


A RemarRable Detective-Thriller—Nelson Lee and Co.—

THE SCARLET

CHAPTER 1.
The Rival Encampments.

TIIE searchlights, although

small, were
remarkably powerful. There were four
of them, one on each side of the en-
campmeat, and their beams, sent hori-
rointally across country, illuminated miles of
cronnd.
L1t was inpossible for any moving thing to
cproach the camp during the uight without
~inZ 1nstantly detected. For at regular in-
tervals the scarchlights were slowly moved
Lack and forth, so that the beams swept over
cvery yard of ground.
it was a strange encampinent, situated 1n
a strange lard, and, indeed, all the cticum-
<‘ances were strange.
'The little garrison numbered five only--a
«majl force, mdeed, to resist the grim, mur-
dcerous attacks of hundreds of enemies.

Nelson l.ee, the great dectective, was in
command. Lord Dorrimore, the famous sport-
ing peer, was second in command. The
t:thers were Umlosi, the mighty black King of
the Kutanas; Nipper, Lee’s briliant young

~

i

assistant; and iast, but by no means least,

Edward Oswald Handforth, of the Remove
Form at St. Frank’s.

There was oue other person in the camp—
Amanda Peterson, a sweet girl of about six-
teen. She had been rescued by Nelson Lee’s
party from the clutches of the Blauck Hawk.

She was sleeping now—sleeping in the cabin
of the Sky Wanderer, Dorrie’s great three-
cngined acroplane, which., erippled badly,
stood in the very centre of the encampment.
All around the great machine a palisade of
light steel girders had been erected. Theve
were four platforms connected with the palis-
ades, and on these platforms were mounted
the secarchlights and the machine-guns.

The camp was not exactly quiet, for two
of the powerful aero engines were purring,
The engines had not been 1injured, earlier,
when the great machine had been charged,
and partially destroyed, by lumbering mon-
sters. For on this Island Above the Clouds
there lived grotesque creatures of the type
that used to roam the earth in prehistorie
ages,
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For years the people of the lost community in the heart of the Sargasso Sea

have bowed to the iron rule of Black Hawk, pirate. Then, with startling sudden-

ness, there comes into their midst a champion—a liberator who leads them
against their tyrannical master. It is Nelson Lee, the famous detective !

In order to maintain the scarchlights
throughout the night, it was necessary to
run the engines—so that the batteries could
be  kept fully charged. But with that bril-
liant, light to reveal the approach of any pos-
sible enemy, the sound of the engines did
not matter. There was no chance of being
surprised, either by man or beast.

The girl was the only one who was sleep-
ing. All the rest were watchful, alert—on
duty. They had all slept, in turn, during the
long, hot day which had passed. They were
refreshed, eager. And Nelson Lee had madec
careful preparations before darkness had
come down; he had taken steps to render
the encampment safe for the night.

““If you ask me, old man, it’s goin’ to
be a calm an’ peaceful night,” said Lord
Dorrimore sadly. *‘The Black Hawk won't
dare to may any attack while we keep these
searchlights goin’; and as for the Beast Men,
they secem te have cleared off to the other
part of the island. Poor beggars! They’re
scared stiff by all this hullabaloo.”

Nelson Lee looked troubled.

‘“Do you know, Dorrie, I have no scruples
about attacking the Black Hawk and his
murderous ruflians—but 1 am genuinely hurt
when I think of the Beast Men,” he said.
“They are primitive creatures, and, no doubt,
harmless enough. By the purest chance we
happened. to desecrate the ground they hold,
in their pagan way, as sacred. Thus we
carned their enmity. But I really think
these people are deserving of our sympathy
rather than our enmity.”

“That’s all very well, guv’nor,” said
Nipper, who was standing by. *‘Didn’t the
brutes attack our camp? Didn’t they herd
the monsters together and stampede them to-
wards us?”

““‘In their primitive minds they believe that
we are here for the purpose of destroying
them—and they acted under the inexorable
law of self-preservation,” replied Nelson Lee.
“It is a pity that we have never had the
opportunity of approaching the Beast Men
peaceably, so that we could show them, by
signs, that we mean no harm. These mis-
understandings are unfortunate.”

As Lee was speaking he was gazing across
a dark section of the valley where the

nearest searchlight, for the moment, did not
penetrate. He could see a flickering, lurid
glow, half-hidden by intervening masses ot
vegetation.

