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HANDY’S “HELPING HAND "’

CHAPTER 1.

Mr. Jingle in Troublel

(f QOK at that!”
dignantly.

The burly skipper of the Remove
at St. Frank's was standing on the
Ancient House steps.  Chureh and MeClure
: . l ]
were with him—as usual—and there was a
number of other Removiies ¢lose at hand.
It was a half-holiday, and the juniors were
rather at a looze end hecaunze they were sup-
poscd to have gone ever to Redeliffe to-day
fer a ericket mateh; but the Redehffe Junior
skipper had rung up saying that as so- many
of hiis men were down with serious eolds, it
might be better to posipone the match for a
week., It scemed that there had been an
cpen-air  ecarnival at Redelifle two days
carlier; and a large number of fellows had
got drenched through in a thunder storm.
Handforih, emerging
from the lobkhy, stared
across the Triangle
towards the East TTouse
—which was still in the
course of construction.
The rebuilding

said Handfoerth in-
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Frank's was not yet completed. A burly,
thick-set man was grabbing hold of a skinny-
looking youth in overalls, and blaring at
him at the top of his voice.

“1t’s only that beast, Jingle, agamn,” =aid
Harry Gresham. “He's  been causing
trouble ever sineg he started work here at
the beginning of the week,”

“It’s a pity the old foreman
marked Jimmy DPotts,

left,” re-
“This chap, Jingle,

is a bit of a bully, by what I've seen. Neoue
of the men like him.”

ITandforih bubbled with anger.

“(ome on, you chaps!” he urged. “We'd

better take a hand here, He's lamming into
peor old Pipes! And Pipes is a pal of ourg!”
“Wait a minute!” ejaculated Church,
“We can't very well interfere :
“Can't we? Why not?”
“Well, the Head once warned us nat fo
get mixed up with thesa
workmen——-"

“The Iead’s out for
the afterncon!™ broke

—_— in Handforth tartly,
.S“IchSS 1}5 Wi ..'\unfl .JIII r..'[‘l"."l‘."ﬂ'll JH
away on a holiday.
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Jt’ll be as safe as i.ouses. By George! Look
at him now!”

Mr, Jeremiah Jingle was a red-faced man
with a stiff, bristling moustache on his upper
lip. At tho present moment he had seized
¥ipes Parker, the plumber's mate, by the
scruff of his neck, and he was shaking him
i very much the same way as a terrier
shakes a rabbit.

“I'll learn you!" Mr, Jingle was shouting.
“1 don’t allow no kids to get saucy with
me. 1 don't want any back answers,
neither!”

“You ain't my boss!” saill Pipes indig-
nantly. “You'd best be careful—"

“Hold your lip!” bawled Mr, Jingle. “It
don’t make any difference whether I'm your
boss or not. You're workin’ on this job—
an’ I'm foreman on the job. See? And
when I tells you to get 2 move on, don’t give
me none o' your lip!”

He gave Pipes a final push, and then
delivered a hefty kick.

“Yaroooooh!” hooted Pipes wildly.

Mr. Jingle was a heavy man, and the un-
fortunate plumber’s mate fairly sailed
through the air. He was hurt. Judging by
his yells, he was hurt very much. He sat
down in the Triangle and then half-staggered
to his feet.

“All right!” he said thickly. “I'll show
you—"

But he was not allowed to do any showing.
Handforth and a crowd of other Removites
had arrived at that moment. They did not
ask any questions; they had seen all that they
needed to sce. They just flung themselves at
Mr. Jingle, whirled him off his feet by sheer
weight of numbers, and swarmed over him.

“’Ere, what the " came from under-
neath the. heap.

“You shut up, you bully!” interrupted
Handforth, “We're going to teach you a
lesson! You can'i kick one of our pajs like
that. Turn him over, you chaps—so that
I can get a slosh at his ugly mug.”

Mr, Jingle, gasping and grunting,
turned over.

“You young varmints!” he howled, desper-
ate and alarmed. “I'll get you into trouble
for this, see if T don’t!”

“Rats!” said Handforth. “You may be
the foreman on this job, but you haven't got
any right to kick a chap in such a ruflianly
manner.”

Mr. Jingle was nearly inarticulate. It only
made matters worse when he realised that he
would, indeed, have some difficulty in ex-

laining this affair away. He knew that he
Ead lost his temper with Pipes Parker, and
that he had far exceeded his authority,

“Look 'ere, young gents!” he panted, “If
you let me go I won't say nothin’ more
about it. I didn’t mean to 'urt the kid.”

“Tell that to your grandmother!” said
Harry Gresham. “If you didn’t mean to
hurt him, why did vou kick him ?”

“Mf dear fathead, why argue?” said
Handiorth, looking round. “What shall we
do with the blighter? What about the
mortar mixer 7"’

was
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“Emply,” said Church, shaking his head.
“The fountain pool?” hinted Handy.
“Not nearly severe enough,” said Vivian

Travers. “It scems to me, dear old fellows,

that the ditch just outside the main gates——

But ono moment! Waitl What do we sce

here? As I live, a bath of paste!”

“Paste!” ejaculated Handforth joyously.

“Being prepared for the paperhangers in
the Modern House, I expect,” said Travers,
nodding, “They've finished the outside work
there, and they'ro getting busy o

“Come on—bring him along!” yelled
Handforth, leaping up. “Good egg! He
deserves a pasting—and we'll give him one
that he’s never tasted before!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“All hands to the pumps!”

: “Heava hﬂ!”

Yelling with alarm, Mr, Jingle was carried
swiftly through East Arch, and into IEast
Square. There were mortar mixers here,
dumps bricks, and all sorts of other untidy-
looking collections, Just against the rear
door of the East House stood a big zinc
bath. 1t was filled nearly to the brim with
greyish, dirty-looking paste,

Men were looking on from all quarters—
gome from the windows, some from the scaf-
folding, high above. 'T'here were looks of
approval, and some of disapproval, Most of
the men, however, were frankly astonished,
and not one of them even thought of inter-

we are!” sang out

foring,

“Here Handforth,
“Now then—one, two, three!”

“Go!” roared the other juniors.

Mr, Jeremiah Jingle shot through the air,
and there was a dull, splodgy sound; a horrid
sort of splash, thick and glutinous.

Mr, Jingle went into the bath of paste
head first; he rolled completely over,
vanished for a moment, and then sat up.
But he was no longer recognizable. He was
far more like an under-done pudding than
a human being!

]

e

CHAPTER 2.
Rubbish Dumped Here!l
IPES PARKER, gazing appreciatively
at the scene, grinned silently.
“T'll bet he won't kick you any
more, Pipes,” said Handforth, taking
a deep breath,

“I'm sure!” said Pipes.,

“And it'll take him the rest of the after-
noon to get this giddy paste off,” added
Handforth,

“I'm sure!”

“And serve him jolly well right,
said Handforth,

“I'm sure!” agreed Pipes, with emphasia.

He seldom used any words except these
two. They formed the bulk of his voca-
bulary; if he ever had any occasion to use
others he always looked rather pained. Pipes
was a very efficient plumber’s mate, but in
no circumstances could he be called a bril-
liant conversationalist.

Mr. Jingle, Jurching out of the bath, shed

too,"”
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great blobs of paste in ail directions. Tho
boys scattered wildly, giving him a wide
berth. 'The unfortunate foreman, digging
his knuckles into his eyes, got rid of somo
of the paste.

* You—you—»>"

AMr. Jingle started blaring. but unfor-
tunately a quantity of paste rclled down his
face and fi::ltil into his open moutlh, I‘or some
scconds he became inarticulate.

“Try again, old chap!” invited Handforth,

“You'll pay for this!” shouted Mr, Jinglo
thickly. “You—you young varmints! I'll
call every man out on strike! You won't get
your bloomin’ school finished until this time
next year! Hil” he went on, his voice rising
to a bellow. *Come down off ‘hat huildn’|
Kvery ono of you! I calls a strike! Under-
stand 77

“My hat! That’s dono it!” said Travers,
with a grimace. “If there’s really a strike
over this, dear old fellows, there'll be a whole
packet of trouble for vs.”

“Who cares?” prowled I andforth. “It's
112

tanght him a lesson, anyhow!

“Do you ’ear me?”’ yelled Mr, Jingle,
waving his hands wildly and splashing paste
in all directiens,. “Come down off that
buildin'! All you bricklayers an’ plasterers!
I calls a strike?!”

Ho was nearly inecoherent with fury, and he
tottered over to a big packing-case and :at
down heavily. e

Much to his satisfaction—if, indeed, he was
in the mood to feel any kind of satisfaction—
the men “downed tools ” and left the build-

ing. They trooped off with grim-looking ex-
pressions on  their faces, and within ten
minutes net a workinan remammed on the
premises,

“Tt's a stnke all right,” said Church rue-
fully,  *'fhis means trouble, Handy—for
s,

Even Handiorth was a bit startled. But
neither he nor the other fellows—nor Mr.,
Jingle, if it came {io that—knew that the
men had gone on strike for a very different
reasoinn frem the one which the onlockers
supposed. They hadn’t downed tools because
they were in sympathy with Mr. Jingle—Dbut
beeause they were fed up with Mr, Jingle.
They had been getting more and more fed up
all the weck, and this latest exploit of the
foreman's had proved the last siraw. They
weren't going to stand him another minute,

However, the 8 Frank's fellows did not

know this, and, in eonsequence, thero was a
bit of a misunderstanding.
“The rotters!” said Handfloith, frewning.
I thought tho men had more sonse. Faney
soing on  strike hecanse we ducked old
Jingle in that paste! 1 think we cught to
do something about it!”

“Haven't we done enough alrcady 77 asked
Chureh tartly. “Do you want to get the
sack, you ass?”?

They had ceased to fake interest in Lir,
Jingle, but now they looked at him azain,

4

They locked, they grinned, and they howled, .

t'or Mr. Jingle, suddenly making up his
mind—-and feeling considerably better—leapt

to his feet. He had overlooked the foct that
he had been sitting on that packing-case for
practically ten minutes; and he would have
been better advised to move gently., As it
was, there was a ripping, tearing sound.

“My heye!” gasped Mr. Jingle, leaping
round, .

But there was nothing much wrong with
his eye. It was another part «f his person
which had suffered. To be blunt, he had left
the scat of his trousers on that packing-case,
I'hat pasto was evidently of super-excellent
quality.

“Bwelp me!” gurgled Mr. Jingle, spin-
ning round in circles in an cndeavour to
look at his rear. Ho did, in fact, catch a
glimpse of some check material, fluttering
about Jike a flag at half-mast. He gurgled
with dismay when he recognised it as tho
tail of his shirt. “’Ere! What shall I do #”
ho babbled. “I ain’t respectable!”

“All right—hold still ! sang out Travers,
dashing up with something. “ Lend a hand,
you chaps!”

Travers had found a big roll of wallpaper,
and he now proceeded to wrap it round Mr,
Jingle's middle. That gentleman was think-
ing only of his appearance, and it wasn’b
until too late that he realised that the boys
were playing a fresh joke on him.

The paste was far from dry, even now, and
the wallpaper stuck to it tenaciously. It had
become positively glucy in its consisteney,
and one touch was enough. Within a few
seconds, Mr. Jingle was completely enveloped
in rolls and rolls of wallpaper. They en-
circled his ankles, his knecs, his bedy, and
even his head.

“You're respectable now, Mr. Jingle,
Travers chlieerfully,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are wo going to do with him?”
asked Handforth.

“There’s a lorry just leaving,” sang out
Reggie Pitt. “ By jingo, and it’s the very
lorry for Mr. Jingle, too! Grab him, vou
chaps, and brine him along!”

The foreman, heoling and protesting, was
whirled through East Areh. A big lorry,
heavily laden, was just grinding by on 13
way out. It was one of thoso open lorries
with a special box for the driver. Thus the
driver knew nothing of what was happening
at ithe rear.

The juniors made a valiant effort. and,
uniting theiv  strength, they hoizted M,
Jingle with one heave and sent him hurtling
into the wvehicle, Ho rolled over, a mass of
wallpaper and humanity. And the engino
was making such a noise that the driver
heard none of his yells. :

“We've got rid of him, anyhow,” grinned
Handforth. *“That lorry’s full of rubbish--
old bricks, bits of wood, refuse, and goodness
knows what else! We cculdn't have found a
better place for him!”

“Any p'ace is beiter than St. Frank's,”
eaid Pravers calmly. “He's safely oul of

L ]

said

tho way now, and we're lucky, you chaps.

Not a master or a prefect spotted anyiling.
We might escape =cot free even yet!™
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R. JINGLE had a free ride to Ban-
M nington—and it was a ride which he
was not likely to forget for many a

day.

T'hat wallpaper hampered him. To make
things worse, his legs had got stuck together,
and his arms had become glued to his sides.
Struggling, therefore, was rather worso than
useless; and as shouting had absolutely no
cffect, Mr, Jingle saved his breath—and
fumed. As the journey proceeded he became
hotter and hotter, and angrier and angrier.

The climax was reached when the lorry got
to the big rubbish dump, just outside Ban-
nington, The {tipping mechanism was
operated, and Mr. Jingle was shot on the
rubbish heap with the rest of “the refuse.
Gurgles and cries caused the lorry driver to
investigate. He was a very startled man,
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Jingle, without doubt, was determined to
stir up trouble. '

CHAPTER 3.
Handy—Bricklayer!

‘ HY not ?” said
abstractedly.
“Eh?

Why not what?” asked
Church,

“Oh, leave him alone!” said McClure,
the Scottish junior. “He’s been locking
mooney for the past ten minutes, T think 1t
would be a pretty good idea if we went for
a row on the river,

They were standing near the fountain poo!,
and the hot summer's afternoon certainly
suggested a lazy hour on the river. DBut

Handforth

1))
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The Juniors heaved, Mr, Jeremiah Jingle saﬂred thtruugh the air and shot head first into the bath
of paste.

particularly when he discovered his unwilling
passcnger.

“Well I'm blowed!” he ejaculated, fishing
My, Jingle out,

Mr. Jingle was an utter scarecrow.
Tattered remnants of wallpaper werc all over
him., Only with difficulty did the lorry
driver force his glued legs and arms apart.
‘he dried paste clung to Mr, Jingle stickily;
his face was caked with it.

“Them boys!” gurgled
hoarscly, “Just you wait!” '

And he streaked off, as fast as his legs
could carry him, to the offces of Messrs.
Stimson & Dquglas, Limilted, who were the
coniractors for the rebuilding of St. IFrank’s.

the foreman

Edward Oswald Handforth was thinking

of other matters,

“Those men have gone on strike,” he de-

clared. “Theyr went on strike without any
justification, I mean, it’s a bit thick, vou
know!”

iy

“Well, we can’t do anything, can we!
asked Church. '

“Can’t we?” retorted Handforth. “Why
not ¥

“Is that a riddle ?”

“Why shouldn't we get on with the build-
ing?” said Handforth friuvmphantly. “I'm
pretty good as a bricklayer, In faect, I'm
a handy man in all sorts of ways, I suggoest
that we go up on the scaffolding and con-
tinue the work where those strikers left off,”
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“Aly only hat!” said McClure, groaning.

Kirby Keeblo Parkington, Handforth’s
deadly rival in the Remove, was passing at
the moment,

“What is it, swectheart 7 asked Parking-
ten genially, *1 hear that you mecrchants
have been siirring up a little bother?
Causing the men to go on strike, ¢h?”

“We didn't cause it!” growled Handforth,
with a glare at the red-headed younyg glant.

133

“You mind yvour own giddy business!

“AMy dear old sport, I was only going to
gay that 1 approve of your wheeze,” said
Parkington genily.

Ky :

“It's a first-class idea,” continued Parking-
ton. “Let’s all get on with the building.
Something to do this afterncon, what? And
I'm pretty sure that Handy can do brick-
laying as gpoed as the next man!™.

Chureh and MeClure looked at him sus
piciously, but Handfcrth, whose leg had been
made to be pulled, took him seriously.

“Will you help?’ he asked eagerly. “No
rof, yeu know! We'll chuck japes for this
afterncon, How about all of us going up on
the building and getting on with the work 7"

“An idea,” said Parkington, ““of singular
Lrilliance.”

ITHIN a couple of minutes it had
“caught on.”

[t was generally understood, of
course, that it would make an ex-
ceilent excuse for pulling Handy’s leg; and
zny wheeze for going up the scaffolding and
swarming over the new building *was wel-
come. ‘the boys, particularly the juniors,
were always keen to c¢limb to dizzy heights,
to clutch at ladders, and walk daringly along
unprotected  planks at  nerve-shatiering
heights from the ground. Ordinarily, they
couldn’t do it. During the day the workmen
were all over the building, and in the even-
ing special measures were taken to protect
the scaffolding and tho ladders so that no
unauthorized persons could get up. -

With the men going off on strike, however,
everything was dilferent; everything, in
fact, was 1n favour of an immediate invasion.
Most of the prefects were away, none of the
Masters was (o be seen, and the afterncon
was an idle one. And there was always the
excuse of the strike if somebody should
happen to come along and ask questions.

Handforth, with an old white apron
wrapped round him—one that he had bor-
rowed from the painters’ shop—was getting
really busy. Church and McClure were sup-
plying himm with bricks and mortar, and he
was at the topmost height of the building,
laying bricks for all he was worth. In fact,
in his anxiety to show how easily he could
do this work, he was not taking all the care
that he might have done, As a consequence
the row, as he proceeded with it, was in-
clined to be somewhat zig-zag and un-
dulating, But trifles of this sort didn’t
worry MHandforth in the least,
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“DBricklaying ?”” he laughed, as he sloshed
a trowelful of mortar on to some bricks.
“Why, my dear chaps, there's nothing in
it! These men get big money for laying
bricks, and T can do it as well as anybody.
When I grow up, I've a dashed good mind
to become a bricklayer.”

“Why wait till you grow up?” asked
Church. “You're one now,”

“1 mean, I'll be a proper eone when I
grow up,” said Handforth,

“Well, of course, that's differcnt,” agreed
Church, as he glanced at the row.

Parkington and Harvey Decks and

Clement Goffin, the cheery chums of Study
C, were active, too. They were also bustling
about, elad in aprons similar to Handiorth’s,
and there vas plenty of work going on.

Handforth finished his first row, stood
up to streich himsclf, and gav: a sigh of
satisfaction.

“By George! It's hard work, but it’s good
to know that we've been doing something
worth while,” he said, in a satisfied tone.
“At least, I have. You chaps are enly my
labourers.”

“We wouldn’t steal any of your eredit for
worlds, old man,” said McClure,

Handforth took no notice. He was staring
at the wall, along which he had Lcen pro-
gressing so laboriously,

“That's funny!" he said, {rowning.
“There were cight rows of bricks on this
wall when I started. I counted 'em.”

“That's right,” wsaid Church, nodding.
“We all counted ’em.”

“Well, there aro cight rows now!”
+Handforth, pointing.

gaid
“What about the row
I've just put on? And look how beautifully
even it 1s! 1 suppose we must have made
a mistake; there could only have been seven
rows when I started., What about some
more bricks? We'll go back this way.”

Chureh and MeClure grinned behind their
leader’s back. It was extraordinary that
Handforth had not seen, for some time past,
that Parkington & Co. had been calmly and
coolly removing all the brieks -vhie™ Iand-
forth had laid. 'They had been following in
his wake, in faet, undoing all his good—or,
rather, bad—work!

At first, Church and MeClure had been
inclined to protest, Then they had changed
their minds,  After all, Handforth was a
chump to try his hand at bricklaying, and
it was just as well to spoof him.’

“There we are!” said Handforth, after
another period of struggling with the bricks
and mortar. “That's another row done.
Pretty good speed, ¢h? Tl bet those
ordinary bricklayers couldn’t——  Hallo!
What the dickens 13 the matter? Therc's
still only eight rows!”

He stared at the wall blankly, bewildered.
Sure cnough, fream the scaffolding upwards,
there werc only eight rows of bricks laid. Tt
was a mystery which baffled Edward Oswald
Handforth completely,
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CHAPTER 3.
The Rise and Fall of Handforth!,
¢ AIGHT rows!” said Handforth dazedly.
N “My only sainted aunt! This is too
rummy for words! You counted
i ‘em, didn’t you, Churchy ?”
“Yes,” said Church.

“And how many rows were there before
1 started ¥

“Eight,

“And how many rows have I laid 7"

hwn™

““And yet there's only eight rows now!”
cjaculated Handforth, *“IHow do vou account
for that "

“1 don’t account for it,” replied Church.

