


NELSON LEE & CO. In The Hands Of Ruthless Pirates—
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Nelson Lee, the famous detective, is one of five stalwart explorers who have dis-
covered a lost island inhabited by cave-men and shipwrecked pilgrims.
This amazing story deals with the English detective’s remarkable adventures
when he sets out to liberate the lost community from the tyranny of Black Hawk,

the pirate.

CHAPTER 1.
The Rival Forees.

'_ AWN in the great cavem.
The grey light came filtering down

fromn the mile-wide gzap in the roof,
two thousand feet above. And that
pale, ghostly light revealed a scene of strife.
There was grim warfare between the rival
forces of the People of the Mist. Simeon
Havke, the tyrant, with all the rough men
of the community under his command, had
vainly attempted to quell the rebellion. The
rest of the pcople, peaceful and kindly, had
been putting up a great fight tfor liberty.
Peace would mnot come to this community
until the Black Hawk was smashed.
And 1 all this strife a party of sturdy
Britishers was mixed up—a party consisting
of Nelson Lee, the famous detective; Nipper,

his assistant; Lord Derrimore, the sporting
peer; Umlosi, King of the Kutanas—and the
one amnd only Edward Oswald Handlorth, of
St. Frank’s.

They were on the side of the People of
the Mist—helping them to crush the tyrant.

ELSON LEFE’S party had had many
N exciting adventures since they had
first arrived on this extraordinary
island by aeroplane. It was situated
in the very heart of the Sargasso Sea, sur-
rounded by dense masses of (hol\m" weed,
hidden by thp eternal mists which hmw over
the region, blotting it out from any ships
which umnced to be out of their course aud
which came near

The island itself was a great rock which
reared itself out of the weed three thous and
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feet; and on all sides there were sheer, im-
passable cliffs. :

In the cavern lived the descendants of pil-
grims—people who had lived in this lonely
corner of the world for centuries. Never had
they been able to reach the Outer World.
For any ship which became entangled in
this densc part of the Sargasso, never
escaped.

On the top of the island another race of
humans existed—prehistoric man! Yet these
Islanders were not so formidable as the ad-
venturers had first believed; and now, indeed,
they were on friendly terms, and had been
helping to defeat the Black Hawlk.

It was not even certain that Nelson I.ee
and his companions would ever escape to the
other world; for Lord Dorrimore’s great

W g e

QY] ,I’J',“" -!; Ve
~_ | 1'L'f/:"i"

\_‘*M\K‘

plane, the Sky Wanderer, was lying crippled
on the island top. Before she could take
to the air again she must undergo drastic
repairs—and such repairs, in all probability,
could not be undertaken on the island. That
meant exile for them all—exile for life!
revealed

HE strengthening daylight
much activity. Nelson Leo himself

was superintending the rebuilding of

the rock wall which had bcen builg
entircly round the cavern township. It was
a defence-work, and it had been breached
during the night—when the Black Hawk and
his desperadoes had broken through. Only
in the nick of time had Lord Dorrimore
arrived with a strong force of the sturdy
Islanders.
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“We'll soon have the defences as securve
as ever again, Dorrie,” said Lee confidently.
“The pebple are more determined than ever,
and I don’t think it will be long before the
Bluck Hawk throws up the sponge.”

“Hc’ll never do that,” said Dorrie, shak-
ing his hecad. “He’s a rufian, but he’s no
quitter.”

**1 did not mean that—exactly.”

“Then what’s the answer?” asked Lord
Dorrimore, staring. “Oh, I think I know
what you mean! The Hawk’s men will .sur-
render on their own -account?”

““That i1s what I .believe,” replied ‘Lec,
nedding. ‘“And once the pirates do that,
Dorrie, the Hawk himself will be 'beaten.

There will .be no alternative for him but , ,
" metaphorically speaking, a spaunner had

to give in. And the gooner that hour comes,
the better.”

The recent battle had bcen a severe test
for all. Owing to the merest fluke, Lee had
fullen into the hands of the enemy; and he
had .eveén been mad® to walk the plank in
the true pirato style! But he had been saved

from that dreadful fate by Umlosi.

Nelson Lee’s supposed deith had taken theo
heart out of the decfenders, and they would
certainly have succumbed to the Black Hawk’s
attack—but for the sudden reappearance of
IL.ce. Tho pirates believed that he was a
ghost, and they fled in terror. The People
of the Mist themsclves regarded Lee’s return
as something of a miracle, and never before
had they been so heartened. This morning
they were agog with such enthusiasmm that
it was good to sec them.

Everything was going with perfect smooth-
ness.

Men were working at the defcnces; others
were preparing a mighty breakfast for all.
The women were helping gaily, and they
had forgotten their terror of the night. A
spirit of optimism prevailed. ¥or not only
had ‘“Master Lee ” returned, but with him
were his sturdy companions from the Outer
World. There could be no defecat now.

And just as this optimism flooded through
the People of the Mist, so a corresponding
wave of pessimism affected the Black Hawk’s
men. They had all retreated to a squat, ugly
steel cruiser which lay in the big lake to-
wards the centre of the cavern. This cruiser,
once the pride of the Parazilian Navy, had
been abandoned in mid-ocean, and had
drifted, derclict, into the Sargasso. This had
happened years earlhier, and the People of
the Mist had managed to get the vessel into
the cavern.

Although quite obsolete as cruisers go now-
adays, the FYorto Marlo was, nevertheless, a
fairly modern vessel. She was of steel, her
sides were strcaked with rust, and she pos-
sessed guns and all the equipment of modern
warfare. This craft was the Black Hawk’s
headquarters. In fact, there was no other
place for him, since he and his men had
been driven into the lake, and they had
sought refuge on the Porto Marlo in des-
Feration,

mg \t.

‘some

It was an apt ecnough camp for such men—
for they were, at heart, ruthless pirates.

It was the Black Hawk’s love of piracy,
in fact, whi:ch had first persuaded Lee to come
upon this adventuyre. For these desperate
men had actually taken the cruiser out
through the wecd—after fitting her up -with
a great cutter which divided the weed, and
a cage-like arrangement at her stern which
protected her propellers. The pirates had
held up .a modern liner, .and had looted her.
And it was the Black Hawk’s ambition to
repeat that escapade—and to go -on repeat-
He wanted to gain more .and more
booty.

And when his plans had been completely
made, Nelson Lee’s party ‘had arrived gnd,
cen
thrown into the machinery.

‘It had taken these untrained men secveral
years to discover the elementary workings of
the cruiser’s engines. YWhen they had finally
got the furnaces going, and had raised
steam, and had set the vessel in motion, it
was .something of a triumph. Even ﬂee,
knowing the men to be blackguards, could
not help admiring them for their persever-
ance and for their courage. For 1t had
nceded courage of a very sterling nature for
these men to venture forth m a steain-
driven ship. They had been like children
playing with fire—and the miracle of ‘it was
that they had succeeded in getting to the
open sea, in holding up .a liner, and in
returning.

“The bcggars seem ‘to be pretty quiet,”
remarked Lord Dorrimore, .as he found his
glance straying towards the Jake. “J don’t

think they’ve got over the shock yet.”

““They're not likely to get over it for
time,” replied Nelson Lee dryly.
“Upon my word, Dorric, so many ecxtra-
crdinary things have been happening to us
lately that we have almost forgotten our
normal mode of life. Sometimes I even
wonder if we shall ever return to England

—to the cdinmonplace routine we left
behind.”
‘“Commonplace routine be hanged!” re-

torted Dorrie. “Your life was never com-
monplace, old son. Necither was mine, if it
comes to that. DBut certainly this sort of
adventurin’ is a bit different from detec-
tive ‘work, eh? Yet it’s the same, too. The
Black Hawk i3 a crook, isn't he? He’'s a
pirate—a robber—an’ you’re after him. I
think you ought to regard this <s one of
your biggest cases.”

“T can assure you, Dorrie, I do,”” replied
Lee grimly. ‘‘And 1 have made up my mind
to ‘get’ Simcon Harke! I do not forget
that he made me walk the plank—that he
planned to fiendishly murder me. A day of
reckoning will come.”

‘“Meanwhile, what about breakfast?’’ asked
Dorrie practically. ‘““By the Lord Harry!
I’m famished! An’ after breakfast; I think
I’ take a snooze. I haven’t had any real
sleep for about thirty-six hours,”
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They were all in very much the same boat.
Normal sleep had been denied them for days.
They had snatched hours here and there.
Yet they were not excessively tired, for there

- was so much to do that they could not afford

. to feel tired,

Nipper was working as sturdily as the

. others, and he believed, like everybody eclse,

that the worst was over. If the Black Hawk

- did not surrender at once, it would now only

be a matter of time. With the People of
the Mist so heartened, and with reinforce-
ments so near at hand, there was not one

chance in a thousand that the enemy could
preva}{ll—-or, indeed, even make another
attack,

The hairy men from the island top—once
known as Beast Men, and now rcferred to
more respectfully as the Islanders—had made
a camp for themselves, at Dorrie’s suggestion,
a mile or two outside the town. They were
ready enough to come into action should they
be needed. So far, these warriors had done
no fighting; for their very appearance, with
Nelson Lee at their head, had served to rout
the enemy during the night,

Handforth was conspicuous by his absence—
and so, too, was Umlosi. They had both
hurried away, after the issue had been de-
cided, to the great waterfall at the further
end of the ten-mile cavern. It was a con-
siderable jaurney, for after they had rcached
the waterfall, they made their way by a
pecrot pass bei]ind 1it, and thence into a great
tucniel=-which, in turn, communicated with a
deep rurine.

They were obliged to climb this, and it
was tinis some hours before they reached the
1sland top.

Here they made signs to Horatius, as
Dorrie had dubbed the chief of the Islanders—
indicating to him that all was well, but that
his men would not return for some time.

Their recal objeet in making the journey,
however, nagd been to fetch a sweet girl of
sixteen. Amanda Peterson. She was one of
the People of the Mist, and earlier Nelson
Lee had rescued her from the Black Hawk’s
clutches.
i"d since then she had been protected by

ec.

Now there was no reason why she should
not return to her own people.

Handforth, ncedless to say, had ¢ fallen ”’
for the girl. She was exceedingly pretty,
and Handforth always fell in love with pretty
girls. And to meet such a girl in this Lost
Isiand—this scrap of the once great continent
of Atlantis—was such a shock that IHandy
Liad literally nose-dived. The burly school-
boy had been ready enough to make the

.Journey to the island top; indeed, he had

asked to go.

Breakfast in the township was not partaken
of in the usual way—that is to say, in the
houses. = As the morning sunshine slanted
into the great cavern the pcople partook of
their food in the open—in the streets, and
in the big open space in the centre of the
town. The womenfolk had prepared the

She had been condemned to death, -

food, and were serving it. And that
buoyancy which had been so noticeable at
dawn, was now greatly increased. The
coming of full dalylight found the People of

the Mist supremely happy.

““Faith, Master Lee, this is a great day
for us,” said Dr. Otto, a wizened little man
with a face as crinkled as a dry apple.
“Overnight ’twas thought that we were
doomed. Now, ’tis the dawn of a new era.
And ’tis certain that that blackhearted rogue,
Simeon Harke, will be made to suffer for his
many sins.’”’

“We must not fall into the error, good
doctor, of counting our chickens before they
are hatched,” said Nelson Lee gently. I
must remind you that Harke is a desperate
man—now more desperate than ever. The
only question is—can he rely upon the in-
tegrity of his men? If they fail him, he is

done, indeced.”
“They will fail him,” vowed the old
doctor. ‘I wili grant that the Hawk him-

self is a man of courage, of strength, of per-

sonality. But his men are scum. Defeat lor
them reveals them as what they are—
vermin."”

His eyes twinkled.

‘* Morcover, we are looking to you, Master
Lee, to solve our problems,”” he went on
calinly. ‘‘You have told me of your escapc
after you were forced to walk the plank—
but think ye that the people, as a whole,
would believe that story? Nay! They look
upon you as a great worker of magic.”

‘“And I suppose I must keep up that repu-
tation ?’’ asked Lee dryly.

“Aye, and so ye will,”’ said Otto. *‘The
Black Hawk’s sun is set. You will contrive
some way to entrap—and that before this day
is over.”

Here was much food for thought. Nelson
Lee was gratified by the faith the people had
in him. But it placed an enormous load of
responsibility upon his shoulders. The people
looked to him to complete their salvation;
and Lee felt that this was a great and sacred
charge. Hc must not fail.

True, there was no man in the wide world
niore capable of dealing with such a situa-
tion. In these circumstances, Nelson Lee was
supreme. It was a test of his character—and
In all such tests, he emerged triumphant.
Added to the confidence of the People of the

-Mist, Lee also had the confidence of his own

companions. They all looked to him. Iven
Lord Dorrimore himself.

“We’ll pull through,”” said Dorrie cheer-
fully. “How can we help it? You're at the
helm, Lee!”

“The guv’'nor knows a way!” said Nipper.

So it was that everybody, from the highest
to the lowest, looked for Nelson Lee to show
the vay. The great detective knew that he
must prevail. If he did not he would suffer
the greatest humiliation of his career.

And already, even as he partook of break-
fast, his wits were at work; he was devising
means by which he could compel the Black
Hawk to surrender.
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And Nelson Lee, perhaps, was the only man
who appreciated the difliculties.  For Lece
had formed a true estimate of Simeon Harke’s
character. The pirate ruflians may be
chicken-hearted now, after their delfeat—but
the Black Hawk would rally them—would
fire them with a new enthusiasm. Lee was
certain of it. ’

And never for a second did the detective
underestimate the strength and determination
of his enemy. Since Simeon Harke had com-
pelled Lee to walk the plank, these two men
nad taken this warfare to themselves per-
sonally. Lee regarded it as a point of honour
for him to crush the black-bearded giant who
had for so long been the tyrant of the People
of the Mist.

CHAPTER 2.
Black Hawk’s Fury,

4 MANDA! Amnanda comes!’

A The cry, uttered by a number of
excited girls, was taken up, and
echoed by many. women—and then

re-cchoed by the men.

‘““Amanda!”

The ordinary life of this community was at
sixes and sevens. A great many of the
people, under normal conditions, lived far out
in the cavern, in isolated little * villages,” in
houses dotted here and there, where families
lived on the land as their fathers had lived
tefore them.

But now, owing to the exceptional circum-
stances, everybody had been drawn into the
guaint township, and it was thus overcrowded.
Men and women surged forward in excited
throngs—as that cry of ‘“ Amanda ’’ went up.

The girl was approaching, and she was
walking with Handforth—as proud as a pea-
cock—on one side, and with Umlosi on the
other. As they neared the defence wall,
Amanda could contain her excitement no
longer; she broke into a run, and the tears
were streaming down her pretty face. Her
joy at being once again amongst her own
people was so great as to be almost a pain.

‘“Here, I say, chuck it!”’ protested Hand-
forth, with concern. “I mcan, there’s no
need to cry, is there, old girl ?”’

“YT am so happy!”’ sobbed Amanda.

“Funny thing how girls always cry when
they’re happy,” said Handforth wonderingly.

‘*The tears of women, my young master,
are but the visible indications of their
cmotion,”” eaid Umlosi, in his lumbering
voice. ‘“‘Dost thou not know that the eyes
of a woman are the safety valve of her
heart?”’

““T suppose you’re right,” said Handforth.

But he was distressed, neverthecless. Yet
he could not be unhappy for long. They had
rcached the defence wall, and dozens of men,
strong and sturdy, had leapt down. They
were assisting the fair Amanda over—and, on
the other side, a great concourse of people
waited, their faces flushed, their eyes aglow
with joy.