“The Black Hawk’s camp,” muttered Lee,
as though speaking to himself. "“He hus
evidently pitched the camp near the run
of the great crater—and, in doing so, he
has revealed his sense of strategy. kor he
thus holds the only road which leads down
to the great cavern. Yet I wonder what the
Hawk and his men are up to to-might. 1
have a mind to go scouting.’

“That’s a good idea, guv’nor,’”’ said Nipper
eagerly., “I’ll go with you.”

T has been said that the situation was
][ strange. Surely nothing stranger eveg
fell to the lot of modern man!

It was Lord Dorrimore who had made
the first momentous discovery—and he had
made 1t quite by accident whilst on a Hight
from England to the West Indies, and after
being marooned hundreds of miles out of his
course during a great cyclone. He had found
a lost fragment of Atlantis' Fantastic
though this seemed, Nelson Lee believel
that the theory was sound.

It was only a tiny land, a country ex-
tending twenty miles by fifteen miles, aud
guarded on every coast by sheer cliffs—cliffs
that went downwards without a break, with-
out a deviation from the perpendicular, for
two thousand feet!

Try, if you will, to imagine that amaz-
ing land; a pinnacle of rock, with absolutely
sheer sides. jutting up from the sea for three
thousand feet! nd for half that distance
the pinnacle was completely cnveloped in
eternal mist—the thick, *impenetrable fog
which everlastingly arose from the decaying
weed of the Sargasso! _

That, in a word, was the situation.

The adventurers had discovered something
which had remained hidden for countless cen-
turies. Here, in the heart, the centre, of
the Sargasso Sea, stood this fragment of
land—-its summit eternally above the clouds,
bathed in scmi-tropical sunshine. It was a
land where people and animals and reptiles
had been cut off for mons. And so they had
survived In their original form. Prchistoric
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man—prehistoric creatures of all kinds! And
owing to the peculiarities of the 1island,
ordinary vegetation failed to grow. Instead
of grass there was a spongy, mossy growth;
intead of trecs there were enormous forestd
of dense fungus. Yet the streams were clear
and pure.

And, more astonishing .than anything else,
there lived, in the very base of the rock,
a community of comparatively modern human
beings. They numbered over a thousand all
told—men, women and children. They were
the descendants of pilgrims—pilgrims whose
ships had been forced into the Sargasso, cen-
turies earlier, during a great storm. They
had discovered the rock and- had settled
there. In many ways they had progressed,
but, owing to their absolute isolation from
the rest of the world, they still used a quaint
old English form of speech.

They lived in a great cavern, the floor of
which was a miniature country in itself, eight
miles across. Every day, for some hours, the
sun streamed into that caver through a
vast, crater-like hole in the roof; and thus
the people had survived. For the life-giving
sunlight had reached them and had «enabled
them to grow their food.

They lived mostly on the roots and grain
which they managed t{o produce, supple-
mented by an endless supply of fish and
birds—which swarmed by the mgyriad round
the rock—and birds’ eggs.

The adventurers had discovered that these
people were in the tyranical grip of a black-
bearded ruffian named Simeon Harke, who
had styled himself the Black Hawk. He had
gathered all the ruffians of the community
around him, and he ruled ruthlessly, cruelly.
He had murdered Amanda Peterson’s
father, who had been a just and peaceful
“king.”” The Petersons, in fact, had been
the recognised leaders for generations. But
Jonas Peterson had had no son, and so
Simeon Harke had killed him and had
assumed command.

It was Nelson Lee who had discovered a
rock tunnel, reached by swinging over the
lip of the crater on ropes, which led right
down into the vast cavern. Simeon Harke
had taken advantage of this tunnel, and he
had brought his men, fifty strong, to the
island top—his intention being to destroy the
intruders from the Outer World. For, at
heart, Harke was a pirate, and he resented
the interference of the strangers. Moreover,
he feared that hés people would revolt and
turn against him. He had sworn to keep
his power.

But, arriving on the island top, he found
the gallant little band well prepared. For
Nelson Lee and his companions were armed
to the teeth, and their camp was a miniature
fortress. During the daylight hours the
Black Hawk had not dared to attack, for
Lee’s camp was situated on a rise, and it
commanded the countryside in every. direc-
tion. So the day had passed quietly, and
Simeon Harke had decided to attack after
nightfall, His fury was tremendous when

he saw the scarchlights blaze out—for all
about the little stronghold a false daylight
was created. It was as difficult as ever to
make a surprise attack.