The juniors spun the tyrannical foreman round
and round until he was enveloped in the
clinging wallpaper from head to foot.

“It's nothing to do with me. You're laying
this wall, aren’t you? It was your idea
to come up here and lay bricks, and Mac
and I have been banding you bricks and
mortar so that you can carry on. You can't
grumble at us.”

“I’m not grumbling, you ass!” said Hand-
forth. “DBut where are those two rows of
bricks that I've just laid 7"

“Well, one would mnaturally think that
they’d be the two top rows,” said MeClure
sagely.

* “Of course they're the two top rows, vou
¢illy duffer!” frowned Handforth., “ And,

by George, those two top rows are beauti-
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fully even and level. Funny how we made
such a mistake in counting, though. How
long did we take over that last row ?”

“About twenty minutes,” said Church,
glancing at the school clock. “By the way,
it's getting near to tea-time, you Lknow.
We've got some special salad for to-day.
Lettuce and tomatoes and hard-boiled egpes
and .

“We can’t be hothered with tea and
salads!” interrupted Mandforth., “Bring
that hod of bricks forward. And let's havo
some more mortar, my sons! I'm just begin-
ning to enjoy this bricklaying job.” '
He got to the end of the next row, gave
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a zarisied sigh, straightened his back, and
gazed at the wall. ‘LThen he jumped about
a foat into the air,

“Here, steady!” gasped Church. “You
nearly toppled over ¥
“Look!” yelled Handforth, opening and
shutting his eyes rapidly. “Am 1 dotty, or
what ?”? g

" Dotty, I think,” said McClure wearily.

“There’s still only eight rows!” babbled
Handforth, “I've never secn anything so
mystifying in all my life! The more bricks
I lay, the smaller the wall gets! At least,
it doesn’t get any larger.”

““1f vou were getting paid for this job, you
wouldn’t have much to draw at the end of
ihe week, then,” said Parkington, shaking
his head. “T don’t think it would be a very
profitable job for you, Handy, old man.”

Handforth looked at him with sudden sus-
picion,

“Do you know anything about this?” ho
askod darkly., “ By George! If you've been
plaving any of your tricks——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Decks and Goffin and Baines and Travers
and a few others could not stand it any
longer. They roared with laughter, and
fairly held their sides.

Action was demanded
here. He gathered himself together, so to
speak, and then he hurled himself at his
tormentors. Only in the nick of time did
they dodge. And Handforth, rushing blindly
forward, was unable to check himsclf when

words were useless.

he reached tho dizzy parapet. Ho tried
valiantly, bu* ic was too late.
“Look out!” he howled, “I'm going! I'm

SRR

Ie had reached the edge of the scaffolding,
and with a despairing cry he plunged over
into space—and it must not be forgotten that
tho juniors had been indulging in their
operations at the very top of the building.

“Don’t let me see!™ said Parkington, hold-
ing a hand over his eyes.

Handforth, expecting to feel himself
hurtling downwards, was amazed to feel,
instead, a sharp tug at his back. He now
found that, instead of dashing to the ground,.
he hung in mid air. Indeed, he was rising
instead of falling!

“What the—
howled.

He hadn’t noticed the loop of rope which
had been adroitly fixed round his body, under
his arms a moment or
so earlier, The other

How the—— Hi!” he

“Poor old Handy!”
grinned Vivian
Travers, “My dear

LOOK OUT

end of that rope was
attached to the crane,

old chap, you've been near by. Parkington
gpoofed ever sinee you for an had more than ex-
started! As you laid pected that Handforth
the bricks, somebody IMPORTANT would suddenly make a

came along and un-

ANNOUNCEMENT

rush, and he had pre-

laid them., And it’s pared for it. So II:J.n-:l'li
taken you three whole ——— forth- dangled in mic
rews Dbefore  you've g air, while Tarvey

spotted it!”
‘““Ha, ha, hal”

ST. FRANK’S—Shortly.

Deeks calmly operated
the crane.

“What price Handy
as a detective ?”’ :

IHandiorth turned red, then he elenched his
fists and unclenched them. For somo
moments he seemed to fight for his breath,

“¥You—you mean that you've been undoing
all my work as I went along?’ he asked
faintly.

“Merely a matter of kindness, darling,”
said Parkington. “We couldn’t bear to see
those bricks you just laid. We knew what
a lot of trouble vou would get into when the
men come back.”

“Why, you—you—-"

“Indeed, there isn’t any doubt that we
have saved at least three or four men
from destruction,” continued Parkington.
“If the workmen had come back upon this
scaffolding and seen the wall that you had
erected—well, they would have tottered to
the edge and fallen over. As it is, every-
thing is all right. You have had your little
pleasure, we have had our joke, and the wall
remains the same. What could be nicer?”

“You—you—-"

“Exactly,” murmured Parkington, “Didn’t
you make the remark just now, old dear?”

- Ldward Oswald came to the conclusion that

“That’'ll do!” sang
out Parkington
cheerily, “You ecan let him down now, old
man. Qently does it!”

Deeks’ 1dea of “gently does it ¥ was pecu-
llar. Ov perhaps something went wrong with
the crane, Anyhow, the rope whistled
shrilly over the pulley, and Handforth shot
down at the run. It was decidedly unfor-
tunate that the headmaster’s car, arriving
back just then, should pass immediately
bencath.

C'rash!

Handforth landed on the roof of the Head's
saloon at the critical moment, His feet went
clean through, and Dr. Morrison Nicholls
sitting back at his ease., was startled to find
two mortar-bespattered feet within six inches
of his facel

CHAPTER 6.
The Strike Ends—And Begins!
i AVE!” gasped Parkington tragically.
“What's up?” asked Church,
startled.

“Handy's dropped through the
roof of the Head’s car!” groaned Parkington.



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY' 9

“Qh, my hat! ‘I'his is going to lead to an
awful lot of cushions being used! We shall
have to eat our meals off the mantelpicee
for days!"

Down on the ground, Dr. Nicholls was
ordering the chauffeur to stop the car; nos
that any such orders were necessary. Tho
man knew that something strange had hap-

ned.

The Ilead, climbing out, stood back and
looked at the figure on the top of the saloon.
Handforth was about two-thirds outside and
a third in, He was smothered in brick-dust
and mortar, and he looked several kinds of
a SCArccrow,

“ Handforth!” ejaculated the headmaster,
startled. “You! I thought one of the work-
men had fallen upon my car!”

“It was me, sir,” sald Handforth unneces-
sarily. .

“Are you hurt, young man?”

“No, sir; I don’t think so, sir,” said Hand-
forth, as he extricated himself. “Only a bit
of a graze, and a bruise or two. I believo
I've damaged your car a bit, though.”

“(Come down here, Handforth.”

“Yes, sir,” gasped Edward Oswald. “I
say, I'll mend the car, sir,” he added eagerly.
“1 smashed it, so I'll mend it. It'll be all
right if you leave it to me, sir.”

“Fortunately, Handforth, my ecar is in-
sured, and I shall not, therefore, require
rour own inimitable services,” said the Head
1is voice becoming more grim. ‘‘Now, tell
me. How did you come to drop through the
roof of my dar? Where did you come from?
And what is the meaning of this extra-
ordinary get-up? Am I to understand that
you have been up on the scaffolding ?”’

“Yes, sir. You see, it was like this—"

“Have I not already warned you boys that

these new buildings are strictly out of
bounds #” asked Dr. Nicholls curtly. “I can
sce that I shall bhave to make a severe

L]

cxample of you——

“Hold on, sir!” panted Parkington, as he
came running round the building with all
the other japers., “It wasn't Handforth’s
faull, sir!l We let him down on a rope from

the ecrane, you know, Something went
wrong, I believe—"
“Qh!” interrupted the headmaster. “So

all vou boys were playing about on this
new building? Wilson!” he added, beckon-
ing to a passing prefect. “Take the names
of all these boys, please.”

“PBut we were doing 1t in the interests of
the school, sir!” said Handforth breathlessly,
“ All the men have gone on strike, and we
thought it would he a good idea to carry
on with the building until the strike was
settled.”

“Oh!” said the Head, glancing round.
“So that is the reason why you boys have
had such freedom? When did these men go
on strike? There seems to be no end to the
trouble. These buldings should have been
completed weeks ago, and now there is this
fresh delay.”

“We knew how annoyed you would be
sir, and that's why we thougﬁt we'd help,”
said Handforth cagerly,

“Ahem! T appreciate your thoughtfulness,
young man, but I cannot accept this as an
excuse for your conduet,” said the Head,
trying hard not to smile. ““You have alrcady
been warned that these buildings are out of
bounds. I am afraid I shall have to punish
all of you.”

Just then swarms cf men appeared. They
were all looking cheerful and happy, and
they commenced distributing themselves
briskly in every direction, some removing
their jackets as they did so. Work appar-
ently, was to continue, The strike was over.

“One moment!”" said the Head, beckoning
to a group of the men. *““Where is your
foreman "

“That's me, sir,” said a tall man in a blue
serge suit. “ Name of Barlett, sir. Sorry
tnere's been this bit of trouble, but it hasn’t
lasted for much more than an hcour, and the
men are going to work an hour's overtime,”

“I am glad they have come to their
senses,” sald the Head coldly.’

“Well, I'm not so sure about that, sir,’
said Mr. Bartlett. “ You see, they were tired
of their other foreman—a man named Jingle,
Ever since the beginning of the week he has
been playing them up, and when he started
kicking young Parker, the men thought it
was about good enough. They downed tools
on the spot, and walked out.”

“Oh!” put in Handforth, “Then the men
didn’t strike because Jingle ordered them to?
They weren't striking against us, or any-
thing like that?”

“Why, of course not,” said Mr. Bartlett.
“They would have struck just the same,
whether you had taken any action or not.
Thej}r)’ﬂ;e got rid of the old foreman, and I'm
on the job in his place. I don't think there’ll
be any more trouble. Anything I can do?”

“No, thank you,” said Dr. Nicholls, as he
suggestively exercised his right arm. *I
think I am quite capable of doing everything
that is necessary.”

He was,

The strike, as regards the workmen, was
over; where the St. IFrank’s juniors were
concerned, however, it was only the begin-
ning. In the Head's study it began. Dr.
Nicholls seleeted his most pliant cane, and
he wielded it often and vigorously—very
vigorously. Some minutes later a line of
juniors crawled from the study. They
groaned and groancd and groancd; and they
held a certain poriion of their trousers
tenderly.

And Parkington's words came true. IIand-
forth and all the juniors who had helped him
to give the workmen a “helping hand ™ did
cat their meoals from the mantelpicee!

THE END.

(Ancther amusing complete yarn feofur-
ing the cheery Chums of St, Franl's, next
Wednesday. They're forbidden to go to the
Test Match at Manchester-—acell, they ge,
all the same!l)
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Dusty The Dinosaur—He’s A Perfect Scream!
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An Egg—And What Came of It!

e OLLY! I do believe the jolly old
cgg's hatching1”

Dick Daring’s eyes nearly popped

out of his head as he gazed at

the curious and very large egg which stood
on the study mantelpicee. Dick had never
expected for a moment
that the egg would
hateh, for that parti-
cular egg was supposed

K and hic])

Comedy No. 1:

e = _
p 2N

a i’c—lly old dinosaur, or I'm a Dutchman—
unless I’m dreaming 7

But the dincsaur soon showed Dick that

he was not dreaming, The monster
“chicken ” seemed to take a sudden liking
to Dick. DBefore he could reach the study
door, the reptile was upon him, frisking

around him like a dog,
and making a ecurious
purring sound which
evidently was its parti-

to be thousands of “INTRODUCING DUSTY.I?* cular way of showing
years old. , : . _ affection.

It had been discclnr— Dick Daring breaks all records b“I do believe ﬂ_;’a
ered by Dick’s uncle, i i i g —— rute wants to e
e an ex[[}lor't{r, Jor school pels—and bis Form m”y’”l s:iid g)ic:k, et
in the wilds of the gpasfer breaks all records for  gingerly he bent down
Mongolian desert, and ? o f and stroked its thick
1t was popularly TURIING | hide,

believed to be the egg

of some extinet reptile.

Consequently, when the egg cracked with a
mighty sound, Dick jumped from lus chair
in amazcment.

When he saw what emerged from the cgg,
Dick made tracks for the study door. llor
the creature which made its appearance was
the most amazing object Dick had ever seen,
It was about the size of a large duck, and
had a long tail and neck and a curiously
small head, out of which two reddish eves
gleamed as they fixed themselves upon Dick.

“AMy giddy aunt!” gasped Dick, who,
through his unele, was fairly conversant with
the appcarance of prehistoric animals, “Ii's

The dinozaur purred
and then threw back
its head, making a curious gurgling noise.

“1t’s hungry—or thirsty!” gasped Dick,
“1 wonder what the dickens dinosaurs eat
and drink.”

The next moment the dinoszaur bad settled
the question for him. Diek had been en-
gaged on the irksome task of writing out
some five hundred lines for his Form master,
Mr. Thwacker, and he had almost finished
the imposition at the time the dinosaur,
hatched by the warmth of the study, bad
emerged from its egg.

The dinosaur finished the lines!

It finished them completely, With ong
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leap it was upon the study table. The next
minute the shecafl of neatly-written papers
disappeared down the rapacious throat of the
replile. )

““Here, what the dickens are you doing ?”
demanded Dick.

But the dinosaur took no notice of Dick,
Its attention had been held by a bottle of
ink on the table. Seizing it in its beak-lrke
mouth, the reptile up-ended the bottle of ink
and swallowed the lot. Then it purred again,
and jumped from the table, frisking around
Dick like a dog.

“That's all very well!” grumbled Dick.
“But what will Thwacker say when I don’t
hand in those lines?”

The dinesaur was not particularly worried
about that. Intoxicated with its frcedom
from the egg, 1t began to nose around the
stady. It had already accounted for a Latih
primer, a fives bat and an old football boot
before Dick managed to check its voracious
appelite,

And it seemed to thrive on its unusual
diet, for even 23 Dick looked i1t appeared to
be growing. Dick began to get alarmed.
‘A dinosaur as a pet was all veny well—but
Dick knew that they sometimes grew to a
length of about sixty feet! Pets were
frowned upon at Skinton School, and Dick
wondered what the authorities would say
when they learned that there was a pre-
historie dinosaur in the precinets!

Suddenly Dick started. A voice in the cor-
ridor outside had called his name.

“Daring ! it eried, and Dick went pale.

“It's old Thwacker!” he gasped. “JMy
hat, if he sees Dusty, the dino, there’ll be
ructions. Come here, vou brute!”

The next moment he had eeized the
dinosaur and thrust it into a cupboard. He
was not a moment too soon. The study door
opened and the magnificent figure of Mr.
Thwacker, resplendent in cap and gown,
entered.  As he entered he swished a cane
through the air in significant manner,

“Your lines, Daring.” he demanded. “If
they are not done, you know what I promised
ron!"

; Dick proaned.

“Well, you sce, sir, there’s been a—a little
accident, sir.” he gasped. “I had done
the lines, but—but—""

The eyes of Mr. Thwacker went to the
study table as Dick hesitated.

“I seo no signs of any lines Daring,” he
said. “J suppose you were idling your time
instead of working. What were you doing in
that cupboard as I entered ?”

He took a step towards the cupboard.
Dick, in {irepidation, stood between the
master and the cupboard. At all costs Dusty
the dino must not be diseovered.

“T—I shouldn't open that cupboard, sir,
if T were you,” lie gasped.

“And why not ?” demanded Mr. Thwacker.
“1 suppese vou have bheen indulging in a
sludy spread! Yery well, if that is the case,
I will confiscate any foodstuffs I find there.”

“I—I advise vou nol to opea that cup-

board, sir,” gazped Dick in desperation, but

_;“
Mr., Thwacker, believing that he had bowled
out Dick, shoved him to one side.

Next moment Mr. Thwacker received the
shock of his life Dusty the dino did not
wait for the master. During his brief inecar-
ceration in the cupboard he had accounted
for a tennis racquet, a football jersey, a
couple of undeveloped camera spools and a
few odd school books.

Dusty certainly thrived on his strange diet,
and he had grown considerably. The result
was that when the cupboard door flopped
open, Mr. Thwacker found himself gazing
into the glittering eves of a three-feot long
Dusty!

Dusty the dino seemed to be a ercature of
instant likes and dislikes. He had liked Diek
instinetively. And, instinetively, he disliked
Mr. Thwacker.

With one mighty bound he made for the
astounded master., Crash! Over rolled Mr.,
Thwacker, his eves almost popping out ol
his head with wonder. DBut, as Dusty made
another rush at him, Mr. Thwacker came tc
the sudden conclusicn that this was not an
carthquake, and necither was it a nightmare.

With & howl of terror h> turned and fled.
Dusty was after him in a flash, and, as the
Form-master tore down the corridor, Dusty
was only a few feet behind. Instantly the
the whole place was in confusion, Fellows
flocked to their study deors and nipped them-
selves vigorously as they becheld the sight
of the austere Mr. Thwacker running for

his life, pursued by a partially-grown
dinosaur,
What would have happened 1f Mr.

Thwacker's gown had not come undone and
fluttered from hiz shoulders. would have
been hard to sax. As the gown fell to the
floor, Dustv haited, and deeided to sample
it. In a few moments the gown had dis-
appeared down the throat of Dusty, and Mr.
Thwacker, sending a terrified glance over
his shoulder, saw that he had gained. Away
went his mortar-board—and Dusty stopped
again to deal with this,

The two slight delays were sufficient te
allow Mr. Thwacker to gain the quadrangle—
but Dusty was soon after him again. Per-
haps he thought that Mr. Thaacker might
divest himself of his other garments. Mr,
Thwacker's clothes scemed to taste good to
Dusty !

Ags for Dick, he tore after his neculiar.
new-found pet, and necarly every fellow at
Skinton tore after Dick., They were lucky
enough to be “in at the death,” for, as they
swopt into the quadrangle, it was to sce Mr.
Thwacker shinning up a tree with agility,
while Dusty, with the tenacity of a bull-dog,
hung on to the nether garments of the Form-
master.

R-r-rippp!

The trousers pave way. For the time
being Mr, Thwacker was safe, and he hastily
serambled to a high branch and remained
there, while Dusty, with a veculiar smile on
his reptilian face, sat at the bhottom of the
tree and gazed uvnwvard ar Mr. Thwecker!

#
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Trouble for Thwacker!

YOI THAT s it 7
Half a hundred fellows asked

the question az, gathered at a safe
distance, they looked at Dusty the
dino, Tt was Dick who enlightened them,
and when the fellows learned that Dusty
was quite tame—except for his rooted aver-
sion to Mr. Thwacker—they gathered nearer,

Meanwhile Mr. Thwacker, perched pre-
cariously on his branchy was howling: “ AMur-
der! Police! Help!” and similar cries at
the top of his voice. As his eyes fell upon
Dick, ho yelled out to him:

“Call this creaturo off, Daring! Call him
%ﬁ” at c:?ce! "I expel you! I'll thrash you!

An ominous grow! from Dusty cut him
short. It scemed that Dusty understood the
gist of Mr. Thwacker's threats against the
voung master to whom he had attached
himseclf, and did not like them. He made
a spring in the air. Mr, Thwacker howled,
and ceasced his threats.

But, in attempting to draw back, so that
Dusty should not get at him, Mr. Thwacker
over-reached himself, There was a thud as
he dropped from the branch and hit the hard
carth beneath, Instantly Dusty sprang for-
ward. With a how!, Mr. Thwacker sprang
to his feet and darted behind Dick Daring.

“Call that brute off!” he yelled, “I-—Tll
flog vou if you don't!”

Dusty growled and made a spring. Dick,
kecping between the dinosaur and the TForm-
master, swung the latter round.

“He doesn’t like you saying such things,
sir,” he said. “ You—you shouldn't let him
see you're afraid of him.”

“I am not afraid of him!? eried M.
Thwacker—a reply which sent the fellows
into roars of laughter. “I am not—— Ow!
Wow! Keep between us! Don’t let him
get at mel”

“Weep back, Dusty!” cried Dick, but it
locked as though the dinosaur did not intend
to obey him, and Mr, Thwacker sent out
shricks of terror as he believed that the dino-
saur would rend him limb from limb.

“TI tell you what it is, sir,” said Dick.
“Dusty thinks yvou’re annoyed with me.”