“Amanda!” they cried in a great, ringing
chorus,

There was more in this than the mere wel-
come of a ship of a girl who had once been
given up for lost. Nelson Lee and his com-
panions understood the true emotion of the .
people.

For Amanda Peterson was the last of her
family. For many centuries the Peterson’s
had been the quiet, peaceful rulers of tho
People of the Mist. And nobody forgot that
Jcenas Peterson, Amanda’s father, had been
brutally murdered by the Black Hawk some
years earlier. That had been the commence-
ment of all this trouble. There had been
a grecat revolt,” Jonas DPeterson had been
killed, and Simeon Harke had taken charge.

Yet Amanda was, by right of birth, the
true ruler of the island people. Sho had no
brothers; thus she inherited the sacred trust.
Handforth frankly and openly spoke of her

as ‘““The Queen of the Mist People.”
Her joy at returning was e¢ven greater
than the jJoy of her own folks. Personal

friends collected round her, and the cheering
rang across the lake and recached the decks
of the Porto Marlo.

EN were standing about the untidy
M deck in groups. They were mutter-
ing amongst themselves.
uncouth rufthans,
beairded men with bare feet and oddly
assorted clothing. Most of the men carried
swords or cutlasses at their sides. A nmare
thorough-paced crowd of desperadoes and
cut-throats would have been diflicuit (o find.

The Black Hawk had picked his men well.

They had been a bold, buccaneering
throng, noisy with the knowledge of their
own strength. But to-day there was a dif-
ference. o

No longer were the pirates bold.

There recent defeat had shaken thom: the
distant cries from the township shook them
still more. They knew that Amand. i'cter-
son had returned, and that the Pcople of the
Mist were acclaiming her. Added to this,
they knew that Nelson Lee lived, and that
he and his companions were even now mak-
ing plans for the defeat of their leader.

And all these things, put together, left the
pirates a sorry crew. They were standing
about, muttering treason. Many, indeed,
were openly suggesting that they should
throw down their arms and advance upon
the township in a body, giving themselves
up, repudiating the Black Hawk and throw-
ing themselves upon the mercy of Nelson
Lee—whom they regarded as a worker of
muiracles.

Nelson Lee’s judgment was sound enouch.
The pirates were ripe for surrvender. But
Lee had not underestimated the strength and
character of Simeon Harke. |

The great man appeared suddenly on
deck; with him were his two trusted licu-
tenants, Jonathan Betts and Simon ILane.
He had heard of the mutterings that were
going the round on deck, and he knew that

They were
these—great,
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he must take instant action—or there might,
indeed, be a mutiny.

As the Black Hawk appeared, so the mut-
terings ceased. Men fell silent and drew
back. There were many scores of men on
the big decks of the old cruiser. They stood
in great crowds, with hang-dog looks and
with glowering eyes. Decfeat did not suit
them:.

Deliberately, without uttering a sound, the
Black Hawk strode from one deck to another,
walking up and down. ecyeing the
silently; and his very look made them quail.
He was not afraid of them. Unarmed, he
went into their midst, daring them to turn
on him. And they fell back, afraid. The
Black Hawk’s strong personality won this
strange battle.

Finally he mounted to the vessel’s bridge,
and from this point of vantage he could
address his entire force,

“So, cattle, ye would talk of surrender-
ing?” he said suddenly, his voice like a whip-
lash, “Ye would desert me and throw
. yourselves upon the mercy of Master Lec!
Bones and blood! Are yc men, or are ye
- slugs that crawl in filth?”

He whipped round, addressing another
group.

“Let those fools surrender who will!” he
went on. ‘ Stand fast by me, and, by my
_bones, I will lead ye to the greatest victory
yve have ever known! Desert me, and you
are doomed! Think ye that the people will
deal kindly with such rats? Nay! Even
1f yo escape with your lives, vou will be
placed in captivity, herded in one of the great

caves, placed [~hind bars and fed like ani-
mals! That + Y be your reward if you sur-
render.”

“Tig su ... Sir Chief, that all who sur-
render wi: Oc pardoned, and they will be
allowed to resumme their normal pursuits,”
shouted ouc man.

“Por’ " screamned the Black Hawk., ‘ Take
ye notic i such lics? ’Tis but a ruse to
entra:

He Lid worhec Lnuself up into a great

and towcrii:g roge; and his men looked upon
him with {eau,

“I sclected ve {o bear me company in
many a fine yenture,” continued Simeon
Harke, a note of scathing contempt coming
into his voice. ““Once, forsooth, we did
emerge from the weed, and we returned with
a great haul. 'Twas the first of many such
voyages; and for every man there will be
a share. Stand b{ me, men. When these
stranger dogs are killed, then we shall-have
the rest of the people in our power. We will
grow rich upon the treasures we shall take
from other ships.”

“'Tis casily said!” came a growling voice
from the thronz. *“But have we not proved
that the stranger dogs cannot be killed?
What of Master Lee, who was flung into
the lake, entangled in great chains? Yet,
cre dawn came, he returned, unharmed.”

“Aye, aye!” went up a growling mutler
from scores of the others.

",

men

3 ““Twas a trick!” raved the Black Hawk.

Master Lee is as human as you are—and
a knife-thrust to his vitals would be just as
fatal. Blood and bones! Let there be no
more mutterings of discontent—of mutiny.
If one man amongst ye disobeys my orders
he shall be put to the death!”

The Black Hawk was conscious—through
his ever-growing} alarm—that his talk was
having little or ho cffect upon the men. On
previous occasions he had made them en-
thusiastic. To-day they remained sullen and
glowering. They did not believe him. He
was losing his grip.

And this, on the top of his other misfor-
tunes, made his rage a thing of terror. He
had always been able to sway the men, to
rule them, to see them flushing with ecager-
ness at his words. And now, to see them
unmoved, drove him well-nigh mad.

He did not trust himself to speak further.
Indced, he was incapable of speech. Like
a drunken man he rceled down the ladder,
and, cursing violently, he went down to his
own cabin.

He was accompanied there by Jonathan
Betts and Simon Lane. They would have
spokenr to himm, but he turned upon them
like a wild animal.

“(o!” he snarled.
talk treason, too?”

“Nay, Sir Chief—"" began Jonathan.

“Get ye gone!” raved the Black Hawk.

They went, and outside, in the steel-lined
corridor of the old battleship, they held
counse!. They were joined by two others—
Arthur Reresby and Richard Moore. These
last two brought ugly news.

““The men are becoming dangerous,” said
Richard Moore uncasily. ¢ They talk of im-
mediate surrender. What, think ye, wo
can do?”

“Nought!” growled Jonathan, troubled.

“’Tis an ill look-out for us,” put in Simon
Lane, “For ’tis impossible for us to desert
Simeon Harke., We, at least must stand
by him.”

“Say yc that?” asked Moore, in alarm.
“Burn my skin! If the men surrender, and
wo are left aboard alone, what then? The
victors will sweep upon us, take us—and think
ye we shall escape the death penalty?” '

“'Tis true,” said Simon Lane. ‘For are
we not the ringleaders, with Simcon Harke ?”

“Yet if he surrenders himsclf all might
yet be well,”” went on Moore eagerly.
““ Should we go ashore in a body, and throw
ourselves upon the mercy of Master Lee, 1
doubt not he will intercede on our behalf
with the people.” .

“Ye had best talk in that fashion to Sir
Chicf,” growled Jonathan with a sneer. *‘But
I warn ye, Richard Moore! Ye take vouwr
life into your hands if you go to him with
such suggestions!”

“If I go not, my life is forfeit—so what
then?” retorted Moore truculently.

From end to end of the pirate forces there
was this same talk of surrender. They were

‘““Perchance ye would

’
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beaten. Only the Black Hawk himself re-
tained the fighting spirit.

Richard Moore boldly entered his chief’s
cabin. He was a great, burly brute of a
man, over six feet in height. In fact, he
was wellnigh as great as the Black Hawk
himself. Broad-shouldered, muscular, with a
thick beard, he was, in very truth, a brute.
And in his present frame of mind he was not
afraid of Harke.

“May your marrows rot snarled the
pirate leader, as his henchman appeared.
“What want ye with me? Did I not give
orders——"’

“The men become restive, Sir Chief,”
satd Richard Moore, quailing’ under the bale-
ful glare of his chief. *‘ Your talk, it scems,
did more harm than good. If ye take no
action, the men will go ashore within the
hour—and thus shall we few be left aboard,
to be taken by the enemy.”

“Dogs! Vermin!” raved Simeon Harke,
leaping at the others “Get ye gonec! Men
who come to me with such talk are unfit
for breeding the devil fish!” ,

He was scarcely responsibde for his .actions,
and he threw himself at Richard Moore with
siich ferocity that the man was taken un-
awares. He was frightened, too. Brute
though he was, he was no match for his
master.

(C'rash!

The Black Hawk’s mighty fist drove into
Richard Moore’s face like a sledge-hammer.
‘The man went reeling over, clutching at the
walls, and he hurtled to the floor, cracking
his head in an ugly fashion against a
stanchron,

**Now, pig!
Harke.

1t spoke cloquenily for the thickness of
Moore’s skull that he sat up; but as he saw
Simeon Harke bending over him, he regained
sume of his scattered wits; and he staggered
to his feet and backed out of the cabin. As
he did so, the Black Hawk picked a hcavy
object from the cabin table—a round thing
of metal which had been brought to him,
some days earlier, by one of the men. Harke
had scarcely given 1t a glance, and he knew
not what it was. Ie only picked it up now
he.ca_\llse it was heavy and would make a good
missile.

He flung it with all his strength, and the
thing missed Richard Moore, but struck a
bulkhecad at the end of the passage, and—

Craaaaaaaash—boooooom !

A violent explosion, quite confined, took
place. There was a bhnding, dazzling flash
of light, and Simeon Harke, caught by the
blast, was sent hurtling back into the cabin.
His head throbbed, his ears thundered, and
his wits were momentarily scattered.

“Spht my windpipe!” he gasped, with
very real fear.

Staggering forward, he

)"
!

Get ye out!” panted Simeon

saw that great

clouds of deadly-looking smoke were
pouring .into the cabin. He only
caught one whiff of that vapour, and

then he -experienced a vile, choking sensa-

Jonathan.

tion—an appalling, acute pain which caught
him at the throat like the stab of .a knife.
Ho backed away, gulping, and he screamed
with the agony which beset his eyes. It was
impossible to escape by the door, for the
smoke was pouring in hideously.

Panic-stricken, the Black Hawk leapt back-
wards and hurled himself bodily through a
window, |

The framework crashed to smithereens, and
he went hurtling down upon the deck some
distance below.

CHAPTER 3.
The Great Discovery.

ANY men would have broken their

bones by that fall; -but Simeon Harke

was more like an animal than a

human beinz. A moment after he:

fell he growled ferociously, rose slowly to

his feet, and shook himself. A number of

his men, who had secn his fall, stood back,

aghast. They believed—not unnaturally—

that the Hawk had had a fight with his
trusted lieutenants.

‘““Stab my vitals!” muttered Simeon Harke,

An overwhelmine scnse of sickness over-
came him—and this was extraordinary, for
he had only sampled a mere whiff of that
vile-looking vapour. The man was startled—
even frightened. But he was no dullard; and
he knew perfectly well what explosives were.
Had he not fired one of the naval guns in
the cavern, nearly causing -disaster? He was
acquainted with explosives—but he was ner-
vous of them.

A cunning thought came to him as soon as
he commenced to collect his scattered wits.
He stared across the water at the shore. The
first glimmer of the mornmg sunshine was
now streaming into the cavern, and the light
was much stronger. At the first glance he
saw that the people in the township were
showing no indications »{ alarm. The ex-
plosion, then, had been cnfined to the in-
terior of the ship.

“Did ye hear aught fiom below?” de-
manded the Hawk, turning sharply upon one
of the gaping men.

‘““Aye, Sir Chief—a great uproar.”

“What did it sound like 7”

“Faith, like the smashing of much furni-

ture!” faltered the man. ‘‘’Twas thought
?y us, ’Sir Chief, that ye were .quarvel-
ing—"

')’

“Let me pass!”’ snapped Simeon Harke.
Before he could get to the wide ecompanion-
way he met Jonathan Betts and Simon Lane
and Arthur Rcresby. All three were cough-
ing violently, they were holding their eyes,
and the tears streamed down their cheeks.
“’Tis the poison-fog, Sir Chief!” gasped
“By my bones! We thought ye
were killed! Know ye what happened ?”
“Nay; but I can form a shrewd guess,”

replied the Hawk. ‘“What of Moore? Did
ye save him?”
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There was a blinding flash and a violent explosion as the gas bomb burst in the cabin,

v/

Panic-

stricken, Black Hawk hurled himself clean through the window !

‘“*Twas impossible,” put in Reresby.

The Hawk thought rapidly. He believed
that Richard Moore was dead. The explosion
had taken place quite near to the man, and
he must have caught the full flood of that
deadly vapour. A thought was already stir-
ring in Simecon Harke's mind—a startling
thought which, for the moment, positively
dazzled him.

It was some little time before the vapour
cleared away. KEven while the air was still

comparatively thick, the pirate chief plunged
down the companion—taking the preliminary
precaution to tie a great scarf around his
face. He commanded Jonathan Betts and
Arthur Reresby to accompany him. They
found Richard Moore lyimg motionless and
apparently dead.

He was dragged up to the open, and a
bucket of water was flung over him. But
this had no effeet. The man lay inert, and
al! about his face there were large numbers
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of ugly cuts, which bled freely. It was clear,
then, that the exploding shell was of no great
violence in itself. Otherwise Moore would
have been blown to atoms. Yet e was only
cut about by the flying fragments.

“The man is dead,” said Jonathan Betts
harshly.

“What know ye of such things?”” rctorted
the Hawk. “The Man lives—else his wounds
would not bleed.”

He bent down, unfastening Moore’s cloth-
ing; and, sure cnough, the man’s heart was
beating. Not only beating, but beating
strongly.

Yet it was a full half-hour before he showed
any signs of returning consciousness. Even
then he was dull and stupid, and knew
nothing of what had happened. He muttered
a few words, but all he wanted to do was
to sleep.

“A fog which comes forth from the ex-
ploding metal things,”” muttered Simeon
Harke, his eyes burnipg. “‘A fog which
strikes men down with greater certainty than
the sword itself! Aye, one man can render
twenty helpless! Yet they do mnot die; they
recover after a period of* apparent lhfe-
lessness.”

He paced up and down, and the thoughts
in his head were bewildering in the vista of
victory they opened.

OMPLETELY ignorant of explosives
and poison-gases, Simeon Harke never-
theless knew that the metal object he
had Hung—quite by chance—was some

engine of modern warfare. What he did not
know was that the thing had been a small
gas-bomb.

But, owiny to age, the bomb had de-
teriorated. The explosive m it was as potent
as ever; but the gas which had ‘been manu-
factured from a secret formula -belonging to
the Parazilian Government, was no longer
deadly. When those bombs had been sup-
plied, the pgas would have killed within a
minute. But now the only effect was to cause
a dcadly choking sensation, a violent sickness,
and almost immediate unconsciousness. Pro-
viding the victims were quickly supplied with
fresh air, they would completely recover.
This was because the most deadly poison
ingredient of all had become innocuous.

Simeon Harke knew nothing of these
things. But what he did know filled him with
a wild joy. Not an hour since he had been
near to madness in his rage. Now he was his
old aggressive, nsolent self.

For he saw a road to victory.

Once again luck had played into his hands,
but, as usual, the Black Hawk, in his over-
weaning conceit, claimed all the oredit.