¢¢ T OUGHT to be in this!” said Handforth
aggressively.
- He had just heard that Nelson Lee
and Nipper were about to go scout-
ing, and he was filled with instant jealousy.
He wanted to go scouting, too. _

“Quite imposs., old son,” said Dorrie,
shaking his head. “If you go, thecre’ll only
be Umlosi and me left.”

“But you can look after the camp, can’t
you?”’ asked Handforth.

““We might—at a pinch,” replied his lord-
ship gravely. *“But if we’re to feel perfectly
safec here, we need you.”

Handforth gave him a suspicious look.

“You’re not pulling my leg, are.you, sir?”
he asked. Y

““My dear chap, what an idea!” protested
Dorrie.

Nelson Lee and Nipper were ready to de-
part. They knew that there were some
risks, but they were prepared to face them.
There were the Beast Men, for example—
and the great monsters which roamed the
island during the dark hours. Yet, with the
searchlights playing and the aero engines
humming, it was not likely that any of the
creatures would be in this vicinity. No
doubt they’ had all been scared away—far
off, to the extreme end of the island.

‘““All I want you to do, Dorrie, is to keep
the searchlights playing away from this
valley for fully ten minutes,”” said Nelson
Lee. “That will enable us to reach the
shelter of the big fungus forest. After that
you can switch the lights back for we shall
be under the shadow of the hillside yonder.
And if the Black Hawk and his men are
closely watching the camp, they will suspect
nothing.”’

“Go ahead,” said Dorrie.
be careful!”

“I’ll toss you who goes!” said Handforth,
turning impulsively to Nipper. ‘‘Heads it’s
me, tais it’s you.”

‘“ Rats!” inned Nipper.
greedy, Hang;!”

(¥ Ehzi,. .

“You did your bit last night—when you
rescued Amanda from the Beast Men,’” went
on Nipper. “You did that job single-handed,
and you did it well. ‘Why can’t you be satis-
fied? Dash it, it’s my turn now!”

“H’m! Well, perhaps you’re right,” ad-
mitted Handforth grudgingly.

The sudden thought of Amanda robbed him
of his eagerness to go. He came to the con-
clusion that it was his duty to remain—
virtually by Amanda’s side, to guard her.
For, truth to tell, the romantic Handy had
fallen head over heels in love with this
sweetly pretty “pirate” maid. Lord Dorri-
more had something of the same idea, and
he chuckled, |

»

‘‘ But remember,

“Don’t be
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- *What on earth has
Haundy ?”’ he asked severely.
think of leavin’ the camp? If you go, who's
goin’ to protect the damsel? Umlosi and I
will be too busy with the searchlights, and
lookin’ after the cngines, an’ seeing that the
guns are ready. It’s your job to prow! round
the camp, and keep pretty close to Amanda.”

““Of course, sir,” said Handforth, nodding.
1 wouldn’t dream of leaving the camp. It’s
a perfectly potty idea! In any case, there’ll
be no excitement in this scouting -trip.”

The others smiled—although they did not
allow Handforth to see those smiles. And
almost at once, without any fuss, Nclson Lee
and Nipper stole out of the “stockade.” One
of the searchlights had been extinguished
temporarily, so that they could get clear
away without being observed. For the Black
Hawk and his men possessed. telescopes, and
Nelson Lee was taking no chances.

But soon the searchlight was switched on
agamn, and by now the scouts had pgot well
away i1nto a blind patch. They were out
to ascertainif possible, exactly what the
Black Hawk was doing. ‘

THE encmy camp was astir.

come over you,
“How can you

At the very moment when Nelson

IL.ee and Nipper were setting out, the

. Black Hawk himself, his fiace thun-

derous with anger, was pacing up and down

between two of the rough fires which had

‘been made on the rocks, and which were fed
with dried creepers and dried fungus.

It was an impressive enough scene. There

were several of these fires, and round about -

them stood dozens of quaintly attired, sullen-
looking men. They were all 6f big stature,
bearnded, picturesque in their-ruggedness. At
their belts hung cutlasses or knives—and those
belts, just now, were well drawn in.

The camp was pitched on a rising slope of
rocky ground; and, just beyond, stretched a
vast gap, a chasm, fully a mile across. 1t
was the great hole in the funnel-like roof of
the cavern. And from it glowed a strange,
uncertain radiance. This radiance was
accompanied by a crooning, humming noise,
which was caused by the heated air moving
upwards past the rocks.