“ Annoyed with you?"” roared the master.
“I tell you I'll flog you! Tll teach you to

bring mousters like this into the school. -
1511_.______?‘1
“In that case, sir,” said Dick, “you’d

beiter settle wiith Dusty yonrself.”

He moved away, and Dusty sprang for-
ward., His teeth gripped the back of the
Form-master’s ecat, and there was a ripping
sound as the coat gave way. Dusly calmly
ywoceeded to swallow the ecoat, and then fixed
Ir, Thwacker with a hypnotic stare.

My, Thwaecker by this time was in a condi-
tion verging upon hysteria. He did not
know that Dusty was a vegetarian—if a
creature whose diet was so varied and un-
usual could be called a vegetarian! Dusty,
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a: a matter of fact, wished to play with M.
Thwacker as a cat plays with a mouse—but
the Form-master did not know that, and had
visions of being swallowed up whole by this
creature which scemed to be growing in
length every minute,

AMr. Thwacker made another dart for zafety
—and Dusty went after him. For some timo
they chased round and round the quadrangle,
the Form-master in a state of chronic funk,
Then, in desperation, he threw his arms
around Dick Daring’s neck and elung there.

“Rave me! Save me!” he gasped.

Dusty, who had been pursuing JMr.
Thwacker hotly, suddenly stopped dead. To
Dusty it appeared that Mr, Thwacker was
embracing Dick. Dusty began to think he
had made a mistako—that, after all, Mr.
Thwacker was friendly disposed towards his
master, Dick, seeing the dinosaur hesitate,
realised what was passing in Dusty’s mind.

“He—he thinks we're friends now, sir,”
he whispered. ‘““You'd better play up to
1it!  Don’t let him get into a rage again.
Say something {o show that we are friends.”

“Triends ?” snorted Mr. Thwacker. “You
dare to tell me to lower myself to—— Ow!
Call him off” he yelled, changing his tone
as Dusty made a dash towards him., “Tll
say anything you like! Yes, we're friends!
Of course we're friends! You're my
favourite pupil. You—you're a wonderful
scholar, a most brainy boy!”

He shot a sideways glance at the dinesaur,
It really seemed that Dusty understood his
words, for he had quictened down consider-
ably. Dick Daring grinned. He was
thoroughly enjoying the situation,

“And those lines, sir?” he queried.
“Dusty ate them. You—you won't cxpect
me to write them again, will you, sir?”

Mr. Thwacker was about to explode again,
but a glance at Dusty showed him that he
had better be careful.

“Oh, certainly not!” he gasped. “Cer-
tainly not! And now, tell that monster to
behave itself, You must send it away from
the school at once, do you understand 7"

Dick pulled a wry face. He was begin-
ning to like Dusty, and to see the possibilities
of some fun if Dusty remained at Skinton
School. It struck him that Dusty was going
to be a valuable acquisition to the school,

“Suppose he won't go away, :=ir?” he
asked. i

“He must! ITe must be sent to the Zoo!”
eried Mr., ‘Thwacker—-but the next moment
he wished he could recall the words,

“Grrrh|”

Dusty launched himself forward, and Mr.
Thwacker found himself seized by the back
of his waistecoat. Then, followed by the hoys
of the school, who were all convulsed with
mirth at sccing the Form-master handled so
unceremoniously, Dusty started off in g
loping run.

There was a small lake In the grounds of
Skinton School--little larger than a pond aud
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decidedly slagnant
and smelly.
Straight to  this
pond went Dusty,
and halted on the
brink. Then, wav-
ing his long neck
from side to side,
the dinosaur sud-
denly flung My,
Thwacker right
into the middle of
the pond.

Mr. Thwacker
disappeared below
the surface—and
when the Form-
master’s head and
shoulders re-
eppeared, every
boy gave vent to
a roar of uncon-
trollable laughter.
For a festoon of
weeds hung
around My
Thwacker’s head,
while his farce was
liberally
besprinkled  with
mud.

And Dusty the
din o, enjoying
himself {0 the full,
rTromped and
frisked around the
pond as though
mviting - Mr,
Thwacker to come
out and be thrown
I acain.

But Mr. Thwacker was not bhaving any!

Dusty Makes Himself at Home!

6 ARING!” wyelled Mr., Thwacker.
“Take that—that object away!l I
command you! I'll eall the police!l
I'll call the fire-brigade. TI'll
have it shot!”

“Grrrh ! Dusty’s roar was louder than
ever. Dusty was “growing-up 7’ quickly, and
to look at him one would not have believed
that it was only half an hour since he had
poked his scaly nose out of his shell.

Ile made as though to dash into the
shallow pond after Mr. Thwacker, and the
Form-master, like an ostrich, promptly
bobbed down to hide himself. As he had
bobbed down with his mouth open, however,
he very soon bobbed up again, spluttering
like a grampus.*

“It's no good, sir,” said Dick. “Dusty
here seoms determined to remain at the
school, and I'm afraid he won't let you out
of that pond until you give permission for
him to remain.”

Mr. Thwacker was in a quandary. And he
looked like remaining in a quandarv—and
in the pond—unless he did as Dick suggested.

Mr, Thwacker was just a second too late in elambering up the tree. Dusty
the dino obtained a tenacious grip on the irate Form-master’s nether gar-
ments ; he pulled—— R-r-r-rip | -

There was no other way out. It was dis-
tinetly cold and unpleasant in the pond, and
Mr. Thwacker had to capitulate.

“I—I suppose I’ll have to give in!” he
gasped. “ Very well, you can keep your—
your monster, You—you'’d better tako him
round to the stables and put him there.”

“Hurrah!” welled Dick, and immediately
turned to Dusty. “Do you get that, old
bean ! he asked. “You're to stay here—
understand 7"’

It scemed that Dusty did understand. He
{risked around like a terrier, and then, in
the excess of his joy, scized Dick gently by
the back of his coat collar, swung him into
the air, and then deposited him upon bis
back.

By this time Dusty had rrown to quiie
generous  proportions, and there was any
amount of room on his back for several boys.
Dusty deposited about half a dozen of them
there, and then began a triumphant march
around the quadrangle.

Round and round went the dino, followed
by the cheering boys. Occasionally Dusty
stopped to help himself to a snack in the
shape of a small bush or a few stones.
Eventually the stables were reached, and

(Continued on page 43.)
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Magnificent Long Complete Adventure Story!
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CHAPTER 1.
Lard jeland!
BLACKFORID ANCGEL
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beard with a ceoarse, gnarled hand.
“BSink me {or a wall-eyed shark,
ve Leen in many a wuss port than
Eo declared, "Takin’ everythin’ ail
Ir. Cragg, the position ain’t half so
3 what 1t might "ave been.”™

Mre, Reuben Cragg, fivst mate, grunted,
“Tain't so good, neither,” he said sourly.
[ know the sca as well as, you do—mebbo
better—an’ onee o sailorman  geis trapped
in the Sargas:o there ain’t no escape. Wc'ro
beoked ’ere for the rest of our days!”

A more disreputable pair of raseals than
these two had never disgraced the British
Mereantilo Marine. The captain and mato

of the Vulture, through sheer nefficiency
and slacknesz, had allowed the brig to be-

come & partial wreek during a fierco storm.



Amazing—Exciting —Enthralling !
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Rudderless, with her masts smashed, she

the micrey of the currents,
little better than a derelict. The <kipper
and the mate, with a few birds of their
own feather, had stolen away in the nighs,
using the longboat—the only boat left. They
had taken every drop of drinking water,
leaving Mr. Adams, the second mate, and
the rest of the crew, to perish of thirst in
the burning, blistering heat,

Dut Fate had taken a hand in the matter.

had drifted ar

Following a great submarine carthquake,
both the longboat and the brig had been
drawn into a powerful current which carried
them into the very heart of the dreaded
Sargasso Sca—that mysterious wasto of weed
somewhere in the tropical zono of the Atlan-
tic; a vortex, where wrecks and hulks of
all ages had inevitably drifted throughout
the centuries. In this case tho castaways
had becn drawn to the centre of that weed
mass within the short space of a day and a
night—owing to the fact that the weed had

By
S. B. HALSTEAD

b SAASDSDDSDDA DDA S L b
Lurking in the swirling mist, wailing
lo allack, loathsome monsiers of the weed
—only one of the many perils which
beset Nelson Lee and bis intrepid band
| of castaways!
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parted, leaving a great
open chanuel. But now
the weed had elosed
agaein, unprisoning these
adventurers 1in its en-
tangling meshes.

And here were these
two mrascals, not in the
longhoat, but sitting at
the table of one of the
most comfortable rooms
imaginable.

It had, at one time,
been the saloon of the

nineteenth century elip-
per, Araminta. Nouw,
however, it was strangely
unsuggestive of the sea.
The furniture was solid
and comfortable, and
liko that of a homely
sitting-room in a big
English couniry house. There were pictures
round the walls, nick-npacks on the piano, and
on every side there were ecvidences of 2
feminine hand. A softly-glowing lamp shed
e warm light on the two burly raseals who
sat at the table,

“What we've got to do, Mr, Cragg, 15 to

make the best of things,” said Captain
Angel, “I ain’t the kind of man to play

sccond fiddle to nobedy; an' scein’ as we've
joined up with the crowd on this blamed
1island, I'm goin’ to be the boss. Get me?
You an” me arc goin’ to take things cusy
from now on.”

“Lord of all you survey sort of thing, eh?”
asked Cragg, with the suggestion of a sneer
in his voice.

“By hokey! You've hit it!” declared
Captain Angel, banging the table with his
fist. Lord of all I survey! King of this
one-horse community—ay, an’ vou'll Le wmy
Prime Minister, too!”

“Sounds good!” grinned Mr., Cragg,
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“It ain't such a joke as you scem to
think,” continued the captain cunningly.
“What do we find when we come ‘ere? An
island—a floating island—made from scores
of these ’ere derelicts, which ’ave collected
in this weed for ’undreds of ycars. We find
between thirty an’ forty people ’ere, mostly
men. Two or three old women, a few
middle-aged women, one or two pretty girls,
and somo kids. A reg'lar kingdom of its
own, tucked away ’ere in this blamed back-
water, D've allus said, Mr. Cragg, that the
sea is more full of surprises than any durned
land 1"

HT door opened, and an unshaven, evil-
faced wuflian came in. Captain Angel
looked at him grimly.

“Guess we're sitting pretty,” said
the newcomer, swaggering into the centro
of the room, “Gosh! We've lit on some-
thin’ good ’cre, ain’t we? Better than dyin’
in mid-Atlantic in an open boat!”

The ecaptain breathed hard.

“Since when, you watery-cyed son of a
porpoise, was you allowed to vome inter my
cabin without knockin’?” he demanded fero-
ciously. **Since when did you stop tackin’
‘sir’ on to your words when you spoke to
me? For two pins I'd knock your 'ead off IV

The newcomer stared.

“Aw, be yourself, captain,” he
“Things is different now, ain’t they

“Mighty different—but that don’t allow
you to give me any o’ your infernal inso-
Jence!” voarved Captein Angel.  ““Aboard
the Vulture you was only a deck-'and,
Schwartz, and you needn’t think that you
an o

"I was bo'sun!”
argressively,

“Whatever you was, I don’t allow none o’
my crow to become familiar,” said the
skipper. “I  was captain  aboard the
Vulture—but on this ’ere dump I'm king!
Understand, you fish-eyed lubber?  What
do you want, anyway?”

Schwartz glowered.

“1 figgered that we was all in the same
boat now, cap’'n,” he replied. *“One¢ man’s
as good as another——

salid.

interrupted Schwartz

“You'd best start figgerin® again,” inter-
rupted Angel. *“*An’ if you speak to me any
"more without sayin® ‘sir’ I'll kick the

in'ards outer youl”

“One o' these ’ere men wants to speak
to you—sir 1” growled the German-American
ruflian. “Says it’s important.”

“Oh, ’e does, does ’e?” retorted the cap-
tain., “Well, you ecan tell ’im that I'll see
'im when I want to—an’ not before. I'm
. boss now.” _

There was a sudden commotion outside,
and the nexv moment a smallish elderly
man ran intn the saloon. He was flushed
and excited, and he was dressed in curiously
made shorts and open-fronted shirt. Ho
was bearded, but in spite of his general
appearanco of incongruity he was obviously
4 man of refinement,
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“This is outrageous!” he panted hoarsely.
“You, sir!” he went on, advancing towards
tho table and looking angrily at Captain
Angel. “You, 1 believe, are responsible for
this dastardly attack?”

“Hold ‘ard, my friend—’old “ard,” said
the captain grimly. “You’d best learn,
straight away, that you can’t come bustin’
imto my cabin -

“This is not vour house!” broke in the
other, “1It is Captain Weston's—and you
know it! Heaven alone kunows what you

have done to him.”

“1t was his own fault that he got a dose
o’ lead,” retorted Angel. ‘’I was warned,
wasn't 'e? I told 'im plain that I was
boss, an' ¢' didn’t like it. All right, there
was a bit of bother. An’ who do you ’appen
to be, anyhow ?”’ he added, staring.

“My name is Dr. Pearson,” said the
other, with dignity. “I was a passenger on
Captain Weston’s ship when, twelve years
ago, it was caught in the Sargasso. My
wife and child wers also passengers——"

“YI don’t want to ’ear your fam'ly
Yistory 1"’ interrupted Captain  Angel 1m-
patiently. “Take ’im away, Schwartz. 1
can’t be interrupted——"

“You rogune!” shouted Dr. Pearson.
“¥You cam- here as a castaway—you and
your felloy rulfians. We took you in, we
fed you, we gave you shelter. You told us
abominable lies concerning the men you had
abandoned on your own ship. We believed
you, and when they came to us we were
hostile.  Since then we have learned dif-
ferently—for you turned upon us.”

“Because you wasn’t reasonable!” said
the skipper., “1 tried to be nice an’ peace-
ful, but your ’'igh an’ mighty king wasn't
’avin’ any of it.”

“Yonu told him you were ¢ going to be hoss?
—vyou thrust yourself forward in a drunken

frenzy, and., naturally, we resented younr
interference,” said Dr, Pearson angrily.
“But this 1s no time for arguing. I have a

patiené scriously 1ll; I must go to her at
once. Your men have refused to let me
leave this ship.”

“But my orders,” nodded Captain Angel.
“Nobody’s leavin’—or movin’ anywhere—
until 1 give orders.”

“But I tell yon that this woman is in
serious nheed of medical attention.” wurged
the doctos.  “She is elderly, and she is
alone except for a child. 8he lives over at
Islington, and it is necessary——"’

_ “Islington?” broke in the captain, star-
ing. “What the thunder are you tallun®

about 7"

“I do not suppese you would wunder-
stand,” said the doctor weartly. " Dut we
have our own names for the various parts
of this quaint island. We have our own
geography. This particular part on which
we are now standing is known as  West-
minster, since it is the scat of our tiny par-

H

liament.”

“Well, I'm durned!” ejaculated the
skipper. “Not a bad idea, at that! Well,
I'm sorry, but you ain't goin’ over te
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Islington to-night, docior.
Schwartz.”

Dr. Pearson fairly quivered with anger.

“But it is important!” he panted. *I
am the only doctor here—and this woman
might die before the morning.”

“That’'ll be too bad,” said Captain Angel.

“Until you came we lived peacefully and
in harmony,” said the doctor bitterlv. “You
are a scoundrel, sir—an unmitigated rogue !
But. by heaven, you will pay for this sooner
or later! You cannot come here and
enforee these bullying methods of yours.”

Captain Angel rose to his feet,

“Get out o' here!” he blared.
here—I'm king | An’ the sooner you under-
stand that, the better it'll be for your
ealth. Nobody is movin’ until T give ’em
permission, To-morrow I'm goin’ to have
a general look round, and. ‘what's more, I'm
goin’ to let everybody know who's boss.
Take ’im out, Schwartz, and sce that he
doesn't get loose ag'in.”

The unfortunate man was dragged back,
and in spite of his protestations he was
foreibly hauled out of the cabin. Captain
Angel sank back into his chair again.

“That's the way to do it!” he said, with
an evil grin, and the first mate nodded his
approval. “The iron 'and, Mr. Cragg—it
allus pays! Treat ’em rough, an’ keep ’em
under your thumb!”

Take him away,

“T'm boss

CHAPTER 2.

Enemies of the Night!

HIE so-called island was really a largo
number of sailing vessels and steam-
ships, most of them derelict, which
had drifted into the hecart of the

Sargasso Sea at various times.  Some of
these ships were without masts, some had
their funnels and supersiructure blown
away; rust and deccay had laid a heavy
hand on all.

But this strange community of castaways
had employed much of their time during the
years on improving their home. They had
selected those hulks which were grouped
closely together. Stagings had been erected,
forming roads and passage-wavs, leading
from one ship to another, Great arcas had
been covered in, the roofs being heavily
thatched with dried weed, and looking, in
the full daylight, very incongruous.
~ All round. of course, there were other
derclicts, but thesc were not inhabited, or
hardl; ever visited. They were bevond the
compact “island,” dctted about in the thick
Sargasso weed. INo matter where one
looked there was no =ign or indication of the
sca. Weed—weed—in every quarter.  And
go thick wag this weed that it formed an
eternal carpet all round these dereliet ships.

The vessels themselves at every vulnerable
point were provided with barricades, and
these were capable of being erceted as soon
as darkness fell, Tt seemed, indeed, that
there was some unknown danger from the
weed itself—some peril which made it necos-
sary for these precantions.
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It was night now, and an utter stillness
broeded over the mysterious Sargasso.
There was not a breath of wind, and swirl.
inz billows of white mist drifted lazily over
the floating island. Overhead there was no
sign of the stars, The darkness was so
intense that it could almost be felt.

Nearly a mile a.wag from that central col-
lection of lost and forgotten ships lay the
battered hulk of the brig Vulture. She was
dismasted and rudderless; the eternal weed
packed itself closely around her, Lanterns
were standing about on the decks, casting
vellowish cireles of glowing light, revealing
figures moving to and fro. '

They were the second mate and the rest of
the crew—all those, in fact, who had been
abandoned to their fate by Captain Black-
ford Angel.

One of the figures stood out from the
rest; he was a tall, lithely-built man, with
a suggestion of leanness in his frame. He
wag dressed in a pair of improvised shorts,
with a loose shirt, the sleeves of which were
rolled up. A belt round his waist contained

a uscful-looking service revolver. His face
was alert, keen and even grim,
“Evervthing ready, Mr. Adams?" he

asked, in a tone which left no doubt that
he was the leader.

“Everything, sir,” replied Mr. Adams,
who was a clean-limbed, {fresh-faced
voungster.

On the face of it, it secmed strange that
Mr. Adams, the second mate, should speak
so respectfully to an ordinary sailor—a man
who had shipped before the mast. But then,
this deck-hand was no less a person than
Mpr. Nelson Lee, the world-famous detective.

|
ELSON LEE’S presence aboard the
Vulture can be easily explained. |

He and his six “cubs ”—Nipper,
Watson, Tregellis-West, Browne,
Stevens and FFenton—had been shanghaied
whilst the Vulture was still at anchor in the
Thames. '
One of Nelson Lee’s cnemies had bribed
Captain Angel to toke the seven auboard—as’
members of his crew. So Nelson Lee and
the boys had been trapped, and when they
had awakened they had found them-
selves on the high scas, bound for South
America. They had had rather a bad time
of it for some days, for Captain Angel and
Mr. Cragg, the mate, led them a dog's lifo.
Then the storm had come, with its dramatie
consequences. |
Nelson Iee had Dbeen  surprised the
previous day to find that the Pcople of the
Weed had shown signs of hostility. Fee
and the boys had approached, and they had
been ordered away. Then, by chance, TLee
had caught sight of Captain Blackford
Angel—and that had told him a lot. :
He could guess that Captain Angel
had told these good people a string of
lies. Then corroboration had come--and
from an unexpected quarter. A slim slip of

a girl of fifteen—a remarkably dainty
creature, in fact—had suddenly appened
as though from the woeed itself. She was
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Mary Weston, the daughter of Captain Wes-
ton, the man who had formed this little
sommunity, and who had ruled 1t with a
kindly hand.

Not haif an hour ago she had sobbed ocut
ber pitiful tale—how Captain Angel and lns
men had suddenly turned upon their bene-
factors; how Angel had  ‘“seized ” the
island.  In the sudden fight Captain Weston
had been shot—perhaps fatally wounded.
Perhaps he was aﬁ'eu]y dead, In a fever of
worry, this brave child had crossed the
weed in utter darkness—knowing full well
that she could get help from Nelson Lee
and the boys. She had already met Nipper,
and that mecting, although brief, had given
Lor confidence.