“Come, Jonathan!” he said abruptly.

Something in his chief’s eyes caused Jona-
than Betts to become curious and excited.
The Hawk was so confident—so self-satisfied.

“Faith, have ye a plan, Sir Chief?”’ asked
Jonathan cagerly,

-
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“Soon I will tell ye,” replied Simeon
Harke. “Come with me—and bring lights,
for we go far down into the depths of the
great ship.”

There were many mysterres in the old bat-
tieship—mysterious to these men, They
avoided them mostly.

Simeon Harke now directed his footsteps
towards that part of the vessel which con-
tained the magazine. He passed througn
great bulkhead doors, into stedl-lined cham-
bers, where the air had a strange .chemical

odour.

Little did he and his companions realise
that they were taking their lhiwes into their
hands by entering these dangerous quarters,
carrying bared flames. Tt was am act of in-
credible folly—or wauld have been, had they
known the truth. With them 1 was merely
an act of sublime ignorance.

There was a chance, then, of the Porto
Marlo exploding sky-high, killing every man
aboard. More than that—for such a mighty
cxplosion would probably thave wrecked the
cavern itself, bringing death ‘to every soul
on the island. For there were a good many
explosives in the magazine. Mercifully, age
had rendered most of them more or less use-
less, at least, they were not deadly dangerous,

“See!” cxclaimed the Black Hawk gloat-
ingly.

He was indicating a great steel rack; it
streiched from floor to ceiling, and oceupied
one entire wall of an inner chamber. And
on this rack, set out .evenly, and in dozens,
were great numbers of the same gas .bombs
which the Hawke himself had used. One of
these things had been brought to him, ecarlier,
by a man who suggested that they might be
of use as missiles. The Hawk had dismissed
the fellow impatiently, declaring that the
things were far too heavy to be carried, and
much too cumbersome to ‘be threwn with any
effect.

liow little he had known!!

“There are hundreds of them—and they
have only got to be flung!” said Hawk almost
in a whisper. ‘“Good Jonathan, I see vic-
tory—and a great and overwhelming victory.
"Twas 1n my mind to make sure that we
nossessed ample supplies of the metal things
ye now gaze upon.”’

Jonathan Betts was bewildered.

“1 gather not your meaning, Sir Chief,”” ho
said, staring.

“Nay ?” chuckled the other. “Twas one
of these things which 1 flung at Richard
Moore—and which caused me to crash hcad-
long through the cabin window. Come!”

They went up the ship, and at length they
emerged upon the deck. The men were
standing about in excited greups, now talk-
ing in a different tone. No longer did they
rﬂlutter of mutiny, or of surrender to * Master

ee.”

Again Simeon Harke went up the wessels
bridge, but this time he did not taise his
voice In violent rage; he gave instructions
that the men were to be collected round him.
And when they had gathered, and whén he
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spoke, he spoke softly, so that his voice would
i’éagh the men, but would not carry to the
and.

““List to me, scum!” said the Black Hawk
grimly. ““Ye talk of surrender. But I can
tell ye of a way in which we can gain a
great triumph.”’ ’

IEven as he spoke a new idea came to him—
and a cunning light leapt into his eyes,

“Bones and blood! Surrender!’ he mut-
tered. ‘‘ Aye, ’tis a crafty scheme! Already
the whispers have reached the people that
my men are ripe for surrender!”

He once again addressed himself to the be-
wildered pirates.

“Below, in one of the steel chambers, re-
pose hundreds of small metal objects,”’ he
sald impressively., ‘“They have but to be
flung, and they spread a great fog, a fog
which causes men to fall, writhing in agony.
And soon they lay as though dead. You have
secn what befell Richard Moore. "Twas
nearly my fate also. Men who suffer from
that gas unawares have no means of escape.”

‘“ Aye, Sir Chicef, but how can we avall our-
selves——"’

“I will tell you!” interrupted the Hawk.
‘““Twill be easy enough for all of ye to
conceal these metal objects about your persons
—and 1n such a way that their presence will
not be apparent. Then ye will cast aside your
weapons. In great numbers ye shall take
boats, and hasten to the land. Jonathan
Betts and Simon Lane shall go, with ye
urging ye on, shouting encouragement,”
~ ““Faith, but I understand not,”” said Betts,
in wonder.

“Soon ye will know the craftiness of my
plans,”’ said the Black Hawk, turning upon
him. ‘“As ye all go, I shall be on deck,
raving, cursing, calling ye scum and traitors
and mutinous dogs. What will Master Lee
and the others think? 'Twill be clear to
them that the men have mutinied, and that
they have deserted me."”

“ Ay, ’tis true,” said Betts, a glimmering
of understanding coming to him.

“Reaching the land, ye shall all march
towards the township, and every hand shall
be raised on high, proving that ye are un-
armed—and that ye surrender. So the enemy
will be lulled into believing that all is well.”

““And then?”’ put in Simon Lane cagerly.

“Then, good Simon, you and Jonathan
will give the order—and you will give it
just as you are entering the township,” re-
plied Simeon Harke. “And every man of
you will produce the round objects, and fling
them. You will fling them in every direction,

amongst the defenders—and particularly
amongst Master Lee and his accursed
friends!”’

“By my bones!’ ejaculated Jonathan

Betts.

‘“*Tis a wondrous plan!”

The treachery of 1t, the untold dishonesty
of it, did not occur to him. It would be a
vile and unclean trick. _

““Tis better that we should not put this
plan into immediate execution,” went on the

11
Hawk cunningly. ‘“Let there be several
smaller revolts first. Thus shall Master Lee
be more fully deccived. A number of you
shall break away, and there will be a great
quarrel. Other men will go in chase, and
bring the mutineers back. ’Twill be a lively

enough comedy!”
‘*“And after that?”’ asked Jonathan.

“Towards midday ve will do as I have out-
lined,” replied the pirate chief. “Then will
Magter Lee be in the right mind to receive
ye.

He went amongst the men, talking to them,
pointing out the certainty of the programme.
And the men themselves, influenced by his
strong personality, eager to grasp at any
possibility of victory, completely changed
their tone. Not a man now desired to sur-
render. There was a way out!

ND soon afterwards the ‘‘comedy ’ was
enacted. Amid much shouting, about
twenty of the men suddenly leapt into
a boat, and pulled away. Other men

shouted, and Simeon Harke himself came
upon deck, raging. He ordered men to dive
into the water, and he bellowed that tho
mutineers should be brought back.

There was a tremendous commotion.
as the pirates had foreseen, many of the
People of the Mist heard, and saw. Quite a
few, 1n fact, were attracted nearer to the
spot; they left the defences, in order to gain
a clearer insight into what was happening.

And soon they returned to the defenders,
and they were full of breathless news. A
number of the Black Hawk’s men had
mutinied, and had been about to surrender—
but they had been overcome by force, and
had been dragged back,

“It’s an indication of what is about to
happen,” said Nelson Lee calmly, when he
heard. “It’s the first breakaway, Dorrie.
Lator, I have no doubt, there will a more
general mutiny.”

“Just as you said,” said his lordship checer-
fully. “You’re always right, Lee, old man!
As far as I can sce, the whole game is
o}w;%z;; bar shoutin’. Just a matter of waitin’,
eh?

‘“Exactly,” replied Nelson Lee.

And even the great detective, astute ‘as ho
was, had no suspicion of the deadly trap
which was being sct.

And,

CHAPTER A4.
Black Treachery!

T was when the sun was hich and the

][ golden rays were slanting almost directly

down into the cavern that Black Hawk
struck.

The lake and the township, at this period
of the day, were in the full sunshine. It was
the best moment to take action, for every-
thing would scem so straightforward, and the
defenders would be completely fooled.
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“Nay, but that is folly,” said the Black.
Hawk impatiently. *“We seck to make the!
people ‘believe that we are surrendering—"":¢

“Hear me out, Sir Chief}”’ urged Jona-:
than, “’Tis my plan that the men should'
cast their weapons down with much noise and '

The man, Richard Moore, had now made a
remarkable recovery. There were no after-
effects whatever. Except for the slight cuts
and scratches on his skin he was unharmed.
The effect of the gas, then, was merely tem-
porary. And Simeon Harke was more than
ever pleased—for he knew that after he had

won his great victory he would still have
his victims, and thus he would be able to
wreak his deadly vengeance upon them.

After all that had happened, after this
narrow escape of to-day—for the Black Hawk
knew well enough that his men had been
prevented from surrendering by the merest
fluke—it was more than ever necessary to
give the people a display of ruthless strength.

The Black Hawk, with the knowledge of
those gas bombs, already counted victory as
certain. It would be a pity to let Nelson
Lee and his companions escape with a simple,
unspectacular death.

There were so many other ways—better ways
—in which the victing could be destroyed.

A pgreat commotion was taking place on
the deck of the old Porto Marlo. Men were
standing about iIn great groups, talking
loudly, angrily, and at int®rvals Jonathan
Betis and Stmon Lane and even the Black
Hawk himself would go amongst them, argu-
ing, even entreating.

It was well done. So well done, in fact,
that the watchers from the township defences
could only draw omne conclusion. The evi-
dence so clearly before their eyes all pointed
to the one fact that Simeon Harke was los-
ing control over his men.

The cunning of it was worthy of a better
cause. Between their shouts of anger the
Hawk and his licutenants muttered deter-
mined words of instruction. And the men
themselves, hopeful once again of turning
the tables, were full of a new confidence.
They kriew what had happened to Richard
Moore, and that same thing could happen
to “Master Lee” and all the rest of the
people in the township.

There would be no real fight—no desperate
battlee. The pirates would necessarily ‘have
everything their own way. And this gave
them much boldness and confidence.

A gang of men worked hard—fetching
gas bombs up from the magazine.
done secretly, and, with praiseworthy
organisation, the bombs were distributed.
Each man concealed four of the .deadly
things about his person. No difficulties arose
here, for these men wore loose, untidy gar-
ments.

“An idea occurs to me, Sir Chief,” said
Jonathan Batts.

“Let us have it, good Jonathan,” exclaimed
the Hawk boisterously. “I am in the mood
to hear what ye have to say.”

“’Twas your plan, I think, for the men to
make a sudden dash ashore, in panic,” went
on Betts. “They were to cast their weapons
aside before leaving.”

‘‘ Aye, ’tis 80.”

“Would it not be better, think ye, for the
men teo retain their weapons?”

the
This was

?

rattle as they advance towards the township.
The defenders will see these movements, and
will be heartened, and will gain the grecater’
confidence.”

‘“ A cunning enough plan, good Jonathan -
—and an excellent one,” saxd the Black
Hawk, changing his tone. ‘‘ 'When the people
see my men casting their weapons aside and
advancing with their hands upraised, they will
indeed think that the day is thews. ‘Then
will come the surprise. Faith1 Let us com-
mence this movement. I am impatient for
victory.”

‘4 Y George! They're on the move!l”

B Haudforth was excited. He and

Nipper were standing together be-

hind the great defemnce wall. And
in the strong sunlight they could see right
across the intervening ground to the lake.
They could see the significant activities of
the pirates; and they could hear the rising
tumult of angry voices.

“Yes, it looks promising,” said Nipper.
““Our mutual pal, Simeon Harke, is having
a spot of bother.”

Nelson Lee, accompanied by Lord Dorri-
more, had been making a round of the de-
fences. He had scen his lieutenants—such
men as Dr. Otto, Tom Swayne, John Rutter
and Abel Simms. These men were each In
command of a section, and Lce ‘had satished
himself that every yard of the defence wall
was capably manned.

“Why go to all this treuble?’” Dorrie had
asked. “I mean, the show is ewer, isn’t it?
Such a lot of unneccssary troublel”

““I hope it 1s unnecessary, Dorrie,’” replied
Nelson Lee. ‘“But until the Black Hawk and
his men are defeated, or until they surrender,
we cannot be too careful.”

‘“Well, you know best, old man—you’re the
commander-in-chief,” said his lordship. ‘' But
I’ve got a hunch that the scrap's finished.
Even Umlosi is lookin’ miserable. He told
me just now that the whole affair is a
bloomin’ swindle—or words to that effect.”

Lee was frowning as he watched the distant
sccne. He gave a quick glance .at Umlosi,
and he saw that the Kutana chief was staring
fixedly across towards the lake, s0oo. Umlosi’s
face was as immoblie as ever.

“Old friend, what is in your thoughts?”
asked Lee quietly.

“Waul! My eyes tcH me
the enemy is but trash, and
in,” egaid Umlosi. “ But my

Umtagati, that
ripe for giving
snake whispers

‘to me that there might yet be some more

fighting.”
l‘f‘l wonder!” said Lee, as though to him-
self. ,
Everybody else was growing wildly excited.
There could be no mistaking the meaning of
the scene on the lake shore. Many boats
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were putting off from the Porto Marlo, and
they were all crowded with shouting, angry
men. Jonathan Betts and Simon Laue were
much in evidence. And the Black Hawk
himself raved on the cruiser’s deck, shout-
ing, gesticulating, and behaving like a mad-
man.

IEven as Nelson Lee concentrated his atten-
tion upon the scene, Betts and Lane turned
upon their chief, and there was a quick ex-
change of blows. The Black Hawk went
reeling over, to crash upon the deck. The
next moment Betts and Lane had stumbled
down the ladder and werc in one of the
boats.

“My only sainted aunt!” yelled Handforth.
“Did you see that, Nipper? Those blighters
gave the Hawk a dot on the nose!”

*“His own licutenants have turned against
him,” said Nipper exultantly. “Hurrah!
This is the beginning of the end!”

The pirates were already climbing out of
the boats and coming ashore. Other boats
followed, and soon the men were spreading
out in an unruly crowd. The Porto Marlo
was left deserted. Simeon Harke had re-
covered himself by now, and he was alone.
Not one of his men remained to stand by
him. He was screaming like a maniac, and
the plain inference to be drawn from this
scene was that he had lost control of his
forces.

The men advanced towards the decfences,
shouting, raising their hands aloft. They
were led by Jonathan Betts and Simon Lane,
.and 1t was Betts who suddenly turned round
upon the men. At the same moment he
with drew his sword and flung it down with
a great clatter upon the hard, rocky ground.

““Away with your arms, men!” he bel-
lowed, his voice carrying right into the town-
ship. “Let the pcople see that we come with
peace in our hearts!”

““Aye, 'tis a good plan!”

‘““ Away with our weapons

“We are sick to death with fighting!”

Clatter—clatter—clatter!

Swords and cutlasses and knives were flung
down by the score, and the din was great.
The men advanced pow with their hands
raised above their heads—with no weapons
upon them. And the decfenders, joyous, sent
up triumphant cheers.

“'Tis the end! The dogs surrender!”

“Huarrah!”

““They come weaponless, seeking mercy!”

The people, now, were wildly excited.
Great crowds stood behind the defending
forces—the older men, the women, and even
the children. Mothers, believing their little
oncs to be now safe, had permitted them to
come 1nto the open.

‘“‘Dorrie!” said Lee suddenly, his voice
very sharp. “I don’t like 1t!”’

His lordship stared.

‘“Don’t like it ?”’ he repcated.
what 7"’

“There’s something funny about this.”

‘“Well, of course, we all have our different
ideas of humour——="’

1

“Don’t like
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“I'm ~not  joking, old man—I'm dcadly
S‘OllellS," Interrupted Lee sharply. ‘‘I don’t
tnink I’'m suspicious minded. To all intents
and purposes, the Black Hawk’s men are sur-
rendering. They have thrown their weapons
away, and they are coming towards us with-
out a thought of fighting. But I'm suspicious
of a trick.”