For down below, in the cavern, hundreds
of grecat flares were blazing—natural gas
flares, which were never extinguished.#These
flares dissipated the fog—that fog which clung
eternally round the base of the rock. The
community which lived within the cavern,
however, was not troubled by the mist, and
the air down there was just as clear as the
air at the summit. The flares warmed the
atmosphere and kept the mist at bay.

“By my bones and sinews!” burst out the
Black Hawk suddenly. ‘It seems that these
accursed dogs have baffled us, Jonathan.”

‘“Aye, and ’tis 1ll work, I vow, for us to
remain,” said the man who was by Simeon
Harke's side. ‘‘Even now, Sir Chief, the
m&lan grumble and mutter amongst them-
selves.””

‘and bold, were the eyes of a leader.

“@iink ye I care?”
savagely.

“’Tis full twenty-four hours and more since
any of us touched bite or sup,” said Jonathan
Betts. ‘“We came not hither for a long
stay, Sir Chief. Without food or drink, the
men grow weary, even rebellious.”’

The Black Hawk grunted, -but made no
comment. He was a giant of a man, well
over six feet in height, and broad propor-
tionately. A great black beard festooned
below a part of his forceful face. His whole
being throbbed with power and vitality. At
first sight one could see that he was a bor:
lecader of men. There was personality in
every line of his rugged face; his eyes, fierce
And
when he walked, he walked with a natura!
swagger. A gant amongst men! A pirate'
Just such a figure, indeed, as might have
stepped out of the pages of a buccaneering
adventure tale.

The man by his side, Jonathan Betts, was
nearly as brawny, and he was adorned by «
great red beard. But it was clear that Jona-
than Betts was a mere follower. He had
neither the strencth of character nor the
personality of his leader.

‘““Stab my vitals, but these strangers are
cleverer than I thought them!” admitted the
Black Hawk grudgingly. *“They have pgreat
lights sweeping the countryside, and ’tis im-
possible to approach in secret. Thus we arc
prevented from making the surprise attack 1
planned. We have waited throughout the
day for nought.” y

““And we -are like to wait throughout the
night, too,”’ said the other. ‘*And the men,
with empty stomachs, are in an ill mood
for fighting.” -

The Black Hawk glared at him.

““Let the men utter their complaints to
me if they have any!” he =said harshly.
“Where are these grumblers, these malcon-
tents? DBones and blood! Are they weak-
lings, are they women, to falter because their
insides lack a day’s filling?”’

Simeon Harke spoke all the more savagely
becanse he knew that his men were justified
in being restive. Was he not restive him-
self? Was he not tortured by the pangs of
hunger?

He was finding himself compelled to “sing
small,” and that was a thing the Black
Hawk loathed. The enemy, although such
an insignificantly small force, held the ad-
vantage. It was madness to deny the fact.
With those great searchlights, and with
modern weapons, they could defy ten times
the number of the Black Hawk’s men.

And to attempt any attack would be folly
—indeed, little better than suicide.

““Hark ye, Jonathan, I’ve been thinking!™
said the Black Hawk suddenly. “As you
know, ’twas the strangers who discovered the
way down into the cavern.”

“Aye, and ’twas by chance,
Jonathan. .

“Let that be as it may, there is but this
one passage,” went on the Black Hawk. *It

snapped the other

too,” said
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can only be reached by swinging over the lip
of this great gap, and by laboriously swaying
on the rope and leaping upon a rock ledge.
The tunnel 1tself i1s so narrow, in parts, that
men can only go singly.”

‘““A perilous road, indeed,” muttered Jona-
than Betts, nodding.

“The strangers crept down upon us and
sprang without warning,” pursued Simeon
Harvke. ‘“But if the tunnel is blocked, what
then? XNever again can they descend—unless,
indeed, they lower themnselves on ropes from
the roof gap. And they cannot do that
without us being aware of their movements,
and they would thus fall direct into our
hands.”

“Never would they attempt such
gane move, Sir Chief.”

“*Tis clear, then,” said the Black Hawk,
his voice full of decision. ‘Let us descend
the tunnel. These strangers can harm us
not if they are cut off from us. To attack
them would mecan the loss of many lives,
and I can ill spare any of ye. #Thus we shall
descend at once, and having passed con-
siderably down the tunnel, we will block it.”