She was talking to Nipper now, as they
stood against the batfered old bulwarks of
the brig. waiting for Nelson Lee to give the
word. Mary was the most graceful child
»f nature Nipper had cver seen: since a
mite of three she had lived in this wilder-
ness, and she had Eir'own into a girl of
surprising beauty., Her dark cyes were
now filled with intense anxiety.

“Oh, why don’t we go??” she murmured.

“My father may be dying! And my
motheyr——"’
“We’ll soon be off now,” interrupied

Nipper gently. “And you can be certain
that the guv'nmor—that is, Mr. Lee—will
make short work of these ruflians., 1 want
to get a smwack at Captain Angel myscli—
if only to pay him for this!”

Heo indicated the girl's shoulder. She
was wearing a quaint dress of dried weed.
Ller fair shoulders were bare, and on ono
of them there was a length of surgical
plaster—hiding the deep furrow that had
been scored by a bullet.

“Ii's nothing !” she said quickly.

“Tt might have killed you,” replied
Nipper. “The dirty hound! Tiring on
women and wgirls! Captain Angel thinks
that he’s going to rule things, does he?
By Jingo! Wait until we get on the scenel”

She looked at him with frank curiosity.

“You have great faith in Mr. Lee, haven’t
you ?’’ she asked.

“Taith!” echoed Nipper, with a laugh.
“Why. the guv'nor can do anything! @e's
a corker! -And in an affair of this sort,
when he's up against some crooked rotters,
he's at his best. Just between you and me,
Mary, the guv'nor revels in excitement and

adventure, You won’t have heard of him,
of course, but he’s one of the greatest
detectives in the world—a man whp has

been tracking criminals for the better part
of his life. The only pity is that we haven't
got old Dorrie with us.”

“0ld Dorrie?”

“A friend of ours, named Lord Dorri-
more,” explained Nlﬁper. “Ie’s a beggar
for adventure, too. ¢ would have revelled

in f’i,ﬁ:i business, As brave as a lion, and

~ “Ready, old man?” asked Fenton, join-
ing them, “'We're just off, you know.™
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“QOh, I'm glad!” eried Mary., “But youw
must be very careful; those horrible men
will kill you if you give them the chance!”

Nelson Lee came up, brisk and aciive.

“T don’t really like taking you, young
lady, but I'm afraid I shall have to,”” he
said. “We want you as a guide—for you
scem to know your way about this wilder-
ness of weed in the darkness, and even tho
mist does not confuse you.”

“I'm used to it,” she replied simply.
“I've lived nearly all my life here.”

“Mr., Adams and myself will lead the
way—with you between. us,” continued
Nelson Lee. 'The boys will follow, and

. 3

then the men will bring up the rear.

Tho castaways of the Vulture numbered
fourteen—or fifteen, with the girl. For in
addition to Nelson Lee and the boys thero
were Mr, Adams and Olsen, a kindly old
Swedish sailor; Chips, the cockney cook,
and four other sailors. 'T'wo were Danes,
and could not speak much English, The
other two men were apparently Americans,
but they were tough customers, anyhow, and
Nelson Leo did not entirely irust them.

However, this was no occasien for picking
and choosing; and, in any case, 1t was
impossible to leave these two men behind.
They professed themselves to be willing to
fight, and to ‘“get their own back”™ on
Captain Angel, More than that Lee could
not expect.

All of them were armed with
lengths of wood, which would serve as
excellent weapons in an emergency, Nelson
Lee and Mr. Adams, in addition, possessed
revolvers and plenty of ammunion, and one
or two flares which they had found in the
Yulture's hold.

The lanterns were extinguished, and then
tho trek across the weed commenced. It
almost seemed that Mary Weston could see
in the dark. She led the way unfalteringly,
and without the slightest sign of hesitation,

The weed was spongy underfoot, but so
thickly was it massed that the adventurers
did not even get their feet wet. The weed,
it seemed, pirojected many feet above the
level of the sca. It was a thick, densely-
packed growth—probably extending down-

heavy

wards for several hundreds of feet. Only
here and there were  pitfalls—loose
masses where a false step might lead one

into a watery trap. But Mary seemed to
know exactly where these treacherous spots
lay, and she avoided them with ease. The
mists swirled round continupusly, and cverys-
thing ahead was obscured.

guddcnly, the girl clutched at Nelson
Lee’s arm,

“T heard somethin
“No, no—not {rom the island.
thing else—something nearer!
those men are out, and that—

A sudden shout came from one of the
boys.

“What is it ?” called Nelson Lee sharply.

“J—I don’t know, sir!” came Watson’s
voice, “But something touched me—some

then!” she whispered.
It was some-
Oh, I believe

L]
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x cold and clammy
dke—like & human hand! I
Ugh! There is it agmain!
coming at wme, you chaps!
see i

He broke off, panic-stricken, and Nelson
Lee, running back over the spongy weed,
quickly ignited a flare. There was a sizzling
%r:wklc, and the flare burst into dazzling
re.

bh

thing horribly
1

Something's
Quick, I caun'c

Liook | yelled Nipper inecredalounsly.
There were gasps from some of the others,

Figures were to be seen just within theo

radius of the light. The quecrest, strangest

figures imaginable, They seemed human,
and vet, at the same time, thev had au

apprarance of weird grotesgueness!
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-
Before Captain Angel
could fire Nelson Le¢e
leapt forward, His fist
crashed against the
other’s face and the
brutal captain stag-
gered backwards.

|¥ fil

CHAPTER 3.
The Weed Monsters!
66 HAT are

huskily,

“1 may be wreng, brother, bul
they closely resemble the earlicst
mankind,” said Browne. “llalf
Yet it is difficult to deter-

they?” asked Nipper

form of
fihhr—half man!

mine in this uncertain light, Are they
animal, or are they human?”
The ecreatures weve aimost beyvond the

radius of the flare; for as it had blazed outl
the weird figures had retreated. They could
just be seen, senltling farther and farther

] .
Lt
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They walked on two legs for the most
part, although every now and again some
of them gvould adopt erouching attitudes,
running about like gorillas, They secmed
to be covered with thick furry hair. Their
faces were hairy, too, with flat noses, huge
mouths, and tiny, bead-like, staring eyes.

“They are the Weed Monsters !” whispered
Mary Weston fearfully,

“You have seen them before?”
Nelson Lee.

"Only onee,” she replied, clinging to him.
“Five years ago, when 1 was a little girl.
They attacked our island, and it was only
after hours and hours of fighting that they
were beaten off. Father says that they only
came heeause they were starving; there had
been three or four’ months of terrible dry-
ness, and the weed was shrivelled up evefy-
where, Half of us were suffering from fever,
and if it hadn’t been for Dr. Pearson we
should all have died. Then the rain came,
and saved us.”

“Rain?’ mused Lee. “Then you do get
changes of weather in this queer place?”

“Oh, yes; theso misty nights only last for
@ month or two, and generally in July,”
replied Mary., “Oh, look! They're coming
nearer—they're getting bold!”

The flare suddenly went out, and the dark-
ness which descended was deeper than
before. A rolling bank of mist came sweep-
ing down upon the party, damp, clammy,
and bringing a deadly chill with 1,

“These Weed Monsters live miles and miles
away—right on the other side of the
Sargasso,” explained Mary breathlessly.
“We theught we should never see them
again; they must have found out, somehow,
that you people had come. They only attack
at nmight, Father says they can’t see pro-
perly in the daytime; and any kind of
light helps to drive them away.”

“Are they human?” asked Mr. Adams,
with a shiver.

“IFather says they are,” replied the girl,
“He thinks they enust be the descendants
of some unfortunate people who were
trapped in the Sargasso hundreds of years
ago—perhaps thousands of years ago.”

“And during the centuries they have
descended to this pitiable level,” said Nelzon
Lee. “They have lost speech, probably,
and are now more animal than human.
Their bodies have become covered with hair,
their mouths have developed, their ears are
double the size of ours, too.”

A sudden shout came from one of the men;
a frightened yell, shrill with terror.

“Come nearer!” shouted Nelson Lee
urgently., ‘“We must keep together in a
compact body. DBovs, do not hesitate to use
your sticks if neccssary.”

Gurgling grunts and gasps came from the
darkness. Browne and Stevens and Nipper
and Watson were already fighting, Out of
the darkness, slimy hands had clutched at
them.  They felt themselves being sur-
rounded; there iwere scores of these loath-
some enemies,

asked

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Nipper felt physically sick. The air wos
filled with a noxious, fish-like odour. Reach-
ing out, Nipper clutched at @ hairy arm—a
wet, slippery thing which wriggled instantly
out of EIS grip.

“Where are the lights?” he panted.
“Iasn’t somebody got another flare?
Guv’nor "

More hands came out of the darkness.
Nipper hit out wildly, but he couldnt do
much. The Weed Monsters were pressing
round ; they had isolated him from the rest,
In spite of all his efforts he fclt overpowered,
Hands were clutching at his shoulders, his
arms, his meck, his legs. They bore him
down. He fell upon the weed, struggling
frantically.

“Lights—lights !”” yelled Tommy Watson.
“They’ve got Nipper, sir! They’re trying
to get us, too! For goodness sake—"" '

He broke off with a scream, for a number
of the creatures had surrounded him, and
had dragged at his feet, pulling him over.
Ile sprawled on the weed, clutching at the
tough, cable-like growth.

“Look out, you fellows!”
Lee’s steady voice,

Zizzzzeh |

With a hissing roar, another flare blazed
out. Nelson Lece beheld an amazing sight.
Several members of the party were besef

and surrounded by the horrible creatures of
the weed.

came Nelson

Crack! Crack! Crackl
Both ILee and Adams let fly., Their
revolvers spat fire and lead. Sereaming

cries came from some of the Weed Monsters,
and they fell back. Some of them collapsed,
writhing. The others scuttled off.

“1 hate doing it, but it’s their lives or
ours,” muttered Nelson Lee. “By James!
We'll nced to fight even harder!”

Ho dashed forward, holding the
flare aloft. Nipper was still held, and Leo
recklessly plunged in amidst the Weed
Monsters. Fiittix;g out right and left, even
thrusting the flare into the faces of theo
loathsome creatures, he rapidly dispersed
them, They scuttled away, with strange,
guttural cries. .

Olsen the big Swede, was fighting hammer
and tongs. e was an elderly man, but ko
was as hard as nails, with the strengih of a
giant. Lee caught a glimpse of Olsen a3 he
lifted one of the weed crcatures clenr inton

the air. Olsen flung him amongst his fellows,
and there was a fresh series of horrible
shouts.

Crack! Crack!

Mr. Adams wag still shooting. Drowne
and Fenton were fizhting like mad. It wos

hot while it lasted, but after another minute
or so the Weed Monsters seemed to realiso
that they stood no chance. They ran in all
directions, progressing in great leaps, mo<h
of them now using all fours.

“ Anybody hurt?” asked Lee sharply.

“] don’t think so, sir!” said Fenton,
breathing hard. *“Nipper seems to have
been treated more roughly than anyhedy

Se— 4
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“I'm all right,” panted Nipper. “Ugh!
The awful things fairly got hold of me, and
they were carrying me off! Oh, my hat!”

“Iladn’t we better light another flare?”
sucoested Mr. Adams.

“That is the difficulty,” said Lee, frown-
ing. “We don’t want to give Angel any
warning that we are approaching. So far, I
think, we are saf¢; the light from these Hares
has not pencirated through the mist as far as
the island.”

Mary plucked at Nelson Lee's sleeve,

“I don’t think the Weed Monsters will
bother wus any more,” she said _softly.
“Some of them were injured, and they

have been carried off. Tather once told me
that when these strange ercatures are hurf,
they lose their desire for fighting, I believe
they have gone completely away.”

“I hope you are right,” said Lee quietly.
“At all events, there is only one thing we
can do—and that is to carry on.”

e urged them all to colleet round more
closelv. The: flare had now gone out, and
they were once again in the utter blackness.
Mary was in a fever of impatience; even
now she did mnot know exactly what had
happened to her father. DPerhaps he was
dead—killed by those brutal ruflians who
had turned so. suddenly wupon their
benefactors.  All Mary wanted to do was
to get back to the island as quickly as
possible.

They advanced in a solid body, Mary lead-
ing the way. Out of the mist a dull, yellowish
glow now appeared. The girl tightened her
grip on Nelson Lee’s arm as they came
within sight of it. The glow was curiously
unreal, and it seemed to come from some-
where in mid-air. 3

“Y think we are safe. now, from the Weed
Monsters,” =aid Mary. “They woulda't
dare to attack us so near to the island.”

“What is that light?” asked the detective.

“TIt is the lamp at the top of the mast
on Westminster Pier—father always keeps
it burning,” replied Mary. = "“These weed
creatures don't like light, and it helps to
keep them off.” _ _

“Westminster Pier!” repeated Nipper in
astonishment.

“It is & wooden staging which has been

built out from the stern of father’s old

ship, the Araminta.” explained the girl
“We always call it Westminster Pier—
because this end of the island is known as
Westminster. Years and years ago, when I
was quite a baby, father and all the other
men had a big meeting, and the different
parts of the island were called by different
names, Theres Westminster and Bays-
wator and Camden Wown and Hampstead
and Islington and Camberwell and Streat-
ham, yvou see.”

“Well T'm jiggered!" said Nipper, with
a grin. “Not a bad idea, when vou come
to think of it.”

“IFather thought it was better than call-
ing the ships by their proper names.” ex-
plained Mary. “It’s—it’s more like a real
township, isn't it ?"
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“I can see that we are going to be
vxceedingly interested in your wonderful
floating i8land,” said Nelson Lee. * Now,
tell me, voung lady: in which—er—disirict
do vou live?”

“Westininster,” replied Mary promptly.
“Father and mother live in Westminster
because father is the king. And here, in
Westminster, too, 1s the i1sland parliament
—but it only meets once or twice a year,
vou know.”

“Then I don’t think we'll attempt any
landing, as it were, at Westminster,” =aid
Lee, in @ low voice. *““Captain Angel is
bound to be here—and we want to take
him by surprise.” [I{e pointed. “Whera
do we get to over in this dircction?” he
added.

“That’s Camden Town over there,” rep'ied
the girl.

“And who lives there?”

“Well, it’s really an old steamer,” ex-
plained Mary., “It juts out from the rest a
bit, and it’s joined up by a lot of wooden
staging.  Dr. Pearson lives in Camden
Town; he’s fitted up part of the ship as his
surgery, and he's got ever such a comfort-
able homeé, too."

“Then,” said Lee, "I think we will eon-
centrate upon Camden Town.”

_They stole off over the spongy weed, until
the beacon light on Westminster Pier had
been swallowed up in the mist.

CHAPTER 4,
The Attack!
“CAREFUL " warned Mary Weston, in

the faintest of whispers,
Suddenly & ‘great iron wall
loomed up just ahecad. It was the

rusty side of a derelict steamer.

“If we creep aleng here, towards the left,
there's a little stagirg.” said Mary. “In
the daytume there’s a ladder iIn position
lendinf down to the weed, but every night it
15 pulled up. Not that it makes any dif-
ference to me,” she added simply. “y
generally slide down the posts, and it’s just
as easy to climb up again.”

Still keeping together in a compact body,
the adventurers moved parellel with the hull
of the old steamer, and presently they came
to the staging which the girl had referred
to. They could feel i1t rather than sece it,
for just here the mist was thicker than cver.

Nelson Lee was the first to swarm up one
of the upright posts of the staging. Nipper,
Browne, Fenton and the other eubs followed.
Mr. Adams waited behind to see that all
the men were successful. Mary, of course,
reached the top of the staging cven before
Lee, for she climbed with the agility of an
acrobat.

“Where are we now ?” whispered Nipper.

“There's a sort of wooden barrier between
us and the deck,” she replied. “In fact,
the whole deck is roofed over with a big,
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heavy thatch. I don’t quite know how we're
going to break through.”

“Will it be safe
asked Lee softly.

“1 think =0,” she said. “There’s nobody
who ran sce from here—cspecially with this
mist.”’

Nelson Lee struck a mateh, and he saw
immediately in  front of him something
which looked like the wall of a barn. It
was covered with weatherboards, and over-
head there was the thick thatch. But

"Iy

to strike a match?

during those brief moments Lee saw that
some of the boards were warped, and he
could get his fingers into the interstices.

04 |

“atch hold here, some of you,” he said

e

quickly, “That’s the style |”

The match went out, but it had
served its purpose. Lee, Adams
and several of the bowvs grasped
the long board, and they exerted
all their pressure. Suddenly there
was a splintering erack, and the
board broke away.

“My hat!” mnmttered Nipper.

“Somebody must have heard
that !”
“Never mind!” eut in Nelson

«Lee. “Get hold of the other board
—quickly ! The main thing 18 to
ret in—and if it comes to a fight,
we shall be ready.”

Now that the first board was out
the others were easv. I'wo of them
were torn completely away and
tossed down to the weed. Then
Neison Lee wormed his  way
through, followed by the others.
They found themselves on the dry
deck of the steamer, and Lee,
creeping forward, now detected a

glow from the saloon skylight
amidships., The skylight was open,

and Lee was very careful as he
approached,

With a word of warning to the
others not to come too near, he
peered down into the saloon. The
skylight was wide open, and a haze
of tobacco smoke was rising. The
first man Lee saw was Schwartz,
the bo’sun of the Vulture, Schwartaz
was sitting back in a chair,
smoking aud drinking, and there
was another man with him.

“Don’t know what it was,”
Schwartz was saying. *“‘Sounded
like some wood cracking. Hey,
you!” he added roughly. *“ What
was that noise just now ?”

Lee, looking towards the other side of
the saloon, saw a tired, elderly man sitting
on a comfortable settee. This man was Dr.
Pearson. The saloon was more like a com-
fortable living-room than a ship’s lounge.

“I don’t know,” came Dr, Pearsan’s voice
wearily.  “Why ask me? Some of your
infernal companions, I dare say. You
rogues! You will be made to pay for this
sooner or later !”
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“Aw, cut it out!” said S:_-hwart;r.,.'.\'irh an
oath. *“We doa’t wanna hear any more
from youl”

Nelson Lee backed away, and he found
his companions waiting in a group &u:ne
Little distance from the skylight.

“I don’t think we shall have mnuch
trouble here,” whispered Lee. “As far as 1
can make out, there are only two men. There
is another, however—a slim, elderly bearded
man 13

“That’'s Dr. Pearson inter-
rupted Mary. “How is he?

Have they hurt him in any way?
Oh, please let’s do something!”

“Well, my girl, you’ll have to

remain here,” said Lece. “I

L]

will not allow you to be mixed np—"

“But I've got to show you the
down !” interrupted Mary quickly.
on—this way.”

Without waiting for Iee to mako any
further objections she darted down the deck.
She was evidently ¢ girl of cxeceptional
spirit—a girl of sterling courage. The Loys,
who had admired her from the first, were
now ready to be her willing slaves,

vy

“Como



THE NELSON LEFE LIBRARY|

The companionway slood wide open, A
light at the bottom of it enabled the in-
vaders to see what they were doing. There
had been many structural alicerations since
this vessel had been caught in the grip of

the Sargasso—the roof overlicad, the
wooden walle, with the varions windows—

and this very companionway was no longer
akin to a ship. It bad been converted into

a wide, open stairway, and over the top of
it was a heautifully designed flower arhour,

\ \
’ i 5 ﬁ
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fight for life ensued .

with artistic {rcllis-work.  Créepers were
growing in profusion, and, hanging in pots,
there were all manner of gaily-coloured
flowere. It secmed that these people—these
castawavs who had been lost to the world
for o many years—had done their utmost to
camouflage the ships so that they more
closely resemibled ordinary houses.
Mowever, Nelson Lee and the cthers had
ne time to appreciate these interesting points,

Nelson Lee and his party
found themselves attacked
on all sides by the loathsome
Weed Monsters. A desperate
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Nel:on Lee was the first to. get to the
bottom of the stairs; he saw a light gleam-
ing through the transom of the hig door just
ahead. With two strides heo rcached the
door and flung it open. .

Schwartz leapt to his feet, his hand rcach-
ing for his revolver, :

“Tands up!” commanded Lece curtly.

