich was L-:*-p? all night—"

“Tt wasn't!” broke in Handforth harshly.

ITis voice was so strained that the others
surprise.

‘aoked at him in starviled

“What do you mean?” asked Nipper.

“A watch wasn't kept all night!” said
IHandforth, almost wildly., “I failed! 1
went to sleepi When Junmy Potts came
‘o relieve me, he found me snoring like
a grampus. Or,
sound asleep [

“You!" ejaculated  Chiurch,
“Don’t be en ass, Handy!
co—-<0 funny ¥

staring.
And don't look

if I wasn’t snoring, I was

something to tell you!”

They came crowding round, attractmlrlby
[{andforth’s strained, high-pitched voice.
liven Nelson Lee end Lord Dorrimore ceme
up.

“Isn’t 1t a fact, Jimmy, that I was asleep
when you came to relieve me?” demanded
Handforth, seizing Jimmy Potts by the arm
and holding on so tightly that the school-
boy baronet winced. ‘“‘Come on! Out with
it! Tell them|”

"I wasn't going
began Potts.

“You've got to =ay
forth relentlessly.

to say anything—

it 1" insisted IHaend-
“I'm not going to let
these chaps think that I did my duty when
[ dwdn't! failed—I1 deserve to be horse-
whipped! Tt's all my fault! Irene mmst
have been kidnapped while I slept at my
post !*
Nipper stared at Jimmy Potts®

“Is this trne?” he asked.
“Well, I wasn't going to say anything.”
repeated  Jiminy uncomfortably, “but if
”n

Tlandforth insists
“Was he asleep at his post?”

“Yes, I'm afraid so., But I wasn't going
to sneak

“Sneak be blowed!” interrupted Hand-
forth fiercely. “It’s not sncaking, you
idiot ! I'm telling them myself, aren’t 17
[ told them before you came up. I had
to tell them! Do you think my econscienco
would have allowed me——"

“ Handforth,” broke in Nelson Lee,
striding forward, "1 have heard what voa
have been saying. How long were vou
asleep at vour post?”

“All the time, I think, sir,” muttered
Handlorth,

“Aren’t you sure?”

“Tt only scemed like a couple of seconds,
sir,” said Edward Oswald wretchedly, “I[
remember leaning against a pile of mch,
and then I sat down.”

“A fatal thing ‘o0 deo,”

“T know 1it, sir—now,” groaned Hand-
forth. "I even remember telling myself
that T was an ass, and that if T didn't get
np I shonld doze off, And—and then I don't
seem to remember anything until Jimmy
shook me by the shoulder. I thought I'd
only been sleeping for a bare minute, and
when he told me that two hours had pas:ed
I thought he was mad.”

“Two hours!” repeated Nelson Lee,
clancing at Dorrie. “Good heavens} Any-
thing might have happened during those
two hours! Think of 1t, Dorrie—for two
=0lid honrs that partienlar nart of the camp

said ILee sternly.
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was unprotected. There waz nobodr on the
watch! And now, this morning., we find
that Irene has vanished. Isn't it obvious
that the girl must have been stolen away?”

“ Looks like if,” admitted Dorrie, with a
whistle. “Those blighters of Indians, you
mean, vh Theyv tpnt ed that ITandforth
was asleep, and scleeted that part of the
camp for the job. But why on earth should
they take one of the girls away like that?”

““I don't suppose it mat crod to themn who
they took—so long as they seized a member

nr this party,” said Nelson Lee grimly.
“This whole affair looks ugly, Dorrie. I'm
worried. The girl has been taken, and you
can be quite certain that she was taken
for a very definite object.”

“You mcan

“I mean that the Indian3 now have a

hostage in their hands,” replied Nelson Lee
:1m,tI “Think what that means, Dorrie!l
1t renders us helpless—utterly and abso-
lutely helpless!”

LIBRARY

| look so stunned.
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CHAPTER 6.
Handforth's Remorse!

DWARD OSWALD IIANDFORTEH
E felt stunned.

Now that Nelson Lee had given a
probable explanation, the whole thing
scemed as obvious as daylight. A hostage!
Of course! What else? And the very fact
that thev required a hostage indicated that
they were a very small force. Unable to
attack the white party with any hope of
sitecess, they had resorted to stratagem.
And so successfully had they carried out
their plans that thev were now the masters
of the situation. Irene Manners waz tho
victim—she was in the hands of these blood-
thirsty Redskins!

“And I'm to blame!” panted Handforih

chokinglv., “It's all myx fault!”
“Easy, old son,” murmured Willy, “It

was pretty careless of you, but you needn'’t
We're all liable to make

-_—
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mistakes, and last night we were all fear-,
fully tired—"

Ilandforth spun round on his minor almost
like a tiger.

“Don’'t make excuses for me!” he said,
liis voice more hoarse than ever. "I don't
want to be excused! I failed, and 1 ought
to be kicked from here to Halifax! 1'm no
vood—1'm a wash-out—1'm a rotten, good-
for-nothing failure!”

“S8teady on, Handy—"" began Nipper.

“I'm a fatlre!” roared Handforth in
agony., “If it hadn't been for my blunder
in going to sleep, lrene wouldn’t have been
kidnapped. 1 should bave been able to give
the warning! It's all my fault—and 1
ought to be kicked! 1 cught to be horse-
whipped! T onght to be slaughtered!”

Iis anguish was heartrending, and his re-
morse was obviously sincere. He stood with
drooping shoulders, beating his kuuckles on
his forehead, He was a figure of tragedy.

The other feilows looked at him in some
alarm—and the girls, who had at first been
angry with him, now collected round, full
of sympathy, Handforth's seli-condemna-
cion was so sincere, so thorough, that it
was impossible to be angry with him. He
was sulfering tortures, and his brave ack-
nowledgment of his fatlures was sulficient

»y

to earn him immediate forgivencss. Not
thot he wanted forgiveness. Ile backed
away when some of the schoolboys and

s«choolgir's erowded round, trying to console

i,

" Don't—don’t he panted.  “While 1
was lyving there like a senszeless dumuwy,
Irene was kidnapped! It's all my fault that
it happened-—and I've got to {ind her! Do
you hear? It's up to me! I've got to find
hor and bring her back! It's my job! If

I don’t find her I shall go mad—"

“Now, Handforth, vou must pull your-
~elf together,” said Nelson Lee kindly, as he
laid a hand on Handlorth's shoulder. “Tt
was wrong of you to go to sleep like that,
but von must not carry on in this way. It
won't do any good.”

ITandforth nearly choked.

“I'm sgorry, sir!” he breathed. "I'm
sarry I made such a mess of thingsi I al-
ways make a mess of things!” he added
hitterly. “I'm no good! Everything 1
do, I do wrongly! I'm a clumsy fool, and
I don't deserve to be trusted! What can
I do to put things right, sir?” he added,
ciutching  at  Lee's sleeve. “"How ean
I »

P

“T'm not pretending, Handforth, that. the
sitnation i1s not grave,” said Lee. “If that
eirt 13 really in the hands of the Indians—
as we have every reason io believe—sho is
in great peril. And we must, of course, do
everything in our power to rescuce her. DBut
we must keep our sense of proportion—we
miust remain calm. The trouble is, we do
not know where to look. Thers can be no

L1isik iy
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does it prove it?” asked

sure, tog, that the Indians would not leave
gully, or they may be concealed somewhere
on that butte, Probably the latter. It was
night.”

“(lan’t we search the bufte, sir?” asked
bave a try——"

“You'll only make things worse if you go
madness to rush bastily into this thing.
We've rot 1o think—we've ot to plan—and
vou ‘to do, Handforth, is to control yourself,
and to leave this matter 1n my hands. If
until then, you mmust remamn patient.”

I ]:’.&N’DI*‘ORTH was inconsolable.
him, and Doris and Marjorie and
some of the other girls tried their
was like a fellow demented. He wandernd
about the camp, wild-eyed, gazing continu-
frowning mass of the butte.

Irene had been kidnapped—and he was

Nipper and the rest stood about in groups,
The bows and the girls mingled together,
of conversation. Nothing else mattered.
Breakfast was forgotten—sleep was out of
[rene had been  spirited away intrigued
evervbody.
as to her fate.

“These Apaches are cruel rotters!™ said
now—before putting her to deaih]”

“I dare say they’ve scalped her,” put in

“You young idiot!” said Nipper sharply.
“Don’'t talk such rot!”

Chubby  defensively.

“In the old days they indulged in that
said Nipper. "The very faect that Irene
wis carried off so quietly proves that =he

HIT(}“' I']ﬂl'l"j"
Gresham,
didn’t they kill her in ecamp?” retorted
Nipper, “Can’t youn understand? If
clear as davlight that they must keep her
safe and sonnd—and absolutely nnharmed,
something drastie if we refuse to obey their
ultimatum.”
son, staring. .

“There iin't one vet—hnt it's pretty cer-

tracks on this hard ground, and we can be

any traces, They may be farther down ihis
from the butte that the arrows came !ast
Handforth tensely., “Let me go! Let me
on like this,” broke in Lee. "It would be
we must remain level-headed. All 1 want
I want you to help, I will call for you. Dut
Willy tried his hardest to comiort
hands at it, too. But it was no good. Ile
onsly and fascinatedly towards the great
to Dlame !
[rene’s dizappearance was the only subjeet
the question. The mysterions way in which

There were all sorts of conjc .tures, too,
Church.  *“ Perhaps they’re torturing her
Chubby Heath, of the Third.

“But these Indians do scalp people,” :aid
sort of thing, but scalping is out of date,”
15 safe.

“If they had wanted to kill her, whv
they've grabbed her as a hostage, it’s as
Hostages are mever hurt.  They’ll only do

“What ultimatum” asked Tommy Wat.

L tain there will be,” c¢aid Nipper grimly.
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THE ST. FRANK'S QUESTIONNAIRE!

Here are twelve testers for vou, chums—questions which refer to St. Frank’s and

ifs members. Give them the * once-over,” jol down the answers 1o 1hose which

vou know, and then compare them with the correct list which will be given,
together with another set of questions, next week.

1.—What is the name of the Bannington
police inspector who is frequently seen
in the St. Frank's district?

2.—Who is the Vicar of Bellton?

3.—Who are the occupants of Study C, in the
Ancient House?

4.~Who is the hecad prefect of the Modern
House?

9.—~What is the name of the big football club
in Bannington?

6.—Who is the owner of this footbail club?
4.—Who is the best goalkeeper in the Junior

9.—What is the name of the seaside town
near St. Frank's?

10.—Who is the noted peer who resides near
St. Frank's?
11.—Where is Archie Glenthorne's home?

12.—What is the name of Handforth's
father?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK’S QUESTIONS,

1. The RRiver Stowe, 2. Dr, Jomes Dretl.
3. Horace Stevens. 4. Moat Hollow. 5., On
the edge of BDannington Meoor, about a mile
past the Moor View School, 6. Christopher.

7. Brown. 8. Joan Tarrant. 9. Arthur

School? Hubbard and Teddy Long. 10. Edgar Fen-

8.—What is Harry Gresham's father famous | ton. 11, Mr., Edward  Sharpe, 12,
for? | Nicodemus and Cornclius Trotwood,

“"That's why the guv'nor i3 so worried. He looked at the great mass of rock in

He's not afraid of Ireme’s safety now—but
he's wondering what’ll happen when these
Indians come out inte the open.”

“I am 1inclined to agree with you,
Brother Nipper,” said rowne, of the
Fifth. “Not that I am despairing. I have

greater faith in Brother Lee's ingenuity.
For is it not probable that he will match
strategy against strategy, and prove him-
self to be the greater master?”

“It's decent of you to think so, Browne,
but where 1s the opening for strategy?”
asked Nipper. “What can the guv'nor do?
The Indians have got Irene, and we're all
helpless, If we don't toe the line, Irene
will be used to force us into submission!"”

ICKY SIGGERS chewed a hunk of
D tobacco off a black slab, and thrust
it into the side of his mouth,

“Waal, it don't look healthy,” he
remarked. “Darnation, but it's a pity thet
gal wus took like that. I'm figgerin’ thet
thet bov has sure put his foot in it!”

“I'm not blaming the boyv o much as
myself,” replied Nelson Lee. “I should
have taken stronger precautions, Siggers,”

“Aw, what's the good o' talking thet-
aways?'” asked the desert man. “The
Injuns hev got that gal, an’ I reckon they’ll
soon show themselves in camp, They'll
come along. insolent an’ all puffed up wi’
their own durned importance, It kinder
puts us in a mess.”

“Not *arf it doesn't,” said Hookevy Webb,
his lined old face full of worry. *Lummy,
just when wo've got to the end o' the
trail, tool Them Injuns mean to keep us
away from that buito! 'Lhat's why they've
took the gal”

consternation.

“Cuss 'em !” he went on fiercely. “Don’t
ve understand, gents? That gold's there,
inside the buttel Dido’t I tell ye? An'
the Injuns don’t mean to let us git in. Cuss
‘emn |”” he repeated savagelv., “Arter we'vo
come all this way—arter we've bin through
so much! We ain't goin' to be bested like
this, are we?”

“If it is a question of that girl's safety,
yes,” replied Nelson Lee quietly. “If we
cannot come to terms with these Indians—or
if we cannot rescue that girl—then we shall
have to go away without even moving a
step nearer to the butte. Gold or no gold,
Webb, the girl’s life is more important than
anything eclse. ¥er safety must come before
all else.”