Dorrie looked at the great detective in
wonder. It secmed to him that Lee was
talking nonsense. Yet, in all truth, the de-
tective had come to a shrewd conclusion.

““Draw it mild!"’ protested his lordship. 1
mean, what can the beggars do?  Without
their weapons they are absolutely at our
mercy.’’

“Yet I am unecasy,”’ said Lee. *‘ There is
something too violent about this surrender.
1t savours of something theatrical—something
carefully rehearsed and planned. The men
are making too much noise about it—they
are making it so very obvious that they are
surrendering. To my mind, it 15 Just a shade
too well done.”

He turned rapidly, and before Lord Dorri-
more could make any comment. And he
cailed Nipper and Handforth and Umlosi to
his side. They came at once, wondering at
the sharpness of his tonec.

“What’s wrong, guv’'nor?”’ asked Nipper.

“I don’t know—yet!” replied Lee. “It
may be that I am unduly suspicious, but I
cannot help thinking——"’

He broke off, and in his eves-there was an
expression of hard fury. For at that moment
he had seen Jonathan Betts and two or
lhree of the other pirates lower their hands
and feel in their pockets.

“By Heaven!” burst out Lee.
right! There’s some trickery here!”

**But, man alive, I can’t see—
Dorrie.

“That’s just it—you can’t see the weapons
these. men still possess!’’ snapped Nelson Lee.
‘““There’s black treachery here, Dorrie—foul,
unspeakable treachery. The first suspicion
crossed my mind when I saw the pirates
flinging their cutlasses down so violently.”’

‘The detective’s automatic was out, and in
his grip. Lord Dorrimore instinctively
gripped his own pistol, and Umlosi obtained
a tigher hold on his faithful spear. Nipper
and Handforth were dumbfounded.

The adventurers were grouped together at
the extreme end of the defence wall, and the
Black Hawk’s men were advancing in a body
towards another section of that rock barrier.
isven if Nelson Lee had decided upon some
action, there was no time for him to com-
municate his orders to the defenders

For so many things were happening at
once.

Furthermore, Lee’s suspicions were only—
suspicions. If he urged the defenders to
violence, and the Hawk’s men proved to be
really unarmed, it would be an act of sheer
betrayal—tantamount to the attacking of a
force which came under the white flag.

Until the pirates made some hostile move,
nothine could be done.

“T was

”

began
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And, meanwhile, the Settlers themsclves
were playing right into the enemy’s hands.
Lee could sce this—but he could do nothing
to stop it. Socores of men were leaving their
posts all along the defence walls; they were
concentrating in great excited crowds at-that
gection of the wall where the pirates ap-
proached.

And the wall itself was being flung down—
so that a clear road of entry was made,

Tom Swayne and John Rutter, glowing
with triumph, were urging the men on,

Thus, when Jonathan Betts and BSimon
Lane, leading the pirates, came within twenty
fect of the defcnce wall, there was no longer
any wall—but a great gap, on the other side
of which crowds of excited men waited.

The Black Hawk’s lieutenants were almost
frightened by the success of the scheme.
Here were the fools, crowding together! A
few of those gas bombs, and they would all
share the same fate! It was at this moment
that Lee, from a lisdle distance, had noticed
the movements of the pirates’ arms.

‘““Come, comrades!” growled Betts. “Wae
must seek the forgiveness of our people.”

“ Aye, we come in shame > went up the cry.

“But we come to snatch victory!”’ bellowed
Jonathan suddenly. ¢ Up, men! Now!”

Within a split second there was a dramatic,
sensational change. Hands flashed out from
folde of jackets, and the unsuspicious de-
fenders were startled to sce flashes of gleam-
ing metal. Then—

Whizzz! Whizzzz! Whizzzz!

Shining objects werc hurled by the dozen,
right mto the midst of the waiting crowds.
Too late, Tom Swayne and the other section
lcaders realised that it was a trap. They
shouted warnings——

Booom! Bang! Bang! Boooom!

The explosions, following one another in
quick succession, sounded like a veéritable can-
nonade. Flashes came from amongst the
crowds; men shouted with horror and agony;
panic sprcad like wildfire.

And at each burst there arose a great cloud
of dense, choking vapour. Men screamed as
the vapour got into their eyes, and into their
throats. = Men staggered blindly, colhding
with one another, trampling upon one
another—and the confusion was absolute.

Nelson Lee and his party, owing, mainly,
to Lec’s forethought, were not in the thick
of the mob., They stood apart. Thus they
witnessed the extraordinary ecene witheut
being involved. They wcre just outside the
zone.

“Ye gods and little fishes!” gasped Lord
Dorrimore. ‘‘Gas bombs! You were right,
Lee! The devils! This is the worst erime
known in warfare!”

“What does the Black Hawk know of
honest warfare?’” snapped Lee. “You’re
rigcht, Dorrie. Poison gas! Good heavens!
Look at the way the men are falling—in
dozens—in droves! No wonder the brutes
flung their cutlasses aside! No doubt they
found these bombs in the old cruiser’s
magazine!’’

CASTAWAY CEUMS. A tale of the South Seas that’s *‘ different.”

““Wau! This is not fighting!” thundered
Umlosi, his eyes blazing., ‘Come, N’Kose,
my father! Let us enter the battle and spill
blood !’

*“That’s a good idea,” said Dorrie grimly.

““No! Stay where you are!” ordered Lee.

‘“Sayest thou that, Umtagati?” asked
Umlost, in wonder. ‘‘Thou wouldst bid wus
to hold back when our friends are falling b
scores 1"’ '

“We shall net help them, Umlosi, by
marching straight to death!’ retorted Lee
sharply. “One lung full of that poison gas,
and you’ll fall like those other poor beggars!
Mercifully, we're out of the gas zonec here.
There’s just a chance that we might be able
to help—but not by making a crazy advance
upon the pirates.”

Even as he spoke, a thin clond of the gas,
a mere wisp oi it, stretched out, and swept
over them.

‘“Oh!’ gasped Handforth,
hands to his eyes. .

It felt as though pepper had bceen flung
into them, and for some seconds he could
not see. The agony was intcnse. A great
pain clutched at his throat, toa.

“Come!’’ croaked Lee. ‘This way!”

They made a run for it, and within a
minute they were beyond reach of the gas.
The scene all about them, in the township,
was dramatic—pitiful.

Every scrap of Lec’s careful organisation
had gone to picces. Swayne and Rutter and
the other section leaders had, in their excite-
ment, forgot all Lee’s precautions; they had
played into the enemy’s hands.

Yet who could blame them?

The surrender of the Black Hawk’s men
had seemed so absolute. Now that the truth
was known, it was too late to recover.

Where the dense clouds of vapour hung,
the men could dimly be seen, staggering,
fulling. Already, scores lay in silent heaps.
Three parts of the defence force was uncon-
scious. Most of the others were either crazy
with pain, and staggering blindly about, or
helpless with terror.

Women were running back from the danger
zone, dragging children with them. Panio
had the entire township in its grip.

Nelson Lee, seeing all this, was filled with
?}e grectest rage which had ever possessed
1m.

““The hounds!” he said between his teeth.
“Heaven will punish them for this devilry!”’

He saw the pirates running back towards
the lake—for, of course, the Black Hawk’s
men stood in the same danger as the de-
fenders themselves. But they were aware of
the pcisnn gas, and they were able to get
well clear before the vapour spread to them.
Easy enough for them to wait now—for they
reckoned that there was nothing to do but
to allow the gas to do its deadly work, and
then they could walk in at their own pleasure.

There was only one failure. Jonathan
Betts knew that Neclson Lee and the other
adventurers had escaped the gas. They had
been too far distant.

clapping his
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But Betts gloated as he saw Lee and his
companions running, as though panic-stricken,
threugh the township.

“By my bones!” growled Jonathan. ¢ Their
bloo:i’ is but water, after all! They Hee like
rats!’

Dr. Otto, who had escaped the gas, was
~staring at Lee & Co., too. The thing seemed
unbelievable. Many of the other settlers—
particularly the women—were aghast. Nelson
Leeo, Lorg Dorrimore, Umlosi‘, Nipper and
Handforth, were running—taking no notice
of anybody. They were running helter-skelter
through the rear outskirts of the township,
where the great rock wall of the cavern rose

sheer. They were racing away from the
danger zone—deserting the stricken com-
munity.

CHAPTER b.
The Last Stand.
BUT .appearances can be deceptive,

They were so in this case.
Nelson Lee was running because he
desired to bring help to the betraved
people. He knew that he and his sturdy com-
panions, unaided, could be of no practical use.
It would be easy enough for them to sacrifice
their lives by making a valiant but unavail-
ing plunge into the gas zone. But that
would be shcer folly. Better for the people
to misunderstood this * flight.”

“Guy’nor!” pgasped Nipper.
running away, arc we? I

“We’re not
don’t under-

stand——"
“You will!” snapped Lee. “Don’t falk!
Run!”

“By glory! I’ve got it!” exclaimed Dorrie.
“The Beast Men!"”

“Yes!” panted Lee.

“I beg their pardon—I mean the Islanders,”
went on his lordship. ‘““Gad! Think there’s
a chance, Lee?”

“There must be—but it will be a forlorn
one, at the best,” replied the detective.
“Don’t talk, Dorrie—use all your energies
for running. Save your breath.”

If there was any satisfaction for Nelson
ILlee in this appalling situation, 1t was the
fact that his own party was intact. He was
particularly pleased that Nipper and Hand-
forth were safc. And he was determined that
thev should not be separated. They would
stick together, whatever happened. '

The disaster of the township was over-
whelming in its iinmensity. Practically all of
the ”rebels ”’ had fallen under that gas. And
I.ce believed—and he could not be blamed for
believing—that those unfortunate men were
dead. Practically the whole community wiped
out, including many women, and a number of
innocent children. Lee’s rage against the
Black Hawk was an awful thing.

It was too late to save those poor souls.
But there was a chance that Lee could exact
vengeance.

He had remembered the wild Islanders—a
strong force. These men had already shown

15

their friendliness, and they had camped a
mile or so from the township, in the

““country ” by the riverside. Perhaps these
primitives could turn the scale.
Lee

Just before leaving the townshi
halted, and called upon the others to [:io the
same. They were passing one of the quaint
houses on_ the outskirts, and in the garden—
which looked very much like an old English
garden—there were great lines of clothes, dry-
Ing in the hot sunshine. It was a peaceful
spectacle, rather incongruous in the present
circumstances. The Settlers, as Lee knew,
had a way of weaving their own cloth, and
the materials they produced were of good
quality.

‘“Here! Grab these things!” snapped Lee.
“Yes, all of them!”

“But what on earth——"’ began Dorrie.

“Don’t argue,” interrupted Lee. * We shall
need them.'

They stripped the lines, and during this
brief pause, Nipper and Handforth seized the
chance to look back. '

‘““My only hat1” muttered Nipper, aghast.

‘““ Awful, isn't it?” said Handforth, his eyes
full of agony. “I—I wonder what’s hap-
pened to Amanda? We didn't see her in the
rush, and we’ve bolted like a lot of cowards."”

‘“Bolted be hanged!” said Nipper, with
some warmth. “Can’t you trust the guv’nor?
He knows what he’s doing.”

The scene, in the dazzling sunshine, wa3
terriblee.  The sun streamed * right down
through that great gap in the cavern roof—
the bright rays glinted fully upon the town-
ship and the lake. Beyond, the rest of the
cavern was in shadow, and the effect was
impressive.  Over the township, spreading
stowly, insidiously, was a great, dense cloud
of ugly-looking vapour. Owing to a slow
wind current—which the Black Hawk had
counted upon—the vapour was drifting imper-
ceptibly over the entire township. It was, in
fact, drifting away from the lake, so that the
Hawk and his men still stood in the clear
sunshine, unaffected by the noxious gas.

““Come on—there is no time for us to
stand looking back,” came Nelson Lee’s
urgent voice.

They ran on again, and, keeping to one of
the narrow roads, which ran in all directions
throughout the cavern, they came at length
to the rough camp which the “Beast Men "
had made.

Lee knew that there would be some diffi-
culties here. For the Islanders could not
understand a word of English—and, in just
the same way, Nelson Lee found it impossible
to follow the queer, chattering tongue of the
primitives. All communications had to be
made by signs.

The lcader of the Islanders was a bearded,
hairy giant known as Spurius Lartius. 1t
was Dorrie who had given the man this im-
pressive name—just as Dorrie had dubbed the
“king ” of the Ilslanders Horatius. This
Spurius Lartius was now smiling all over his
rugged face, and his hairy companions were
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looking just as friendly.
they did mnot appreciate what
happening.

Soon, however, by means of frantic signs,
Dorrie and Nelson Lee managed to make
themselves undersiood. They pointed to the
cloud of gas, they staggered and fell; they
made it clear that many men had fallen. Then
Spurius Lartius realised that he and his men
-were wanted, and a great clamour arose. The
primitives were ready.

“Thank Ileaven, Deorrie, . we have made
them understand,” said Lee. “1'm not so
sure how they’ll take the next move. We've
got to tear this cloth up.”

“What for?”

“To use as a protection—against the gas.”

“Gad! I’'m dense! 1 ought to have scen
that before,” said Dorrie. *Think 1t’l} be
effective 7’

“I don’t know.
all,” replied Lece.
luck.”

They

It was clear that
had bcen

It may be of no use at
“But we must trust to

- 2

all set to work, tearing the garments
into crude bandages. These were soaked in
the river water. The bandages were so
made that they completely. &overed the face—
and Lee jabbed two small holes for the eyes.
Very soon, they were all fashioning the ban-
dages after Lee’s pattern.

“We shall be able to sce like this—and the
depths of the cloth may keep the gas back,”
explained the detective. “It’s just a pre-
cautionary measure—in case the devils uce
more of those bombs. And they’re practically
certain to.”

He turned to Nipper and Hand{orth.

“You bovs had better remain here,”” he
went ona ‘‘Dorrie and Umlosi and I and the
Islanders can handle this——? -

“Chuck it, guv’'nor,” interrupted Nipper
eruflly. “You know you don’t mean it.”

“We're in this, sir,” said Handforth firmly.

Nelson Lee did not argue. He believed,
indeed, that they were going to cértain death
—and he had hoped to save the boys. But
one look at them convinced him that wild
horses would not keep them back. It would
be a mere waste of time to talk.

They were soon ready. The Islanders, with
quick intelligence, knew what was required of
them. They did not understand in the least
why they were to use the wet bandages, but
they knew they had to be used. And that
was all that really mattered.

The bandages were not worn yet.
~ “Well, we’d better be moving,” said Lee
eruffly. “We might be able to steal an
advantage. The pirates probably belicve
that we fled in panic—that was one rcason
why I urged you to run so fast. The gas
cloud will conceal our movements now, and
we stand a good chance of taking the brutes
on the flank by surprise.”

“By glory! You think of everything!”
said Dorrie admiringly.

“Do 1?7 growled ILee. “T1 wish I had
thought of our machine-guns, Dorrie! There
would have been time for some of the
Islanders to have gone up the gorge to our

?
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old camp, Those machine-guns, at a t{ime
hke this—-"
“If that’s all that’s troubling you, what

about these?” asked Dorrie cheerfully.

He had been waiting for this moment.
He walked across to a great heap of dried
grass and swept the grass aside. Nelson Lce
was startled, and delighted, to see the four

wicked-looking machine-guns which had once

been uscd to protect the base camp from the

island top.

““Dorrie!’” exclaimed the detective, his eyes
glaowing. ‘‘This is wonderful!”