“You doggone son of a sea cook:.”
snarled Schwartz, “Who told you to coms
‘ere interferin i ;

“I?a.nds up, I say!” snapped Lco
dangerously.
Crack!

Schwartz recklessly atlempted to
fire, but Leo was first. The man
gave a scream of agony, and his
weapon went flying across the
rcom, He twisted round, clutch-
ing at his right arm.

“Hold them!” erdercd Lee as
ttie boys rushed in. :

There was no actual fight,
Schwartz and the other man were
cc1zed, bowled over, and within a
couple of minutes they were held

down. Mr. Adams found some
rope, and the pair were quickly
tied, . r

“ITow many more of you here?”
demanded Mr, Adams, as he bent
aver Schwartz. '

“Find out!” grated the ruffian,

“HHow many?”’ repeated thoy
second officer of the Vulture, as hé
dug his fingers into the man’s
windpipe. “Better hurry, my.
friend! I'm in no mood for
nonsense |’ )

“Let go!” pasped Schwartz.
“There’s—there’s mobody!  Only
Straker and me. The rest are over
on one of the other ships;!

we've been lookin’ after this guy.”,

“All right,” said Mr. Adams,}
catisfied that the man had been'
forced into telling the truth. ‘

Without compunction Schwartz
and Straker were bundled into an’
adjoining cabin, and the door wasg'
lecked nupon them. Dr. Pearson, in'
the meantime, was looking at his
reseners with wide-open eyes, Y

“Who are you?”’ he asked.l
“ And Mary! What are you doing’
here?? {

“Oh, these people are friends—
they have comne to help us!” nrimli
the girl, as she ran to Dr. Pearson
and clung to him. “This is Mr.J
Nelson  Lee, and  these  hoys

are——""

“Thank Heaven!” interrnpted the doctor.’
“Perhaps there’s hope for us, after alll
Perhaps theee brutal cseoundrels will be,
averpowered.” ¥

“Where is my father?” asked Mary,
ficreely. “Tlease tell me! Oh, dou’t hide
anything from me, doctor ! If father is dead|
I'd rather know-——:"
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“He is not dead, child,” interrupted Dr.
Pearson, stroking her hair. “There, there!
Don’t look so frightened.”

“But they shot father—I saw them !V
breathed.

“He is injured, but I do not think for a
moment that he 1s 1in any danger,” said the
other gently., “The bullet lodged in his
shoulder, but I was not allowed to help him
in any way. Your father is strong, and if
he receives prompt attention there is no
reason why he should net make a quick
recovery,” .

“Oh, but where is he " asked Mary,
looking round wildly.

“1 think they've got him over at IHamp-
stoad,” said the doctor, his words sgound-
ing strange to the others. “The lust I saw
of vour father and mother was when those
men were taking them along the Hampstead
road. They were just going round the
Spaniards Corners,”

He turned to Nelson Lee,

“All this, no doubt, sounds very strange
to vou. s#ir.,” he said, with a quict, old-world

shie

dignity, “We have cur own names for these
.L_aiul'[:s. The vessel we know as Hampstead is
really an old steel brizantine. The Morrison

family lives there—Mr., and Mrs. Morrison,
their two girls, and an infant son. Mr.
Morrison is our tailor,” he added dryly.

“Tlow do we reach Hampstead?” asked
Nelson Lee. “"We have come here, Dr.
Pearson. to help vou in every wayv we can.
We know that Captain Angel and the men
with him are ruffians of the worst type.
They have, I understand. attacked you and
seized the entire island ?”

“T believe they have done so—but, to tell
vou the truth, eversthing 1s so confused that

dou’'t quite know what has actually hap-
pened,” replied the doctor wearily.  “We
tock these men in thinking that they were
castaways—that they needed succour. They
told us abominable lies coneerning you—that
vou had mutinied, that you were murderers.
I know now how foolish we were to heliove
suc]‘u a story. I cgnnot express my grati-
tuce .

“You can thank us, doctor, after we have
been successful in this mission,” broke in
Lee. “If yvou will act as guide we will go
at once to Hampstead. Adams, I think von
had better remain here with two or three
of the men. TIf vou are attacked. and need
help, fire three shots of vour revolver.”™

“Right you are, sir,” said Mr. Adams
promptly.

Nelson Lee took the boys with him, and
Olsen and one of the other men. Marv and
Dr. Pearson led the way. They went up
the stairs again, erossed the old steamer’s
deck, and reached a rough, erude length of
staging which stretehed away into the black-
ness of the night.

“We call this the Camden Town road,”
explained Dr. Pearson. “It is just a short
structure leading from this ship to the next—
for, of course, they are not absolutely hull
to hull. Some of our ships are two or three
hundreds yards apart, indeed.”
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“And connected by staging in this way?”
asked Lee.

“0Oh, yes—all of them,” said the doctor,
“We have made many improvements during
the past five or six wvears. There is not a
single ship in this central group which is not
connected by a road or footpath of some
kind. The more isolated vesscls are merely
used as storehouses and such-like.”

Having crossed the staging, ther now
found themselves on another ship.  Lights
were gleaming from the skylights here, too,
and overhead there was a thatched roof, just
tho same as the other. Voices could be
heard—raucons, singing voices,

The deck ot this particular ship had been
converted into a veritable flower garden. In
tho subdued light Lee could see that thero
were cunningly contrived flower-beds all
round. There were wooden boxes filled with
a loose, gravelly kind of soil, in which grew
tomato plants, cucumbers, and even melons.
Creepers vax overhead in profusion.

“Plenty of ballast in some of these old
crocks,” whispered Dr, Pearson, “and we
found one ship with & big cargo of
fertiliser.”

Lee nodded. He did not even approach
the skylights, but made straight for the
staircase which led down to the saloon and
tho cabins. As before, the doors were wide
open. Captain Angel’'s men obviously were
not expecting any attack. They fondly be-
lieved that the peaceful inhabitants of this
“ijsland ” were incapable of any hostility:
and such was their arrogance that they did
not even think of the party from the
Vulture. After all, the Vulture was far
away across the weed, and it was ineonceiv-
able to theso rascals that Nelson Lee and
Mr. Adams and the others should eross over
in the blackness of the night.

Nelson Lee strode boldly into the big apart-
ment, where two lamps were glowing.
Three of Angel's men were sitting round
the table; they were playing cards. Over
in one corner crouched a woman and
two girls—these latter being about scventeen
and cighteen. There was a little boy. too.
Not far from them were two men. and one
was Captain Weston, the elected ““king ™
of this strange community. He was lying
back on a big chair, his face pale and
drawn. J¥is ankles were bound. The other
man was small, round-shouldered and
elderly. He was bound hand and foot.

“Father ! cried Mary, running recklessly
forward.

Nelson Tee took no notice of her, but
walked quickly to the table, his gun ready.

“Iands up—all of you!"” he commanded
sharply. ‘“Now, then—no nonsense !”

“Gosh !" gasped one of the men.
that swell detective gny!”

Before they eould take any action the boys
were upon  them.  Nipper and  Tommv
Watson pulled one of the men back in his
chair, and he crashed over on the floor. The
next moment the two youngsters were on
hima. Prowne and Stevens attended to the

(Continued on page 26.)
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TRAPPED IN THE SARGASSO !

(Continued from page 24.)

rocond  mian—and they made no mistake.
?'.f'““’“ and the doctor dealt with the third.
They were roughly bound and pushed into
another room. A quick seavch proved that
there were no more of Captain Angel’s men
here,

CShort shrift—it is the only way,” said
Nelson Lee cheerfully.  “These impudent
rogues miust have been off their heads, or
they would never have attempted anv such
coup. Heaven knows that we are all in the
same boat, and it is sheer madness for us
to be at one another’s throats.”

‘I am glad to hear yon say that, sir,”
said Captain Weston guietly. “If was be

1 sis WY LowUll (uitay. ik wWads be-
cause we never dreamed that these men
wonlflq turn upon us that we allowed them
the fult privileges of our homes.”

Dr. Pearson was bending over him.

YEverything will be all right now, old
fricnd,” he said. “Mr. Lee and these others
will soon put things to rights. Now, vou
must not concern vourself at all. Let me
1!.’13’0":1 good look at your injury.”

Pufore Captain Weston could answer there
came the distant sound of firing. accom-
panied by raucous shouts. Evidently the
excitement of the night was only just com-
meneing,

—

CHAPTER 5.
What the Dawn Brought!

UNNING up to the covered deck,
i Nelson Lee came face to face with
Mr. Adams and his men.

2 “BSorry, sir!” panted Mr. Adams.
Angel and Cragg and several others must
have got wind of what was happening, and
they suddenly swarmed upon us. Olsen has
heen hit in the arm, but cxcept for that we
Lhayen't suffered any casualties. We had to
quit, though—the game was too hot for us.”

““And Angel and Cragg?” asked Leo
au:ckly. “Where are they? What are they
doing " i

“Coming thiz way, I think,” replied the
second mate. “Angel is like a madman—
raving and_ roaring and cursing. Ie's out
for mischief.”

“It's high time that ruffianly hound was
subdued,” said Lee angrily.

L)r.‘ Pearson came running up.
e Gentlemen—gentlemen 1”7 he urged.

Captain Weston has made a suggestion,
Any kind of fighting is difficult in the dark-

ness. and it may lead to tragedies. Captain
Weston suggosts that we should move at
onge,™

“Move? Where to?” asked Lee. “I am

not sure that I approve of runnins away

“You don’t understand !” interrupted the
5'1_00%0:'. “This island is really two islands,
it you can understand me, When daylight
comes vou will see what T mean. There are
actually two_collections of ships, and they
are joined by an extra long length of stag-
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ing. It is what wa call the Central Road.
Captain .Weston suggests that we should
take the women—in fact, everybody—and get
across that road. Once on the othes part of
the island we shall be comparatively safe.
Let these rogues have this other part to
themselves.”

Nelson Lee thought rapidly.

“It might be a good idea—until to-
morrew, at all events,” he said, with a
glance at Mr. Adams. “It will save a lot
of promiscuous shocting in the dark. Well,
we are in your hands, Dr. Pearson; it is for
you to lead the way.”

APTAIN WESTON, supported by his
daughter and Dr. Pearson, were the
first to go off into the darkness. Nel-
son Lee and his party formed a body-

guard. Mrs. Weston, it@eemed, had becen
taken away by some of the other people on
the island at the first attack. She and the
majority of the other inhabitants were al-
ready on the other section. From hulk to
hulk they went, an extraordinary journcy for
the newcomers,

“It is not far now,” said Captain Weston,
with an effort.  “This ship we are just
approaching 1s an old United States de-
stroyer. Once across this we come to the
long staging which spans the Central 3

He paused abruptly, and the others could
tell why. There was a glare of lights ahead.
The figures of men could be seen carrying
great flaring torches.

cut off I” said Dr.

Pearson

“We are ,
anxiously. “Those men are standing at the
junclion—or crossroads, as we call them,

There 1s no other way."”

“Wait here,” said Nelson Lee.
think this will take us very long.”

He strode forward, Mr., Adams with him.
Nipper and Browne and the others quickly
followed.

This old destrover was not covered in like
the other ships; it was only used, it scemed,
as a roadway from one part of the
island to another. Scarcely any of the
superstructure was left; i1t was little better
than a total wreck—although time, aided
by these Lost People, had done much {o
soften the gaunt ugliness of the debris.

At the other end, where the staging
commenced, the men with the flares were
standing, barring the way. There were two
stagings—a junction, as Dr. Pearson had
gsaid. One led off to Westminster; the
other branched at right angles, and eonnected
up the other part of the island. The figures
were those of Captain Blackford Angel, Mr.
Cragg, Schwartz, and some others.

“Sink me for a one-eved porpoize!™ camo
Angel’'s blaring tones. “It's that cussed
swab, Lee! Him an’ his bloomin’ bows!"

Nelson Lee ran now. and he was the first
to approach the burly raseal.

“What madness is tIIiS. Uu}}{'ain Auggl?”
he demanded angrily, *“What do vou hope
to gain by erecating all this disturbance ™

“I don’t
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“None o wyour durned lip!” roaved
Captain Angel, “I'm boss here! Sec? I was
gkipper abeard the Valture—an' I'm skipper
here! When I gives an order, 1t's got to be
oheved !V
“You have apparently forgotien that you
are no longer in command of a ship. Captain
Angel,™ snapped Nelson Lee. “I1 have ono
or two old scores to gettle with you—but
they canm come later., For the present, all
I want you to do iz to get out of the way.”
“T'll get out o’ your way wlhen I want to
—an’ not afore!” thundered the skipper.
““An’ sco ’ere! DI've got a gun, an’ if you
ain’t more respec’ful. I'll nse it!” A zudden
murderous light leapt into his eyes. “I'lIl
us2 it now!” he went on ferocionsly.
“Who’'s to stop me? There's no police ’ere
—no prisons! An’ I'm king of this island,
ton ! i
He levellad hLis revelver, and pulled the
trigger. There was a flash of fire, a vieions
hum, and a bullet sang past Nelson Lee’s
Lead. 1lad the ecaptain been more sober,
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his aim might have been more aceurate.
Nelson Lee leapt forward with

".Il‘?{l\.”:'f.

purpose. ,
Crash | '
Before Captain  Angel counld pull the
trigger again, Nelson Lee's fist drove with

tremendous force into his evil face. The
skipper reeled back, swaved sidewayrs, and
crashed against the wooden rail of tha

staging,

1t gave way under the pressure,
and a wild seream sounded.

Captain Angel

plunged down, to strike the spongy weed
with a dull thud. 5
“On ’em, you chaps!” vyelled Nipper.
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“Come on—now’'s our chance!
“Hurrah |”
The boys were glad enough to get inte
action, They flung themseclves to the attack,
and within a moment a free ficht was in

progress, It was hot and desperate while
it lasted. :
Mr. Cragg went down on to the weed,

following his precions skipper. Schwartz and
the others, considerably the worse for wear,

— e e —
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managed to cscape and bolted back to ono of
tho other hulks. A few random shots came
in the darkness, but they were not dangerous.

“1 think we can get through now,” said
Nelson Lee erisply.

Within fifteen minutes that part of the

island had been completely evacuated by its
“rightful inhabitants. It was left in the sole
occupation of Captain Angel and his men.
. There was great rejoicing amongst the
simple people of this island when Captain
Weston was brought in, and when all the
others were found to be safe. It had been
a night of anxicty and torment so far; but
now it scemed that the peril was over,

Nelson Lee left Mr. Adams, Oslen and
Fenton at the end of the Central Road;
they were to hold it against any possible
invaders, aand 1f an attack developed they
wero to send for help immediately. Not
that there was much likelihood of this,

In some subtle way, Nelson Lee’s

personality had already impressed itself
upon all. He was, indeed, a born leader;
and the manner in which he had handled
this affair had proved that he was a man
to be trusted and respected. IHe took
command of the latest situation with the
same coolness, and nobody even thought of
guestioning him,
+ “"Now, ladies and gentlemen, I want you
to get some rest,” he said. “You have
had a harrowing night, and what you need
1s sleep. You may confidently rely upon
us to afford you every protection from now
onwards.” .

“We are grateful to wyou, sir,” said
Captain Weston quietly. “Why should you
take all these risks on our behalf?”

“Later, Captain Weston, you will under-
stand,” replied Lee. “We have our own
scores to scttle with Angel and Cragg. 1
am glad that we now have the opportunity
of settling that account,”

“It will be difficult—very, very difficult,”

put in Dr. Pearson, shaking his head.
“Life here, Mr, Lee, is not the same as else-
where in the world. We are cut offi—for-
gotten—with no earthly possibility of ever
cscaping from this eternal weed. In our
own simple way, we have done our best to
make life bearable. But what would I not
give—what would not any of us give—for
the opportunity of returning home? Eng-
land! By Heaven! What pictures I can
conjure up!” he added, with a sigh.
v *“And now, like a blight, these ruffians
have come amongst wvou to destiroy your
peace,”” said Nelson Lee. “Well, we aro
here, too—and I do not think that Captain
'‘Angel will stand much chance. Before long
he will be pub in his place—and kept
there.”

HE night passed.
" Nelson Lee joined Mr, Adams out- 1

side.  Nipper and the other boys
relucantly obeyed Nelson Lee’s orders and
found some sleep. ¥When they awoke, broad
daylight had come. The sun was shining
through the haze, and the heat was already

THY NELSONI!LEE LIBRARY

becoming intenze. Going out, the boys found
much activity; and they were amazed and
freshly startled by the wonderful spectaclo
which was spread before their eyes.

Hitherto they had only scen this island
from afar. It had scemed very much like
an ordinary collection of hulks and wrecks.
Now they were actually on the island itself,
and from this viewpoint everything was
different. .

Many of the decks were beautified with
flower beds; in other places there were
claborate  gardens—with all sorts of
vegetables growing. The ships, in most cases,
had been converted into homes, In every
possible way the rooms had been made to
resemble sitting-rooms and bed-rooms of
houses. Standing on one of the highest
points, the boyvs could see the network of
staging, leading from ship to ship, forming
roadwayvs and passages in a bewildering
profusion.

There was the one big staging joining up
the two collections of hulks—the Central
Road. That other part of the island, which

consisted of Westminster, Camden Town,
Uampstead and Bayswater, was much
smaller than this. It was now solely

occupied by Captain Angel and his men.

“We'll soon have them out,” said Nelson
Lee grimly. “We can’t allow them to have
their own way for long.”

“But what, exactly, are we going to do
with them ?” asked Mr. Adams dubiously.
““I mean, what can we do? We can't lock
them up.”

“We ean deport them,” retorted Lee.
“We can consign them to some old hulk, a
mile or two away from this central island,
and we can take such measures that we shall
not be bothered with them in the future.
They have alienated themselves by their
conduct ; they have forfeited their right to
live with these good pecople in this com-
munity.’’

Captain Weston and Dr. Pearson joined
Nelson Lee later. The eleeted “king’ was
looking rather pale and shakyv, and he
carried one arm in a sling; but he refused
to take to his bed.

“Before I commence to thank you for
what you have done, Mr. Lee, there is one
other duty I have got to perform,” he said.
“I want you and your boys to come round
with me. My desire is to introduce vou to
our wives and children and friends. We
shall know one another for a very long
time.”

“So, for the next hour, Lee and the
““cubs ” were escorted from ship to ship,
and introduced te all and sundry. Every-
where they went they were regarded as
conquering heroes. Even Nelson Leco was
only just beginning to realise the panic and
confusion which the rascally Captain Angel
1ad spread through this commumity.

"It was so uncxpected,” explained
Weston, some 4ime later. “What reason
was there for this man turning on us? Wo
had riven him shelter. He was a fellow
mariner; tho captain of a ship which had
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Just as Nipper and Wat-

son reached the seemingly

injured mabp, a number of
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Angei and his scoundrelly men—the two
boys had bteen tricked !
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ing gesture. “You see our years of work,”
he went on. ‘“We get our wood from the
decks of ships that we do not desire to use.
These wrecks supply our every need—
medicine, food, fuel, lighting, crockery,
cooking wutensils, and hundreds of other
things. Eight years ago a hulk drifted in
which contained a glorious supply of flower
and vegetable seeds, and you can be sure
we utilised them at once. Since then we
have been enlarging our agricultural depart-
ment.” ;

“We've got two hulks put there,” said
Captain Weston, pointing, “the decks of
which we have converted into fields, and
we have grown some really excellent crops
of potatoes and other vegetables, Our
weather 1s steady as a rule—with a good
deal of rain from November to March. By
August, by the way, these mists will have
completely pgone, and then e get our
realﬂ' hot season.”

“] take it that you never geot gales?”
asked Lee, with a glance at some of the
fragile stagings.

“No, we get practically no wind at all,”
replied Captain Weston. “And, of course,
referring {mck to food, ocecasionally our
problems get aecute, Most of these hulks
contain big supplies—but 1t ferments or
becomes rotten and is unfit for consumption.
We are solving the problem to an extent by
growing our own vegetables. We have
found that monkey flesh is quite palatable,
too—and there are plenty of monkeys.
Again, by cutting deep holes in the weed,
we have found that we can obtain a constant
supply of fish. We are now making experi-
ments with fruit.”

“And, of course, a new wreck occasionally
drifts in, such as ours,” said Lce.