“I ain’t savin’ but wot <vou ain’t right,
mister—but, gosh, it comes ’ard on o
bloke,” said Hookex gloomily, “Arter all
wot we've bin through! Like as not, you'll
think I was varnin’ all the time—" -

“Not now, Hookey,” put in Lord Dorri-
more. “It's veryv certain that these Indiang
have something to protect—or they wouldn’t
go to these lengths, I'm not doubting your
story of the gold. If we needed anything to
convince us, we've got it. Dut, by the Lord
Harry, it goes against the grain to for-
sake the quest at the last hurdle!”

“Let me go forth, N'Kose,” said Umlosi.
“Tet me attempt to rescue the young white
maiden. If I die, no matter.”

“No, Umlosi, you mustn’t attempt it,”
put in Nelson Lee., “We're not poing to
sacrifice vour life for nothing, Theso
Indians are watching—they’re on guard.
We know that from what happened last
night, They won't hesitate to fire on you,



Irene sat up, and then she uttered a scream. Standing

over her was the tall figure of a man—an Indilan ! With

a feeling of horror Irene realised that she had beem: eap-
tured by the Redskins !
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or to send their arrows into your heart, It

would be madness, old friend, for you to
guljl

“"Wan! Are we to remain idle then?”
asked Umlosi,

“Until the Indians make some sort of

move—yes,” replied Nelson Leec. “It's ex-
asperating, and it’s galling—but we daren’t
take the risk of precipitating any drastic

LIBRARY

Oor SCHOOL STORIES

Not that these arguments were of any
use where Handiorth was concerned. lle
thrust them ali aside; he maintained that
he was entirely to blame, and he wonld not
spare himself.

While the rest partook of their food,
Chureh and McClure remained on the alert;
they were waiting for some sign from the
butte; and they were making sure, too, that

activity. I only hope that these Indians
will do something quickly, so that we can
know for certain what has happened to that
girl,?

They all scanned the butte for some sign,
but none came. The sun was just peeping
over the desert now, and the morning was
growing light., Another hot day was pro-
mised, for there was not a eloud in the sky,
and there was scarcely a breath of wind.

It was diflienlt to believe that there could
Le any Indians in this vieinity. The big
butte looked barren and stark and de-
sarted in the morning light. That human v

Irene sat up, and then she uttered a sc
over her was the tall figure of a man—ar
a leeling of horror Irene realised that sh

tured by the Redskins )

heings conld be within that apparently
<ohid mass of rock seemed ineredible.

“Well, we'd better be thinking about
breakfast,” said Nelson Lee practically

“Breakfast,” echoed Dorrie. “Man
alive, we can't eat vet! Food would
choke me—="

“But food 13 necessary, Dorrie,” said
Nelson Lee. “It's no good talking hike
that. 1'm satisfied that Irene is =afe s0
far—and, as I have already told yon, we
can’t do anything until the Indians
make the first move. 5o, in the mean-
time, we might as well have a square
meal, There 1s, no telling what might
transpive during the morning. We must
be ready.”

And after the bacon was [ried and the
bannocks made, and the coffce pre-
pared, the party was surprised to find
how heartily they partook of food and
drink. Nelson  Lee's  imfluence  was

ood; he succeeded in reducing that
eeling of alarm and fear which had
been so acute.

Handforthh was the onlv one who ate
nothing or drauk nothing,

He remained aloof—alone—sitting de-
jectedly on the ground. with his head in
his hands. Church and McClure attempted
to draw him into the cirele, =0 that he ecould
have his share of the breakfast, but he
would not listen to them,

Willy tried his hand,
ereater success,

Church and McClure were miserable and

worried; they knew that their leader had,

failed in his duty, bnt they argued
that Irene might have been kidnapped just
the same, whether Handflorth slept or re-
mained awake, Nobody else had noticed
anything wrong, and yet the other sentries
were all on the alert. This proved that the
Indians must have adopted some exceedingly
secretive tacties, What proof was there
that Handforth would have prevented the

abduction if he had kept awake?
&

too, but with no

In this des.
werate mood of his, he was capable of any

Handforth did not steal off.
rashness,

But perhaps Handforth knew that he
would be stopped if he made any attempt
to leave the camp. He instinctively felt
that he was being watched.

So he kept ‘within the camp, remaining
aloof from all the others, alone in his
agony and remorse.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Ulitimatum!

RENE MANNERS opened her eyes and
I stirred slightly,
She was consecious of being ruther un-
comfortable, and her head was aching
throbbingly.

\I.
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vaguely wondered what was the matter. It
was very seldom that she had a headache,.
And this was a peculiarly distressing one,

She wondered why the night had turned
50 hot. When ghe had gone to sleep the
uir had been chilly, and she had been com-
pelled to wrap her blanket well round her.
But now she had no blanket, and yet she
was feeling almost stifled. Perhaps she was
tco near the fire—

This was so vnusual that she |
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Her thoughts scemed to come to a jarring
stop. Looking round, she¢ saw that there
was no fire, Dut there were some peeuliar
lamps burning on a rock ledee not far
away, sending forth a flickering, yellowish
light.  She could not vemember that rocky
ledge. Tt was unfamiliar to her. Besidos
where was the camp fire? And what about
the rest of the girls—and the schoolboys?

She sat up, and a movement near her
caused her to turn quicklv.  Then she
uttered a short little seream, and sat there
as 1f transfixed.

“Oh " she exclaimed, terrified,

In that first flecting second she was con-
vineed that this was some horrid nightmare.
There, standing ‘quite close io her, was the
tall figure of a man—an Indian! ITis faee
was brown and immobile—indeed, mask-like.
Only his eyes indieaied that he was vere
much alive, He was dressed in the same
way as the Indians Trene had s<ecen pre.
viously. There was a single feather stick
ing up out of the headgear that he wore.

“Oh ! repeated Irene, shrinking awav,

She knew, then, that this was no dream.
She felt the hard floor, and her full senses
canmo to her in a flood, She zaw that she
was In a kind of cavern—a place of roek,
where the atmosphere was hor and stuffs
and filled with chokey fumes. She remem
bered smelling the same kind of fumes when
she had once stood near the crater of a
voleano,

But the girl was just as bewildered
before. Where was she? What had hap
pened? She had gone to sleep peacefully,
with the other girls by her side. Now <l
was alone—except for this immobile Indian.
And. instead of being in the camp, she was
in this place of rock, where the ficker
ing lamps were casting mysterious
shadows,

“Who are vou?” she asked, trving io
speak steadily. “Where am T%”

“White girl keep still,” said :he
Indian, in quite good Xnglish, “Nu
harm. Keep still, Soon yvou go back
to your people.”

The words tended to reassure her, hat
the Indian’s voice filled her with dread.

=

“But why?” she asked, looking at
the man with wide-open eyes, * Haow

did 1 get here? Where are the others”

“Too many questions not good,” said
the Indian briefly.

“You must answer me,”
girl, with some show of F%’Jil‘ii.
am I doing in this—this place?”

“Soon you go back fo your people,” re-
peated the Indian. " You carried here in
night. See? You keep still, and no harm.
You make trouble, and Apaches shut you
in dark. If you wish—drink, Iat.”

With a sweep of his hand, he mmdicated o
vessal of water and a kind of plate which
contained some food. DBut Irene gave these

things only a glance, o
“Where am 177 zhe demanded insistently.

I]].Eth l!l{ the

“What
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“In butte,” replied the Indian. “In big
cave. Daylight, way off. DBig tunnel to get
here, Try to escape, and you get lost,

Mako no trouble, and soon you go back to
your peopie.”

Irene was about to ask some further ques-
tions—for she was still battling with her
bewilderment—when voices sounded. She
turned, and saw three other Indian: enter
through a kind of gap in the side of the
rock. They only spoke a few words to the
man who was on guard, and then they went
out again,

“They go to your people,” explained the
Indian impassively., *“Tell them you here.
They agree to go away, and you go back
with them.”

Irenec made no weply. Alrecady she was
beginning to get a glimpso of what all this
meant. $Shoe had a dim recalisation of the
fact that she was a hostage. The Indians
had somehow captured her whilst she slept,
and they had brought her here. And they
meant to keep her a prisoner until they
had gained their own ends.

She wondered if it would be possible for
her to make a break for liberty. Yet, almost
at the same time, she knew that any such
thing would be out of the question. She
did not know which way to go; she had
no idea how to proceed. And there was that
Indian, guarding her. He would not hesi.
tate to drag her back by force i1f she made
a sudden bolt, and the very thought of that

Indian’s hands clutching her made her
shudder,

FLSON LEE scanned the face of the
big butte for the hundredth time,
and the lines of worrv on his face
were more pronounced.

“Not a sign!” he muttered. *“What does
it mean, Dorrie? Not a sign of any kind !

“They’re bound to make a move before
long,” said Lord Dorrimore. “Glory! I've
never felt so helpless in all my life!”

“Thiz waiting 13 agonising,” admitted
Lee. “Yet what else can we do? If we
attempt to search for the girl we mav pre-
cipitate a tragedy. We can’t risk it, Dorrie.
This time, the odds are overswhelmingly
arainst us. If sye go anywhere near that
butte we shall have a flight of arrows in
the midst of ws, Amongst thoze jagged
rocks, twenty men could keep an army corps
at bay!”

“That's the deuce of it!” said his lord-
ship, frowning. “We didn’t bargain for
anything like this—— Hallo! DBy the I.ord
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Harry! Look there! There's something
doing at lass|”

“Injuns!” grunted Dicky Siggers, nod-.
ding. “ Waal, thar's somethin’ on the move

at last|”

Over two hours had elapsed since breaks
fast, and the sun was now mounting high
into the sky and beating down its ficrco
rays upon the anxious party. The gully
was becoming excessively hot, and out on
the desert the heat was even more intense.

Everybody had been on the look-out for
Indians, but none had been scen. The big
butte, towering high into the sky, had
scemed dezerted and barren of life. Now,
however, a3 Dorrie pointed, some fizurea
came into view,

They wore high up on a great ledge,
nearly half way up the butte. They looked
puny and insignificant, perched there on
that precarious rock, It could be scen thaf
one of them was carrving something white,
which stood out boldly against the back-
ground of brown and red stone.

“Just as I expected,” muttered Lee.
flag of truce!”

“You said it, pardner,” nodded Sigrers.
“The Injuns are comin’ down fer @ pow-
woﬁrlll

A flutter of excitement ran through tho
camp. KEverybody had seen those figures by
now. The schoolboys and scheoolgirls were
pointing, and they were talking animatedly.
They were also aware of an enormous senso
of relief. Something was doings at lastl
Perhaps they would hear about Irene.

“Handy !™ said Church, a3 he and McClura
approached Handforth. “There are Indians
up on the butte. They’re climbing down. 1
expect they’ve come to tell us that they'va
got Irene—="

“I've seen them!” interrupted Handforth,
his voice dull and listless, *‘But what does
it matter? I ocan’t do anything to help
Irene. She’s in the hands of these devils
—and Mr. Lee won’t let me go out of
camp!”

“But perhaps the Indians will tell us—"

“I wish I could do something!”™ broke in
Handforth fiercely., “They had the nerve to
lay hands on Irene and to carry her ofl.
And it was all my fault—-"

Thev let him ramble on, repcating the
complaint that he had been making for the
past hour or so. Left alone, he would have
rushed towards the buite, and he would
have got an arrow in his chest In next to
no time. Once, indeed, he had attempted to
make a dash for it, but he had been quickly
headed off and brought back.

Now he stood -.vatcrfﬁng, a wild, desperate
look in his eyes. He was glad of this
diversion—or of the diversion that would
come soon. Perhaps he would be able to
zet away then, His expression became less
anguished as he thought of this, If only
he could get away!

I‘A
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Edward Oswald Handforlh underiakes lo answer, tn bis owir wque fasbion, aity

question ““ N.L.”

readers care lo submil o bim.

But, allbough of a certatuly

the resulls will be amusing and entevtaining, lhe hz’ffu; lakes no responsibilily

for their veracity.

J. PARKER (Southampten). — I have
many polty questions asked me every week
—and yours is one of them. “Why did the
chicken eross the road ?” To get to the other
side, of course! Your 1'em:u-]{s. io the cHect
that when the Trackett Grim yarns return
to the NELsox Lep Lisrary you will stop
buying the paper, T treat with contempt.
They are utter pifile, (Hear, hecar! .1/
your yarns are utter pifile in fact, Handy.—
icd.)

N. VAN PERLSTEIN (Lendon). — You
want to learn how to write vour name, my
Jad. I’'ve never seen such a ghastly signature
in all my Life before. It looks jnst as if a
tly pot one of his lees in a bhlot of ink and
then went for a walk, So vouw're of the
opinion that T was lucky to zo on the School
T1"rain trip when I eame g0 low in the exams.
You mustn’t think I’'m a dunece because of
that. I didn’t want to show up all the other
chaps, you know,

*“*SPARKS " (Bexhill). — Yes, McClure
has been getting jolly cheeky lately, and 1
agree with you when wvou say that I ought
to impress upon him the fact that I’'m boss.
Thanks for the {ip. I'll go and do the “im-
pressing " now,

HI Indians took their time.
They descended the butte slowly,

coming down unseen paths in the

rock. Now and again they would be

compelled to lower onc another down the

face of the chiff. At length they reached the

level of the desert and came forward to-
wards the gully.