‘““Aye, ’tis a stout plan,” said Jonathan
Betts ecagerly. “Block the tunncl, so that
the strangers can never again descend to us?
- By my body, ’tis well thought of, Sir Chief!”
than the Black Hawk rcalised, for he did
not know, then, what it portended.

an in-

CHAPTER 2.
The Flying Deathl

L OOK, guv’nor!”
| Nipper, in an awed voice, called
Nelson Lee’s attention to the thing

which swung around in the air, far

overhcad. He pointed upwards, and Lee drew
in his breath sharply.

“I think it has seen us, young ’un!”
~ And at the same moment he withdrew his
automatic and shpped back the safety-catch.

They were approaching some projecting
rocks on all-fours, for just beyond those
rocks was the Black Hawk’s camp. They
could see the ruddy glow flickering beyond
the rocks. The ‘“wooded ”’ country had been
left behind, and here all was barren. It was
necessary, therefore, to go with extreme
caution. For it was possible that the Black
Hawk had scouts himself on the watch.

The night was starry, and Lee and Nipper
crouched down, watching that thing which
swung overhead. It was of enormous size—
a great, vague, reptile-like monster which
fluttered round in circles, getting gradually
Jower and lower. It was probable, indeed,
‘that the creature had seen Lee and Nipper.

‘“It is of the pteradactyl species,” whispered
Lee. ‘“But what a size! In various parts
.of the world, I believe, the bones of pre-
historic pteradactyls have been found, and
some have measured as much as twenty feet
from wing-tip to wing-tip. But this creature
is infinitely larger, Nipper.”

“They’re savage, aren’t they, sir? I mean,
they’ve got teeth?”’

“Enormous mouths, with deadly teeth,”
agreed Lee. ‘“‘Got your gun ready? Better
to let the Black Hawk know that we are
near by than to allow this creature to swoop
down and snap at us.”

But the flying monster, having descended
to within fifty fect—where its great Happing
wings seemed to fill the whole sky—shot off
at a tangent, rising high as it did so. No
doubt the close proximity of the Black Hawk’s
camp frightened it away.

Lee gave a little grunt.

“That was ugly, young ’un,’” he murmured.
““The infernal thing came far too close to be
comfortable. By James, I'd like to get a
sight of one of them in the day-time—and
take a photograph.”

“If we don’t, guv’nor, nobody will be-
lieve us when we get back to civilisation,”
replied Nipper. ‘“Think of the stories we
shall be able to tell ”

And then he stopped abruptly. For he
had just remembered that the Sky Wanderer
was a partial wreck. There was no cer-
tainty, indeed, that any of them would ever
return to the Outer World.

But these were not the thoughts for the
moment. Nipper thrust them aside as he
and Lee crept on.

They had little or no fear of being sur-
prised by the primitive Beast Men. Those
remarkable humans had been effectually
frightened off —mainly by the strength of the
Black Hawk’s party.

"Easy, young ’un, easy,” murmured Lee
suddenly.

Black rocks loomed ahead of them, and
they were able to stand upright. They crept
cautiously forward, until it was possible for
them to peer round the rocks.

They were looking right into the Black
Hawk’s camp; they could see the dying fires
and the great abyss which was the hole in
the cavern roof.

‘““‘Hallo, hallo!” said Lee keenly. *Our
friends appear to be in full retreat.”
There wasn’t a doubt of it. Only a few

men could be seen, and these were prepar-
ing to swing themselves over the lip of the
crater on tough, black ropes made from
dried seaweed.

Evem while Nelson Lee and Nipper watched,
the last of the men vanished from sight.
And the nearly dead camp fires told the rest
of the story. The Black Hawk bhad aban-
doned the position! He was returning by
the road he had come.

““Hunger deprives men of their courage and
determination, Nipper,”” murmured Lee
dryly. ¢ Apparently our friends came on this
expedition in the belief they would obliterate
us in the first hour.”

‘“And now they’re going back,” whispered
Nipper. “Jolly good thing, too! Good rid-
dance! Shall we go forward, and let them
know that we have spotted the move?”

“I think not,” replied Lee. *‘Better to
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let the Black Hawk imagine .that we are
in ignorance of this development.”

Lee was thinking, and presently he put his
thoughts into words.

“We will go back to the camp, Nipper,”
he said, ‘“and we will bring Umlosi back
with us—to say nothing of various materials.
And we will take steps to guard the lip of
the crater—so that these enemies, at least,
cannot again reach the top of the island.”