“We sight them at a distanco now and
again,” said the mopnarch of this strange
colony. *“Naturally, there is a lot of excite-
ment on such an ocecasion. Expeditions
start off at once. Secldom do we find any
living persons, but a new wreck generally
means a fresh supply of tinned goods, and
so forth. One came in three months ago
with sufficient cases of condensed wmilk and
bully beef and all kinds of canned fruit to
last us for years. The one advantage of
heing in the Sargasso,” he added dryly,
““is that it is the central magnet, and these
hulks are always drifting in with persistent
regularity.”

“A one-way traflic,” nodded Lee gravely.
“Of course, you have considered the
possibilities of getting away from herc—and
returning to the outer world 7”

“Weo have considered them, and we have
put many schemes into operation,” said the
other. *“And let mo tell you at once, Mr.
Lee, that there is absolutely xo hope of
escape., You and your boys are doomed to
remain here for the rest of your lives. A
stunning thought—one which will take you
somo wecks—perhaps months—to realise
fully, It is a ghastly tragedy; yet we
manage to enjoy life in our own quiet way.

*
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Some pecople on carth are worse off, I dare
say.”

“We shall have some wonderful talks for
weeks,” said Dr. Pearson eagerly. " You
must tell us all the latest news, Mr. Lee—
and there must be a great deal for us to
learn,. since you are the first strangers who
have come in for wears., Our last arrival

was a solitary sailor, nearly decad from
thirst, on a derelict schooner.”
“But about escaping,” went on Lee. *In

these days of wireless, surely you have been
able to find some serviccable apparatus on
one of these wrecks?”

“There 15 not & man amongst us who
understands  wireless,”  replied Captain
Weston. “And what would be the good,
anyhow? Snpposing we induced a vessel to
come to our help, we should only lure them
to share our own fate—for once a ship gets
deeply into this weed it can never cscape.
We have travelled for scores of miles over
the weed—wo have sent expeditions in all
dircetions, The ocean currents are foo
strong to allow of any escape. And there
are other perils out beyond the weed,” he
added quietly. “You had a taste last night.
There are the Weed Monsters. No, we are
safer here.” :

And there was a note of quiet finality in
his voice.

* CHAPTER 6.
Captain Angel Pays a Call!

APTAIN ANGEL was in a black mood.
He strode up and down the covered
deck with his jaw aggressively thrust
forward.

“They’ll pay for it, Cragg!” he declared
ferociously. “DBy hokey! They'll pay for it
good and plenty !”

Mr, Cragg grunted.

“Easy enough to talk,” he said, with a
sneer. “I'd like to know just what we can
do? They've got the bigger part of the
island to themselves—and there's a mighty
crowd of ‘em. What with Lee an’ them
others, there must be nearly ffty men, an’
thirty of ‘em, at least, good for fightin’,
We're only a ’andful by comparison.”

Captain Angel made no reply for a momeng
or two. Ie continued to pace up and down,
From below came the sounds of clattering
and rough thlk. Schwartz and the others
were at breakfast.

““Besides,” went on Mr, Crags, >:“~°}l:l{:'ﬂ
the good? Seems to me we're all in the
same boat. There ain’t no escape from this
blamed place, an’ if we're allus goin’ to ba
at onc another's throats—"

“Oh, no!” interrupted the raseally
skipper. **Not allus, Mr. Cragg! That's
where you're wrong. There can only be one
boss in a place like this ’ere—an’ I'm goin”
to be the hoss!”

“So you said yesterday,” mnodded Mr,
Cragg.
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“’Ow was I to know that Leo ’an them
others would come interferin’?” blared the
skipper.

“Well, they came, anyway—an’ I don’s
see 'ow you can handle ’em,” continued
the mate. *“They're too many for wus,
cap'n. I reckon tge best thing we can do
is to eat a bit of umble pic; send a message
across sayin’ that we was half drunk, an’
didn’t know what we were doin’, See? Get
pally with ’em, like. Then, Ilater on,
we might be able to work things proper.”

Captain Angel shook his head.

“In the fust place, they wouldn’t believo
us,” he said. “In the second place, 1 ain’t
the kind of man to admit defeat, Not me!l
Scems we're booked to spend the rest of our
days ’ere. There. h ain't a chance in a
million that we’ll ever see the outer world
ag'in.  And, by hokey, we might as well
be th;? bosses in this blamed one-horse king-
dom.

“Sounds all right, but—="

“We'll live a life of ease an’ comfort, an’
we'll make these other swabs do all the
work,” continued the captain. My word
is goin’ to be law. TUnderstand, Mr. Cragg?
If I say that a man’s got to be put to death,
there’s goin’ to be no appeal! An’ arter I've
took command, the fust man I scntence will
be Mister Biinking Nelson Leel”

Mr, Cragg was practical,

“As I said afore, it’s easy enough to talk,”
hs grunted. *“’Tain’t no good us goin’ for
them others. There’s too many of 'em.
We'd be wiped up in a scrap.”

“You ain’t got no brains—an’ you never
'ad any!” retorted Captain Angel sourly.
“Qtrategy is what we've got to use ’ere—
strategy, you fool!”

“You seem to fergit that Lee is pretty
clever at strategy, too,” the mate pointed
out, “What about last night? What about
the way ’im an' his boys took us by sur-
prisec? That wasn’t strategy, was it?”

“Two can play at that game!” said the
captain harshly. “We'll lie low for a bit,
see? We won't do nothin’ to-day; wo'll
make 'em think that we're at a sort o’ loose
end. Then, when they're off their guard—
we'll strike !”

For the better part of the day Captain
Angel prowled about on the decks of the
ships that formed his part of the island.
Now and again he venturcd across some of
the stagings, and constantly he stared over
al the main section; but not once did he
attempt to get into communication with the
enemy. Ile displayed a lofty indifference.

Captain Angel was trying to think of some
schemo  whereby he could get the upper
hands and as the day progressed he was
becoming more and more convinced—to his
disgust-—that Mr. Cragg was right, What,
indeed, ecould they do?

They were a much smaller force, arid they
were not particularly well armed. There
were only one or two firearms amongst them,
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and only & very limited supply of ammuni-
tion. It was clear enough, too, that Nelson
Lee had set a eclose watch; boys and men
wero posted at every strategical spot. [f
Captain Angel made the slightest aggressive
move, 1t would be seen. After nightiall the
position would be exactly the same. Guards
would be placed everywhere, and any
attempted surprise on the part of Angel’s
party would be doomed to failure.

. It was as the eveming mists were creep-
mg over the weed that Angel thought
of a plan. He considered it for some time
before ho too% Mr. Cragg into his con-
fidence. Cragg Lknew at once that some
change had occurred, for Captain Angel’s

eyes were burning, and his face was deeply
flushed,

“BSce them two boys?” said the skipper,
pointing with a gnarled finger.

“Them twa stuck on the end o’ that old
wha'ar 17

“Yes.” "

“What about ‘em?”

“They’re on the watch,” said Captain
Angel. “Put there by Lee's orders,
reckon. D’you see ’ow the mist keeps
sweepin’ in an' ’iding ’em up for a bit?"

“Well 1" asked Mr. Cragg curiously,

“I just got an idea,” said the skipper.
“When the mist gets a bit worse we’ll tako
Schwartz an’ one o' the others, an’ we’ll
slip across the weed.”

“An’ then whati”

“We'll grab them two boys and bring ’em
here.” said Angel cunningly. “If we do
the job right, ncobedy won't see—or ’ear,
either 1"

“I don’t foller,” said the mate, staring.
“What’s the blamned good o' grabbin’ them
two kids? If you're lookin’ for trouble,
you'll find plenty of 1t. Them kids i1s wuss
than wild tigers!”

“You wall-eyed son of a barnacle! Ain’t
you ever ’eard o’  hostages?” demanded
Captain Angel impatiently. *“If only we
can get them two boys as ’ostages we're
sittin’ pretty. We can dictate our own
bloomin® terms. Rather than let them boys
come to any ‘arm Lee will agree to do any
blamed thing 1 suggest.”

Mr. Cragg stared, and then whistled.

“Blame me if I don’t think you’re right,
cap'n,” he said at length. “’Tain’t such a
bad idea, arter all.”

T was about half an hour after this that
Nipper and Tommy Watson, leaning
over the bulwarks of the old whaler,
noticed that the mists were becoming

dense. ) )

“ Ahout time wo were relieved, isn’t it ?”
asked Walsun, “We've been on duty for
three hours.”’

“Mr. Adams and Olsen are relieving us,
I think,” said Nipper. “They ought to
be here any minute now. By jingo! I'm

hungry. Can’t quite understand those
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beggars over there,” he added, with a nod
towards the cnemy’s camp. “I  believe
they're up to some mischief. It’s funny
that they’ve made no sign during the day.”
Tommy Watson shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, they can’t do much, anyhow,”
he said.  “'There aren’t cnough of them.
Besides, with Mr. Lee in command—he's

practically king of this place now—we're
as safo as houses.”

Nipper suddenly rose to his feet.

“What was that?” he asked sharply in a
low voice.

“I didn’'t hear anything.”

“A sort of moan—fromm the weed!” said
:Nipger, staring down. “I’'ll swear 1 hecard

. He broke off. It came again, and then,
dimly seen in the mist, a strange figure
crawled into sight, It was thoe figure of a
‘man, naked to the waist.” He was clutching
ab the weed and dragging himself along
with agonisiny slowness. Right across his
chest, which was smeared with erimson,
was a horrible, ugly wound.

' “Help!” he moaned faintly. ““Them
brutes ’ave finished me!” ,
v The man’s pitiful condition aroused

Nipper to immediate activity. A hot flush
came into his face as he realised the mecan-
ing of this. This man, no doubt, had
opposed Captain Angel,_ and he had been
maltreated 1n conscquer%e.
- “Buzz back, Tommy, and bring the
guv'nor !"” said Nipper sharply. “I’ll drop
down to this man’s help. Bring Dr., Pear-
'son, too."
+ “Jold on!” “I'd better
help you first.”
' They dropped to the weed, rebounding cn
the spongy surface. Then, plunging across,
they reached the side of the helpless man.
“All right,” said Nipper gently, “We'll
soon have you Why, hallo! What the
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He broke off. a note of alarm sounding
in his voice. Ior his keen eyes had de-
teeted something which aroused his deepest
suspicions. It wasn’t blood on this man’s

sald Watson,

chest. There was no wound at all. The
whole thing was a fake!

" “Lobk out. Tommy!” said Nipper
tensely. “We'd better get back——""

© Again he broke off. Figures loomed up
out of the mist: Captain Angel and Mz,
Cragg aud Schwartz and another!  They
fell upon the two boys before they could
move a couple of yards,

“Got ’em!” snarled the rascally skipper.
“Careful, Cragg! Don’t let ’em make an
outery !”

“What do yon
Mr. Cragg sourly,

e had fallen upon Tommy Watson, and
he was forcing the unfortunate Tommy’s
face into the weed.  Ropes were quickly
bound round the boys, heavy cloth pads were
wound round their faces. The two young
prisoncrs  were dealt with effectively and
swiftly.

take me for?” retorted
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CHAPTER 1
The Threat—and What Followed!
R. ADAMS was not alarmed at

first; he was only mildly apnoyed.

“Young idiots!” he said, frown-

ing. “Mr. Lece distinetly told

them to remain here until you and I re-
lieved them, Olsen. And they’'ve gone!”

“You were a boy yoursclf once, sir,” said
the old Swede, shaking his hcad.

“¥Yes, 1 know—and all boys, I suppose,
are irresponsible,” said Mr. Adams. “ Still,
Nipper is a bit different. 1 can’t under-
stand why bhe should—— By thunder! I
wonder if something has happened to
them?” he added, with sudden eoncern.
“There’s only a mnarrow passage-way con-
necting this ship with the next. They
didn’t pass us, ﬂ'&son. They’re certainly not
aboard here. What has become of them,
then 7%

They searched high and low over tho
old whaler. Nipper and Tommy Waltson
had certainly disappeared. Mr, Adams
soon came to a decision.

“Yeu wait here, Olsen,” he said sharply.
“I'll run back to Mr. Lee and report, I'cu-
haps the boys have got in by now, and,
if so, I'll give them the length of my
tongue.”

When Mr. Adams rcturned to the main
party he reccived a fresh shock,  Nipper
and Watson had not been scen.  Nelson
Lee was instantly worried.

“I’ll come with you. Adams,” he said.
“Perhaps an examinalion of the whaler's
deck will provide us with a clue.”

Just thon one of the castaways—a man
named Collins—came running up, his [ace
expressive of excitement.

“Captain  Angel is coming along the
Central Road!” he panted. “lle’s holding
a white flag!”

Nelson Lee drew his breath in sharply.

“I wonder?” he muttered. “Can there
be any counection Dbetween the disap-
pearance of these boys and Angel's visit?
I don’t like the look of things, Adams.”
Ho turned to Collins, #Is Captain Angel
alone " he asked.

“Yes, I think so.” said Collins. ““Muys.
Morrison teld me that he was coming, and
I thought T’d better let you know " :

“Quite right,” said Lee, *‘‘Perhaps we
had better sce what Angel wants before we
do anything further.”

They went towards the big staging known
as the Central. Road. Browne and Stevens
were on duty here, gnarding the spot.
Captain  Angel was just approaching. Hoe
came along at a swagger, and on a picco
of stick he carried a fragment of whito

rag. "
“Ahoy, there !” he called boisterously. “No
need to git nervous: 1 ain’t lookin' for

trouble. All T wants is to ’ave a nice, quiet
talk with Mister Lee.”

“I vregret, brother. that there is no
thoronghfare,” said DBrowne. “This is a

one-way street and you are progressing in
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the wrong direction. Be good cnough to
ng:hulhﬂut, face and vamoose.

‘None o’ your darned lip!” :url Captain
Angel cheerfully. “I've come ’ere under
the white flag, ain’t I?7 All I want 1s a
parley. Seems ter mo that we can fix
th]ii:g:? up nice an’ comfy if we ’ave a square
ftalk.

Nelson L.ee arrived, and he nodded to
Browne and Stevens to stand aside.
“What do you want here,

Angel 7” he demanded.

“Well, well! If it ain’t my old friend,
Mr. Lee!” said the captain, with obviously
forced geniality. “You cant tell ’ow
pleased I am to see you ag'in, mister!
Aboard the old Vulture you was a deck
’and an’ I was skipper. Bubt now we mecet
on equal terms, hey 7”

Mr, Adams strode forward and ran his
fingers over tho captain’s clothing.

“’Ere, keep your ﬁlthy paws to yourself
roared - tho skipper.  “What's the blamed

(Captain

;n

idea——" . :
“No weapons,” said Mr, Adams, glancing
ﬂt I_JQL:

“I didn't expect any,” said the doteotne

“Well, Angel, you’d better come along.”
The ruffianly skipper’s very manner told
Nelson Lee that a dramatic change had
come over the situation. And the mysterious
disappearance of Nipper and Watson was
significant. They all halted on one of the
covered decks. Dr. Pearson had joined

a3

them by this t{ime, and he was locking at
Antn'[ with angry eyes.

W !w do vou allow this scoundrel io come
here 7” he asked wonderingly,

“Just a little chin-wag—that’s all,” =aid
Angel, *“The fact is, gents, T want us to
come to an understandin’, See? Now, I've
sort of made up my mind that there can’s
be two bosses in a show like this, An’ I've
got a hankerin’ to rule the roost. Now,
what about it? Are you willin’ to let mo
take command?"

“No, we are not!” said Dr. Pearson hotly.

*3 “asnt speakin’ to you—I was speakin’
to Mr. Lee,” said the captain, with a sneer.
“All T want is your word that you'll accept
my authority—that you’ll allow me to give
orders. In fact, me an’ my men are gom
to run the whole bloomin’ show, an’ the
sooner we come to @ proper understandin’,
the better.”

“The man must be mad!” put in Collins.
— “Look here, Captain Angel, T know very
well that vou would not adopt this .al itude
unless_ you had something up your sleeve,”
said Nelson Lee grimly., “What i3 it?
What trickery have you been up to now?
Out with it1”

“If I wasn't a patient man, I'd be insulted
at them words,” said Captain Angel gently
“But, secin’ as your nerves is a bit on odgn
Mister Lee, I'll overlook it. Now, there's
a question of two boys—"

e
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“You tricky brute!” burst out Mr. Adams
furiously.

“Two boys,” continued Captain Angel.
“They was foolish enough to fall into a little
trap I sef for 'em. They're now out on the
weed, bound ’and an’ foot, in charge o’ some
¢’ my men. Sce?”

“What are you going to do with them?”
asked Lee harshly,

“That all depends upon you, mister,”
replied the rascally ecaptain.  “If  you
give me your promisc—an’ your word

goes for all these others, too—that you’ll
accept me as your leader, I'll let them boys
come back. In other words, what you’ve
got to do is to surrender. Do you get that,
gents?  You've got to surrender uncon-
ditionally. an’ arter that I'll rule the roost.”

“And—if we refuse?” asked Lee steadily.

Captain Angel shrugged his shoulders.

“If you refuse, it’'ll be pretty bad for them
two bovs,” he said, with a leer. “7They’ll
be took out across the weed, an’ left by
themselves. You know what’ll appen, dor’t
vou? There's a lot o' queer critturs on this
weed. Monsters they call 'em, dondt they?
They aia’t very nice critturs to be mixed up
with, by what I've seen an’ 'eard, and if
they get ’old o them two boys—why, 1
reckon 1t'll be the end of ’em!”™

“You hound!” grated Nelson Lee hotly,
“Unless we surrender, you'll forsake those
boys to the Weed Mounsters?”

“You've put it in a nulshell,” nodded

Only

Captain Angel. *“ Neat, ain’t it?"

Nelson Lico’s fists became clenched.
with the greatest difficulty did he prevent
himself gripping Captain Angel by the
throat, He felt helpless—bafiled. Tlie
whole position was horrible; Captain Angel
had them in a trap.

“We must not do this, Mr, Lee!” urged
Dr. Pearson excitedly. “Never will we
surrender to this dog! He cannot mean
what he says about those boys—"

“Knowing Captain Angel as Y do, T am
convinced that he 4s in ecarnest,” interrupted
Lee, “This man i1s a blackguard of the
worst type—""

“'Ere, wyou'd best be earcful what you
say,” snarled Angel. “Why, for two
pins I'd knock your ’cad off, you lopsided
land-lubber !

He suddenly flung himself upon Nelson
ILee, inflamed by the detective's scathing

denunciation. - Mr. Adams, whose mnerves
were on edge, too, quickly pulled his
revolver.

“Keep your hands off, you scum!” he
shouted..

“Scum, am I?” reared Angel. twirling
on him. “By hokey! You'd talk to me like
that, would you?"

b He raised his fist, and Mr. Adams dodged.

Crack !

'» IIis revolver spoke. But Adams dcliber-
ately fired into the thatched roof. He
thought, perhaps, that the report would
bring Angel to his senses. It certainly
did. The infuriated skipper was cooled

down on the instant; his hands dropped
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and a startled, almost bewildered, expression
came over his face.
What

“Gosh!” he gasped. *““You fool!

did you do that for?” Before Mr. Adams
could answer, Captain Angel became frantic,

“You don't understand !” he went on. “I
made an arrangement with Schwartz and
Cragg before I came ’¢re. They're out thero
on the weed—out in the mist. They've got
them boys with ’em.”

“Well 7 rapped out Lee.

“They're waitin’,” said the skipper. “An’
I told ’em that if they ’eard a revolver shot
they was to take it as a signal. An’ that
signal was to mean that you wouldn't
surrender !”

“What !” panted 1’0&, clutching at the
skipper‘s arm. *“You mean—-"

-“1 mean that the signal’s bin given!”
growled Angel aggressively., “They’re goin’
to take them boys further out upon the weed,
an’ leave ’em there. It don’t matter what

you do now, they’ll obey my orders. You
fools! You've thrown those boys’ lives
away by lettin' off that gun!”

Iiee sprang into instant activity.

“Hold this man!” he ordered. “DBind
him if neceessary, and take him below.
Adams, come with me! Ienton, Browne,
Stevens. Get flares! We've got to rescuae

those two boys!”

UT wupon tho weed, Cragg and
Schwartz, having heard that signal,
carried their youthful prisoners
father and farther out,

“Reckon this'll do,” satd Mr. Cragg, as
he glanced uncasily round at the gathering
mist.

Nipper and Watson were left there—bound
hand and foot. The two men returned with
considerable haste—for they could not forget
the Weed Monsters. They certainly did not
wish to be caught themselves!

They ran into Nelson Lee’s party when
they got near the island.

“Those boys!” shouted Lee. ‘“What have
vou done with them? That signal was a
mistake. Hands up, you scum!”