There were three of them, and they looked

impreszive and pietnresque as  they ad-
vanced. They carried no weapons, and
they hel(l the white flag prominently in
front of them. Thev were apparently satis-
fied that t}mt, flag wonld be respected. They
knew the white man’s code, and they felt
certain, no doubt, that they were taking
no risk,

Wrile 1o Handforth, ¢

cio the Nelson Lee lo-day.
H. W. STEFF (Kettering). — I disdain

even to acknowledge your letter. You ean’

call mv hair a wet mop and then expect me

to mive vou the benefit of my macvellons

mtelleet.

RAYMOND WILTSHIRE (Dorehester).—

Here's another of von makine mmaaries about
. - 1

Library,

my hair. What it is. I supnose, yvou've ali
jealons of my locks, Try a little eart-grease
Raymond. That mught do poir han =0
ﬁUUd.

BASIL ADAM (Newcastle-an-Tyne).—( i«
and eat coke!

H. R. GILES

previous reply.

ERNEST S. HOLMAN (Leyton).—So here
vou arve again, ch? They say vou can never
ot rid of a bad egg, dmi I avive. Althouvgel
I must admit that you're not so cheeky this
time. What 1 can’t make our, however, is
that vou seem to regurd this as a llHIhiJIi;t-:'-

(Stratford-on-Avon). - NHoe

feature, and that I'm a humorons sort of
chap. Nothing s forther from the tyuth,

that in Tuture, please.

EDWARD OSWALD.

Kindly remember

“8hall we go forward to meect them'”
azsked Lord Dorrimore
“Perhaps it would be as well,” =aid

“We'll leave the boys and girls here—-

I.l'l_‘.

¥

“Better not, mister,” interrupted Siggers,
“T'm figgerin® that 11 would be kinder
wrong, Let the Indians come right up inter
camp.”

He shifted his plug  of tobaeco, and
crunted.

“Darn thar hides!” he went on, * They'l.
be insolent f-nrmg‘h as 1t 15, without us doin
them any doggone favours! Let them do

the walkin’, nister!”
““I think you are right,
no:lding.

i

said Nelson Lee.
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Bo they waited, and presently the three
Indians descended into the gully. They took
sheir time about it, moving deliberately and
leisurely. At long last, they came right
into the camp and stood before the men.
The boys and girls crowded round, watching
and listening with eager ears and eyes,
The Indians raised their hands in mluto
“Howdy !” grunted onc of them, stepping
advanoe of the others.
“IHowdy!” returned Lee,
it would be better to be civil.
you want with uz?”

deciding that
“What do

“White flag,” said the Indian. *“ You not
keep us, or fire on us?”

“We ahdll respect the white flaz,” replied
Nelson Lee. “You are safe!”

“Uh-huh! We safe, anvwav,” said the

Indian indifferently. * White flag good, but
Indian plan better. Harm us, and white
girl die. Keep us ln re, and she dies, just
same. White flag only to get us here safel;,
We safe now without flag,”

He flung it down mth a contemptuous

gesture. Az Dicky Siggers had said, the
insolence of the Indians was very pro-
nounced. They held the trump eard, and

they were not hesitating to play it,
“You took white g:rl in night?”
Lee.
“Wa took white girl,” rophm] the chief,
staring boldly into Lee's eyes.  ““White gxrl
safe. Tood, drink, She not harmed.”

asked

I
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A sort of sigh went round the party.

“Thank goodnea;!” breathed Doria,
“Renie's safe, anyway!

Tho chicef bvgzm to speak again.

“You p:o he said, pointine over (ho
desert, “Go away from this land. You not
stay here auny longer. We say you go—and
you go!”

“It’s like your infernal nerve—" begzan
Dorrie,

“We go when we please,” sald Nelson Leo

curtly. “Take no orders from Indian.”
“This Apache land,” said the chief, sud:

denly bursting out into a passionate shout.

“This not white man's land! You come for

gold—as other white men have come. They
diec. You go now, and you live. You go
now, and white girl go with you.”

“And what if we refuse to go'” asked
Leo,

“White gul die!” retorted the chief
promptlv. “ You uml{ rstand? We got white
girl. She safe now., Dut you not go h*'
noon. when sun ligh in sky, and white girt
die!”

——

CHAPTER 8.
Handforth's Opportunity.

IIT. Apache chief was sure of himself.
He knew that he held the upper hand,
and he was the very embodiment of
insufferable inzolence.

T

Action—
Thrllls——--

Here's a real detective yarn.

tense crook-drama, quick-fire ac:-
tion, clues, gun-play, thrills! 1In
“King's Evidence,” Sexton
Blake and Tinker are pitted
against Paul Cynos, who, con-
demned to imprisonment for a
crime of which he was innocent,
comes out of gaol sworn to
avenge himself on all who had a
hand in sending him there—
judge, jury, witnesses, police.

Read this and every issue of the
UNION JACK. Your newsagent
has it—don’'t let him keep 1it,

JA CK
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“You hear?” he caid. “ You understand ?”

“We understand what you say—but you
not understand us,” replied Nelson Lee.
“We do not mean you any harm.”

“You come for gold!” shouted the Indian.

“1If we do, what of it?”

“Indian gold—not white man's gold!” said
the chief hotly.

“That’s a lie, too!” broke in Hookey ex-
citedly. “It was me an’ old Ben Dalton wot
found that gold! 'T'here wasn’t no Injuns

there then! Iorty year ago we found that
gold!”

“Yep, thet’s so!” said Siggers. “You
can’'t pull this stuff, you Injun! White man
fjcund thet gold first.”

“Forty years!” said the Indian chief
scornfully.  “This Indian gold for more
than forty vears! Ten times forty years!
Take this gold, and my tribe wither and dre
of discase and pestilence! 'This gold keep us
healthy.  Plenty  papoose—plenty  strong
young men. Yon not take this gold!”

It was as Dicky Siggers had imagined.
These Indians regarded the gold with super-
stition. T'hey believed that if the white man
came and mined this precious metal, disaster
would befall the iribe. And so, throughout
the years, the Apaches had mounted gunard
over that lonely butte of the desert.

Whenever a prospector had happened to
come along, they had either scared him away
or had killed him out of hand. Never once
bad a white man been able to secure that
treasure.  Hookey Webb and Ben Dalton,
back in '89, had managed to penetrate to the
iuterior of the butte.  Perhaps that bad
been a pieee of luck; perbaps the Indians
had been off their guard for once. But Ben
Dalton had paid with his life, and Hookey
Webb had been waiting for forty years tfo
gt back to this sinister spot.

And now, at last, the Indians were face
to face with something which they had never
had to deal with before. A big party—an
organised party. A lone prospector here and
there had been easily dealt with, but it was
different to handle such a party as this one.

“This Indian land,” repeated the chief
obstinately. “ Already you kill many braves.
You bring destruction and ill-luck.”

“Your braves were killed because of their
own folly,” said Nelson Lee sternly. ““We
demand the return of the white girl. There
must be no conditions, You bring her back
to us safely, and then we talk. Then we tell
you what we do.”

The Indian laughed with contempt.

““Not bring white girl,” he replied.
less you go, white girl die.
When you camp for night, miles away, we
bring white girl. You not do this, and she
die. We throw secalp down to prove.”

Nelson Lee compressed his lips,

“Qit down,” he said, indicating
ground. *We talk.”

“Talk no good,” “You
oo, That’'s alll”

“Uﬂ'

You go—now!

the

catd the Indian,
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1 VERYBODY was so interested in the
Indians—everybody was so intent

upon hearing all that was said—that
Hand{orth’s movements were not even
noticed,

But Handforth had heard a lot of the
chief’s talk, and he knew exactly what had
happenced. Iere was proof that Irene had
been kidnapped, and that she was being
held as a hostage. And now Iandforth’s
opportunity had come!

Whilst everybody erowded round these red-
skinned visitors, Handforth edged away. His
eyes were gleaming, and he was quivering

from head to foot. Until vow he bhad bad
no chance of getting out of the camp. He
had been watched, not only by Nelson Lee
and the other men, but by tize boys, too,

Now the boys had no eyes for him. They
were pressing vound the mien, listening to
all that was being suid. Handforth suc-
cecded in slipping behind some rocks, and
after that he fell on his bande and knees
and crawled round a big clump of bushes,
keeping in cover all the way.

The one thought which obsessed him was
that he was to blame for this disaster.  He-
cause of his lapse, Irene had been Kidnapped,
Well, it was up to him to rescue her. Single-
handed, he would have to do it!

Probably no other fellow but Handforth
would have considered such a hare-brained
idea. IIe did not even know how he was to
set about the task. DBut Irene was =ome
where on that butte, and it was towards the
buite that Handforth made lLis way.

IIe did not go directly, but by a cunning,
roundabout route. ITe went up the gully,
and then reached the level of {he desert some
distance further on, where there were someo
jagged rocks sticking up grotesquely, Having
reached the cover of these, he worked his
way round, and there were some more
masses of rock which would provide him with
shelter almost all the wav., Only occasion-
ally was it necessary for him (o show him-
self as he sprang from cover to cover,

Nobody noticed him—nobody paid any
heed. In the camp, all eves were fastened
upon the Indians, And =0 it was {hat
Edward Oswald IHaodforth sreeeeded in oot

'ting away.
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butte, he found himsclf in a perfect wilder-
ricss of rocks and miuiature gullies and
gorges. From a distance, thce ground had
scemed fairly smooth all round the butte;
but, at close quarters, Handforth found that
the place was a perfect maze of irregu-
laritics, He was rather glad of this, for he
was afforded plenty of cover.

There was something rather startling in
his determination; it was an obsession. He
must find Irene, and bring her safely back!
Nothing else in the world mattered! She
was in the hands of these Indians, and he
;rﬂ.s to blameo. It was up to him to rescue
wer!

With no room in his mind for any other
thoughts, Handforth eclimbed the rocks, get-
ting higher and higher, He had a vague
notion that there was a cave entrance somc
distance up the butte. If he got in, he
might be able to work his way towards
Irene’s prison,

He did not seem to realise that he was
taking a grave risk on a chance that was
extraordinarily slim. This butte was of an
enormous size, And 1if, 1indeed, 1t was
honeycombed with passages and caverns, it
might take a hundred men a hundred hours
to explore it thoroughly.

What chance was there, then, for Hand-
forth, single-handed? |

One thing was in his favour. The Indians
were evidently not expecting any such visitor
as this. If a watch was being kept, it was
not a particularly strict one. Probably the
- explanation was simple. The Indians on the
butte were watching the camp, so that they
could see how matters fared with their mes-
sengers. Handforth’s lone search was an
unexpected development, and nobody was
looking for it.

He came to places where il was nccessary
for him to take risks. There would be great
gaps in the rocks, places where a single slip
meant disaster, At times he would be cling-
ing to the face of the rock, clutching pre-
cariously with his fingers, and seceking a foot-
hold in the little erevices with his feet. But
he did not hesitate. He had started this
climb, and he was going to finish it.

1 T last he came upon a narrow ledge,

and at the back of this there was a

low, black opening. It was a cave

entrance of some kind—the end of
a tunnel perhaps. At all events, it was a
likely-looking spot, and Handforth edged his
way towards it, gratified by the fact that
there had been no alarm.

He had hecard all that the Apache chicf had
first said, and he knew that Irene Manners
was somewhere in this butte—a prisoner.
Well, if she was here, he would find her.

In a dim sort of way, Handforth imagined
that once he got into a tunnel ‘he would be
able to penetrate into the interior of the
butte, and there he would find the fair
prisoner. It was not until he was in that
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Once he had reached the basze of the hig)

tunne! that he began to appreciate the diffa-
culties of his self-imposed task.

He found himself in utter darkness, and,
curiously cnough, the air was warm and
moist, It had a curious chemical-like odour
about it. Evidently there was a hot spring
of some kind within this vast mass of vol-
canic rock.

Handiorth had not proceeded far before
hie paused.  }is sﬂtis?ac-timn was tempered
by a dawning understanding of the diffi-
culties of his job. He had no matches on
him—no candles; no light of any kind what-
ever, He was compelled to feel his way for-
ward foot by foot, his hands, outstretched
before him, running along the rocck walls of
the passage.

He had an impression that this passapgoe
was a natural one, althiough it scemed that
the walls 1n some places had been hewn by
human hands. It was another relic of tha
ancient cliff-dwellers,

He paused, wondering if he should go
out and attempt to find another tunnel.
But what would be the use? He would bae
in just the same position, whichever tunnel
he penectrated., Ile would be in the dark,
and one entry was just as good as another.

However, after another ten minutes had
elapsed, Handforth had lost much of his
optimism, He was anxions and worried
and uncertain. He realised, at last, that
this task of his might prove too difficult.

While he paused, leaning against the rock
wall, he again noticed how damp the air
was—and how warm. He fancied that he
could hear the sound of running water
coming from far, far off. It scemed onl:
like a dim echo, but he was certain that
the sound came from the interior of the
butte,

Disheartened and weary, he felt his wav
onward again. He believed that he turned
a corner—or, at least, a curve. Then ho
abruptly halted, his heart giving a great
leap,

Was it his imagination, or was there a
light ahead?

Not exactly a light, but a dim. pale kind
of plow? It was so intangible that Hand.
forth half believed that his eves were play-
ing tricks with him, He had been so long
in the dark

“No, by George!” he muttered tenselv.
“There is a light! I don't know where tho
dickens it's coming from, in this rock, but
it’s there !”