“I know 1t 1is,” nodded Dorrie coolly.
“You’re not the ounly one who thinks of
things, old man!”

+“‘But why didn’t you tell me before ?”’

“To tell you . the honest truth, I forgot
them!”’ said his lordship frankly, and with a
grimace. “Of course, I remembered the
machine-guns as soon as we were in danger.
And then, when I saw you headin’ in this
direction, I thought I'd keep it ae a sur-
prise. I sent somoc of the Islanders up for
the guns durin’® the night—an’ until five
minutes ago I didn’t know they were here.
A good supply of ammunition, too.”’

“They might make all the difference be-
tween success and defeat,’’ said Lee. ¢ Come,
we’ll take charge of these—we four. You
boys can handle the guns, can’t you?”

“You bet we can, sir,” replied Nipper
cagerly.

They were handy weapons—not cumbersome
guns of the old-fashioned type, but deadiy
things which could be carried with ease.

Everybody feit more confident now,
guns weie as good as fifty men.

“I hate dragging vou youngsters into this—
but, since you are in it, I know that you
will acquit yourselves well,”” saidd Nelson Lce.
‘“ Don’t hesitate to fire, boys. ¥ These men
are murderers. They are treacherous brutes
who deserve annihilation. It 18 their lives
(ér 1ours. And so, when we go into action—

eht!”

Never had the great detective spoken truer
words—and his companions realised all too
well. The tables were already turned—Simeon
Harke lookea like winning a complete and
overwhelming victory. Should he gain his
end, there would be no doubt regarding the
{z]n_t,e of any of the adventurers who were left
alive.

More than once during this last desperate
half-hour Nelson Lee had thought of the two
youngsters. He had been tempted, indeed,
to make a quick exit through the waterfall
passage. It was so comparatively near—and
so easy to reach. Morcover, the %lack Hawk
did not know the secret of the waterfall, and
there could be no pursuit.

But it was foreign to Nelson Lee’s nature
to take such a step. It would be an act of
treachery, almost as black as Simeon Harke’s.
For Lee had promised to ecommand the
Settlers, and now that most of the men were
laid low, the old men and the women looked

The
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Nelson Lee and Nipper reeled back choking and blinded by the exploding gas bombs,
moment their delence was broken, and like atgevastatlng tidal wave, the pirates swept down
| on them.

to him for help. Never for a second did Leec
think of going back himself.

And when he considered the other possi-
bility, he brushed 1t aside. He could order
Nipper and Handforth to get through the
waterfall tunnel, and to find safety. But he
knew well enough that they would not go.
They would merely wait—and then follow.
Far better, then, for them all to be together.

As they advanced upon the township—now
taking another road, which would lead them
out near the lake side—Lee eyed the bank
of dense vapour. It was drifting so slowly
that no movement was perceptible. It hung
over the quaint old houses in a grim,
brownish-yellow pall.

And it served to mask the approach of the
reinforcements.

In a

“This lane will take us, I fancy, through
the thinning cloud of vapour,” said Lee.
“We must make a dash for it there. I don’t
think the belt will be very thick, and we
can soon gect through, The air will be clear
on the other side—and we shall come upon the
Hawk and his men abruptly, unexpectedly.
That will give us the advantage.”

‘““An’, by the Lord Harry, we'll
skittles with the brutes!” vowed Dorrie.

“Let’'s get at ’em—that’s all!’”’ said Hand-
forth, his eyes burning,

“Wau! Thou art indeed a true warrior,
my valiant son,’” rumbled Umlosi. “But
thou art welcome to thy strange guns which
stulter and chatter. I desire nought but my
great spear.”

play
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lLee was glad to find that the Ilslanders
were giving no trouble. They were following
readily, even eagerly. They seemed to scent
that fighting was required of them. Lee was
only doubtful as to their conduct when they
encountercd the poison gas. For it was some-
thing of which they were in complete ignor-
ance. Yet the wet bandages would give them
a hint.

Nearer and ncarer.

And now, on the sunlit alr, arose a great
clamour. It came to the ears of the adven-
turers as they approached the drifting gas.
The pirates, in a great crowd on the lake
side of the township—clear from the drifting
rzas—were already celebrating their victory.
It was an excellent moment for the attack—
for it would take the enemy unawares.

“Now!” exclaimed Lee grimly. *‘On with
your face protectors! After that, stick close
to e, and run.”

They all halted, and it only took them a
minute or so to place the wet rags around
their faces, and tie them. The Islanders, sce-
ing what was in the wind, followed the
cxample of their leaders, and with much chat-
tering, douned the wet cloths.=

Lee waved his arm, indicating a quick rush
forward., Then, leading, the detective ran
straight down the lane towards the belt of
ras whieh hune over the ground hke a fog.

‘“Kcep close to me!™” shouted Lee. ‘‘We'll
soon be through it. And have your guns
rcady-——we shall need them the instant we’re
out In the sunshine again.”

‘o ahead, sir!’ sang out Nipper. ‘“We're
right on your heels!”

They plunged in, and although they held
their breath, the noxious gas had an imme-
diate effect. Their eyes smarted apominably,
so that they could scarcely sce. DBut they
plunged on, clenching their teeth,

Yet, without the protection, tlfey eouid not
have forced a way through the gas. The
distance was not grcat. Lee, m {ront, already
caw that the pall was thinning. Within a few
seconds they would be out, in the clear air
again. Tt would have been impossible to
avoid the gas altogether, but that would have
mcant a wide detour, and the enemy would
have seen them from afar, and would have
been prepared.

'This way, the Black Hawk and hLis men
would be taken completely by surprise. So
it was worth the risk.

Lce, glancing back, felt grim. He caught a
glimpse of the Islanders, staggering, some
running blindly, some turning back. There
was a good deal of confusion. Spurius
Lartius himself proved his inettle, for never
once did he falter; and a good many of the
other ‘“Beast Men " stuck to him. DBut
others were ternfied by the strange sensations
which affected their eyes and throats—for
not many of them had taken the precaution
to hold their breath.

Thus, only about half the reinforcements
got through. The other half, in blind panic,
retreated.

ﬂ
¢ IS victory, Sir Chief,” said Jonathan
Betts gloatingly. '
Complete and wondrous
victory!” said the Black Hawls
thrusting out his chest, and striking an atti-
tude which, in other circumstances, would
have been funny. “What say the men now,
good Jonathan?  Talk they still of sur-
render ?*’ '

And he gave a great, beisterous laugh. All
about him the desperadoes were grouped.
They stood in knots, animatedly tallang, and
most eyes were turned in the direction of the
township.

The noxious gas still hung there, looking
strange, indeed, in the full eunlight. The
defences and the houses were almost invisible,
owing to the blur of gas.

And very few sounds came from the town-
ship—and what sounds there were, seemed to
come -from afar, and were mostly caused by
frightened women and screaming children.

‘The men were either totally unconscious or
staggering about helplessly. Certainly, there
was not the slightest possibility of any attack.

‘‘Like fools, they collected in one spot—
to welcome us!” laughed Simon Lane con-
temptuously. *‘Thus, when we hurled our
missiles, they were all caught by the clouds
of strange gas.”

He and the other pirates were feeling them-
selves unow—for they had recovered their

swords .and cutlasses, and were wearing them

as of old. Not a man amongst them decmed
that the trick had been unclean. They were
the masters of the situation, and it enly re-
mained for them to wait untik the poison gas
had cleared, and then they could enter the
township and take full command. When the
“rebels '’ recovered their wits, the Black
Hawk would once more have absolute control
of the entire community. |

“Think ye, Sir Chief, that the strangecis
will cause more trouble ?”’ asked Betts.

The Black Hawlk spat violently as an in-
dication of his contempt,

‘““Bones and blood !> he swore. *‘ Did they
not take to flight? In the hour of peril they
proved themselves to be but curs. May their
bones rattle and rot! We have nought to
fear from such vermin!”’

His violence was so great that it was pal-
pably used to cover his own anxiety. He did
not mean what he said. He knew Nelson Lee
better—and he was afraid of some sudden sur-
prise. Yet he had ne wish to spread un.
easiness amongsk his men, They were con-
tident now.

“Sir Chief! Look!” shouted Simon Lane
suddenly. ‘“Faith, but the strangers come
now—and they bring numbers of the Beast
Men with them.” °

“*Split my windpipe!” snarled Simeon
Harke, whirling round.

It was almost an answer to his thoughts.
From the extreme end of the gas zone a
number of figures had come lurching into
view—running hard. And at first sight they
were strange enough to gaze upon—for they
werce still wearing the wet face coverings.
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Now, however, as the Hawk swung round,
Nelson Lee whipped his covering aside. The
others did the same. They were in the open
air again, free from the gas belt. And behind
them were considerable numbers of the
fslanders. This was no fair test of the primi-
‘tives’ courage in battle. For the unfortunate
men were not only bewildered by the gas,
and by the face coverings they were compelled
to \]\;‘ear, but by the very nature of the battle
)tselt.

“*The metal missiles!” thundered the Black

Hawk. ‘“Come, men! Ye have plenty left!
Hurl them!” _
- Betts and one or two others were urging
the men on, and many more of the gas bombs
were gripped, and the pirates commenced a
mad rush. |

They had surpreme confidence in the bombs
now. They knew that they had but to
approach to within throwing distance, and
their enemies would be laid low. So the charge
was spectacular. More than half the Black
Hawk’s men, who were near at hand, went
rushing towards this daring little force which
had come so unexpectedly on their flank.

Nelson Lee and Dorrie and the two boys
had suddenly stopped, and were now crouch-
ing low, holding strange-looking instruments.

And then——

Zut-zut-zut-zut-zut-zut-zut !

The instrument in Lee’s hands commenced
stuttering and stackering, and films of smoke
rose. Three of the foremost pirates sud-
denly collapsed, screaming with agony. Two
bombs exploded prematurely, and vapour went
billowing out amongst the pirates themselves.
Instantly, there was confusion.

Zut-zut-zut-zut-zut-zut-zut !

The other machine-guns were getting to
awork now, and a deadly hail of bullets went
racing mnto the pirates, The Black Hawk,
who was standing well back, let out a yell of
rage.

“On, men—on!” he thundered. “Let them
have the deadly gas!”

Nipper and Handforth were handling their
weapons skilfully, . and they were absolutely
ruthless. Out of the corner of his eye, Nipper
saw Umlosi leaping round the edge of the
cnemy force, well clear of the machine-gun
fire. And the great Kutana was already
;lping tremendous work with that spear of
118. .

Flash—flash—flash—flash !

Nipper could see the sunshine glinting on
the blade. It rose and fell. Men were slain
before they knew what had hit them. Umlosi
in action was as dangerous as a dozen men.

Boom! Boooom!

. The Black Hawk’s words had had effect.

The pirates rallied, and, with a sudden rush,
they ran forward. Many fell, either killed or
wounded by the machine-gun . bullets. The
pirates did not know just what those weapons
were—or, indeed, they would never bhave
advancced as they did. .

Owing to the force of their rush, they came
within throwing range. Many of the bombs
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Nelson Lee, and the detective was almost
lifted into the air by the force of the
explosion. He recled back, and the machine-
gun was sent flying. The vapour caught him
in the throat and in the eyes, aud he stag-
gered. ’ '

‘“Guv’nor!” gasped Nipper.

He leapt forward, bgllz) he, too,
blindly. It was the worst of bad Juck. Shecr
ignoranceé ol the machine-guns had caused
the pirates to continue the charge. Otherwise
the victory would have gone to Nelson Lee
and his party. It was just one of those
trifles which turn the whole tide of battle.

To make matters worse, Handforth’s
machine-gun had suddenly jammed. In his
eagerness, the burly . schoolboy had operated
it too hurriedly, and now the weapon was
useless. There was no time for him to frec
the mechanism,

In a sudden frenzy he leapt forward, whirl-
ing the machine-gun high. With all his
strength he flung 1t, and two men fell.
Another of the bearded giants, seeing what
had happened, leapt forward. He was swing- .
ing a great wooden club.

Swish!

Handforth, staggering. forward, blinded by
the pgas, would have had his brains dashed
out then. But something black shot beside
him' and something flashed, too.

“Ugggggggh!” ,

It was the death-cyy of the man with the
bludgeon, for Umlosi’s spcar had buried itselt
in his chest. But at the same second the
great wooden club strck Uinlo8i on the head,
and the mighty Kutana warrior crashed back-
wards and lay still.

The whole thing, from beginning to end,
had occupied no more thau two minutes.
Nelson Lee, looking back, saw that the
Islanders were running away. He did not
blame them. The gas was in their eyes and
throats, and they were frantic with fear.

Lord Dorrimore was still plugging away at
his machine-gun, but he was doing so blindly,
for he could no longer see. His senses were
reeling.

Then came another rush from the Black
Hawk’s men. More of the gas-bombs were
flung, and they exploded comparatively near
to the spot where Lee and his party were
standing. The vapour rolled out, spreading
with incredible, dcadly speed.

Nipper was the next to go. He staggered,
rolled over, and lay still. Nelson Lee leapt
to his side, but the detective could no longer
breathe freely.

Lord Dorrimore was “out.” He had
collapsed over his machine-gun,

‘““Sorry, Lee, old man,” he muttered. “ Did
our best. Can't help it. Winged a few of
the devils, anyhow.” :

Nclson Lee scarcely heard. He saw the
Black Hawk through the vile fog; he saw
him but dimly, and with a last effort Lee
dragged out his automatic and took aim.

Crack!

The weapon spoke, and the Black Hawk,

reeled

were hurled. They exploded just in front of uttering a terrible curse] staggered and fell.

<
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And at the same second Nelson Lee’s senses
left him.
The last stand had failed.

CHAPTER 6.
The Trial.

ELSON LEE’S first clear thought, after
N consciousness returned, was that he
should no longer be alive. He was
puzzled.. He knew that the poison
gas had filled his lungs, and when his senses
had left him—when he had taken that last
shot at the Black Hawk—he had beheved that
it was death.

Now he was alive again—and except for
an irritating dryness in his throat, he seemed
to be none the worse. Certainly, his lungs
were not poisoned, for he could breathe deeply
without effort, without pam.

He turned over on his side, and near_him
he saw Nipper—and next to Nipper, Lord
Dorrimmore. They were both sleeping peace-
fully., With a quick intake of breath, Lee
looked on the other side. . Yes,» Handforth
and Umlost were there, also sleeping.-

“But this is rnidiculous!” muttered Lee,
in frank bewilderment. -

His sensations were mixed. He could sce
perfectly. His eycs smarted a little, but it
was only a trifling inconvenience. And now,
as he took further stock of his surroundings,
he saw that he and his companions were
within a narrow cave, the front of which
was protected by a great wooden door. 'This
door was not solid, but was composed of
heavy oaken sections, and there were spaces
between themi through which the light
entered the cave. ;

“Extraordinary!” murmured Lee,
io his feet.

He was rather unsteady on his pins, and he
was conscious of a gnawing hunger and an
overwhelming thirst. But after a few moments
he steadied himself, and moved silently across
to the grecat gate.

He could tell, by the position of the sun—
by the direction of the slanting rays—that it
was mid-morning. Nearly twenty-four hours
must have elapsed, then, since—

Since what?

Nelson Lee remembered {ully—vividly.
And, remembering, he wondered. Since he
was unharmed, since Dorrie and the others
were also unarmed, it stood te reason that
the Settlers themselves had not been kitled
by those deadly clouds of poison gas. But
they were not deadly! They had merely
caused swift unconsciougness, incapacitating
all the defenders.

And that could mean only one thing.

Simeon Harke, the Black Hawk, had
obtained full control!