Startled, Cragg and Schwartz explained
where they had left the twoe boys. TPartics
were sent out in every direction. But the
results were nil. The weed was scarched
for miles, and the hunt went on for hours.

At last Nelson Lee was forced to give up
the hunt. It was clear enough that Nipper
and Watson had been scized by the Weed
Monsters, and that they had been carried
off. It was impossible to guess what their
fate had bLeen.

Little did the castawavs dream that the
capture of Nipper and Tommy Watson by

the Weed DMonsters was to lead to the
ultimate salvation of the entire party!
THE END.

(Amazing adventures awaif the castawrays
in next week's smashing long, complele
yarn. Look out for the title—° Galleon
Gold! 7’ and order your NELSON LIIE in
advance, chums!)
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Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !
know of a good rib tickler send it along now—and win

a prize !

or a penknife.

NOT APPRECIATED.

Mother : *“ Willie, I hear you were caned at
gchool to-day. What for 17

Willie : ** Well you see, mother, teacher told
us to write an essay on laziness—and I sent in a
blank page.”

(G, Coles, 79, Watson Street, Derby, has been
awarded a handsome walch.)

LOST PROPERTY.

1t was a kit inspection, and the soldiers had
their things laid out on the beds. The orderly
officer walked into the room and approached
Private Browrn.

“ Three shirts, Brown ? ”’ he aske:d.

“Yes, sir, One on, one in
the wash, and one in the box.”

“Two pairs of boots 7™

“Yes, sir. One pair on, the
other pair in the box.,”

“Good! Now, where is tho
box ?

* Dunno, sir.

(W. Dudley, 3, Haugh-

T've lost it.”

It you

A handsome watch will be awarded each
week to the sender of the best joke ; all other readers
whose efforts are published will receive a pocket wallet
Address your jokes to *‘ Smilers,”
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4,

TIT FOR TAT !
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The brother telegraphed Wack :

“ Pa prepared. %re are yqwsclf,”

(D. Wartnwright, unnymdie, Droon
Road, Rotherham, has been awarded a
pocket wallet.)

INSULTED !

First burglar : “Hallo, Bill, what’s the
matter 2 b
Sccond burglar: “ Matter ? Do you
seo this notice on the police staticn board ?
Well, they're only offering fifty pounds
reward for my capture, and it used to be
a hundred pounds. An insult, T call ig! "
(K. Drury, 27, Tufton Road, South
Chlingford, has been awarded a peilinife.)

THE DIFFERENCE !
Johnny : “ Look at that rhinoceros.”
Willie : “ That ain’t a rhinoceros-—that’s a
hippnpotmnu;s:, Can’t you see it hasn't got a

racdiator cap !

(. Flook, 56, Crooke Road, Depiford Parl,
S.E.8, has been awarded a penknife.)

HIS ONE REQUEST.

The manager was signing on a new player.

“Now, look here,” he said. *‘ While you
are with this club you cannct ride & mctov-
cycle, drink, stay out late at night, go to
dances, bet, or write articles for the news.
papers.”

“But please,” said tho foot-
baller, ““can I kick the hall
on Saturdays 1 "

(I". Hipwood, 23, Gas Y aid,
Unton Mill Street, Woleer-
hampton, has been awarded @
pocket wallet.)

mond View, Mountfields, LAST LAP !

Shrewsbury, has been Ly The small counir
awarded a penknife.) Two motor-cars had collided. Said theatre was pla.;fing:r
the first motorist : “The Fortv Thieves.’

1 “ 3 &L R
TOO TRUE! You ought to be pushing a pram! As they had only eight
Bill: “ Go back and ““You ought to be in it!”’ came the players, the scene where
lick him, you coward !  Tetort! ” the thieves entered the
Alf ;: ** B-but he’s al- (D, Jarvis, 11, Cenfre Streef, 1reasure cave was per-
ready given me two  Grimsbury, Banbury, Oxon, has formed by the same

black eyes.”

Bill : “ Well, ho can’t
give you any more, can
he, fathead 7"

(R. Rixson, 13, Varcoe Road, S.E.16, has been

awarded a pocket wallet.) -

ALL AT SEA'!

Mistress (instructing the butler) : “ Now how
do you address a baronet ?

Butler : * Your Lordship.”

Mistress : ““ And his wife 1™

Butler : *“ Your Ladyship.”

Mistress : “ And an Admiral 7"’

Butler : ** Kr—Your Flagship.”

(J. A. Franklin, 3, Eva Street, Rusholie,
Manchester, has been awarded a penknife.)

BE PREPARED !

A student failed in an examination in all f.ve
subjects he took. He telegraphed fo his brother :
“ Failed in all five. Prepare Pa.”

been awaerded a pocket wallet.)

actors entering and re-
entering from the other
side of the stage, TUn-
fortunately, one of the players had a bhad
Jimp. After he had entered the cave for the
fourth time a man from the gallery was heard

to shout :
“Go it, Hoppy ! Last lap ! ™

E. Dloom, 27, Cromwell Grove, Hanmersmith,
W.6, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

EXCEEDINGLY DULL !

Green: “I say, that new clerk Bifkins
seems very dull,”

Browne : “ Dull isn’t the word. o is absos
lutely hopeless, Do you know that if brains
were made of canvas, he wouldn’t have enough
to malke a pair of spats for a canary !V

(J. Jones,  Royal Qak,” Rookery Street,
Wednesfield, Siaffs, has been awarded & pocket
wallct.) * - il
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Warning : This Riotously Funny Yarn Will Make You Grow Fat!

THREE “K "]

A b i D A

‘Earl Ern & Co. seek
‘vengeance  against
"their  arch-enemies,
‘the Hooded Horrors!

VYT VY VYVYVVYTYY

Cinema Battle!
THE triumph of Dicky Dyke, cap’'n of

the Hooded Horrors, over the Three

“K " Brethren was short lived. The

spoils of war which he had carried
away from Mrs. Drawback’s coal-cellar
adorned his bed room. The night when the
Hooded Horrors had crept home after their
great victory, Dicky had hardly placed his
noble head upon the pillow when a stone
whistled through the open bed-room window
and landed on nhis chest.

Round the stone was a piece of paper, and
on the paper was a message. It was a
message that nearly turned the cap'n’s blood
to ice and almost made his hair rise on end,
for it said:

“Beware—The Earl of Backstreet rests
not neither does he sleep until he's got
his own back.”

There was no signature to the warning—
just a sketeh of a lion rampant on a blade
of grass: the crest of the valiant Irn, Earl
of Backstreet, who was the chief knight of
the three “Kourageous Krusade Kmghts,”
or the Three “K ” Brethren, as they ealled
themselves. My Lord, Lou of Alleyway and

E

RETHREN!

Sam, Squire of Gashouse Projerty, were the
other two members.

Scared though Dicky was, he felt rather
proud of his unigue position. He ceased to
go abroad unless his gang formed a body-
guard; and even at school two at lcast sat
by his side. Darkly he hinted every time ho
said good-bye to his mother that maybe she
milg;ht never see him again,

irn, Earl of Backstreet, awaited his oppor-
tunity, Three days passed. Dicky Dyke
commenced to feel angry at the band of little
children who accompanied him everywhere,
expecting to seo him pounced wupon and
“done unto death.” Advance guards went
before and rear-guards came after. Mrs,
Dyke, scenting evil, took and brought her
son to and from school. He told her that a
terrible, dreaded “gang” was after him.
Mysterious warnings wero placed through the
letter-box ; some were stuck to the windows
and walls of the house during the night,
aothers were found in the milk bottles, and
g¢ven in a loaf of bread that had been left on
the doorstep. The warnings consisted of the
following dreaded words:

“ Beware—Death Lurks!”

Four days passed, and Dicky Dyke com-
meneced to wish he wasn’t cap'n of the
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Hooded TIorrors. His face had paled and
his cyes became lecavy and his footsteps
slow.

Mieanwhile, smarting under defeat, Ern,
Farl of Backstreet, and his brave brethren
looked upon the funking Dicky Dyke as a
kind of devouring dragon, which was their
knightly duty to destroy, even as did St.
George of old.

Armed with a new, glistening shield, the
noble earl rode his spasmodic sieed, Micky,
the motor-bike, round the district, seeking 1n
the old haunts for the face of Dicky Dyke.
Sam, Squire of (Gashouse Property, rode
pillion when he didn’t bave to push Micky,
while Lou, Lord of Alleyway, spied upon the
residenco of the cap’n of the Hooded Horrors.,

Five days passed, and the Hooded Horrors
commenced to grumble at having everlast-
ingly to form a bodyguard for their threat-
encd captain,

And then, one fine evening, escorted before
and behind and on ecither side, Dicky Dyke
sallied forth to enjoy fivepen’orth of pictures.
Well in the rear, the fat Lou followed.
Seeing them wvanish within the palaco of
thrills, he went in scarch of Ern and found
him dragging Micky out of a duck pond.
1 "1’E’s gorn to the pictures,” breathed my
ord.

“Alone, good friend?” commanded tho
proud earl,

“Armed and attended, sire!”

“Suflicel” snapped Krn. “Give us 2

’and.”

Five minutes later the motor-bike was
hidden in a shed in Mrs. Drawback’s garden,
and the knightly band were making steps
for the pictures, The wily ecarl sought to
creep upon his enemy under the cover of
darkness, ;

Fortune favoured him. They were placed
in the row immediately behind Dicky Dyke,
cap'n of the Hooded Horrors, who was so
lost in the reels of a thrilling drama that
he realised not his enemy was behind him.

The hero of the film was about to be
trinmphant over the rascally villain, when
Ern, rl of Backstreet, felt the hour had
come and leapt upon his foe.

A ringing cry echoed through the hall.
Sounds of & mighty struggle came from the
front row. Benches creaked and were
splintered ; strong children escaped and weak
ones yelled for 1ielp.

The lights were turned on, the film was
stopped and an enthralled audience saw a
life drama in the front-row. Dicky had lost
his collar and Ern was jacketless. Sam, the
valiant squire, was coupling on the water-
hose, while Lou, the weighty lord of fifteen
stone, was atop of four screaming Hooded
Horrors.

Dicky Dyke put up a fine fight. A loud
volce from the eightpennies yelled: ‘‘Atta,
boy!” as he jumped upon the stage, with Krn
following. éeizmg a palm in a large pot,
he whirled it above his head. Unfortunately
the pot flew off, sailed across the stage and
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struck the perspiving manager on his shirt.
frout as he cane yeling down the gangway,

Many ot the audience were now upon their
feet, cacering the combatants. 'Lhe ldooded
Horrors haa fled from the cinema, leaving
thewr cap’'n and Lrn to settle accounts upon
the stage. A fire extinguisher caught the
cap'n's cye and he seized 1t.

Lrn received the spout of liguid full in
the fuce and toppled off the stage. Snatching
the fire-hose (romn his noble squire, ho
attacked again, ‘Lhe pair became lockcd in
an embrace, with the hose clasped between
them. Deluges of water were hurled in all
dircctions.

Within three minutes all the fivepennics
and half the eightpenny seaters were Houded
out of “hiousze and home.” The manager and
four pgorgeousiy-attured attendants made
cfforts to rush m and capture the fighters,
but the force of water hissing frowmn the hose
defeated them each time.

The arrival of the police brought a warn-
ing cry from the lips of Lou, Lord of Alley-
way, and a dive was made for the emerzency
exit. Dicky Dyke was the first through, and
he vanished into the darkness of the night,
%uickly followed by the Three “K”

rethren.

Dicky’s mother understood him 1o say
that he had been attacked by fity arnmed
ruflians, who had slashed at him with swords.
His condition, bedraggled and half naked,
suggested something unusual had occurred.

The Traitorl

HE earl could hardly <eim the victory
of Cinema Battle., Defcat rankled
deep in his heart. Dicky Dyke c<till
had Ern’s shield and his father’s loss

pants.

The cap'n of the Hooded Horrors bhecame
more closely guarded. His movements were
kept seecret, Ilis father took him out af
night for an “airing ”; while his mothex
escorted him to school and to Sunday schogl,

One day, when the broody ecarl sat on the
edge of the swill-tub in his mother's back-
ard, scheming schemes for the defeab of
icky Dyke, a small boy with a cunning face
and a pair of trousers which ended under
his arm-pits, and a peaked cap that covered
his features, appeared over the fence and
dropped as silently as the dew upon Alr.
Drawback’s marrow bed. On tiptoe bhe
advanced down the garden and pauzed
within a foot of the inhappy earl.

“Frien’,” said the husky voice of the in-
truder, mn a breathless whisper. .

Startled by the accents of a foreign voice,
Ern fell backwards and vanished within the
swill tub. With a frightened c¢ry the
startled intruder glanced rcund as if in
search of a life-belt, but perceiving one leg
sticking up, bhe seized it and yanked Ern from
the perils of the tub. .

“Wotcher wan’ 7’ hissed the earl, recog-
nising Gassy, Hooded Horror No. 6,
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“'Ush,” rasped Gassy. “To-morrow Dicky
Dyke goes to the Viecar's tea fight, mate, an’
there's ver chance!”

The surprised ecarl sucked in a lungful of
air and chortled.

“Honour bright ?” he demanded.

“Becher. I'm fed up wif bein’ a 'Qoded
’Orror. I wanna become a Three ‘K’
Brethren. It's nothink helse but guardin’

our cap'n.”

The thoughtful earl did not answer. His
bload boiled within him, so to speak. Dicky
Dyke had been asked to the Vicar's tea fight
and not he! By my shield, sword, butler and
boot-boy, this shall not be!!l

With a lordly wave of the hand the troubled
carl dismissed the traitor and summoned his
two faithful henchmen. It was to be war
to the final bun!

Next afternoon was sunny and Dbright,
Like a lamb gambolling amid the trees, the
Vicar passed from child to child, his guests
at a tea struggle on the lawn. icky
Dyke appeared, washed, brushed and very
hungry, looking demure and saintly., The
Viear sighed on beholding such a model
and said something about why couldn’t
Ernest Drawback be like him!

In the shado of thé trdes, tables were
spread, Eager eyes looked in that direction
instead of paying attention to what the
Viear was saying. Little mouths and big
ones commenced to water.

Dicky Dyke had pinched the ]ni of the
little fellow next to him and pgot him sent
home for “bad behaviour,” when the Vicar
said that he thought that perhaps they were
just a little hungry, ay, and maybe a trifle
thirety, a suspicion fully confirmed by the
loud cheers which greeted the announcement.

“T think Richard Dyke should take the
head of the table,” suggested the Viear,

. Richard Dyke advanced to the table strewn
with the most dishes of cakes.

Three forms watched and waited in the

shadows of the trees. Iirn, Iiarl of Back-
street, helmeted and mounted upon Micky,
the motor-bike, had his lance poised ready
for the charge. Lou, the weighty Lord of
Alleyway, had his mother's expanding
toasting-fork at full length (four feet), ready
to prong the good things from the Vicar’s
tables. Sam crouched ready to push the fiery
steed into action.
i The Viear, in a voice of woe, had just
passed a touching reference to absent friends,
including Ernest Drawback, Louis Smith and
Samuel Jesse James Peat, whose conduet
during the past vear had debarred them from
the enjovment of the day, when there came
a resounding bang from the direction of the
copse. =

Blanched faces turned to sce something
shoot from among tho trees and come speed-
ing across the Jawn. The earl’s lance
gleamed in the sunlight, and his face was
masked behind @ paint-pot helmet. In his
rear followed Sam, the goodly squire, and
Y.ou, with his mother’s toasting-fork in line
with the nearest dish of ecakes. The guests
scattered as chaff before the wind, Many,
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with promising presence of mind, escaped
with dishes of cake.

Dicky Dyke, cap'n of the Hooded Horrors,
however, found retreat impossible.  “The
motor-bike was upon him. Calling his batlle-
cry of “BEANS,” ho turned to face his old
enemy,

Unable to stop Micky, Ern rode straight
for Dicky, who seized the bucket of milk
beneath the table and hurled it over Xiu's
Licad.

The Iooded Horrors produced their eata-
p}t]t-s and used buns as ammunition. Three
times Irn charged, and three tables were
toppled on top of the valiant defenders.

seizing Dicky Dvyke, Ern and Sam emptied
jam over his face and hair; they poured milk
over him and then ecrumbled cake. Not
content with such a valiant wvictory, they
stuffed buns and bread-and-butter and sugar
down his neck. Ile cried, fought, screamed,
but the Hooded Horrors were in flight, bear-
ing away as many cakes as were left fit for
human econsumption.

Two minutes later the Three “K "
Brethren departed. With themn they took
Dicky Dyke’s shorts as a trophy of war,

i

The Night Raidl .

MYSTERIOUS signal flew that night

from Mrs. Drawback’s wireless pole,

The lady was wnaware of the fact,

but tho street assembled in full forco

to discuss the mecaning of a pair of shorts

flying like a two-pointed flay. They were

tho nether raiment of Master Dicky Dyke,

and Ern, Farl of Backstreet, thus advertised
the defeat and disgrace of his old enemy.

Dicky Dyke, his mind seething with a
desire for vengecance, staggered home wear-
ing a pair of the Vicar's " cast offs,” turned
up many times. Mrs. Dyke’s horror on per-
ceiving the return of her offspring was such
that her screams were heard in Mrs, Draw-
back's back vard, where the emblem of
Dicky's defeat fluttered bravely in the even-
ing breeze.

Flushed with pride of vietory, Xrn called
his gang together to attack the wvery castlo
of their foe that night, and bring back the
trophies which the cap’'n of the Iooded
Horrors still had.

Their silent approach upon ihe domain of
Mrs. Dyke went well until something went
wrong., Lou, Lord of Alleyway, becamo
wedged in the pantry window, their means
of entrance, and his two comrades could
neither pull him through nor push him out.

Sam, perspiring, suggested a little greaso
might help, so they wused all Mrs, Dyke's
butter, lard and dripping, and pulled and
pushed afresh—but in vain,

“Mell yer wot,” suddenly gasped Ern, “let
'im cool off, 'E's over'eated, 'Lat ox-
nds!”

They left him to cool, and asecnded the
darkened stairs. Tntering Dicky’s bed-room,
they leapt upon him and smothered him with
the clothes.,
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Dicky Dyke whirled the palm pot round.

L o

On the walls, revealed in the moonlight,
were Mr, Drawback’s lost pants, Krn's shield
and other trophies of war. Sam took a seat
upon the struggling and hali-suffocated Dicky
])j,'kl", while FErn tied the trr;p];[r)_:. in a
bundle, adding to it every stitch of Dicky’s
c¢lothing he could find.

Then they gagged him
the bed-rail,

By this time Mrs, Dyke had an impression
that something was happening in the house.
To commence with, during the final struggle
on Dicky's bed it had collapsed, and the
force of impact with the floor had brought
down a yard of plaster from the ceiling in
the room below. The sound set Mrs. Dyke
thinking.

“Can’t be
Mr. Dyke.

Mr. Dyke

and tied him to

cals,” she thought, and awoke

cautiously opened the door an
inch, just in time to see a sight that set his
heart racing. Two forms, one with gleaming
helmet on his head, dressed in a white jacket
upon which was painted the Cross of St
George, and bearing a sword, passed and
deseended into the hall below.

“1i's cats, dear,” he breathed, closing the
door and getting beneath the bedelothes.

Next morning Dicky Dyke was found by
hiz mother, Brave even in defeat, he told a
slory of how a horde of ancient knights in
FJr'-‘i!i‘aj,’l_-’.‘__’ armour, and carryving naked swords,
dad rouzed him and had almost killed him.
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The pot flew off, missed Ern, sailed across the stage, and
struck the cinema manager on the shirt front.

Mr. Dyke’s confirmation that he saw ivwo
of the kmights icd to the story that ihe house
was haunted, and Mrs. Dyke deaded to quur,

The news that the cap'n of the Hoodod
Horrors were sceking pasturves new spread
from one to the next of his valiant band. "The
Vicar called to inguire how the nice boy
was getting on, and incidentally to :ccover

his trousers, and learned of the house being
“naunted!”
Why the ghosts should have attacked

Dicky no one thounght of inquiring. Everwv
time he repcated his story it became more
startling, until in the end he commenced to
believe it himself.