He pressed on, rather recklessly mow.
Once or twice he stumbled over the in-
equalities in the flooring, and before long
he knew that he had made no mistake.
Soon he came out into a kind of cavern—
one side sloping steeply, with great stalac-
tites of rock hanging down. The other side
was lost in shadows. And the whole place
was bathed in a soft, whitish radiance,

It wasn’'t until some moments had elapsed
that Handforth realised that daylight was
the cause of this. Through a long crevice~-
a mere slit—some shafts of sunlight were
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““ We hold white girl as hostage,’’ said the Indian,
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‘““Il you leave here by noon she shall be re-

turned to you unharmed. Refuse, and she shall die ! '’ Nelson Lee and his companiens listened in

‘horror.

penctrating down, perhaps from the
top of the bulte,
He stood there, looking round—and then,

suddenly, he heard Irene’s voice!

very

CHAPTER 9.
The Rescue!

ANDFORTH could not understand

H the words; he only knew that Ireno

was speaking. Her voice seemed to

be far away—at a vast distance.

Yet, in spite of this impression, Handforth

had an idea that it was false; that Irene

was not rcally very far distant from him.

She was somewhere in this great butte, and

lier voice was coming up through one of the
honeyeomed crevices,

His first impulse was to yell—to let her
know that he was near at hand, ready to
reseue her,  Then commonsense quickly
came to his assistance. It would be mad-
ness to shout now, before he was even aware
of Irene’s exact whereabouts. Such a shout
might, indeed, bring the Indians upon him,
and leave him no hope of saving the girl.

“She’s here, anyway!” breathed Hand-
forth exultantly. “By George! T said that
I'd rescue her—and I jolly well wiall! 1
thall never be able to hold up my head
again if T don’t!”

He moved across the ecavern, looking out
for any kind of exit. At first he could see
none, and bis hopes began to fade. Then,
as he moved forward, his leit foot seemed
to hover in space for a second, and 1t was

Refusal to obey the Indians’ ultimatum would mean the death of Irene Manners !

only by a tremendous effort that he flung
himself backwards, Had he not done so,
he would have gone pitehing headlong
down.

He dropped on his hands and knees, and
now he saw that there was a vawning gap
in the rock flooring—a mere slit, not more
than eighteen inches aeross, and extending
from one side of the cavern to the other
almost,

It was as black as night, and, mysteriously
and whisperingly, came the sound of running
water. Waves of heat were rising, too—
damp, moist heat,

Handforth erouched there, full of douhts.
It was Incredible that anv living beings
could be down in that steamy pit. Where
did it lead ? What was down there to ereate
this warm moisture ?

Then he heard Irenme's voice again—fol-
lowed by the guttural sounds of a man’s
voice, He wondered if he was dreaming.
How could this be possible? And how
would he be able to get down?

He tried to pierce the blackness, but it
was no good. He even thought about lower-
ing himself into that narrow crevice and
then dropping, trusting to Providence that he
wonld land safely,

But he wisely dismissed this hare-brained
scheme. Tor all he knew, the crevice might
be twenty or thirty feet deep, and that
would mean grave injury, 1if not death,
when he struck the rock at the bottom.

So he worked his way up the slit, unti!
he was close against one of the cavern
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walls. And now he was immediately re-)
warded. The dim light in this place enabled
him to sec some roughly-hewn steps, cut in
the rock. They led downwards steeply.

Handforth took @ deep breath and began
the descent,

He was glad that he was wearing rubber-
soled shoes. He made no noise, and he was
certain of a firm grip, too. In one or two
places, 1t was as much as he could do to
squeeze through, The stairway was extra-
ordinarily narrow—not more than twelve
inches or so in parts. He was compelled to
ro sideways more than once, forcing his
way through only with an effort.

A going was easier, There was an
abrupt turn, and some of the steps

were so worn away that Handforth nearly
went stumbling down into the mysterious
blackness. Only by clutching at the rock—
and tearing his fingers at the same time—
did he succeed in saving himself, This
warned him that hurrying would do him no
good. TFar better to take it easily and
quietly.

Just as he had come to this conclusion he
saw a flickering, lurid light at the end of
a tunnel, The effect was most curious. He
was in darkness again now, for he had
left that cavern high above. He had pene-
trated far down into the interior of the
great butte.

Now the stairway seemed to have come
to an end. He was looking down a steep,
slanting tunnel, There was an irregular
opening at the end, and it was outlined in
a lurid, yellowish glare. It scemed, at first
sight, to be a sort of furnace.

But Handforth quickly ecame to under-
stand that this was merely another trick
of his eyesight. After being in the dark so
long, the mere light of a candle would have
looked like a huge glare. He knew that
there was no furnaco at the bottom of that
tunnel—but merely somo artificial lights
burning; candles, perhaps—or lamps. And
now the sound of running water had grown
less, curiously enough.

He commenced the descent easilvy, con-
fident that his rubber-soled shoes would hold
him, But he misjudged the steepncss of
that shaft; and suddenly, without warning,
his shoes slithered, and he was unable to
obtain his grip again.

FTER ke had gone down some little
way, the rock opened wider and the

“Whoa!” he gasped. “What the——
Great Scott!”
He went sliding and skidding down,

gathering momentum alarmingly,

In vain he tried to check himself, but the
rock here was smooth. There were no pro-
jections—which, perhaps, was just as well,
or Handforth might have torn his hands
terribly,

By the time he got to tha bottom he was
travelling at a tremendous rate, and he shot

out, slithered across a rock floor, and came

S

L
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to a halt in a squatting position, dazed and
bewildered and confused,

“Ted!” screamed a familiar voice,

If a bomb had exploded benecath ¥ and.
forth, he could not have moved more
quickly., He leapt to his feet and twirled
round, He had no eves for his surround-
ings; he took no note of the fact that he
was in another cavern, ¢his time much
smaller. Two or three crude lamps were
burning on a ledge, sending forth a flicker-
ing, ruddy glare. The atmosphere was filled
with choking fumes—damp, hot, sulphurous.
There was an Indian standing there, his

COMING NEXT

creen MEE

eyes starting out of his head, his whole atti.
tude one of dumbfounded amazement.

But Handforth was looking only at Irenc
Manners. She was sitting on a ledge of
rock near by, staring at him with joyous
eyes., She was not even bound or pagged,
as Handforth had imagined she would be,

“Renie !” he gasped. “Oh, good egg!
I'd no idea that Hallo! What the—
Oh, would you?”

The Indian had suddenly leapt forward,
his right arm upraised. There was a gleam
of steel, and Handforth squared his jaw
and clenched his fists. He needed no telling
that the Indian was attacking him with a
long, wicked-looking knife!

There was something electrical in Edward
Oswald's movements, Ho dodged like a
panther, his left fist came round and struck
jarringly against the Redskin's jaw.
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rash!

It was a terrific hit, and the Indian,
urtering merely one gurgling grunt, went
¢'ean over backwards, to thud to the floor
viith a crazh., He rolled over and remained
srill, the knife claitering to the far side of
the cavern,

“Oh, Ted™
him.

“That’s all right, old gir],” said Hand-

panted Jrene, running to

forth . Dbreathlessly, “Phe  treacherous
blighter! Trying to run that giddy knife
imto me! T'H bet he won't move for a
-:I":I.lln

AlANAN ANALAN ANLATPUL ALY

“ WALDO, THE WONDZR
BOY!”

. Back at St. Frank's once meore !

Nipper and his cheery chums, feeling in
fiae fettle after their thrilling trip to
Arizona, are looking lforward to another
exciting term at the [amous oid school.
And they're not disappointed !

For there's a neweomer at St. Frank’s—
Stanley Waldo. And whatan amazing feilow
he is, too —a wonder boy, in 21l {ruth !

His extraordinary adventures startle
the St. Frank’s chaps ; thrill thein. And
they realise, at the same iime, that this
new tarm is going to be one of the liveliest
and most exciting they've ever had !

Don’t miss the opening story in this grand
new serles of scheool yarns, chums !
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“THE ISLAND CASTAWAYS!”

The second instalment of this magnilicent
new adventure serial by Artkar S, Hardy is
the *‘goods.’”” Look out tor it next
Wednssday.

Also many other popular eatures.

v ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“You gave him an awfal punch, Ted!”
z:aid Irene, staring at the still form.

“I meant to,” said Handforth grimiy.
“"You need to give these Indians awful
ninches if you're going to make sure of
the job, They haven't hwt yon,  bave
thev ?" he added anxiously. *It's my fanlt
hat vou were captared.”

“Your fault?” repeated lrene, in
“0Oh, Ted, you gave nic a dreadful
just ™

in wonder.
snhock
now !
“ A shock! Weren't yon glad——
“But you came so unexgectedly—and so
strangely,” said Treme. "Without warning,

vou came shooting ocut of that bLlack hole
like—like coal down a c¢hnte, I've never
been more surprized in sl my life—and

never more glad!”

“Well, let’s get ont of this place,” said
IHandforth practically. "le you know how
taey brought veon in?”
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“I—I don't know anything,” replied the
giri. “When I went to sleep I was with
Doris and Winnie and the others. When I
woke up, 1 was in herel”

“They stole you away during the night,”
said Handforth gruflly. "It was my fault,
Rente, and I'll never forgive myself unless |
get you out of here safely.”

“How could 1t have been
Ted?” she asked. _

* Because 1| was on sentry duty just there
—and [ went to sleep,” replied Handforth.

your tault,

‘I wneariy went mad when I heard ithat
¥ L] I Fi1l e o rd ]
vou'd bLeen collared. These Indians have
orabbed you as a hostage. They're pow-

wowing with Mr. Lee now.”
“1 thought it was something ke that,”
satd Irene softly.
“The Indians are saying that if we don’t
all go away they’ll kill you,” continued
Handforth, " DBy George! We'll show ’em!
I made up my mind 1o ¢iunb the butic, 10
get in and to reseme you, and I'm doing
it, too! Unee we've got vou back we can
saap our fingers at these beastly Redskins,
Come on! We've got to find a way out @
“Waic 1”7 interrupted Irene  exeitedly.
“T've just remembered something,  There
r

were three other Indians 1in here not long
ﬂgﬁ 1

“They'll be the beggars who came to the
camp, I expeet,” said llandforth.

“And they went out through that gap in
the rock,” continued the girl, pointing.,
expeet it must lead out somewhere.”

“Of course!” =aid Handforth ecagerly.
“Why, ihis is as casy as shelling peas!
We'll zonon be out now !™

They had only got half way aecross the
cavern Lefore they checked., A clatier of
sonnd had come to their ears, and two ov
three moare Redskins came tumbling through
that gap 1 the rock. No doubt they had
feard Iandforth's voice, and they had come
to make investigations.

“More of 'em!” roared Handforth.
right—come on! ['m ready [or you!”

“Ted ! gasned Irene.

She was faseinated with horror. She ex-
pected to see  andforth  fall, shot or
stabbed or [elled in some other way.

Instead, :he saw Handforth thoroughly
erioving  himself,

There woere three
apnearcd fo be unarmed.

“All

Indians, and they ali
If they had any

knives, they had ne time to use them.
Handfarth was in their midst in a Nash,
and his hlead was up.

“Come on—all of you!” he roared, 1

don’t eare how many! I'll show yon
whether vou ean play these cort of games
with ns! Take that, blow you!™
Crash!
“And sece what this one ftastes like!™
'awved Handforth,
Biff !
“ And
D=wald.
(‘rash!

vel

this one, too!” panted Eduard
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If he had been like a whirlwind before,
he was now like a tornado. His fists shot
out like ' sledgehammers, and the Indians,
taken completely by surprise, hardly had
a chence. Even if they had not been taken
by surprise, they would have been at a dis-
advantage. I'or they were unaccustomed to
this kind of fighting.

Handforth’s first righthander caught one
of the Indians on the point of the chin, and
the unfortunate man must have ncarly bitten
his tongue in half, to judge by the wild,
screeching howl that he uttered before he
went down. Handforth’s left fist caught
another Indian behind the ear, and this man
recled over sideways, struck his head against
the rock wall, and sagged down, “out.”

The third Indian fared no better. Hand-
forth twirled on him like a tiger, his fists
thudded, and the fellow was beaten.

“Any more?” asked Handforth breath-

lessly. “Come on, you rotters! I'm
ready "

But there were no more. Handforth had
aepparently disposed of them all. And just

then his gaze fell upon some lengths of rope
ncar one of the rock walls. He pounced
upon them.

“Might as well bind these beggars up!”
he said briskly. “I've only knocked ’em
senseless, and they'll soon be coming to, We
don’t want them to cause any more trouble.
Lend a hand, Renie!”

“0Oh, Ted—it was wonderful of you!” said
Irene, looking at him with wide-open, ad-
miring eyes.

“Eh? What the dickens—— Oh, checese
it!” said Handforth uncomfortably. “You
don’t call that a scrap, do you?”

“I'll never grumble at you for fAghting
again, Ted,” said the girl, “You're simply
marvellous |

“Let’s bind these brutes up,” said Hand-
forth, trying to change the subject. “And
if any more of them come along, we’ll treat
them in the same wvay. If these mouldy
Indians think that they can mess me about,
they’ve made a pretty large-sized bloomer!”

CHAPTER 10.
The Wall of Gold!

NELSON LI rose to his feet, his face
grim and set.

“Go back to your companions,”

he said, looking at the Apache chief.
“We plan what we do. Come back in
hour, and we tell you."”

The Apache grunted.

“Talk no good!" he said contemptuously.
“Talk too much already. White girl die
unless you go.”

The pow-wow was over. Nelson Lee had
been doing his utmost to argue with these
Indians;  Lord Dorrimore and Dicky
Siggers had tried their eloquence, too. But
it made no difference. The chief was stub-
born, and more insolent than ever.