With these thoughts in his mind, Lee paid
closer attention to what was going on outside.
All this time he had been aware -of a general
hum and bustle of activity,
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There were many people in and about the
quaint township, and Lee saw at -once that
mcest of themm were looking subdued, fright-
encd. It was not dificult to discaver the
cause.

for, patrolling in all directions were
numbers of the Hawlk’s ruffiane. They wero
strutting importantly, and occasionally one of
them would utter some hairsh orders to the
people.

Something blurry in the distance attracted
Nelson Lee’s attention, and he found, to his
quick surprise, that smoke was rising irom
the rusted old funnels of the old ecruiser.
This was a significant thing! So the fires
had been lit, and steam was being raised!
Lee sensed, somehow, that the raising of
steam In the Porto Marlo’s boilers was con-
nected with his companions and himsell.

Allowing his gaze to travel from the ancient
war vessel, he now saw that an old wooden
hulk, a dismasted brig, was lying mot far
distant. And the decks were alive with men,
who appeared to be busily working. Even
at this distance Lee could see the rising and
faliing of hammers, and he could faintly hear
the thudding blows.

The men at work on the old hulk were the
very men who, yesterday, had -defended the
township. Such men as Tom Swaywe, John
Rutter, and other loyal hearts. Standing over
them, lke slave-drivers, were the Black
1¥awlk’s desperadoes.

“Thou art active, Umtagati, my master,”
said a low, rumbling veice.

Lee spun round, and he found Umlosi ad-
vancing towards him,

“I am glad, old {riend, that you
awake,” said Lee.

“Yet it may have been better f we had
never wakcneg,” sald Umlost. ¢ Methinks,
Umtagati, that evil work 1s afoot. I marvel
that we still ive—but since we are alive, the
rat thou cailiest tho Black Hawk will surely
see to it that we do not live long.”

“Yet it is an old saying im my country,
Umlosi, that while there is life there is
hope,” said Lee, with an effort at cheerful-
ness. ‘‘The fortunes of war went against us
yesterday. But, mercifully, none ef us aro
badly hurt.” |

A mumbling voice sounded, and¢ Lece and
Umlosi found that Lord Dorrim(}re was sitting
up.

“I wish some kind person would give me
a drink,”” nwuttered his lordship. ‘*Gad! I've
got a thirst worth a small fortune! What'’s
happened, anyway? Wherc are we?”’

Nipper and Handforth, when shaken, were
easily aroused. And so it was not long before
they were all very much alert, very surprised
to be alive—and very dubious of the imme-
diate future.

“I'm afraid I got you inte this mess—-"
began Lee.

“Rats and ‘nonsensg and fiddlesticks!”
growled Dorrie. ‘I wish yon wouldn’t be
euch an ass, Lee! Everything was gein’ fine
—until those blighters started throwin’ bombs:
How could we be prepared for such a moave

are
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as that? We put up a good show, didn’t we?
I'l! bet we polished off a good few of the
hounds!”

¢ Unfortunately, the majority of them
remain—and the position is cxactly as it was
before we came here,”’ said Lee gruflly. *“‘ln
fact, worse. For the Hawk will make these
poor people suffer dreadfully.”

““The Islanders let us down,” said Dorrie
scverely., “I'm disappointed iIn Spurius
Lartius and his stalwarts. They’re such hefty
beggars, too. Somehow, I think they should
have done better.”

‘“‘PDon’t blamne them, Dorrie,” said Lee.
““When that poison gas struck them, they
naturally retreated in panic. They were up
against somcthing which they could not un-
derstand—and that created terror. Well, it’s
no good crying over spilt milk. We’re in a
mess.”’ |

‘I wonder what they’ve done to Amanda ?”’
muttercd Handforth anxiously. *‘I’ll bet the
devils have made her a prisoner, too! Ii they
hurm a hair of her head—"

“It’s no good going on like that, young
un,” interrupted Lee sharply, but not un-
kindly. ‘““We are not in a position to utter
threats.”’

“By George! That’s true, sir!” groaned
Handforth. ‘‘But couldn’t we escape?’” he
went on, with his usual meteoric optimism.
“I say, why not? They don’t know we’re
awake yet, and there might be a way Y

‘ No, Handforth, there’s no way,” said
Lee. “This cave is shallow; there 1s no
handy tunnel in the rear, through which we
can conveniently disappear. And this oaken
gate, I can assurc you, is strong enough to
withstand all the force we are capable of
applying. And even if we got out, what
then? All I ask of you is this—when matters
come to a crisis, keep a stiff upper lip.”’

“You can trust us for that, guv’'nor,”
Nipper.

“ Rather!” added Handforth, with a catch
in his throat.

For he knew the true significance of Nelson
Lee’s words. They were in the hands of the
Black Hawk, and 1t was any odds that that
bearded rascal would exact a terrible ven.
gence,

Nelson Lee found himseclf wondering. He
had a vague recollection of shooting—of see-
ing the Hawk fall. There was just a pos-
sibility —

‘““Ho! So the rabbits are scampering about
their huts!” came a mocking voice. ‘ Faith,
this is news for Simeon Harke!”’

Jonathan Betts was outside; the sunshine
was glinting on his great red beard. and the
expression on his face was one of gloating
triumph. He was not afraid to come up close
to the great gate, for he knew that the
prisoners had had their pockets emptied, and
there was nothing they could use as a weapon.

*“We might as well get this thing clear,”
said Lord Dorrimore steadily, ‘‘We're
prisoners, I know, but what, exactly, is our
status? Are we allowed to drink?” -

sald

"1s over, Master Lee, and ye have lost.
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“Dog!” rotorted Betts viciously. *‘Ye’'ve
had your last drink in this world, methinks
1ill ye die, ye shall go thirsty—aye, and majy
your torturcs be acute!”

Dorrie sighed.

“I've come to the conclusion, Mr. Betts
that you’rc a very unpleasant gentleman,”’ he
said severely.

“Let him talk, N’Kose,” growled Umlosi.
“’T1s the fashion of the bully.”

“By my bones! And why should I not
talk?” sneered Jonathan Betts. ¢ The game
The
great cavern 18 in our hands once again.
The Beast Men have gone—aye, and Sir Chief
krnows the road by which they entered, for
the unclean dogs were observed in their
retreat.”’

‘“I was afraid of that,” said Lee regret-
fully.

“Not only have we found the strange pas-
sage behind the waterfall, but Simeon Harke
has vowed to block that passage,” continued
Betts. “Thus the Beast Men shall be for
ever shut out. But first there is your punish-
ment to have attention.”” He laughed evilly,
“Rot my skin, but ’twill be a fitting punish-
ment, too.”’

He walked off. and Nelson Lee was left
unsatisfied regarding the Black Hawk. Yet
it was clear enough that Simeon Harke lived,
and was, indeed, scarcely hurt. Otherwise,
Betts would have made mention of his chief’s
injury. .

‘““What are they going to do—starve us to
death?”’ asked Dorrie practically. “If so, 1
don’t think much of it—as a scheme of ven-
geance.’’

““If I know anything of the Hawk, he will
select something far more spectacular,” said
Nelson Lee grimly. “You remember how
he made mc walk the plank.”

‘““Ay, Umtagati—and ’twas through that
conceit of the dog’s that thou didst escape,”’
said Umlost.  “Wau! It would have been
casier to cut thy heart out, but he preferred
a spectacle to please his brutal eyes; and
thus ye escaped. Perchance the fools will
again make the same blunder.”

“Well, we shall soon know,” said Nelson
Lee. “Unless I'm much mistaken quite a
number of the Hawk’s men are coming in
this direction now, Betts was not long in
giving his news.

It was so—and all the prisoners felt glad.
Far better to get it over and done with. And
if Simeon Harke expected them to appeal to
him for mercy, he would find out his mistake.

Iiven Handforth realised that there would
be no possibility of escape when he saw
the size of the enemy force. Two dozen men
came, all of them heavily armed. And when
the great wooden gate was swung open, all
the men entered, and others closed the gate,
locking 1it, and guarding it on the outside.

The cave was now full of rough, boisterous
men. Nelson Lee found himself gripped by
four of the ruffians, and he was quickly
bound hand and foot with strong ropes made
from dried seaweed, The other prisoners
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were treated in the same way. Umlosi might
have attempted to show fight with his bare
hands, but a sword point was thrust against
his great chest, and another at his back.
Tho slightest movement would have meant
impaling himself. The pirates were taking no
chances this time.

Presently, Jonathan Betts returned, and by
now Lce and his companions were all roped
up. Not only were their arms bound tightly
to their bodies, but their legs were roped
together tightly, cruelly. Men lifted them,
and carried them forth.

And as they went through the township, the
Biack Hawk’s men jeered at them, spat upon
them, so that their humiliation should he the
mare complete. It was a trying ordeal

The peaceful people, now the slaves of
the Black Hawk once again, stoud by help-
Jessly, with hopeless expressions in their eyes.
From the windows of the housey peepcd
women, terrified.

1t was a sad occasion for Nelson Lee, who
had done so much, who™had braved so many
dangers, for the sake of the unfortunate
people. It was galling to know that i1t had
all been in vain. -

Thus the prisoners were carried to ‘the
side of the great lake, where the sunshme
was streaming hotly down. And here there
was a kind of natural amnphitheatre, where
the rocks rose in ticrs. some distance from the
lake itself. At the Black Hawk’s command,
large numbers of people had collected in this
amphitheatre. And on every hand stood
armed guards. The prisoners knew that tliey
could not look for any hope from the people.
for the unfortunate Nettlers were cowed and
terrified.

Lce was to learn, later, that the Blacl
ITawk had already ruthlessly beheaded a
dozen men--in full sight of the comimunity.
He had threatened that if any man hifted a
finger against him again, he would take a
hundred children and blind them. By these
methods ha:d the Black Hawk reduced his
victims to abject submission.

Nelson Lee and his companions now found
that they wecre not the only prisoners. In
the cenire of the amphitheatre there were
others waiting—the leaders of the rebellion.
Tom Swayne, Dr. Otto, Abel Simms, John
Rutter, and others. They were bound in
just the same way. Handforth gave a great
culp, too, when he saw Amanda Peterson
amongst the captives—bound like the rest.
The girl’s sweet face was deathly pale, but
her eyes were defiant, and her whole attitude
was one of proud courage.

“The devils—the miserable heathen devils!”
panted Handforth helplessly. ‘‘ They’re going
to treat’ Amanda like the rest of us! They’ll
sentence her to death, I suppose!”?

‘“Steady, old son,” muttered Nipper. * Per-
haps it’ll be all the better if she does die.
What has she to live for now? With her
pecople crushed, her——"

‘“Perhaps you’re right,” whispered Hand-
forth. “But it seems horrible. Oh, why

can’t something happen? Some miracle to

turn the tables.”

“That’s just it,” said Nipper.
don’t happen nowadays, Handy.”

Altogether, there were twenty of the
prisoners. Helpless as they were, they were
stood upright in a great group, and all eyes
were turned upon them. 'This was a kind of
show. The Black HMHawk, it seemed, was

“Miracles

Black Hawk brought his hand round and struck Lee a
‘““ They shall suffer the tortures .of hu

placing them on trial.  Yet it was likely

enough to be a mockery.

Presently, with a great clattering of swords
and many shouts, a number of the victors
approached. The Black Ilawk stroade at their
head, and Nelson Lee was quick to sce that
the burly giant had a heavy bandage round
his left arm. So that bullet of the .detective’s
had hit the Black Hawk there, and the
impact of the bullet had sent the man reeling
over. Loe was filled with regret. How much

N
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better if that bullet had entered the ruflian’s
black heart!

Simeon Harke took his scat on a big slab
of rock, facing the prisoners. Ranged about
him were Jonathan Betts, Simon Lane,

Arthur Reresby, and the other licutenants.

““Let there be silence!” commanded the
Black Hawk, holding up a great hand.
The pcople held their breaths.

Scarcely a

'ross the face. ¢ Take them away !’ he snarled.
1ger -and thirst ere death comes ! ”’

sound could be heard. In the township, '1?
other people scarcely dared to walk, o
spirit of absolute terror was abroad.

“So, Master Lee, at last I have ye laid
low!” said the Hawk evilly. * Bones and
blood! Long have I awaited this hour—and
’tis needless for me to tell you that it is a
sweet hour now. There shall be no mistake
this time. You and your accursed friends
from the great outer world shall perish. Aye,
and perish fittingly.” |

He suddenly rose to his fe 18- IS-
torted with fL?:’y. ot hia face dis
‘1 sentence ye to death!” he thundered.
“All of ye! There has been rebellion enough
i this community, and therec shall he no
more. For the steps I am rwking to-day will
convinee the people that I am a man of iron,
a man of determination.”

He glared round the amphitheatre, and
people quailed before that menacing gaze.

‘““lIecar ye all!” he went on. *Fhese people
have plotted against my power, my authority.
They shall dic. And aftet they are dead I
shall rule you firmly.”

He pointed accusingly at Nelson Leec.

““Pwas this man and his companions who
incited you to revolt!” he shouted. *'Likeo
fools, you listened, and you sought to over-
throw me. The cffort has failed, and my
pawer 1s greater than ever.”

He went on like this for some time, gloat-
ing over his victims, threcatening the people,
telling them what dread things would happen
if they ever raised a hand against him again.

Every moment Nelson Lee expected the
nature of the sentence to be stated. No doubt
they were to be beheaded—m public.  Or
perhaps the Black Hawk would mike them
walk the plank, in succession. ‘And this time
there would be no “miracle ”’ rescue.

Strangely enough, however, the Black
Hawk said nothing to indicate how his
victims were to be dealt with. The ‘“tnal”
ended as abruptly as it begun. It had only
been held as an excuse for the Black Hawk
to listen to his own voice, to cow the people
more than ever.

“Take themn away!” he shouted at last.
“Let them bce placed upon the old hull, as [
have already ordered. There, ere death comes
to them, they shall suffer hunger and thirst
and the torturcs of waitmg.”

He left his place, and, striding forward,
came face to face with Nelson Lee. Brutally,
he brought his great hand round and struck
I.ee a violent blow across the face.

‘“ A characteristic action, Simeon Ilarke,”
said Lee, as the blood trickled from a corner
of his mouth. ‘It 1s the act of a brave man
to strike another who cannot retahate. It
suits you well.”

“Split my windpipe, but I wonder I do
not tear your hecart out!” snarled the Black
Hawk. “’Twas you who wounded me yestei-
day—any, and your intent was to kill.”

“Ay only regret is that 1 did not kill,”
replied Lee steadily. '

“You keep up a bold tront, my friend—but
after hunger and thirst have had their way,
you will be screaming for merey, like tho
rest,”” jeered Simeon Harke. ‘I will not be
tempted to strike ye down as yom stand. I
would have pleasure in witnessing your end.
Stab my vitals, but 1t will be a spectacular
end, mark my words! There ghall be a great
show, so that my trusty comrades will have
much to see and much to remember. Yo
shall all perish miserably, horribly, .as befits
such scum!”

He suddenly spun round.
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“Away with them!” he thundered. “1
grow sick of the sight of them.”

“That makes us even, then,” said Lord
Dorrimore. *“Upon my word, Harke, what
a ' loud-mouthed blackguard you are! At
one time I had an idea that you were a real
leader, a man of strength. Now I find that
yoi're only a cheap hooligan.”

“Don’t, Dorrie,” muttered Lee, in agony.
“*It doesn’t do any good.”

He half expected Dorrie to be struck down,
battered, ma'med, perhaps. DBut the Black
Hawk was alrcady striding away, laughing
noisily. = He knew that his revenge would
come later. There was no possible way in
which his victims could escape him again.