Flushed with his sudden publicity, Dicky
Dyke challenged the Three “K »” Brethren to
battle on the Common outside the town, to
be fought on the day Mrs, Dyke was to
move, Having issued his challenge, Dicky
Dyke settled down {o write his last Wil and
Testament, and then to examine his catapuls

and discuss plans of action with the other
Hooded Horrors, ) B
On Mrs. Drawback’s doorstep Lrn, Earl

of Backstreet, sharpened his sword, for the
morrow was to sce the batile of the Threo
“K *” Brethren against the Hooded Horrors;
and it was to be a battle to the death—unlecs,
of course, they survived!
THE END.

(Al about the ** grim ' battle in tiext
week’s Tiwee ** K77 DBrethven yairn, Vil
malie you weep tears—of laughierl) .
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The Law Against Him!

TRURPIN stood his ground calmly as Dick
rushed forward with rapier poised.
He laughed.

“Put 1t away,
swords so soon ?

lad!
Never!

Are we to cross
These Riders are
not much harmed, I tell you, and if it will
pleaze you, I will spare them. Iudeed, 1
am inclined to bo gratefu! towards you. It
will save me valuable powder,”

Dick's m]'ru ﬂnb ided as quickly as it had

come. Sheepishly he put back the rapiler
in its sc dl bard.

“I am mighty sorry, Turpin,” he said.
“But the H]r.m'rht that you were going
tO“"—I‘

“Say no more,” ent in the highwayman,
lnughing heartily again.  “Well, well, are

we going to leave these men [ r their eom-
rades to carry home or"—Dbanteringly—" per-
chanece 1t would please you better to carry
them up to the assize court vourself.”
6 - Ve 1 o v [ = i 2

Not I.” exclaimed Dick. Since they are
not greally hurt, they may rest. They have
l‘lf‘ll”‘it me far out of my way.’

“And by the same token it belioves us to

leave this place without delay,” said Turpin,
“for the rest of the knaves will soon be
here, and you have not a horse. Fiyen a
King's Rider will capture you 1if given

— ———— -

chances enough, believe me. Sce, vonder
stands the two nags these fellows rode; wait
while I catch vou one.”

The highwayman spoke to his beautiful
mare and trotted off, soon returning, lead-
ing the better of the two horses by the bridle
—a roan gelding, with heavy quarler and a

fiddle head.
“a

poor mount for TForrester of Fern-
hall,” said Turpin, grinning, “but it must
suffice. Up with vou, lad, and let us be

going, for the beast is pumped already with

the chase after you, amd he will not carry
you far zf the hunt begins afresh. On-
ward!”

They rode away and entered the shade

of the wide forest called Birkham Woods by
a narrow bridle-path. DBut Dick paid little
heed to the road they went. He rode dlunp,
looking straight before Lim over the horse's
cars, silent and moody.

“Well, Dick,” said Turpin at last, “
do vour propose to do?”

“T don’t know,” said Dick, with a rather
bitter sigh, “and ‘tis very little I care.
My uncle scems {o have found a very likely

what

chance to rid himsell of me, and the fates
have helped him strangely. _ _
“Why, it seems to e there 13 no choicae

for you,” laughed Turpin, “You are a
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marked outlaw, sought by the gallows for
]ﬁighiv.;ny robbery, and with a price on your
ead.”

“1 cannot believe il,"” cried Dick. “How
em I driven into this strait, and hunted like
a felon, because I tock from yecur hands
what my uncle rechbed me of 7”

“And a horse {rom his coach,” chuckled

Turpin.
“That was no more than a freclic. Should
I o afoot? 'The horse was from Fernhall

gtables, and all there is mine by right!”

“Your uncle is in possession, lad, and his
tale i3 a different one, depend on it.  For-
tune has played into his hands, and if your
death would make him safer, I would lay a
wager on his chances now.”

The dawn was breaking, and they left the
wood and struck out upon the highway,
nearing a village. It seemed rash, but Dick
followed his companion’s lead, taking no heed
of their route. 1lle was occupied with his
own wrongs, and hardly observed that they
rode through the village street.

“I cannot believe it!” said Dick again.
“I have done no wrong, though, as you say,
they can sct the law against me—and they
have. But it must pass. T am a free man,
and they will =oon learn it.”

“Will they ¥ said Turpin, drawing rein
before the window of a house as recklessly
as though he were the cquire of the village in-
stead of a hunted outlaw. *“Read you here,
Dick Forrester!  S'death, but your unclo
has lost no time!”

Dick’s brow darkened as he followed the
highwayman’s gaze. In the window of tho
house, stuck upon the pane, was a large
bill, with the f{ollowing llr-gvnd in bold-hand
printing for all the world to sce:

*TWO HUNDRED GUINEAS
REWARD!

“Richard TForrester, aged Seventeen,
but looks Older. Dark-brown hair, bluo
eves, hcight five feet ten, Wearing
silver-grey Riding-clothes of good
quality and Cut, three-peaked Hat, and
Knee-boot =,

“Be it known to all Ilonest Men, that
the said Richard ¥Forrester, being under
ban of the Law for Robbery on the
King's ITighway, the above s will be
paid to any who shall apprehend and
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bring bim into the Custody of tho
Authorities i1n this Parish or Else-
whero.

“Know also that the said Richard
Forrester was last seen at the Merton
Cross Roads, in company with the
notorious Rogue and Highway Robber,
Richard Turpin. And hercby we de-
clare the said Richard Iorrester QOut-
law, and beyond the protection of tho
King, his Statutes, and call upon all
Good Subjects to beware his Evil
Schemes, and aid in bringing him {o
Justice.”

White with anger grew Dick’s cheeks as
he read this notice.

A meeker or more reasoning spirit would
have done the lawful thing and given him-
self up to justice, to deelare himself an inno-
cent man, and stand to the trial by his
countrymen.

Should he do it?

Black Satan!
)ICT{ FORRESTER knew the black-

ness of the evidence against him.
He knew his uncle’s pitiless hatred,
and his power. It would be little
more than handing himseclf over to a dis-
honourable death upon the gallows. Yet
that was the right and the lawful path to
take—to yield himself to trial, and trust
in a Iligher Power to prove the truth and
proclaim his innocenee, -
For a moment he wavered. DBut the boy
came of a hot-headed stock—a fierce, head-
strong, turbulent breed, whose blood rose
in passion at any interference or command.'

The black injustice he had suffered filled
his heart to bursting. He had been turned
out of the home and posscssions that wero
his, hunted hke a f[*h}n across the open
country, and this last written insult and
threat turned the secale. Ile smote his hand
upen his knee,

“Po it c0!” he cried fiercely. *“ My home is
taken from me; and since I am branded for
an outlaw, an outlaw I'll be! A good horse,
a good sword, and good pistols, with these
I'll seek my fortune on the King's Lighway !”

“'Tis the bailiff’s house that that bill is
stuck upon,” said Turpin, as tihey rodo
onward.

uncle,

VANE FORRESTER.

and the two buys are held up by
DICK TURPIN, the famous highwayman,

e TR

ness of his companion.

the Lody! " he cries, springing forward.

(Now read on.)

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

DICK FGRRESTER learns upon the dealh of his father that all the vast Fernhall estates and
fortune, with the cxception of a hundred guincas, have passed into the kands of his rascally

_The latter refuses to give the boy his wmoncy and, appointing himself
quariian, states his intention of sending Dick and his brother,

RALPH FORRESTER, to Duncanshy School—a notorious place in the norlh of England from
which, once they arrive there, they are not likely to leaze,

Dick joins forces with Turpin, and after bidding
Ralph to be of stoul heart and promising to
cets the King's Riders on their track, and Dick is oaly saved from caplure by the resourceful-
Turpin svggests finishing off the mea—dead nen tell no tales—whereat
Dick iz horrified and withdraws hiz rapier,

Travelling north by coach, Vane

feteh Rim egoon, the two ride auway. VYVane

“1f you attempt it I shall run you through
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“Ts it, in faith ?” eried Dick. “Then let's
go back and tie the bailiff to his own pump,
with the bill pinned on his chest!”

The young horseman had shalen off all
care and moodiness now., Sinco his deeision
was come to, he bore himself with a laugh-
mg, devil-may-care recklessness.

“A very pretty prank to
Turpin, with a chuckle; “but before you
start on your new career, Dick, you had
better mount and arm yourself as befits the
brothers of the Black Mask. If you trusted
to that sorry nag to escape the King's Riders,
you would soon be laid by the heels. And if
cornered you have nothing to fight with,
save that old single-barrelled barker I gavo
you.”

“And a good sword,” added Dick, touch-
ing the rapier at his left side. It was a jewel-
hilted court sword, rather light for field
work, but of beautiful temper.

“I1stols are better when there are three
to one against you,” said Turpin; *they help
to even the odds beforo it comes to the
steel.  But that horse is little better than
useless. I have a worthy friend not far
away—a horse-coper, who has done me many
a service, You need the best of borseflesh for
the bighways, for your neck oft depends on
vour steed’s legs, and, if 1 might suggest it,
vou will find that hundred guineas ot yours
well laid out on the best that Jacob Astley
has in his stables. You will not get another
Black Bess for the money, but at my word
Jacob will let you have one worth far more
than a hundred for that sum. He owes me
a service.”

Dick suddenly clapped his hand to his belt,
and gasped with dismay.

“All gone!” he exclaimed, pulling
couple of gold pieces from his pockets.
“*0d’s fish! All gone but these! Here's a
pretty how-d’ve-do! I tied them in the
icather wallet when you handed them to me,
and slung them to my belt. They must have
broken away when the coach-horse came
down with me!”

Dick Turpin held his sides and roared with

play,” s=aid

out a

laughter, as if it were a huge joke. Then
he became solemn again,
“Irorgive me, comrade!” he :aid, wiping

his eyes
ovor it—an archbishop would have laughed.
What a find for the Riders. ’1I'will bea rare
salve to their wounds, unless their comradces
find it first and pocket it. ’Tis a grievous
loss, though.”
“What am I to do?" s=aid Dick

“A pretty figure 1 should cut on

nag!"
difficulty,” replied 'iulpm

blankly.
this ofd

“That 15 a
“Tut come, we must see il we cannot imduce
Jacab .:\r-l]L} to mount you and wait for his
money, though I bave no great hopes of it
I am out of funds mvself, or I would gladly
offer you a horse. IFailing Jacob, you must
go on foot till you ean stop the best-mounted

squire vou can hn:] and so on, till yvou get
a perfeet steed.”
“Not T!” exclaimed Dick, “I've heard

of a vounger son of the Forresters who took

“But you pulled such a 1ong face
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to the highway in James I's time

was never one of my blood a fooipad, and
I will not begin,”

“’Tis a sorry trade, and onc for tinkers
rather than gentlemen,” said Turpin, “A
bludgeon is the only weapon needed. Dut

the lnwl iwayman’s 15 a dainty profession
eucugh and your ancentm* showed good taste.
However, there 1s thie smoke of Jacob’s nome-
stead among the trees, so let us hasien
there.”

The elder man led Dick to a comfortable-
looking farmhouse set well baek from tho
road, and the horse- breeder, Jacob Astley,
came to welcome them. He was a shrewd-

looking, big-limbed man, with black side-
whiskers and a siraw in his mouth.
“Good-morrow, Dick!” he cried. “Do you

bring good news? Whether or no, I bave
some for you,”

“That's good hearing,” said Dick Turpin,
“but we will leave it till later. I present
you to a young friend of mine, wno has
lost his estates and fortune iln‘mgh trickery,
and has joined me on the road.’

“My respects to you, sir,” said the horse-
coper to Dick; “and now, since by the losk

of your mounts you have been out all might,
let us have breakfast.”
The new-comers assented gladly. Dick

was half famished, and he made an c.col-
lent meal, for Astley’s table was always well
spread with the best. The coper proved a
merry host.

“T'o come to business, Jacob,” zaid Turpin,
as they settled themselves after the meal,
“My young friend wants a mount.”

“To be sure,” said Astley,

“There are hittle difficulties 1in the way,”
continued Turpin, with a wave of his hand,
“but they are nothing. Mr. Forrester had
a good round sum when we met, but he lost
it during a brush with the Riders last night,
and is now somewhat short of funds. But
give him the best mount in your stables, and
I'll warrant he will soon bring you the
guineas for him.”

The horse-coper pulled a long faes,
shook his head.

“Times are too bad,” he said. “It woull
mean a heavy loss to me if Mr. Forrester
met with a misfortune at ths hands of the
Riders before I was paid.”

“The Riders will ride long before they lay
Dick IForrester by the LO'.. if I'm any
judge of a man,” said Turpin. “I did nos
look to find vou so obstinate, Jacob. There
must be some way over the difficulty. Let
us look round the stables.”

Jacob made no objecticn to this, and led
ihmu out. Dick was surprised fo find how
we!ll the horses were lodged—the house
was comfortable enough, but the stables were

anil

sumptuous, and half a dozen grooms were
tending the beasts,

As they reached the yard, Dick noticed a
strange-looking (ioatuw doing some light
work, and dmr‘i'g it slowly and with d1ﬂ1c‘al..v
It looked more like an ape than a man,
though dressed in stable clothes. As they
approached, the boy saw it Wwas a erippled
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man. DBoth legs were gone, being replaced
by stumps, amnd one arm helow the elbow
was also mizsing. Tho other was twisted liko
an old oak branch, The c¢reature hobbled
with a lopsided gait, his back bent, and when
he turned his face up it was wry and scarred
almost out of human resemblance.

Before Dick had time to ask any questions
they had passed on to the stalls, and, used

as ho was to good horses, the Loy
looked with surprise and admiration at

the inmates. Some of them were as good
hunters and thoroughbreds—to lock at, at
any rate—as he had ever seen.

“Come, there’s a pretty chestnub mare
there,” said Turpin: “she can go like the
wind, I'll warrant. TLet Mr. Forrester havo
her, Jacob, and he'll soon win her price!”

“Can’t do it,” said the horse-coper, shaking
his head: “ but look yvonder,” he added, with
a cunning grin.  “'There’s a horse worth five
hundred, if he had a rider. I1f Mpr. Forrezter
will break him, an’ sit him up to the Grove
an’ back, he shall have him. Don't go too
close, sir!”
He pointed to a stall in which stood a mag-

nificent  coal-black horse, standing sixteen
hands, pawing at the paving-tiles, Dick
el . g =1 -
looked at him. lost in admiration. The
horse was the flower of the whole stable,

without a doubt. But az the animal turned
his head and looked at the newcomers, there
cshone a look in his ecve that was absolutely
ctartling. The white turned up, the great
black pupil swivelled and glinted, and 1t was
as though the devil limself were looking
through the beast’s eve. Even Turpin shifted
his }l-wifff}]l and shivered <lightly.

= Ri{gl* Ar. Fort -‘.t'l‘l,”
“.i!}ll i osouy ,!_:'1'in. “vide him,
there ain't such anorher hoss

Black Duoss, ]

him, Jacob,
though
Fngland,

}Iilll

‘tli[l
and
n
Sk VE "'iiflj!L ha'\.'!'
;.'i‘."..
“Pone ! said Dick Torresier.

“Why, man alive, it's Black Satan!” eried
Turpin,  “Enough of this, Jacob Astley!
The boy's too game to be thrown awayv, and
this 1« sheer murder!  Leave the beast in
hia stall}?

“You hear what he savs, My, Forresteor
grinned Astley evilly, “That hoss has never
been ridden, an’ never will be. while he has
hoofs and teeth, Four men have mounted
him, ithese three Three o' them he
killedd 1 the first minuie, an’ not their own
relatives could swear wlo they were after-
wards, TJ]u' l:'.il’-‘] ].i\l‘ii,.'.

‘“Who was he 7" eried Dick.

‘You saw that crippled, twisted begoar
with the face like a dried apple ¥ zaid the
horse-coper.  “Tt was he. T keeps him now

* gl though he ain’t a man

yvon as o

HE

VOars.

erives him jobs,
more, TFolks como from miles around 1o
e huim. Well, voung s, what d’ve say?
MThere's Satan a forn you, the bhest h g in
Tnuland=—an’ certain death. Tf you ecan
ride him. he's yours. Are you game?”

(Bl Dick attempt to vide Black Satain-—
LKuowcing as lie does that he is taking his lijfe
i his hands ! Newxel weeld’s vousing instal-
sneend widl teli you, cluans, Don’t miss read-
ing it on any account.)
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DICK and his DINOSAUR!
(Continueéd from page 13.)

Dick led the dino into the largest, and slipped

from his back.

“I'm sorry, Dusty, old seout,” lie said,
“but it’s time for us to part. You stay here,
and we’ll see yon again i the morning.”

Dusty the dino showed no particular desire
to stay in the stables, bu{ Dick was toc
quick for him. He nipped out of the door
and eclosed 1t before Dusty was aware of what
was going to happen.

Then, followed by the mournful whines of
the dinosaur, the boys hurried back to the
school, just in time to see Mr. Thwacker!]
drenched to the skin and covered with mud
and weeds, hurrying to hide himself from
human gaze,

That night, in the Fourth Form dormitory.
the boys were in the last throes of excite-
ment. ;

“Gosh, we'll have some fun with Dusty
the dino!"” grinned Dick. “T1 hope he'll be
safe 1In

the stables. I wouldn't like him to
get loose and go recaming around the

countryzide.”

(‘rash!

"Every eve turned towards the dormilory
window., Outlined agamst the dark sky
bevond, the boys saw the shape of a head
they knew only tco well. It was Dusty!

The next moment the entire window was
wrenched out, and there came a shuffling and
a creaking. Dusty was not going to remam
in any stable if he could help it! He had
broken loose and made his way in scarch of
hiz master, climbing the walls by means of
the tough old 1vy! '

Flop! Dusly was in the dormiiory now,
and, with a satislied grunt, he stretched him-
self out between the long rows of beds,
dropped his head on his forepaws, and then,
as calm and as unperturbed as a well-behaved
terrier, he droppoed off to FII'I‘TI',

Dusty the dinosaur intended to make him-
self at home at Skinton School!

THE EXND.

(Meorve about Busty the Dinoe in neaxl wweek’'s
aned

iz ivig comusing—compleie  yarn,
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atamps in ('aluur‘tu: 8 Wallet - (which hm lef»l-duv:“*
* Porkets, éte.).  Jnst request appros.; 2d, siamp.-
MARSHALL BROS 42, Hamilton St., Cardiff,

MAGIC TRICKS, cte.—Parcels) 2/6, .5/6. “Ventrilo-
juist’ s Instrument, Invisible., Tmitata Birda Price 6d.
=ach, for 1/-<T. W. H&RRISON‘ 239 Panton-
ville Road London, NW.1, e

GROW TALLE ADD INCHES to vour

height, Details free.—
JEDISON, 39, BOND STREET, BLACKFPOOL:

g 3 ada,
vREE PASSAGES to *‘;’;:,Emﬁ Eﬁ“?ﬁ.-t.
tearnrrs, age 15 to 19, Apply:—ON ARIO

GOVERNMENT, 346, STRAND LONDON,

B
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| All agplications for Advertisement spaces in this pub-

l

lication should be addresssd {o thq Advertisement
Wiapager, * The Nelson Lee Library,' The Fleetway

Mat oand Films 12 x 10 Ewlargemeuis, any photo Street London, E G4.

or 1.'=L;. il .‘~'.'!r|:|::-'-:-=, Catplorye Free.  BACKETT 'S, House, l-'arrmgl:lnn P -".."'“"..-u-ln
July '.Rﬁ?l(t. I..i'-.fernnn‘l. ::i-armu-ulinul--llssl--elo-u:lﬂl-'l

Foroted amd pelstishe .‘! ey !f Weddtoads! 1\1 by the Preprictors, ihe A]11la]]g-111§1_1rp,11%-‘:‘].[—;;5. j.[,_‘_{jr_r.‘iI"l“!;;.““;l*'l-q’..tTL:'a'l\-‘ ?{,\”Hii'
Furring ton  s8iret ndon, KOS dvertterment Offe s o Vhe Flectway T-mize, b i .’- L, K.O.3.
Viegisiored 1o 1100 -.|-|:.~':-_‘r:f: by l.‘;zl-:llil't-. masazine post, :-:.i':i:::-r'.p'.:.:t! Rates : Teiand and "‘_.E”“"‘I'i ] 1_" JDL_I‘ :1',:"“,
500 for six months, Sele Agcuts for ¢\H-‘*i:'.’illu and New Zealaned : M!:‘ira' Gordon & Golen, Lbd.; and for HSouia

frica : Cemtral News Ageney, Lid..
N:ow Serles MNo. 25. ; 5.8, July 19th, 1920,
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