It was pointed out to him that this part of

|
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the Chichon Mecaa was well elear of the Blue
Mountain Indian Reservation; but the chief
passionately denied this. He swore that tho
butte belonged to the Indians. It was on
the reservation—it was theirs.

All this, of course, was inaccurate.

Nelson Lee knew perfectly well, after in-
specting the maps, that the boundary line
of the reservation was at least ten or twelve
miles away from this spot. These Indians
had no right here—except, perhaps, the
right that they believed they had earned
by heving been so long in possession. And,
after all, possession was nine points of the
law. Qut in this country there was virtually
no law at all, It was well beyond the
normal limits of the administrative area,
It was @ wild desert region, without roads,
without railways.

However, all the talk in the world would
not alter the fact that Irene Manners was
in the grip of the Apaches, and that she
would be in deadly danger unless the chief’s
orders were obeyed.

“We go now,” said the chief. “\We not
come back for further talk. Talk no good.
You go back along trail. If you not gone
by noon, then white girl die.”

Lord

“You infernal ' pig—"
Dorrimore.

“Wait!” said Nelson Lee, his voice sud-
denly changed. “These Indians want us to
say something definite, and we will say it.
We shall not leave this camp.”

The chief's face was savage and sinister.

“No?” he snarled. “Then the white girt
die! You think it bluff? Well, you sce!
We scalp the white girl—""

“Look!” yelled Church suddenly. “What's
that up there—on the butte? There's a
figure—no, two figures—"

“Handy!” roared McClure. “We won-
dered where he had got to, and now——"

“Renie’s with him!” cried Doris Berkeley.
“Look! It’s Renie, girls!”

“Hurrah!”

“Bravo, Hands!"

Everybody was yelling and shouting. The
excitement was tremendous, They had all
scen what Nelson Lee lhad spotted at first.
There were two figures up there on the face
of the butte—and the air was so crystal
clear that it was easily possible to recogniso
them as the figures of Handforth and Irenc.
They were both waving, and it was eclear
enough that thev were both unharmed.

The Apache chief, his face working witl
fury, suddenly swung round upon Nelson
Lee,

“You trick us!” he grated.
for thig!”

From a fold of his clothing, he suddenly
produced an old-pattern service revolver, Ho
aimed it at Nelson Lee, and fired point-
blank.

There was a sharp, shattering report, and
I.ee laughed. He had felt the hiss of the
bullet as it had sped past his neck.

“A wretched aim, my friend,” he said
scornfully.

began

“You dio
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Before he could leap forward to disarm
the Apache, Umlosi acted. The giant
Kutana warrior charged forward, and with
one blow he knocked the revolver flying.
The next second he seized the Indian and
swung him off his feet. With his other arm
he grabbed the other two Indians, and in a
moment they were all fung to the ground,
one on the top of another, and held there.
Umlosi’s strength was enormous.

“Wau!” he rumbled. “Shall I thrust
my spear through them all, Umtagati? One
word of command——"

“‘Nu Umlosi, you mustn’t do that,” re-
plied Lee. “Bind them up, if you like-
and you'd better help, Dorrie?”

“Think it’s all right?” asked his lord-
ship. “Don’t forget they came here under
the white lag——"

“And violated it themselves,” inter-
rupted Lee. ‘“We are perfectly justified in
making them prisoners now.”

WENTY minutes later Nelson Lee was
shaking hands with Edward Oswald
Handforth, who was looking

thoroughly embarrassed and uncomfortable.

“Well done, Handforth!” said Lee
heartily,

“Oh, cheese it, sir!” protested Handforth.
“I haven't done anything—"

“Hurrah!”

“Good old Handy!”

“Bravo, old man!”

“ Absolutely! Bravo, with sundry knohs!”

The whole camp was in a state of excite-
ment and joy and animation. Handforth
and Irene had managed to get down from
the butte, and during this time there had
heen no indication of any other Indians,
It was becoming apparent, indeed, that
there had only been a mere handful on
the butte. It was because of this that the
chief had decided to kidnap Irene as a
hostage. He knew perfectly well that if
it came to a fight he and his fellow tribes-
men would be overwhelmed. So, knowing
that he could not defeat these whites by
force, he had rcsorted to strategy.

These Indians, perhaps, were the guardians
of the butte. No doubt they were rclicved
at intervals. Other memnbers of the tribe
would come and take their places—and so
on,

But after what had recently happened—
after the great light with the Redskins in
the canyon—it was doubtful if there would
be any more trouble from this direction.
The Indians had had their 6! of fighting
for a bit!

Handforth was so pleased with life in
general that he felt like dancing all the time.
. Everybody else was staggered. ldandforth
had said that he would rescue Irene—and he
had done so! DBut he had done more than
this—he had turned the tables completely on
the Indiams.

Irene was surrounded by the other girls,
who were excited and joyous. She had to
tell them exactly what had happened, and

(Concluded on page 42.)
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'M in serious trouble, it seems, with a
I Scottish reader—* Piper O’ Dundce,”
whose address is obvious. Handforth's
antics with the bagpipes in one of the
School Train stories greatly offended this
rcader. I am wondering if other Scottish

readers were similarly offended. If so, let
me hasten to point out that they really
mustn’t take any notice of Handforth.

He's always more or less of a clown, and,
naturally, when he had the chance of getting
hold of some bagpipes, he did his worst.
I've half an idea that * Piper O’ Dundece ”
i1s really Irish, because in the first part of
his letter he says: ‘“Of course, as you are
English, you are naturally stupid, and cannot
be blamed for getting such idiotic ideas.”
And then, later on in his letter, he says that
I must be a genius to be able to write the
St. Frank's stories. Ahem! But going back
to the bagpipes, I must confess that I fail
to appreciate that they are, asg “Piper O’
Dundee ” remarks, ‘““one of the finest musical
instruments vou could ever wish to hear.”
I'll grant that they sound very martial and
inspiring when a regiment of Highlanders
is on the move. The bagpipes are then
layed as they should be played, and one
Fs enthralled. But this instrument, like the
saxophone, becomes an instrument of eheer
torture in incapable hands, And what hands
could be more incapable than Handforth's?
I'm dreading the day when he gets the idea
into his head that he can play the saxo-
phone !

*® L *

NOTICE that there has been some very
big changes at the River House School
of late. When I was there the other
day. I was greatly struck by the many

improvements, Di. Hogge's establishment
18 getting quite big. There are three Houses
now-=-Marshall's House, Wragg’s House,
and the School House. DBrewster & Co,, and
all the decent juniors, who call themseclves
the “Commoners,” are in Marshall's House.
And the Hon, Aubrey de Vere Wellborne
and his fellow “Honourables” are denizens

of Wragg's House. Big #cvelopments sinca
Dr, Molynecux Hogge first started! Why,
when I first knew the River House School
—when 1t was located in the old house near
Bellton, now known as Moat Hollow—it waa
a very modest sort of show, with compara-
tively few pupils. But now it's a miniature
edition of 8t. Irank's, with heaps of Fourtn-
Formers, prefcets, and a little army of
masters.  I'mm rather glad about this, be-
cause the River House School has now
become a rcally worthy rival of St. Frank’s.

¥ * *

HIS week's photo 1s of Charles Hedge,
I of Manor Park, Ho has asked mo to
give _him descriptions of William

Napoleon Browne, Horace Stevens,
and others. I dare say many other readers
would welcome these deseriptions, but as they
will all appear in the “Who'’s Who at St.
Frank’s "—that's another name for the Por-
trait Gallery—in due course, 1 don't fecl
justified in including them in these columns.
These same remarks apply to queries about
studies and the colours of fellows' hair, and
things like that. A number of readers have
asked me for such particulars. If thev watch
the “Who's Who"” and the *Question-
naire,” week Dby week, they'll get their
ANSWOrS.

* * *

OW that the new term is about to start
N at St. I'rank’s, with the football
gcason upon us, 1t is only natural that

the subject of footer should be in

the air. I was having a chat with Dr. Mor-
rison Nicholls recently about the possi-
bilities of Rugby at the old school, He
was full of enthusiasm about it, and I un-
derstand that he’s going to have a serious
talk with the various Housemasters on this
matter., Perhaps this will please My, Julius
Herman, of Tarkastad, South Africa, who
has asked why Rugby is not played at St.
Frank’s. He is not the only one, either, for
hundreds of readers have brought up tho
same point, Rugger is a great game, and
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I've no doubt that the St. Frank's fellows
will play it well if they take it uE. But,
judging by a few words I have had with
two or three of the Housemasters, there’s no
certainty of it. In fact, I have half an idea
that the Head's suggestion will be turned
down. Dr, Nicholls i1s a most go-ahead man,
always out for something fresh. But while
Nelson Lee is equally go-abead, such masters
as Mr. Goole and Mr. Stockdale are rather
old-fashioned in their idcas. And Mr.
Stokes, of the West House, who might have
a sort of casting vote in this matter, 1s a
keen Soccer enthusiast. If Rugger does
come to St. Frank’s this season, I believe it
will be only as an experiment, and it will

probably be confined to the seniors. I am
curious to know what the juniors will have
to say about it!
DON'T think the 8t. Frank’s fellows will
I do any more touring for a bit. The
new term starts next week, and they’ll
soon settle down at St. Frank's, [
fancy they’ve had quite enough travelling to
last them a decent while., Having toured
the world, and then the Old Country, with
a trip to Arizona as well, they ought to
be jolly glad to settle down
for a spell. Nipper, I know,
18 very pleased about it, for
he can devote his cnergies to
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body knows, bul he doesn’t take ao active
part in the management now, Lle leaves
everything to Mr. Ulysses DPiecombe.
Corky, in fact, is firmly establshed in the
Fourth as skipper, having usurped Buster
Boots’ place. He hasn’t played much
football—which, when you come to think of
it, is rather qucer—but this term be 1a train-
ing like the dickens, and 1 belicve the Fourth
will find him to be a fairly useful man. As
skipper of the Form, it's very nccessary that

he should be a first-class player.
I Bangs on that recent School Train trip.
- Miss Wright figures it out that Bangs,
being a new chap—and moreover from Aus-
tralia, where he has becen earning his own
living—would not nave passed the necessary
exam., which took place belore the trip,
order to weed out the ineligibles, Well, n
so happens that Bangs is a remarkably keen
scholar, and, although he ecarned his own
living in Australia before coming to St.
Frank’s, he never neglected his studies. [l
admit I was rather surprised myself that he
qualified so easily. Dut Bangs is one of
those who is keen on spo:t
and good at lessons, too.

- v w

* i ®

HAVE been criticised by Lily Wright,
of DBelfast, for including Boomerang

GALLERY

sport. [e’s very keen on e N old friend of mine,
football this termi—Soccer— A H. J. McMahon, of
and he wants to make it a Broken [Iill, New
record one for the Junior South Wales.
Eleven. Australia, begins one of bis
) i g letters to me like this: * Dear

Mr. Brooks. You haven’t

ALKIN(G about footbail teard from me for a very

I reminds me of the Hon. jong time, have you? Some-
Tom  Silward Har- how, I think you don’t take
borough—better known any interest in my letters.

as “Tich.” I'm afraid we
shan't see much of him in the
future, As he is a regular
layer for the Blue Crusaders,
e 1s naturally barred from playing for St.
Frank’s, and so he won’t figure in any ot
the school games, Just at present he is with
Fatty Fowkes and Dave Moran and the other
Blues at the stronghold, in Bannington. It
is really a magnificent place, and the club-
house has accommodation for all the players.
I fancy that Tich will decide to remain
there, for I think his father has arranged
for him to have a tutoi on the spot. So if
Tich.appears at St. Frank’s in the [uture,
he'll merely comb as a visitor.

¥ course, it’s different with Lionel
Corcoran. He's not tied in the same
way as Tich—it's not necessary for
him to travel to all parts of the
country with the team, as Tich has to do, and
so it 18 quite easy for him to remain at a
big public school like St. Frank’s. Corky

Charles Hedge

is the owner of the Blue Crusaders, as every- |

You never seem to comment
on them, so I knocked them
off for a while. Still, here |
am again, end 1 hope 1 ean

interest you with my letters. Can I1” 1'c
like to assure this reader that I am in
terested in his letters—very much so, I

I haven't commented on them it iz because
I haven't had the space, or because the sub-
jects he brought up were not of general
interest, I hope he will continue to corres
pond regularly with me in the future.

L » *

ERE’'S somebody wanting to know who
H the head prefect of St. Frank's is.
As my correspondent—Dob Sones, of
Willesden Green—is a new reader, I

can forgive him, But I thought that every-
body knew that I dgar Fenton, of the
Ancient House, is the head prefect of the
school.  Fenton is really one of the best.
Perhaps he is inclined to be a bit serious;
but, then, he takes life seriously— particu-
larly sports, He is a very sound man, and
=St. Frank's is lucky to have him as captain.

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.
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Here s the Opening Instalment of a Wouderful New Adventure Serial!

e ISLAN D CASTAWAYS/

ARTHUR S. HARDY

CHAPTER 1.
The Conferencel

T was piich dark when Tom Perry
I opened the door of his deck cabin and
stepped out into the open. Overhead
the black canopy was studded with a
myriad stars, and below the Pacific slept,
not a ripple disturbing the serenity of the
surface on “111011 the yacht hed crept to
anchor at the close of vesterday.