Armed men surrounded the prisoners again.
They were lifted and carried. And this time,
mstead of being taken back to the township,
they were carried forward, to the very lake
itself. Here, against the rocky sides, boats
were waiting. The prisoners were placed
aboard, and then they were Tonveyed out

upon the lake—not to the old cruiser, but to

the hulk.

And as soon as Nelson Lee found himself
upon the deck of that rotting old brig, he
had an inkling of the fate which lay in store.

For the preparations which had been made
upon the brig’s deck were significant,

CHAPTER 7.
Out on the Weed.
THE hulk’s deck had been cleared of all

‘obstructions, and, amidships, in the

well of the vessel, behind the great,

old-fashioned booms, heavy posts had
been fitted to the deck. '

There were twenty of them—twenty great
oak posts, standing upright like skittles.
They were in rows of five, and to one row
of posts Nelson Lee and his four companions
were bound.

Fresh lengths of dry scaweed were ready,
and, standing upright as they were, the
prisoners were cruelly secured to the posts.
By the time this grim work was done, not
one of the captives could move a limb. The
unfortunate girl had been treated as ruth-
lessly and as brutally as any of the men.
HHandforth did not know whether it was a
comfort or an agony when he discovered that
Amanda was bound to the post immediately
behind him. He could not see her, but she
could sec him. So tightly was his head fas-
tened to the post that he could not even
turn 1it.

Lee was suffering agonies—not physical
agonies, but mental. He was beginning to
gct an inkling of the ‘torture’ the Black
Hawk had so gloatingly referred to. A few
hours of this, and they would all be suffer-
ing intensely.

There were other activities afoot now. The
Hawk and his men were going aboard the
Porto Marlo in full strength. It seemed,
indeed, that none of the pirates were to be
left behind. And it did not matter. For
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when they returned from this grim expedi-
tion—and it was clear that some sort of
expedition was to be embarked upon—the:
people would be humble and obedient. The:
dreadful fate of the ringleaders would pre-:
vent any further revolt.

Smoke was now billowing in columns from
the old cruiser’s funnels, and soon there came
a great churning of the waters, accompanied
by the rumble and rhythmic din of the clank-
ing engines. The Porto Marlo’s machinery
was creaky, but it worked. -

There were delgys. The engines were
stopped, restarted, and the vessel proved
clumsy and awkward.,

But it was soon obvious what the Black
Hawk intended. The hulk, with the helpless
prisoners aboard, was to be taken in tow.

And they were going out of the cavern—
oui into the impenectrable mist of the [ester-

ing Sargasso.

ing, the Porto Marlo navigated the
great rock tunnel which led to the
outer sea. More than once the vessel
scraped the rock eides, but no damage was
done. And astern, towed by poweriul
hawsers, came the mastless hulk.

Long before the tunnel was cleared, the
prisoners were suffering tortures. They were
cramped, their limbs and their bodies were
racked with agony. At times, indeed, thcy
felt that they could not stand such pain. But
not one of them uttered a cry of protest or
complaint. What was the use? There wero
none to hear—for not a single guard had
been placed on the hulk., The prisoners had
that rotting vesscl to themselves.

And this fact, in itself, was significant,
Nelson Lee had an idea that the hulk, later,
was to be scuttled, so that she would slowly
sink into the sca, drowning her captives,
That was the reason for this expedition. The
Black Hawk, on the cruiser, would watch and
gloat.

“Do you know, I’ve been thinkin’,’
Dorrie, after a long silence. _

‘“We’'d all be better, old man, if we didn’t
think,” said Lee. _

““No, you don’t understand,”” went on his
lordship. I’'ve been thinkin’ about the old
bus-~-the Sky Wanderer. At a pinch I belicve
we could patch her up so that she would be
airworthy.”

‘“ Are you mad ?”’ muttered Lee crossly.

‘“Her engines are undamaged—and so are
her propellers,”” continued Dorrie. ‘ With
the help of the Islanders, an’ some rough and
ready materials, I think we might fix the
broken tail, and repair the wings. Then, if
we could take off—"

“Chuck it, Dorrie protested Nipper.
“You know jolly well that we shall never see
the ’plane again. We're finished.''

“ All right—don't rub it 1n,” said his lord-
ship, with a sigh. ‘“No harm in havin’
pleasant thoughts, is there? Better than
broodin® over what might be comin’ to us.”

“By G(George, you're right, sir!”’ came
Handforth’s husky voice. ‘‘And you can

THUNDERING and wheezing and crank-
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never tell, The Black Hawk over-reached
himself once—and he might do it again. If
you ask me, he’s a fool. He ought to have
lopped our heads off while he had the chance.
Only that would have been too sudden. He
wants something more spectacular.”

Thus they talked at long intervals. Some-
times they would be silent for hours on end;
then they would talk for a few minutes. But
as the time passed, they no longer referred
to their possible fate. The subjects of con-
versation became trivial.

By the time the hulk had been towed out
into the dense mist of the outer sea, twilight
had fallen, and darkness was imminent.

And now the captives suffered less. I‘or a
great numbness had followed the earlier
agonies.

Flaring torches were lit on the Porto Marlo,
and the reflectior. of them could be seen from
the hulk, glowing weirdly through the muist,
Either the pirates had not discovered the
workings of the cruiser’s electrical equipment,
or it was out of order.

Clank-clank-clank!

The sounds came hollowly across the weed.
And with it there was a churning and swul-
ing of water. But there was scarcely any
motion. ‘It was not like a sea at all. ‘On

every hand, as far as the cye could reach,

the Sargasso weed was packed densely. .Se
thick was 1t, in fact, that men could walk
upon it and rcmain comparatively dry.

1t said much for the ingenuity of the Black
IHawk and his “engineers’’ that they had,
after months of labour, fitted an enormous
cutter to the bows of the cruiser. This cutter
sliced through the weed slowly enough, but
1t undoubtedly cleared a way. And, .astern,
therc was a queer-looking cage fastened over
the propellers, so that they could not be
fouled by the weed.

Nelson Lee had wondered how it was that
the pirates, on their first venture into the
open sea, had discovered their way back to
the Lost Island. But it was not really due
to the Black Hawk’s brilliant pavigation. The
man knew nothing of navigation.

The simple truth of it was that the vessel,
in forcing her way out of the weed, had
clearedd a wide channel. And this channel,
instead of closing .again, after the passage
of the vessel, had drifted wider. So, when
the Porto Marlo had roturned, the pirates
had found, to their satisfaction a great
“river ”? leading through the weed continent
—leading unerringly back to the island.

Even now, after the elapse of some weeks,
that channel was still comparatively clear.
This voyage was different from the last. The
cruicer was no longer compelled to force her
way, foot by foot, through the tangling weed.
The channel had closed somewhat, during the
Interval of time, but it opened . again readily,
and astern of the bulk Jay a wide ribbon of
clear water.

.And throughout the night the voyage con-
tinued. |
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sun appeared—a faint,

and miles of it.
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- AFORNING came, and although the
: weed was as dense as .ever, the mist
had thinned considerably. The

prisoners could now see the warship
clearly; they could see far out across the
desolate, lonesome weed. It was one of the
dreariest sights they had ever witnessed.
Miles of indescribable desolation, damp, hope-
lees, dreadful.

No doubt the senses of the captives had, by
now, become somewhat dulled. Even the
dread fate which lay ahead of them had loss
many of its terrors. Death, indeed, would
be a happy release.

They suffered intermittent tortures; for, at
times, the numbness departed, and they
euffered acute agonies. Hunger no longer
bothered them, but thirst was causing them
torturc.  Their throats and tongues had
swollen. Talking had become dithcult. 5o,
for the most part they remained silent.

The voyage seemed never ending.

All nmight the hulk had been towed—and -
still the Porto Marlo, wheezing and thunder-
ing, had carried on.

'fhe hours passed, and by mid-morning the
unyeal-leoking ‘disc,
just ‘visible high above, through ‘the mist.
The 'light was now streng, and the lesohation
all ‘about the two ships, was even ‘more .pro-
nounced.

There was no sign of the .guen water—
nothing ‘but the :brownish-green weed. Miles
And 'here anld wthere, stick-

ing .grotesquely out of the stuff, .a scrap of
w ge, .or a broken-masted 'vessél which

‘had mot yet broken up.

The first sign of .a delimte dhange cama
when the great hawsers were suddenly east
off. They fell into the channel with great

splashes, and attracted the .attention of tho

captives.

Then it was seen tlkat the Parto Marlo was
stcaming on. But she did not go any great
distance, At first, Lee belicved that the hulk
was to be left there—and ghe thought filled
him with horror.

Left there, bound helplessly to those posts,
without food, without water. Was this the
Black Hawk’s plan of vengeance? Was he to
let them die of thirst and starvation?

Perhaps it would not be so dreadful.
Already, some of the captives were only semi-
conscious. Within another few hours they
would all have ceased to know what pain was.

Perhaps Simeon Harke realised this. He
was not going to let them escape so easily,
He wanted them to suffer still more ere they
perished.

The throb and clank of the ill-used engines
cecased. And now it was seen that the Porto
Marlo was veered round until'she was prac-
ticaliy broadside. A ‘boat was putting -off,
and .at the stern of this hoat, whicf-.was.rowed
by a dozen burly men, stood the Black Hawk.

The craft was rowed alongside, and the
men made her fast to some thick ropes which
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had been left trailing over the bulwarks. The
Black Hawk came aboard.

It was a very old brig, and the bulwarks
were clumsy and higch. Simeon Harke did
descend upon the deck, but stood on the
wide edge of the bulwark, gazing down upon

his prisoners gloatingly, his eves full of
hatred and evil.
“Faith, and ye’re still alive?” he asked

mockingly. “Ye still can sce—and hear—and
fcel. Rot my skin! But ye shall know of
what I have planned. Thus shall ye suffer
the added tortures of anticipation.”

“By George!” came a croak from Hand-

forth. “If cver 1 get frce, you rotter, I'll—
il——=" -
“Chuck it, Handy,” muttered Nipper.

“What’s the use?”

“TLook here! You!” went on Handforth,
Lis voice becoming stronger. “Do what you
like with me—and with these men! But why
have you got Amanda herc? What harm has
she done you? What harm can she do you
in the future? If you never do any- other

decent action in your life, take her back with
you—let her be with her people.”

“Aye, surely T will!” snarled the Black
Hawk. *“’T'was Amanda DPecterson who
plotted against me—who helped you to escape
me earlier. She shall suffer the same fate as
the rest of you. Her death will mean my
permanent triumph.”

He gave a great, roaring laugh.

“Know ye what I have plauned ?” he went
on. “'Tis no light task to bury twenty
victims, so you shall all be buried at once—
in a grave that knows no bottom! On the
great steel ship there 15 a gun. Ah, yo
remember ?”’

He had seen the startled expressions on tho
faces of his vietims.

“That gun shall send its explosive missiles
into the rotting sides of this hulk,” he con-
tinued. ‘“And so ye shall be blown to bits
before mine eves, and thus I shall know for
certain that ve die! Then all will sink, and
the weed will close over ye and ye will be
gone for ever.” -
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"BOTH Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore
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CHAPTER 8.
The Weed Devils.

were tempted to answer the brute;
but they held their teeth. It was more
dignified to remain silent.

Lee was suffering intensely. He accused

“himself of carelessness, of failing in his duty.

" In his love of adventure, he had brought

Nipper and Handforth into this dire predica-

ment. And i1t would be certain deaih. Thero
Was no escape now.

Yet Nelson Lee was unjust to himself. Fate

had been unkind—that was the long and the

short of it. From first to last, the great

~ detective had sought to bring pecace to that

* troubled community.

His motive had been
good. - It was Cruel, indeed, that this black-

~"guardly brute should triumph in the end.

‘ﬂ'.-L.

“mean?

. bulwarks.

. “Be not despondent, N’Kose.”

Lee heard the words dully, as though they
came from a grecat distance. He found himn-

_self listening mechanically, without interest.

“Well, Umlosi, old friend, I’'m a ,cheery
sort of fellow usually,” said Dorre. **But in
the present cires I must admit that my out-
look on life is somewhat jaundiced.”

“Thou art using strange words, my father,”
came Umlosi’s rumble.  “But methinks 1
understand thy meaning. My snake tells me
that this thingr cannot be. I am aglow with a
great joy. For we are near to victory.”

Nelson Lee wondered. Unilost’s stinet
was uncanny. What could the giant Kutana
Was he trying to say that death
iteelf would be victorious?

Booom !

Lee had taken no account of the passage of
:ime. It had seemed to him only a few

minutes since the Black Hawk had been stand- -

ing on the bulwarks. But, as .a matter of
fact, an hour had passed. The pirate chief
was back aboard the Porto Marlo, and the
first shot had been fired.

A screaming uproar sounded immed:ately

“following the report.

Then, not a hundred yards shot of the hulk

. a great explosion took place, and there was

an ear-splitting crash, a blinding flash, and

“tons of weed hurtled skywards.

The first shot had been badly aimed—the

-shell had gone low, not even reaching its
objective. .
had trained the weapon badly.

The unskilled gunners evidently

“Well, that’'s No. 1,” said Dorrie. *“A
rotten, shot, too. I’ll bet the next one goes
right over us.”

“Look!” muttered Nipper, as he stared
fixedly.

Thoy could not see the weed immediately
round the hulk owing to the height of the
| But further out there was a move-
ment in the weed—something which had
never happened before. The very weed itself
secmed to be alive; it was heaving, crawling,
and the sight was an amazing one. All over
that vast expanse of dead stuff a strange life
was springing into being. Yet it was so
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vague, so uncertain, that Nipper wondered if
his eycs were deceiving him,

Boooom !

Another shell was fired, and right on tho

top of 1t came the ominous scream, and——

Craaaash!

This shell was better aimed. It struck the
bows of the hulk, and the timbers were ripped
as though by a giant hand. Great splinters

flew in all directions, many of them falling

with great thuds on the deck, some crashing
aniongst the very prisoncrs themselves.

Nelson Lee felt a dull pain in his left
shoulder—a pain which rapidly increased.
He managed to screw his head round, and he
saw that h's clothing was ripped and blood
was streaming. Onc of those great splinters
had struck him, and if the jagged picce of
wood had fallen on his head he would have
been killed on the spot.

Yet Lee scarcely gave the matter a thought,
for something else was happening—something

out on the weed—something which caused

the detective to stare unbelievingly.

*“Look—oh, look!” came a shuddering cry
from Amanda. “The rats—the rats! The
dreaded rats!”

“What do you mean?” gasped Handforth.

‘Sometiunes they have approached theo
island—but only in small numbers,” said tho
girl. ‘“My father used to tell me——"’

‘She broke off, for the spectacle was now
so horrifying that further words choked in
her paiched throat.

Something had happened which had upset
all the Black Hawk’s calculations—something
he could not possibly have forecseen. Nelson
Lce knew in- a- flash that it was the booming
reports of the gun which had disturbed the

vile weed creatures. They no doubt had been

Iurkmg beneath the weed, hidden. Frightened
by the explosions—and frightened mostly by

the shell which had exploded in the weed it-

self—thoereatures had come to the surface.

The wced was alive with them.

In every .direction, as far as the eye could
see through the mist, tle surface-of the weed
was now a swarming, moving mass of life.
It was incredible that such .a change eould
have occurred in so short a space of time.
There were millions of the weed deviis—
literally millions.

And now they were leaping with ever-
increasing activity. :

A surge of horror—the worst horvor of all
—came over Nelson Lee. He and his com-
panions were bound helplessly, and if theso
weed creatures came aboard Not even
Nelson Lee’s imagination could carry on.

