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heartiness. “How d’ye do, cap'n? The
last time I saw you was at Pl}nlouth,
whlen you were master of the old Collin-

“Yes, that was a good while baek,”
said Captam Nixon. “I'm still ~k1ppe
of the same boat, Grell—she’s not a bad
old tub. Iast ‘and reliable, although
she ain’t much to look at. T'll back the
Collindale to beat many a liner when

it comes to speed.  Let's have a drink,
old mate.’
Nixon had plenty of money, it

scemed, for he insisted upon paying for
the (llll]]\‘; and Mr. Starkey, for one,
had not the slightest objection.

“It’s not often we nieet, Grell, so we
nmight as well celebrate a bxt went
on the skipper jovially. \Vhy not
come aboard the old craft an’ have a
look round?”

And very shortly afterwards, led by
the persuasive tongue of Captain Nixon,
Grell accompanied his acquaintance to
the wharf. Mr, Starkey hovered in the
rear, hoping fervently that he would be
allowed aboard.

He was. The trio, after a short
delay, climbed the ladder of the steam-
ship Collindale, and descended to the
captain’s cabin. The boat was not par-
ticularly large, and it was certainly not
ztean. But she looked speedy and busi-
nesslike.

The cabin was in & similar condition
to the deck—dirty. The atmosphere
down there, on that warm evening, was
extremely stuffy, and it stank of foul
tobacco fuines and whisky.

“Try some © thls, Grell,” said the
saptain genially,  ““You, too, gta,rl\ey
You're Grell’s pal, so I reckon you're
wine. I never was a man (o have a
heap of false prxde.

“Things ain’t goin’ so well with you,
are they?” asked Nixon, after a while.
‘“You don’t scem so prosperous as you
wsed to be, Grell.”

“Qh, I'm gettin’ on all nght etmd
- Grell, gulping down some whisky.
“An’ Ty all the better for meetin’

tyou, cap’n. An’ if I like I dare say
I could lay my hands on more wealth
than vou ll have if you live to be five
hundred!”

“You will have your
Nixon, la.urrhmg

“It ain’t a JOI\C'
“Iv's dead true, cap’n!

“True?”

“Well, I suppose it is, in a way of
~pcak1n, said Grell. ““Y’see, Nixon,
I happen to know all about a trip that’s
just startm —a trip to Africa. An old
gent o' the name of Sir Crawford Grey
means to find a treasure what’s buried
out in the desert. It’s worth millions!”

Starkey looked at his friend rather
curiously. He hadn’t partaken of the
whisky so freely as Grell, and he
guessed that the influence of the spirit

joke,”  said

put in Starkey.

was responsible for this change in
Grell’s attitude.
“You're pullin’® my leg!” said Cap-

tain Nixon.
*“If you don’t choose to believe me,
you needn’t. I ain’t askin’ you to,’

went on Grell, rather thickly. “But
that vachts cailin’ either to-morrow
mornin’ or the day arter. An’ .vhen

they get out to Africa a party is gom
out into the desert. I know there’s a
treasure there, because some months
ago I was mixed up in the whole busi-
ness. It’s true, Nixon—as true as I'm
sittin’ here!”

The captain became more attentive.

“You rooly mean it?” he asked.

“I do?

“Tt sounds a bit tall-—-

“I ain’t denying it,” put in Girell

“DBut 8ir Crawford’s yacht the Wan-
derer, is due to sail in a day or two
for the port of Agabat, in Aflrica-

“By thund01 I interrupted the
skipper. Agabat' Why, that’s where
this old hooker’s bound for, Grell!
She’s loaded up, an’ we're sailin’ with
the tide to-morrow evenin'!”

“Well, that’s a rum coincidence,”
said Grell. “8o you're bound for ihe
same port? When do you reckon to
get there?”

“I’ll bet fifty dollars we drop anchor
days before that stcom yacht, an) way,’
declared Nixon,

“Why don’t you tell the cap’n about
that locket, Simon ?” suggested Starkey.

“Wot locket ?”

“Don’t you remember? That Jocket
wlth the Arabic writin’.”

“Oh, yes, o course!” said Grell
“That’s how T got to know, ain’t it?
You see, Nixon, it was like this ’ere.
Some months ago——"

And Grell procceded to relate the
whole cpisode in Jack Grey's life con-
cerning the gold locket and its seevet.
His story was something of a rigmarole
—-owing to his condition—but lie man-
aged to make himself clear.

Captain Nixon listéned with great
interest, and with growing excitement.
And when Grell had finished the skip-
per was looking eager and kcen.

“T've hea *d o’ that oasis—El Safra,”
he said. ‘““It’s right out in the (lcaOrt
an’ the niggers out therc shun it like
pizen. There ain’t any water, you sec
—not wot you could drink, anyway-—
an’ so the place is left deserted. I
don’t see why we couldo’t work the
trip, Grell.,”

“Wot trip?”