Leaning upon the cchL rail, Tom tried to
make out the line of the palm fringed coral
shore that lay a mile or two away to lee-
ward, but even his keen eves failed him,

There was the sound of a soft footfall close
at hand, and turning, Tom saw Dr. Fraser,
whose dutv it was to look after the h{‘;ﬂ.lth
of the holiday-makers aboard, smiling at
him.

“You're awake early,
the doctor.

“Yes, sir,” replied the boy.
see the sunrise.”

“It certainly is a marvellous sight,” re-
plied the doctor, raising nis hmd to study
the myriads of winking stars, und it's a
pity there are nnt more aboard to share your

n‘rhuaimm

The boy turned away from the rail,

Tom,” remarked

“I want to

“I’'m going to drag Lva out. Time she
was awake,” he said; then added a3 an
afterthought: “llow’s the pilot, sir?”

“He i3 causing us a lot of uncasiness,
Tom,” replied the docigr gravely. “The

L he told

heat and these southern seas seem to have
affected his mind. The chief 13 going to
hold & round table conference about him this

morning. I gave him a sleeping draught
last night, but he can’t go on forever on
drugs.”

“Wasn’t he mixed up with a tragedy in
these parts some years ago, sir?”

“Yes, my boy, but I do not quite know
the ecircumstances.”

“Do you think Mr, Hanway would mind if
I were to join the econference? You sce,
[ feel frightfully sorry for Daniel Kemish.”

“Come by all means. I am sure nobody
will mind.”

“Very well, T will.?

The boy lecapt to the gangway and sped
below. Amid the luxury of the heavily-
carpeted passage he came to a whitae
enamelled door upon which he knocked
londly. A girlish laugh' enswered him.

“Is that vou, Tom?” eame in clear-cut
tones from the cabin.

“Yes. I sav, are yvou ready yet?”

“I am, Jtt:.l' coming, in fact.”

The door opened to reveal pretty Eva
Hanwav,

Impulsively Tom dashed forward, dragged
her from the cabin and whirled her up the
gangway stairs, making light of her protests
and her struggles.

He drew her to the rail.

“I wanted you to see the day come, Eva,”
hor, “and don't forget I want to
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know what you'd like to do on your birth-
day. It’s to-morrow, you know.”
Before she could answer their cheeks were

fanned by a gentle breeze, and the sca
below them rippled, harbingers of the
coming day.

Then the curtain seemed to lift, the night
darkness changing for a brief moment or
two to a drab half-tone before the sunshine
burst over sca and land in a glory that held
the boy and the girl spelibound.

“Tom,” she whispered, “dad and most
of the guests are getting tired of cruising
among these unknown islands, but I think
I would like to spend all my life here. It
js paradise., Just look at the golden sand
and the waving palms; and that turquoise
lagoon that shows among the trees, I shall
have to be a very dutiful daughier to-
morrow, but I don’t want to spend all my
birthday on board. Let’s go ashore to-
morrow after lunch—just you and I.”

“As long as the chief won't mind,” Tom
agreed,

“JIe won't mind, he’ll know I'll be
gafe with you.”

“ All right. If the sea
isn't rough we'll skip
ashore on the Rosita,
and come back in time

for

Genlly
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v the Esmeralda lay
anchor on the placid walers of the
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about turning back end heading slowly for
home, the pretty givl of fifteen had protested

vehemently.
“No, pop,” sthe cried. "I want to spend
my birthday here. And Daniel Kemizh

says that there are real pearl oysters with
liuge real pearls in them wailing to be
picked up in the pools and lagoons of the
coral islands.”

Her father had laughingly squeeczed
cheeks hbetween his hands.

“Maybe there ave, and maybe it is only
another one of Dan’s tall stories,” he told
her, “But vou shall have vour birthdav
wherever von want it, my dear.” _

That was yesterday, when the Esmeralda
had steamed on a placid sea to her present
anchorage.

Now, at breakfast, the guests were un-
usnally quiet, and even Thornton Hanway
scemed to have lost his usual high spirits,
He searcely touched his food, and seemed
glad when the meal was finished,

“George,” he said to Tom’s father, as
they left the =aloon, “I want vou to jein
me and Captain Stanton in my cabin,”

“Worrying about that
pilot ?” asked Perry, a
Britisher who had made
a fortune in America,

1
0T

al

f“.“r}i”‘;’,‘fﬁ‘ clapped her  Soutthern Pacific. A mile or two ?ﬁ‘;‘é,,d“g}s H:‘nwl;if;':"”?‘
hands in delight; and  away was the palm-fringed shore “Why, yes. I wish
i 10?._'.‘,,"15]!&fﬁgs“‘;}gi‘;f} of an island—a beantiful island; ¥ cowd  grop iim
echoed  through — the S0 entrancing thal Tom Perry, having him o5 bosrd,
ﬁhfpi T he walched 1t from the yackt E*;:tu ilt’tﬁ iy e fool
ing l']l}-':‘:l:!”,” t.‘he Igif_‘l w"t‘{b I1$ CbHHﬁ, Eva H{?HEE?‘?Pv brought hir?:, Stli:llti;ﬁ
eried.  “I should hate twished he could I’X;DIOI’{? il. He  objected, but I would

to sit dowm to break-
fast with my hair all
anyhow.”

She vanished, waving
her hand to Tom, and
the boy strolled alon:z
the deck to join Dr. Fraser, who had been
wafching them with some amnusement.

“Join me in a game of deck quoits, Tom,”
invited the doctor, “and let's seo i we can't
work up an appetite for breakfast.”

The Esmeralda was an eight hundred and
fifty ton sea-going vyacht. wlhich had been
built especially for Mr. Thornton IHanway,
American millionaire and business magnate.
There was no more luxurious ship afloat,
and Captain Stanton, her commander,
possessed a magnificent service record.

She ecarried mate, engineer, pilot, doctor,
chef, two cooks, two men and two women
stewards, a dozen guests and their maids
and other human impediments besides her
crew. The voyage from its inception had
proved a complete success, and this, its last
stage, which provided a cruise among the
uninhabited eoral islands far south of the

Marquesas, was to Tom Perry and LEva
Hanway at least, the most entrancing of
xil

Yesterdav, when her father had talked

little realised thal Dbis wish was
lo be gralified — with amazing,
dramatic resulls !

-

have my own way, and
now there’s not a port
or a ship within hun-
dreds of miles where |
conld drop him.”

They strolled along 1o
Hanway’s dav cabin, a magnificent apari-
ment that was fitted and panelled Like a
library, and there Cuptain Stanton joined
them. A moment later Tom Perry shpped i
at the door.

“Hallo, my 'ad,” cried Hanway brcesily,

| bending two stern eves on the boy that wore

softened now hy a keen approval. “Whe

told you vou could come here?”
“Dr, Fracer said T might, sir,” answered

Tom. and then the doctor entered, to plead

guilty,

The millionzire nodded.

“All rieht. The bov’s
said. “and it deesn't matter,
about telling tales. Now to get
business. Are we all hore? Good!
yowrselves comfortable, gentlemen!”

Thev all took a seat yound the table, and
then Hanway cleared hig throat.

“You know why we have assembled heye”
he =aid. “We've got to decide what we’ic
coing to do abont Daniel Kemish.”

one of us.” he

He won’t go
down 1
Male

L]



CHAPTER 2.
The Captain’s Story!

HERIE was a long pause before Dr,
Fraser broke the silence.

“It scems to me, sir, since there is
no port at hand where we can leave
him, that I had better continuec to keep a
close eye on the man., But I don't mind
telling you that he is restless and given to
roaming when he ought to be asleep in his
bunk, And }esterda:,, when I questioned
him as to the course he had chosen, he
answered incoberently, It scemed like a
touch of madness.”
“"Does he drink?” asked thie millionaire

sharply.

“No. I have scen to that. Dut his mind
15 wandering. Yesterday he kepr on mutter-
ing about a ship, a whaler named the Sea-
Elf, and a man named Sellwood. The sun
was shining brilliantly, and vet he would
have 1t that we were tossing about in a
raging storm. He gripped my arm, Han-
way, and kept on shouting in my ear, ‘Man
overboard! Man overboard! He was
guite mad—for the moment, at any rate”

“There’s not only that, but two nights
ago when I went to my cabin to fetech my
cigar-case after dinner, I found him there
turning over my papers, and when I asked
him what he wanted, he raved, saving that
he was captain of the Seca Tif, and th'1t if 1
didn’'t leave the cabin he'd clap me In
irons,” sald George Perry. “It took me
all my time to pacify him.,”

“ And he's the man,” eried the millionaire,
“I would insist upon bringing with me on
this cruise in spite of the captain’s protests,
I've always prided myself upon bein
judge of character, but I reckon, after 51'*,
I shall have to revise my own estimate. I
brought him, and here he 1s, and I'd like
Stanton to tell us what we can do with
him.”

Captain Stanton leant eagerly forward in
his chair,

“I've I-cnmm Dan Kemish all my life, sir,”
he said, ““and in the ordinary way I would
sooner have him aboard than any other
pilot T know. But I wouldn't have brought
bim south of the Marquesas, and I'll tell
vou why. More than twelve years ago Dan
IKemish lost his sailing partner overboard in
these parts, and it scemed to affect his
brain. At any rate, he sold the cargo of
sperm oil and bone, and ev erw.thmrr else he
brought home after a three years’ voyage,
paid off his crew, sold his ship, and retired.
When I advertised for a pilot who knew
these lone islands of the coral seas, he
answered the advert and, as vou know, sir,
I turned him down.”

“And after I'd scen the man, T chose
him,” added the millionaire. “I was im.
fressed by his knowledge of the island seas,
118 earnestness, his brilliant record and his
cagerness to join us; and, of course, T was
wrong., But tell us the story, Stanton.”

“It's a simple enongh tale.”” said the cap
tain, " Daniel

] WCro

Kamish snd Doveid Sellweod |
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life-long friends, When they weio
boys they went to sca together, and later in
life, when each had made a bit of money,
thc-w, pooled their capital and bought a 5’10
ton whaler named the Sca-Elf.

“Then they sailed the tropic scas in
scarch of sperm whale. They must hava
been passing the islands that surround us
now, and I learned afterwards that they
were caught in the worst storm any man
aboard had ever encountered, when David
Scllwood was lost overboard.

“Daniel Kemish never recovered from tho
shoek, and when lie returned to New York,
after an absence of over three years, he had
changed from a bright, good-natured aud
talkative seaman into a silent and cmbir-
tered man. By the terms of their agree-
ment the Sea-Elf and her cargo became his,
She brought home a fortune in oil and
bone,

“l heard a long time afterwards that
there had been quarrelling between Danicl
and David owing to Dan-ncglecting to carry
out his proper share of dutics. Daniel never
forgave humself, I was told, for leaving
David to take double watches during that
storm, and blamed himself for his friend's
loss.”  Captain  Stanton smiled grimly,
“Now vou know, sir, why I didn’'t want to
brine Daniel down here.” I had an idea it
would be like this”

“"How does Stanion’s
view of the casze, doctor?
aire, turning to Dr. Frasm.

“It helps. I think,” replied the doctor,
“I could tell the man had something on his
mind. That, and the great heat of the last
few davs, atford a satisfactory explanation;
he 1s suffering from a touch of sunstroke.
You can safely leave him in my hands, Mr.
Hanwav, But I think it would be wise to
land bhim the moment we touch a port. Wao
can make sure that he is left in capable

stcm colour wvour
' asked the million-

hands, and it will be better for his own
sake and for ours.”

“YVery well, I think that settles it, then,
doctor, Persuade Kemish to keep Dbelow
decks if you ecan. We'll stay here over
my girl’s birthday, and sail for home tho
day after to-morrow."

“That was a sad story about poor Daniel,
sir,” said Tom DPerry, as he sidled up to
Thornton Hanwav just before leaving the
cabin. “I feel frightfully sorry for him."

A big, capable hand dropped on the boy’s
shoulder,

"So do I, my lad,” said the millionaire.
“Dan, poor devil, did a man a wrong yvears
ago. I expect, and he’s got a conscience.
Still, I'd rather he didn’t indulge in his fits
of remorse aboard my boat.”

When Tom slipped out into the sunshine
he could sce the wide fsm-op of the palm-
clad beach of the coral island shimmering
in a heat haze, and looking aft, he saw
Daniel I{emish, with arms fnldnd, staring
gloomily at the distant shore. Obeying an
impulse, Tom went up to him,

“You've been round these islands before.
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Pan,” he said. “Have you cver seen this
one before?”

Kemich, a man past middle age, grizzled,

weatherbeaten, and somewhat strikingly
bent, turned upon the boy, and, laughing
strangely, pointed away to sea.

“That's where Dave Sellwood tumbled

overboard,” he cried harshly. *““Over there.
You never saw such a storm, It nearly tore
the Sca Elf's masts right out of her. I
came on deck just as a big sea bore Dave
away. I threw a hen-coop after him. but
it was washed back again. 1 never saw Dave

any more. The sharks ate him!”

Tom shivered as he looked into Daniel
Kemish's burning eyes, for he saw madness
there,

“Don’t you think wyou had
below, Dan?” he suggested.

The pilot, who knew every inch of these
shark-infested coral seas, brushed a hand
weartly across his forechead.

“Perhaps I'd better, Master Tom,” he mur-
mured—‘perhaps I- had befter!” And he
walked unsteadily to the gangway for’ard and
disappeared.

Nothing more was seen of Daniel Kemish
during the rest of that day. Most of the
guests aboard paid a visit to the island, re-
turning just before dinner.