It has been said that great minds think
aitke, Here was Nelson Lee planning on
exactly the same lines as the Black Hawlk!

As no good purpose could be served by
remaining, Lee proposed an immediate re-
turn. So presently he and Nipper were strid-
ing briskly through the gloom towards the
glow -of the searchlights, which showed
brightly over a rim of hills in the distance.
The pair, however, were now in complete
shadow.

There was no need for caution this time.
They walked openly, and both were feeling
elated. The retreat of the Black Hawk was
in the nature of a victory for the defenders,

‘“Now that we arc freed from the imme-
diate menace of those rascals,” said Lce,
“we may have a chance of establishing com-
municatiorns, as it were, with the Beast
Men.”

“Won’t it be risky, guv’nor?”

“I don’t like the thought of being at
enmity with those primitive people,” said
lLee gruffly. ‘‘They have done us no harm,
and we desire them no harm. It is a totally
diffcrent case from that of the Black Hawk
and his men. They are intelligent—and
evilly intelligent. Moreover, I am very keen
to go amongst this singular tribe. Perhaps
vou do not realise just what that tribe 1s,
Nipper?”

““T confess, guv’nor, I haven’t given the
beggars much thought,”” said Nipper. *I1
mean, they’ve been after our blood, and
we’'ve regarded them as ruthless savages——"’

“That 1s the wrong attitude,” interrupted
Lee. ¢ This tribe, I believe, is a true throw-
back, as it were, of prehistoric man. The
people are not niggers, nor savages of that
type. I believe they are a relic of an ancient
white race—living, to-day, in the same prime-
val condition as their prehistoric ancestors.
And it is a thousand pities that we should
be at enmity with——" ,

He broke off, for Nipper had suddenly
placed an urgent hand on his arm.

“There it i1s again, guv’'nor,” muttered
the lad. “Great Scott! I'll bet the vile
thing has been keceping us in sight all the
time!”

They stood in a clear space, down in a
shallow hollow. There were none of the
fungus ‘‘bushes ” near them, and underfoot
there was the mossy, grass-like growth which
was so pleasant to walk upon.

And, hovering overhead, a black sinister
shape!

Nelson Lee nodded grimly. It was the
pteradactyl. And Nipper was probably right;
‘the flying reptile had marked them as 'its

b4

‘breadth, leaping

prey, and had kept them in sight ever s
they had first obsérved 1t. St ever since

*‘Better have your gun ready, young ’un,”
said Lee sharply. "1t seeins to be getting
ready for a swoo%”

Even as he spoke, he jerked out his own
automatic. The flying monster, several
hundred fecet up, suddenly spread out its great
wings and dived—a straight, graceful glide.
And like an arrow shot from a bow, it was
coming down towards the pair,

Crack! Crack!

They fired simultaneously, and, curiously
er.cugh, even as the reporis sounded, Nipper
rcalised that their friends, in camp, would

kear nothing. For they were still a con-
siderable distance away, and the purring

drore of the aero-engines would drown the
reports.

Snap-snap !

A shiver ran down Nipper’s spine as he
heard that ominous sound. The Pteradactyl,
checked when ounly a few feet above their
heads, veered off with a great hopping and
dragging of its leathery wings. And the
‘““snap-snap ’° had been caused by the closing
of it3 enormous jaws.

In the starlight, Nipper caught a glimpse
of teeth—great, hideous, jagged fangs. They
had snapped, in fact, not six feet away from
Nelson Lee—and then the creature was oft
again, circling into the air.

“Guv’nor!”’ gasped Nipper, horrified.

‘“Infernal thing!” snapped Lee savagely.
“By Heaven! What a foul creature! Then
it means business, too, Nipper! Look! It’s
circling again—getting ready to make another
swoop! 1 doubt if our pistol-shot had any
effect.”

Nipper was startled—but he did not take
his gaze from that ominous, circling shape.

‘““You mean—the bullets arc no good at
all ¥’ he asked.

““The Pteradactyl is a species of flving
lizard, and its hide, no doubt, 13 as tough
as that of a rhinoceros,” replied Lee. ‘' And
an automatic pistol 13 about as much use
as a popgun against the rhino, Nipper. Even
au elephant gun is not effective unless you
happen to aim in a vulnerable spot.”

Crack-crack-crack!