“If we get out there first we can get
a lot of natives an’ bribe ’em. It won't
cost much to buy skunks like them,”
said Nixon, “Then, when S8ir Craw-
ford’s party goes into the descrt, we
can ambush the whole bynch.”

“ Arter they've got the treasme"”

“No; before thcy get to the oasis.’

“But what'’s the good o’ that?”

“Nvery good,” said the skipper.
“We can force them to give us the
secret of the treasurc—threaten to take
their water away, or somothmg It'il
be easy—dead 51mple An’ it won't
cost us hardly a cent.”

“It seems good, anyhow,” remarked
Grell. “But wot about me an’ Starkey ?
Where do we come in?”

The captain rubbed his chin.

“Well, I can’t take no Jpassengers—
that’s against the owners’ rules,” he
said. “Bub we needn’t be afraid of a
detail like that. You can sign on as
purser if you like—not that wo, usually
carry a purser. An’ your pal ’erc can
be chief steward for the trip—a soft
job, too. It’ll be the best way for you,
becanse yow’ll be paid for goin’.

“] reckon it’'s a great 1dea,”
Starkey heartily.

“You wouldn’t be gettin’ a billet like
that if it wasn’t for this treasure ideca,”
said Captain Nixon grimly. “Wot do
you say, Grell?’

“T'm_with you, old- man—with you
right along,” said Simon Grell heartily.

And the three shook bhands on ithe
bargain.

And then, at one sitting, the complete
plan for the trapping of Sir Crawford
(ircy’s party was discussed. The full
details could be arranged during the
vovage out to Africa.

The compaet was sealed.

It looked as if there was trouble
ahead of the St. Frank’s Adventurers.

THE EXD.

said

(There are plenty cof thrills in next

week’s rousing long tale of the St.

Frank’s Roys journey to Ajfrica, en-
titled . “HANDFORTH'S KECORD
RIDE 1"}

he New Recrult of
Sampson’s Ranch !

(Continued from puge 6.)

It was ncar midnight when the Kid
halted and loosed the skipper from the

rope.

“I guess it’s adios now,” he re-
marked.  “DI’m through with you, you
durned skunk!” .

Shack, aching in every limh from

fatigue, fell on his knees.

“Don’t leave me hcre!” he yelled
‘:Don,t!’,

“Oh, shucks!” said the Kid.

He put his mustang to the gallop and
vanished into tho darkness. The beat

of the horse’s hoofs died away into
silence.
Shack threw himself info the grass

and groancd in despair,

Lost—aband ‘nfd—“ou foot in the midst
of the trackl prairie. Tt was death
even to a plainsman; and he knew thove
was no hope for him. Fle lay in the
grass, overwhelmed with terror and
despair. It was useless to attempt to
find his way anywhere in the waste of
darkness and trackless grass; cven in
the daylight he knew it would be in
vain.

He was doomed—doomed to hunger
and thirst, to slow but certain death in
the vast praivic. Ile lay through hours
of darkness; and when the golden dawn
flushed over the prairic he hardly
raised his hecad. Daylight could not
save him; he was doomed be5ond hope.
Hunger and thirst—already, in his
scared imagination, he felt the pangs
of hunger, the torturc of thirst.

He raiscd his head at last, and strug-
gled to his feet. Ho cast a despairing
glance round him, cxpecting to see wide,
rolling, ftrackless plains. He started
convulsively, and rubbed his eyes. What
he saw was not the boundless prairie;
it was a collection of shacks and ’doby
houses, scarce a hundred- yards away;
an inlet of blue water beyond, with a
schooner riding at anchor therc.

He rubbed his eyes, wondering if Lis
senses were leaving him.  Ile was not
on the open preirie at all; he was in
an alfalfa ﬁch at San Pcdro‘ almost
within call of the houses.

Slowly he understood.

“Durn hun!” he gasped.

He understood the Kid’s joke at last,
He had lain all those long hours within
a few minutes’ walk of the inlet whero
his own schooner rcde.

The Rio Kid was through w1t11 him;
and he had taken him home. He had
spent the night in an alfalfa field, be-
lieving it was the boundless prairie.

Captain Shack, gasping with relicf,
tottcrod into San Pedro; what time the
punchers at the E\ampson ranch were
tmnmg out of the bunkhouse for break-
fast and roaring over the Kid’s last jest
on the shanghmcd skipper

Whether Ca.ptain Shack had learncd
a lesson or not, certainly he never
shanghaied another man at San Pedro.
Once -he got his schooner out to sca be
never touched San Pedro again. He
had had more ttan enough of the Rio
Kid and the Sampson bunch.

THE END.

(You will all enjoy reading: “THE
MAN PROM FRIO! next week’s roar-
ing lgn() TWestern yarn, starring the Ilio
id.}
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