The air was filled with a loathsome rustling
and slithering. It came to the ears wof the
captives in waves, and it was ke nothing on
earth.

Lee concentrated his attentton upon -the
ncarest ‘“‘rats.” They were not rats at all,
although they bore a queer, uncanny resemb-
lance to rats. They were black .and slimy,
and thcy were nearly as large as seals. They
had ugly, rat-like mouths, with -deadly fangs.
They possessed legs, too, and Lee believed
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that their feet were webbed. They were a
cross between fish and animal—a product of
the mysterious Sargasso weed.

Thud-thud-thud!

“Great Scott!
velled Nipper.

In a sudden frenzy, Lee wrenched at bhis
bonds, and a miracle happened. It seemed
to him that his left arm became loosened. In
that flash the detective cooled down, and he
knew that he had been mad. The weed devils
were leaping at the hulk, thudding against
the old sides, trying to get aboard. For an
instant a vile face appeared at the top of the
bulwark; Lee caught a glimpsc of glittering
eyes, and then the thing vanished, falling
back with a great splash into the water.

Yet Lee scarcely gave the matter a
thought. His mind was occupied by this
other amazing thing. His left arm—— He
managed to get his hcad round, and now he
saw that the seaweed ropes were hanging
loose. Yet he knew that he could not have
burst them, no matter how violent his frenzy.

He strained again, he worked violently,
and more of the ropes became loosened. And
it \\!'as then that the detective realised the
truth.

The great splinter which had fallen on
his shoulder, cutting into his flesh!

The very shell which had been fired by the
Black Hawk, intending to destroy the cap-
tives, had done nothing but destroy some of
Nelson Lee’s bonds! The very hulk itself
was not sinking, for the damage to the old
timbers had been above the water-line.

1f this was not a miracle, it was very akin
to one!

They’re coming aboard!”

“Guv’nor!” came a startled, incredulous
cjaculation from Nipper.
‘“ All right, young 'un—keep your hair on!”

said Lee grimly. ‘“I'll be free in one minute.
If we've got to die, we'll die fighting!”’

“ But—but how——" Nipper paused. *I
don’t understand, sir! How did® you get
that arm free?”

Nelson Lee was far too busy to reply.
Already, his right arm was free, too, and
although the agony, due to restored circula-
tion, was well-nigh unbearable, he did not
pause.

He tore the bonds from about his body and
from his legs. He took no heed of the ugly
gash in his -shoulder. Once again he was
confident.

“Wau! Did I not tell thece, Umtagati, that
my snake whispered of victory ?”’ said Umlosi.
“This is but the beginning.”

“Old friend, you're a wonder!”
Nelson Lee.

“If you ask me, that snake of his ought
to be rounded up an’ put in a glass case,”
remarked Dorrie. ‘Good man! You're frec
now. Don’t forget that the girl comes first.”

“No, no!” came a cry from Amanda.
““There is much peril,-and I am of little use
for fighting. Leave me, I beg, until last.”

But Nelson Lee took no heed. Already,
he was hacking and wrenching at Amanda’s
bonds. He could scarcely stand, owing to the

panted

ON THE WESTERN TRAIL' A gripping yvarn of Frank Richards & Co.,.

numbness of his limbs—a numbness which
was rapidly changing to the agonising tor-
ture of acute “pins amd needles.” He knew,

moyeover, that it would take him more than

ten minutes to unfasten the tenacious weed
ropes by hand. When others were free, they
could help, but it would take at least an
hour—

Then Lee jumped, for Nipper had given a
great cry.

“Guv’nor!” yelled the lad. ‘ Look!”

Lee spun round, expecting to see a number
of the giant rats swarming inboard. Buf
Nipper was pointing far down the littcred
decks—to a spot, apparently, where there was
rothing of note to be seen.

“What i1s it, young 'un?” asked Lee.

“A knife, sir—a whacking great knife of
somo kind!” gasped Nipper. *“I spotted it
hours ago—and I've just remembered. Some
of the men must have left 1t there after
thcy had erected these posts. Down by the
scuppers—"’

Lee did not wait to hear any more. He
dashed forward, and nearly fell. But ho
pulled ‘himself together, and, staggering like
a drunken man, he reached the spot. And,
sure enough, half-hidden in the scuppers, lay
a great knife—and at the first test, Lee found
that the blade was keen.

“Thank Heaven!” he muttered fervently.

Running back, he slashed through Amanda’s
bonds rapidly, and within a minute the girl
was free. Then Lee gave his full attention
to Dorrie, and to Umlost, and Nipper and
Handforth. He went from man to man, slash-
ing the bonds, liberating them.

It was an extraordinary sight.

Some of them were rolling on the deck,
writhing in agony. But this phase, merci-
fully, (El!id not last long. Moreover, there
was that other peril—which helped them to
rapidly recover.

So busy had they been that they had
scarcely glarced overside. But now their
attention was grimly attracted. For they
heard a clawing and scraping, and over the
bulwarks, on the starboard side of the hulk,
numbers of the enormous weed devils were
appearing. One of them, in fact, leapt clear,
thudded upon the deck, and ran forward with
incredible speed, its great fangs bared.

Crash!

It was Umlosi, who, seizing a great baulk
of wood, ran forward. The 1mprovised club
battered down upon the vile creature’s head,
and it rolled over, quivering.

Umlosi did not pause. He rushed on, aim-
ing at the other “rats ” which were attempt-
ing to swarm inboard.

And now Dorric and many of the others
were grasping similar chunks of wood.

They leapt forward, their weapons whirled,
and the immediate danger was over. And
during these brief moments, while they were
at the bulwarks, they gazed out over the weed
—and there was no weed.

They saw nothing but a solid, squirming,
moving mass of the weed creatures. They
were scuttling, running, and the whole sur-
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face of the Sargasso was heaving, as though

a great swell had affected the waters below.
~ *“Only one thing has saved us!”’ panted Lee.
“The hulk 1s lying clear of the weed, in this
water—and her sides are
The foul things would have swarmed
aboard in tens of thousands if we had been
lower in the water. We should not have
lasted a minute.”

*“Listen, guv’nor!” panted Nipper.

Above the indescribable noise which arose
* front the weed devils came the distant, frantic
echoes of terrified men.

Until this minute, the Black Hawk’s cap-
- tives had been so intent upon saving them-
selves that they had given no thought to the
cruiser. That rusty-sided old vessel lay away
to port. 4

Now there was a rush across the decks, and
. when tho freed captives saw the cruiser they
-. were filled with sudden awe.

For the sight they saw was a horrible one.

CHAPTER 9.
) The End of the Black Hawk.
THOUSANDS——hundreds' of thousands—

—of the loathsomo wecd mounstcrs were
attacking the Porto Marlo.

Nelson Lee’ and his companions
watched breathlessly, for it seemed to them
that there could be only one end.
the last moment, had turned the tables on the
murderous Black Hawk!

Millions of the weed devils were advancing
towards the cruiser. So thick were they that
they were crawling over one another in their
- mad efforts to get aboard.
~ ““Oh, how dreadful!” cried Amanda, shiver-
. ing.

. “But what poctic justice!” = murmured

Dorrie. .
. The old warship was very different from
the high-sided wooden hulk. Her decks were
low, and there were no bulwarks. From the
- very first, the weed mousters had been able
to swarm aboard the Porto Marlo with com-
. parative ease. . At the first attack the Black

Hawk and his pirates had thought little- of
. the danger. DBut within a «very few seconds
they. had changed their minds.

The rats were coming on like some vast

black tidal wave. There was no recason in
- this frantic attack. The creatures were in
panic, and their savagery was not caused by
any intelligent design. The Porto Marlo
stood in the way of flight, and the creatures
were not capable of reasoning; they did not
go round the obstruction. They swarmed over
- 1t, and they attempted to kill everything in
their path. ‘
At first the Black Hawk’s men had fought
“furiously, desperately. ‘Then they had seen
. the futility of such methods. Many had
. attempted to get below; and that some did
get below was evidenced by the fact that
the engines were going again and the old
-cruiser was moving erratically along the
cleared channel.

Fate, -at.

But it made no differcnce. The rats arose
from the waidter, they continued to swarm.
There was no stopping them.

Boom!!

The gun spoke again. Some of the pirates
had managed to fire another shell. A great
many men had already perished. Before the
eyes of their comrades they had been borne

down by the weight of the weed monsters,

they had been torn and maimed and—had

come to death hideously.

It seemed that the taste of blood—the very
smell of it, perhaps—affected the rats. Xov
the creatures were coming in greater strength
than ever; and instead of passing on, instead
of rushing across the cruiser and continuing
their flight, they sought to stay, fighting one
another, even, 1n their -efforts to get at the
desperate men.

Mercifully, the watchers were some distance
off and they could not see the revolting
details. iy

‘And now a change suddenly came.

It was the firing of the gun, no doubt,
which caused 1t. The giant rats took to
flight. They leapt away from the cruiser in
thousands, - racing across the weed, ‘scuttling
down into it and vanishing as though by some
black magic.

In an incredibly short space of time, not a
weed monster could be secen between the

cruiser and the hulk. All that part of the
Sargasso was clear.

And the Black Ilawk and his remaining
m+n must have seen that the hulk itself was
safe—for there were none of the rats near
it. Moreover, the two vessels were closer
together, owing to the continued movement
of the cruiser. And the captives, free from
their bonds, must have Dbcen plainly visible
to the pirates. |

“The hulk—the hulk!” came a faint, hoarse
cry.

Nelson l.ee recognized the voice. It was
the Black Hawk him:&f who was calling to
his men. . |

An amazing, unbelievable thing happened.
The pirates leapt from the cruiser’s deck,
landing upon the weced, which banked against
the vessel’s sides.. They came staggering
across the soft, spongy masses. And the Black
Hawk himself was in the lead. Others were
following—and a continuous stream came up
from below. The shouts had reached the
other men—even penetrating to the engine-
room crew. There was a chance of escape!
And the pirates, maddened with fear, blindly
followed their leader.

They followed him to certain death.

“They are insane—they’ll never get here!”
muttered Lee.

“Supposin’ they do?” asked Dorrie sud-
denly. ‘‘Man alive, we can’t let them get
aboard! Neither can we leave them to perigh
in the weed, if it comes to that. Gad, what
a dilemma!”’
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“There 1s no dilemma, Dorrie,”’ said Lee
quietly. ‘“Those men can never get this far,

Liook!”’

Lord Dcrrimore caught his breath in. The
scene, horr:ble as it had been before, was
now so pghastly that even the iron-nerved
Dorrie shuddered.

The Iast of the pirates had deserted their
ehip. In their Janic they had followed the,
Black Hawk—hoping to reach the greater
protectic of the old hulk. They had secured
a tomporary respite, owing to the firing of
the gun. Half their nwumber had perished—
the other half knew that they would meet
with a similar fate unless they reached a
haven of refuge.

But already the weed monsters were ap-
pearing again!

By magic they had vanished, and by magic
they again showed themselves. They came
up from the weed in their thousands, re-
assured, perhaps, by the silence. Or it may
have been that they scented the desperate
men as they ran over the festooned masses
of weeds.

Nelson Lee distinctly saw the Black Hawk
stumble, and two of the ‘““rats’’ flung them-
selves at him. Simeon Harke's cutlass
flashed, and one of the weed devils was cut
nearly in half. But the other had borne the
Hawk over. Still more came——

And where Simeon Harke had stood there
was nothing. The pirate chief himself, and
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the rat creatures had all gone—they had sunk
down into the slimy, unknown depths of the
Sargrasso.

‘The other pirates were fighting for their
lives. The air was filled with their screams.
Lee could see them going down, vanishing
beneath the mass of weed devils. It wouid
only be a matter of minutes now——

“ Nipper—Handforth—Amanda !’ called Lee
sharply, ‘““For Heaven’s sake turn your
heads away! You've seen enough!

But they necded no bidding.  Sickened,
they were alrcady looking in another direc-
tion—and so, for that matter, were Tom
Swayne and the other Settlers. Every face
was pale, and not a man stood steady. They
were a: a-tremble.

Hand:orth had gone to Amanda’s side, and
wa steadyving her, It was fortunate, perhaps,
that some of the weed monsters should now
attempt to get aboard the hulk—for it gave
the men something to do. Fighting desper-
ately to keep the old vessel clear of the
drcad things was a welcome activity. And
there was no acute danger—for a dozen men,
armed with the fragments of wood, could
casilv beat the creatures off. Only a few
stragzglers amongst the ‘‘rats ” made tho
attempt.

“They’ve gone!” said Dorrie suddenly.

The immediate danger was over. Lee went
to the side, and seldom in his life had he
felt so sombre. Here was a great catastrophe
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—a terribie, overwhelming wiping out of a
viliainous gang,

I'or that is what had happened.

The Black Hawk and his men had gone—ail
oi them! And not a trace remained. Over
the weed swarmed numbers of the giant rats,
but no human form was visible—not even a
scrap of clothing The pirates had becn
‘dragged down, far into the weed.

‘The reverse was so devastating that the
freed captives could scarcely realize what 1t
meant to them, They were bewildered—
their minds refused to opezate Their brains
were numbed. \

All they knew, just now, was that they
.were saved—unless the weed creatures, by
some means, found a way of getting aboard
the hulk.

The Porto Marlo was deserted. Not a
living thing could be seen on her decks.
Even the “rats were no longer interested.
And it was certain that all the men had gone.
Yct, perhaps, there was just a chance that a
few of the pirates still skulked below. These
werc the sensible ‘ones—the men who had not
lost their heads. But were there any?

The cruiser was no longer under way, She
was drifting, certainly, but her engines were
still.  Either she had lost steam pressure, or
the men from the engme -room, at the last
minute, had stopp the muchmely The
ship, listing, was dmftmg broadside against
the great bank of weced, and Lee judged
that she  would drift ncarer and nearer until
she was almost alongside the hulk. .

It was a strangely desolate scene now, in
spile of the swarming life on the weed.
There had been so many
minutes ago! The Porto Marlo had been a
ship of. life, and now

“Do you know, old man, Handy was
right,”” said Lord Dorrimore eobelly “He’s
a shrewd youngster. He said that the Hawk
would have been better advised to cut our
hecads off, or something drastic like that. An’
you see 'what’s happened—sole]y ‘because of
that bearded giant’s vanity!”’

“That’s right, Dorrie,” agreed Lee, with
a slow nod. ‘“Simcon Harke meant to do
something spectacular—so he towed ‘the hulk
out ‘here, where the mist is not so thick.
Then he intended to pump shells into us,
until we were all blown to smxthereens. That
was his idea of executing us.’

‘““An’ instead of that, himself, is
exccuted—with all his men,” said Dorrie.
“By the Lord Harry, Fate ‘works in strange
ways—an' sometimes I think—— Well, I'm
darned if I know quite what I think! It's
all so mysterious. The Hawk, in his e]aborate
plan to kill us, virtually committed suicide.”

“He must have known of the weed mon-
sters, too,” qzud Lee slowly. ‘“The girl knew
about them.’

‘““He never gave them a thought, I dare
say,” said Dorrie. ‘“‘How could he know that
they would arise in millions and overwhelm
hlm? An’ think of the luck! Only the high
sides of thls hulk saved us from sharm the
same fate.”’

he

men there, not ten
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ITHIN an -hour the weed was quiet.
Not a “rat ” remained. It was as
Nelson Lee had expected. The

creatures lived beneath the surface,
and they had only been driven up by their
panic. Now that tlme had elapsed, they had
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