But that night, after most of the guests
had retired and while Tom Perry and Eva

better go
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Hanway sat talking in their deck chairs be-
neath the stare, a s«tealthy figure came up
from the men's quarters and crept furtively
along until 1t reached the deck cabins.

The tropical night was clase and brooding:
there was, as Mrs., Hanway—Eva's mother—
had put it, a feeling of calamity in the air.
The windows were open to their fullest ex.
tent, and. inside the cabins, fans were whirl-
mg.  The silken curtams fluttered in the
artificial hreeze.

The boy caught sight of the man when he
was peering into cnc of the cabins, spyving
on the occupant.

Savagely the man pulled him-

sell away from the boy, and

then swung the iron bar he
held at Tom's head!

Towa and Eva had been talking about to-
morrow, planning what they intended to do.
The boy now stopped abruptly,

“1 say, Eve, look!” he -cried. “ Ysu't
that Kemish, and isn't he looking into your
mother’s cabin?”

The girl turned with a startled ery.

“Yes, Tom,” she eiied.

The boy lcapt from his chair, and, running
up to Kemish, spun him round with a
vigorous twirl,

“What are vyou doing? You've no right
on this deck, Dan!” he cried.

The pilot reeled unsteadily,. Tom smelt
brandy. Kemieh must have stolen it from
somewhere. There was defiance and hatred
in the man’s eyce. Tom did not see that he
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was carrying a heavy picce of iron in his
right hand, hiding it against his leg.
“You leave me alone,” Kemish answered.
“I can do what I like on my own ship!”
“You’ro aboard the Esmeralda, Dan,” an-
swered Tom. ““It belongs to Mr., Thornton
Hanway, and if you go on like this you'll
be put in irons. Come, behave like a man,
Dan, and go down below like a good fellow.”

He would have led Kemish back along the
deck, but the man savagely pulled himself
away and swung the iron bar he held at
Tom’s head. Swift as thought, Tom ducked,

and the bar crashed against the holystoned
deck,

The man was fighting mad, Tom saw, and
as Eva came screaming towards them, the
boy stood his ground firmly, measured his
man, and scnt him crashing on to the flat
of his back with a perfectly timed right
hand punch,

For a moment Kemish lay still, dazed by
the force of his fall. Then, groping after
the iron bar he had dropped, he staggered
up and rushed at Tom again, Whilst Eva
screamed and cabin doors opened, Tom
closed with the madman.

The boy knew that if he was to win he
must get the better of the man quickly, for
Daniel Kemish was twice as strong as he,
With a deft stroke he tripped him and sent
him crashing against the rail, and held him
down.

Beams of light slanted across the deck.
Men came running up, LTom was pulled off
the fallen man, and Dr. Fraser and Captain
Stanton seized Kemish and dragged him

to his feet,
all asked

“What's
Hanway.

Tom explained breathlessly, and then the
millionaire beckoned to two of the crew,

“This is becoming serious, captain,” said
he to Stanton. “The bov has come within
an ace of being killed. It's not much use
asking this man why he went spyving about
the deck, because he's mad. I think it
will be best, if the doctor is agreeable, to
take Kemish below and elap him in irons,”

this about, Tom?"

CHAPTER 3.
Disaster!|

T scemed to Tom a fitting thing that
I a heavy mist, or sea fog, should shut
out the beauty of the daybreak when

he went on deck the next morning.

The Kemish affair had cast a gloom upon
all aboard the yacht. Even Eva, whose high
spirits were hard to quell, had scarcely a
simile to grace her birthday. One glance;
around at the all pervading fog, and she
begged Tom to let her go below,

But half an hour later a sea”brecze drove
the fog away, and the beaming sun studded
the island setting with what appeared to
be a spangle of glittering jewels.

Soon the pilot’s strange behaviour was for-

!
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more, Presents befitting the daughter of a
millionaire were showered on Eva, and by
lunchi time even the girl’s father was in a
mood to make allowance for, if not to for-
give, Daniel Kemish, Dan’s latest outburst
had been caused by a sailor giving him a
strong tot of brandy, hoping to do him
good. Dr, Fraser had reported that Kemish
was now quiet again,

Just before the birthday lunch, Eva ap-
proached her father,

“Daddy,” she begged,
grant me a big favour because
birthday."

“Say what you want, and I'll grant it,”
her father replied, beaming at her, *“for
there's nothing I'd deny you.”

“First,” she told him, “I want Tom to
take me to the island on the outboard boat;
and sccondly, I want vou to take thosc irons
off poor Dan and set him free.”

“You can go with Tom, because Le’s quita
capable of looking after you, lass,” said her
father. “But I'm doubtful about Dan. He's
not to be frusted. He might have killed
Tom last night. But that boy’s smart. I'il
see what Dr, Fraser says.”

Dr. Fraser himself was doubtful, but the
girl was so insistent he reluctantly gave 1n,
and at lunch-timme Daniel Kemish was freed
from his irons and allowed to join the other
members of the crew,

As results proved, it was a fatal mistake,
but for the moment Kemish was forgotten
amid the dancing and the singing and games
that accompanied the birthday festivities.

The outboard motor-boat, Rosita, wan
lowered away on to a millpond seca soon
after lunch, the guests lining the deck rail
to watch the departure of the boy and girl.

Tom had placed in the boat a tin of
biscuits and two thermos flasks, one filled
with tea the other with lemonade, and amid
the shrilling of sirens and the cheers of the
crowd, Tom set the motor racing and headed
for the shore,

One moment the izland scemed miles away
and the glistening white sides of the magni-
ficent vacht elose ar hand; the next the palin
beach rushed ro meet them, and the Esmer-
alda had shrunk to the size of a pea-shell
at her moorings,

Franticallv the laughing girl waved her
handkerchicf as Tom steered the Rosita
through the narrow opening into the still
waters of the Dblue lagoon. And a minute
later he had drawn the boat up high on
to the beach, and was racing with the gir!
along the sand.

They threw themselves down beside tha
lagoon and talked animatedly. They strolled
beneath the palms. They plunged into thae
woods and found the source of a stream that
ran trickline to the lagoon.

Never had Tom known such a perfect
day; and the girl, enjoying every moment
of it, sighed to think that to-morrow they
would be starting on the homeward voyage.

Throwing themselves down on the cress

“I want wyou f{o
1t 13 my

gotten, and everybody became merry once

| of a hill, thev lay there talking of the
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future and what they wouid both do when
they were grown up. They were so com-
pletely happy as to icse all count of time,
and when & warning gun fred on board the
distant vacht startled them, Tom glanced at
the face of his wrist wateh 1n dismay.
“Fva,” he s=aid, “it’s time we started
back. DBut it wants nearly an hour yet to
sundown. We have plenty of time, and the
ship's lights will guide us to her. I can’t
understand why Stanton fired that minute
gun. Wait a moment. I'll ¢limb up and
look before we start for the lagoon.”
- Leaughingly the girl refused to wait. In-
stead she raced him to the top of a high
mound, from which they were able to see,
above the tangle of wood and undergrowth,
to where the Esmeralda lay at anchor.
Then as he looked the boy knew why that
eun had been fired.

To the west the sun was sinking low, and
alrcady In the cast the stars were shining
like diamonda. The wvacht layv clear cut,
white and beautiful, upon the still blue sea.
But towards her, creeping like a great, bil-
lowing cloud, closing in upon her in mighty,
awe-inspiring rolls, ecamne a dense white fog
which would soon swallow her.

Side by side Tom and the girl ran down
the hill. Progress through the undergrowth
was not so swift as Tom had anticipated, and
when at last they reached the outhoard boat
they were tived and breathless from the ex-
hausting run.

Tom did not hesitate the fraction of a
second, but pushed the boat into the lagoon
till she floated, and he!d her whilst Eva
got 1n,

As he started the motor a sccond gun
boomed from the vaecht and, glancing sca-
ward, Tom saw a light flash irom her deck
rail. Those on board the vacht were sig
nalling anxiously, and with good reason.
For even as he looked, the Esmeralda and
all her shining lights, turned on to show the
way, were swallowed in that approaching
white cloud.

A moment later a siren shrilled. Tom
headed for the mouth of the lagoon, passed
it, nosing into the now swelling sea.

Eva crept to his side.

“Is it all right, Tom?” she asked, with
just a quiver of anxiety in her tone.

Tom was not an optimist when he had
to face the unknown, for he hated to deceive
people.

“T think =0,” he cried. *“It’s not two
miles to the Esmeralda. There 1s her siren
to guide us, and when we are near enough
her lights will chine through this filthy
murk.”

The siren sereamed at regunlar intervals,
and every moment it seemed to grow louder,
as if thev were drawing nearer. Tom had
set the Rosita at top speed, and she was
throbbing rhythmically.

Looking shoreward he saw the palm clad
beach glow as if it were on fire, yet a
moment later it was swallowed up in dark-

»
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ness. A few moments later, Tom and Eva
were in the heart of the dense sca fog
themselvea.

Tom found himself heading he knew not
whither, felt the frail boat rize and fall to
the strengthening swell, heard the yacht’s
siren mocking him first on this side, then
on that, now loud, then faint, bafling him
until he set his teeth and wished that ho
had remained upon the shore,

But as they progressed the siren grew
fainter and fainter, sounding every minute
farther and farther away. Tom stopped the
engine and let the beat drift with the
current, which, as he well knew, raced
round the far point of the island.

There came a time when the yacht's siren
grew so faint they could hardly hear it.
They had drifted miles and miles away from
her, and were heading Tom knew not where.
Then as suddenly as the fog had swallowed
them they emerged from the enveloping
cloud into a starlit world, with the gently

heaving ocean all around them, and no sign
nf land anywhere.

And with the coming of the stars the wind
came, too, freshening until it blew spindrift
from the heaving rolls of the seca.

Tom’s anxiety increased as the frail boat
began to toss and turn, He was scarcely
able to hold her on a true course,

By now Iiva's face was white and drawn.
So was bis own, had he but known it. Next
came rain that beat down them with tropical
violence, whilst lightning flashed from the
riven sky,

The boat was soon half-full of water.
Waves began to beat over her. She was
filling fast.

The wind began to scream around them.
Twice the buffeting waves tore the tiller
from Tom’s hands, and it was only by a
miracle he managed to right the tiny out-
board boat.

There followed what seemed an eternity of
time, during which Tom set the motor racing
to try and keep the head of the boat into
the ever-increasing violence of the waves.
But at last the flood water stopped the engine
and they were helpless.

“Don’t lose heart, Fva,” said Tom, as
lichtly as he could. *“Leave it to me -

Even as he spoke, the bhoat foundered
under him. Tom caunght hold of the girl;
held her as the waves and the rain beat
them down into the sea.

They went under, rose again, tossed and
turned in a whirlpool of the shark infested
Pacificc. And then a wave that rose fifty
feet or more above them tumbled over and
bore them down once more. Down they went,
down, down!

(How's that for a fine gripping first instal-
ment, chums? This serial 13 going to be a
recal stunner, and you want to make sure you
don’t miss a single chapter. Read all about
the exciting aduventures that befall Tom
Perry and his girl chum in next Wednesday’s
enthralling instalment/)
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THE SCHOOLBOY GOLDSEEKERS !

(Continued from page 33.)
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they listened with bated breath. And
Handforth, of coursze, was obliged to relate
his own adventures. Ile was keen enough
to do this, for he had complelely recoverced
his self-esteem now. His success had given
him fresh confidence,

“There’s something rummy about that
butte,” he said, after he had described how
he had found Iremne. *'It’s as hot as a fur-

nace inside, and there's a kind of damp
atmosphere, with sulphur fumes and a
chemical-like niff in the air., I believe

there's a volcano at work, or something—
an extinet ome,”

“If it’s extinet, it couldn't be at work,
Handy,” said Church.

“Well, it's nearly extinct, then,” replied
Handforth. “Don’t quibble, you fathead!
Az for gold, I don’t believe there is any!

I didn't see any in the place, anyhow.”
ness to press on. So while Nelson

Lee and Umlosi remained 1n charge
of the camp—just in case there were other
Indians knocking about—Dorrie and Hookeyr
and Dicky Siggers went forward. And Hand-
forth insisted upon going with them as guide.

So the little party went climbing up the
butte, and presently they arrived at one
of those low cave entrances. This time they
had come ecquipped with lights, They pene-
trated a long tunnel, and after a while they
came into a great chamber,

“This 1s it!"” said Hookey Webb hoarsely.
“We're right inside the butte now, This
'ere place 1s like the core of it—all hollow
an’ big. Go easy! Don't be in a ’urry
over on the other side. There ain't no floor
there. There’s just a big space, goin’ right |
down further inter the butte, with a big
stream at the bottomm—boilin' 'ot.  There's
no sign of it outside, because it runs under-
ground.” .

They went forward cautiously, and only
checked when they came to a point where
the floor suddenly eceased. There was a
black, gaping void in front of them,

““The lights!” said Hookey, his wvolce
quivering and shaking. “Where's the lights,
gents? Didn’t you bring an electric torch
with you? That's wot we want ’ere—"

“Steady, old man,” said Lord Dorrimore.
“Here's the eleetrie torch.”

“Shine it over that there black space!”
gasped Hookey. “Now! Now vou'll sce
whether I'm barmy or not! There's gold
‘ere, gents—more gold than you've ever
seen in all your lives!”

Lord Dorrimore directed the powerful
light from the electrie toreh across the void.
The ravs struck something on the far side—

UT he was soon to change his opinion.
Hookey Webb was now full of eager-

something gloomy and ghostly and white,
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“I'm a rattlesnake if it ain't quartz!™
ejaculated Dicky Siggers, in an awed voice.
“A wall o' quartz!”

“But look at it!"” shouted Hookey Webb.
“Look at them points an' lines through it
and down it!" :

“By the Lord Harry, it's truel” said
Dorrie with a gulp. “Gold! The genuine
mother-lode! That thing over there, Siz-
gers, is a matrix, Heaven only knows how
far it goes back, but there must be tons of
gold in that quartz!”

“There’s a way down!” said Hookey
shakily. “Some old rough steps cut in the
rock. I reckon the Injuns worshipped this
thing—an’ mebbe they've worshipped it for
centuries ! :

“My hat!” said Handforth. “Let’s
go down and have a look at it closer! I
never knew that you could get gold like
this—running through the quartz in seams!
It’s—it’s like they find coall™

Having found a wav down they got close
in, and they were more faseinated than
over. The gold could be hacked out of the
marble-like quartz with a penknife, I&
could be scraped off. When this thing was
mined, it would be worth an enormous
fortune |

ATER, the rest of the St, Frank’s
I fellows and the Moor View girls were
allowed to come in and view this
marvel. It was the end of the quesst
~and all the excitement was over. I'or the
Indians were kept prisoners. and Nelson
I.ee intended to march them back to Circle
City. There he would hand them over to
the authorities, And there, too, he would
eive a full account of that other encounter
with the Redskins, and in due course a
full inquiry would be held, and the whole
matter would be officially dealt with,

As for Hookevy Webb, he was almost cer-
tainly a millionaire now, The old man was
content at last—but only after Nelson Leo
and TLord Dorrimore and Dicky Siggers
had consented to accept equal shares in the
great discovery,

Dorrie had enough money already, but,
as he pointed out, he could easily give his
share away to charity after he had got it,

And so the Arizona gold quest ended, and
with the finding of the treasure, so the in-
terest of the St. TFrawnk'’s fellows and the
Moor View girls waned., They were glad
enough when the homeward trip was com-
menced, They had had enough of the
desert to last them quite a long time—and
now their thoughts were turned towards
England and home—to say nothing of the
new term at school!

THE EXD.

(That's the end of that fine series, chums.
There’s another one starting next week—
with the Boys of St. Frank's buck at their
famous school and mceting with all sorts of
thrilling adveniures. Walteh out for the
grand opening story, which 18 entitled:
“Waldo, the Wondcr Boy!”)
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The Chuef Officer Chats
with his Chums. . ""‘T;'__._*

News From Malayal

' HE widespread popularity of the NELSOx
Lee LiBrary is clearly evident in the

many letters I receive week by week

from ‘““all four corners of the globe.”
This week, to support that statement, I am
pleased to announce
that a reader wishes
to start a St. Frank’z
league club in far-
away Malaya,.

Mr. Koji Mohamed
—that is the name of
the reader in question
—must be one of the
most enthusiastic and
energetic members in

League.
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THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER

Dear CHier OFFICER,—I am very pleased
to know that my two chums and myself have
been enrolled as members of the Si. Frank's

I think the League is a very good idea, for i'z
helps to make friends all over the world ;
brings together people who live thousands nf
miles apart and who would otherwise have
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Here's his address if yow wanb (0,
write to kim: The Chief Oficer, The
Nelson Lee Library, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Streef, London, I2.C.4,

FHere is a subject which is bound to in-
terest many of my chums, so I do not think

I can do better than to devote the rest of
my chat to this topic. ;
There are many ways of eolving this

problem of making money for your club.
Providing you
already have some
capital, a good scheme
is to run a dance. Of
course, a big profit 18
not guaranteed —
there's always a risk
in any venture of this
kind—but, providing
you go abount it in the
right way, you should
at least cover expenses

!l;hﬁ LJEREEB AllTadFt never known of each other's existence. and have a bii in
w?)rl-c B’E]r 3?: g;g{;ﬂﬂf My chums and myself are very enthusiastic, hand; as It}‘“ 5]?_“"9
the Old Paper in and we intend to start a correspondence club e, ffl‘}g “13{ e RIvE
Malaya. Mow he in Preston. I shall be obliged if you will put a 3}“’“‘{1.:3 R 1 e Sl
bopes to add to his notice to this effect in the Old Paper, for we ! T?f istric ¥

laurels by forming  want to get plenty of members and make the kanjr ﬂf p VS
thie club, the head- club a fﬂmp}ﬁ!'ﬂ SLICCESS. Your sincere “? -[;?g' 10 W 1{:—13“”:}@
quarters of which will League-ite, &15233 you to :;eutr; a
i‘f mn Singapore. (Signed) KenneTn Norris (S.F.L. hall where dances are
_ ;’-ﬁmht;:]rs l{tiiemrlg'ltg :2 No. 9,748). held regularly. In
b e h (For this letter Kenneth Norris, of Pen-  this way you are en-

him at the following
address: The Treasury,

Singapore, Straite  useful penknife.)

How to Make Meoney!

Settlements,
SURE sign that another football zeazon
A has started is the number of letters
I have received from eclub secretaries
asking that old familiar, yet vexinz.
question: ‘“How can we make money to
mcreahe tnhe ciub funds?”

wortham, Nr. Preston, has been awarded a

gured of attracting a
number of people
who, although nothing
to do with the club,
make a habit of attending this hall just
for the dancing itself. These, together with
the club members and their relatives and
friends, should assure you of getting a decent
cathering.

Don’t forget to advertise the affair, either.
Having posters printed i1s an extra expewnse,

(Continued on next page.)

lll members of 8t. Frank’s
ihe League. The most interesting will be
or penknives. If you don’t helong to

League lu invited to send to the Chiet Officer letters of interest :nnurnm;
tubiulﬂl week b
the League, look out

week, and the senders will receive pocket wallets
r m entry torm which wil appear next week—

snd them join immediately.
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The St Frank S, League Corner'

(Confmucd _,"ram prcvmua page. )
.tll|HI!IIEIHIII!IIIIIIIIIIIIlilIIIIIIIII[IIItIHIIIHI!IHlIIIlIIIIIIIHIh

IJ[ZI!:E!I
IIHIH”IH

ﬂ(lmlf.lul. hut 1 think it is worth while I
toe long vun, There's a great ‘deal of trath
B Hmt sivgan: It pays to advertise.  —
Make sific vou engage “u rehiable  durce
baud, llm. This is-an ]11][}Hlulllt point if you
are  conlenplating running more  danees
diccing the' scason. I you get a mediocr:

band pl: 1y ing at your first affair IILUNII‘ “Dlt
want to ;,ume (o the next dance! !
- Dancing appeals HIU!:H} to the vounger I.‘w
How about a whist {II.I\'L for the elders. ][-.1‘1
you want to “book’ a hall where
dives regularly. lLlIiL‘ ;Jhwé‘ill LH'{lt:l' Ao gl
the support of -the “‘vegulars.”
thinking of runniug more drives lalex on,' it
I~ & wise poligy to olfer altractivd prizés at
this, your first allair, People will want tao
come again af they sce that your Club offcrs
wovtli-while "prices.
- Bollt these venlures need taplml
club hast’t gol any, get some by having scent
cinds printed and then selling tlum to fr :Lnﬂa
at, a penry cuch: there’s, a nice littlo bit u;

RO
:

LI
L]

pioftt to be made-out of these for only |
stall outlay: "Aghin, you can Organise u
raflie. | Or, particulirly il your “elub s
Attached to a church, how about running a
b m,u A .

A mthu ‘excelient. mlu:ma is (0 get a few
Jocad | gentlenien mtuu_-stnd in your -club ‘with
a view to’ Iﬂ“ﬂhltl"’ them lueaule,ut cand vide:
r]nr:ndents It ‘tite Iatter-event, they are suiv

W give a do iation to the club. Lo v esae
e . i

CQHHESP(INDENT&WAI?ITED. ;

Kenneth  Norris,  “Chellow:Deune,”, 1'ope

Preston, wants to form a
Ie will. be .plepsed. to
“He

with

Lane, ‘i"ummlham
mnu]mudenco club.
hear from anybody who i3, interested.
himself . would "like to corvicspond
veaders in the St. Annes’ dislrict.
o Ay Mtt_{.uLIl 0, West' (;rm-:
Itmmltl s, Exeter, ‘has \ L. L
for sale, . ;
Miss ”\Iarl__.u_, ]-mlu,lt 23 QLuI
Bootle, “nnlu [,1:] mnmpumluntn .1

Road, : St.t

new series,

Road,

C. Lovell, 71, Tark Side, Woodford Green,
Fszex, unuh Nt L,” \ua 83—-88 nesw
cories. x
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e “Jansen, _].ulEI'lldLlUH"l[ (. ulteﬂpmuh
CRCO L!ub 76, Vogelkerssifaat,” The I.aguc,
Holland, “hhus fo correspond :in l’np:h'-h or
Dutch, with readers anywhere, particularly
in Spuiu, Afriea, and Asia,

W. A. Taylor, 65, Studland Road, ITanwell,
London, W. 3, u.mh copies of the NI, L "
mnmmmg the “Schoolboy Test Maiches,” or

‘St. Irank’s In China ", scrics, &+

Walter Ashby, 45, Priory. Strect, Stocking-
ford, Nuneaton, \V m“lcksh:w"l.'.'a.ltisnt;mrc:ﬁ-

lmmh‘nh anywhere. I
-Raymond  Wiltshire, 40, Dagmar Road,

Dorchester, Dorset, wants wnupundu:t: in

!li!‘"‘l“?ll'ift. _

“Howard  Mansfield, 90, Church = Street,

Canterbury,  Sydney, N.S.\W., . Australis,

wants correzpondents in England.” 7Aged 14

i Geoffrey  Garlick, 6, -T'vne Slreet, I$ur-
wood, .13, AMelbourne, Vieloria, *Australia,
wants {.Clli[‘klllDl‘l.tlLHl‘- He 1s nterested in
cricket, sstumps, coins and match brands,
. Tanner, 78, Napicer:Road, Jast Ham,
Lnndnn, E.6, wanis {mju-t]um{hnlu interested
in Nature study, tuhng and_post card Views.
John Hayes, 20, ‘Divon' Strect, St. Helens,

Lancs., wants to hear from stamp’ colléctors.

» James  R.7 V¥, *Race, - 74, ' Stradar Reale,
Zubbii! Malta, wanls (o hcar fmm stamp
collectors—ages’ 14-16. v

PMissT Naiey - {..*ILr'ww, 14,-\'\'llumt Slreel,
Malvern  Jast, Melbourne,: Vi(‘l’ﬂ‘ria; Aus-
tralia, wants -.gul corre ﬁpoudonts in - South
Amcrican, Yacific' ]::hm{[:,, France, Spain,
Portugal, cle. ' W AR

D.: ,L.\..nc,h, 71, -.1I'a*-tan, Portland, - Dorsct,
ailu “N.lL:l., '-_-ncn uum 30—168. :
Wilfred . Kirkbride,” 42, ('Jnuc Street, Des-

wick, ‘IManchester wants cmrupomleﬁlt who

arce . 1ntLre'~ ed T in gmdunng ‘and ~ olher
lmbluu'-' ¢gr.~, 15-16. . - i

o Ralph ;" Clarry, “14a, ("onguln{: “Avcuue,
Tmunln, Unt.um. Caﬂada,-nlll p.n 'Ll. or
anything * reaconable, * for © “N.L.L:,"” - Nos.
1—84, 89, and_ Nos. 118—130, neu *-er*=
= AL, “’tlgllt par. Uppcr IIlgh q“ccl,
Winchester, . Hants., offers “N.L.L.,"” new
serics,” Nos . 44—,—.15?, " _

» C. Hillaid, 6, Hl’..Nm'ber's Rﬁad, Drock-
lev, v London, S.E.4, wants lo: hcar from

eveling  correspondents. -

-Miss Mario- Yvonne l"lmmgdn 48, Gordon
Street, addingion, Sydney, N.8. W% Aus-
tralia, wanls girl correspondents!anywhere;
Linterested in the Girl Guides, sports; cte.

BDYS (A es 14 19) WANTED
for CANADA, AUb’lRM TA and NEW, ZEA-
LAND. Farm training, outhit,'assist assages
provided. . The Salvation ﬂrmy keeps in touch
with bovs aflee settlement in the . Dominions.
€.S. Vedic chartered for third titne, sailing
October 19, 19209, from Lwcrpool to Australia,
Malie immediate application . to the Branch
i'slan:t ger, 3, Upper Thames Strcct
- London; E,C.4

HEIGHT-INCREASED 5f-521."mw_,-

GUARANTEED One Month
3.5 ins, wilhoul mpT'mnrfn—»-:lrngx--dINTnz #
THE FAMOUS CLI?E SYBTEM NEVER FAILS .
Complete Course B/« poxt fyee, or further
artics, stamy.—P. A. CLIVTE, Harrock
ouse, CO WYN BAY. ..ht 1908, -

Al applications for Advertisement spaoes in this pub-~

lication should be addressed to the Advertisemen!

manager, ‘' The Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleetway
House, Furringdnn Street, London, E.0.4.

Printed and guhhahcd every Wednesday Ly tho Pruerlutorn The Amalgamated Press,

Offices:
Bubscription Rates:

Farrigsgdon 8ireet, London, E.C.4. Advertisemen
]'r‘glslﬂrnl t~r transmigslon by Canadian magazine post.
for Bix wonlhs, Bole Agenls for Boutlh Africa:

au
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Inland und Abroad, l1/- per anoum;
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