As Lee finished speakinz he fired three
rapid shots. Nipper did the same. The
Ptcradactyl was again attacking, and there
was something horribly ferocious in its-swoop.
It came straight at the pair, and they caught
a glimpse of the gleaming, wicked eyes; they
saw the enormous jaws open, and they saw
the rows of foul teeth.

“Dodge!”’ roared Lce.

Nipper, gulping, leapt aside. The thing
came almost to the ground, and Nelson Lee
moved even faster than Nipper.

Snap!

He avoided the closing jaws by a hair’s-
‘aside, and at the same
moment a portion of the Pteradactyl’s
lcathery wing struck him, and he staggered.
tlc pitched against the monstrosity’s neck,
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and with the speed of a striking snake, the
deadly jaws swung round again,

Nelson Lee jumped—and there was only
one way in which he could jump to avoid
the attack. He attempted to leap clean across
the creature’s neck, for now it was practically
on the ground level. He just failed, clutched
" at the neck, and he felt a heave. lle clung
there grimly.

“Guv’nor!” yelled Nipper, in horror.

For the Pteradactyl was rising again—its
encrmous wings beating the air powerfully.
And there was Nelson Lee, clutching at the
monster’s neck, rising higher and higher with
1t.

“Jump, guv’nor!”. shrieked Nipper,

But it was too late for Lee to jump. The
detective knew that when he prepared to do
so. He was fifty fcet up already—and a fall
would mean broken limbs, if nothing worso.
Seventy-five feet—a hundred feet!

Up and up!

If there was any compensation in thie
dreadful position, it was the faci that Lece
was completely out of reach of the Ptera-
dactyl’s jaws. While he clung to the leathery
neck, no harm could come to him. But he
was being taken higher and higher, and the
thought came to him, with a shuddery feel-
ing rippling down his spine, that the Ptera-
dactyl was setting off for its own haunt—
where, perhaps, there were others of its kind,
Better to drop, and meet death suddenly,
than to await such a fate!

“Guv’nor!”’ came a last despairing cry from
Nipper.

The lad stood down there, helpless. Even
*if a bullet would have inflicted mortal injury
to the flying monster, Nipper dared not fire.
He could only stand transtixed, staring with
sickened fear Against the sky, with its bril-
liant spangle of stars, he could see the ugly
black thape of the Pteradactyl, sprawling
across the heavens, and he could distinguish
an additional bulge at the thing’s neck. He
knew that that bulge was Nelson Lee—cling-
ing there for his life.

‘““Guv’nor—guv’nor!” sobbed Nipper des-
perately.

He was almost demented with the ghastli-
ness of the situation. It had come so un-
expectedly. One moment Nelson Lee had
been there, and the next moment he was
gonc—soaring upwards with that hateful
reptile.

Nelson Lee himself kept his head—as he
always kept it, no matter how perilous the
situation.

For the moment he was safe. The Ptera-
dactyl could not harm him whilst fiying. And
Lece instinctively knew that his weight was
too much for the monster. 1t was flying
laboriously, heavily. And, indeed, there was
no doubt in Lee’s mind that the flying reptile
was the more discomfited of the two. It
was flecing now—frightened by the strange
thing which clung to its neck. -

And it was flying at random, circling,
diving, and then climbing again. It took
Nelson Lee all his time to cling tight; but

he jabbed his knees into that cold, reptilian
neck, and he clung to what hand-grip he
could find.

Once the Pteradactyl flew right across the
mile-wide opening of the big cavern. And
Nelson Lee, staring down, saw the twinkling,
quivering lights of the great fHarcs; he even
saw one or two figures on the rock ledge, a
hundred foot or so below the surface. The
Black Hawk and his men were just commenc-
ing their long journey down the difficult
tunnel. :

Now the Pteradactyl was climbing higher,
every one of its movements laboured. Nelson
Lee’s weight was killing. Presently, Lee
became aware of the fact that another of
the creatures was flying comparatively near
by; they uttered strange cries, and there was
no doubt that they were calling to one
another. But the second one kept well away.
It was uncertain.

Lee knew that a fight was going on, Ilis
strange steed was striving to keep in the air,
using every ounce of its strength., But Lce’s
weight was too much. Gradually but surely
the Pteradactyl was being exhausted. And
Lee soon began to hope. The situation, per-
haps, was not so bad as it had at first scemed.

For, before long, the thing would be
forced to the ground. Lee knew that he
would be able to jump for it at the right
moment; and no doubt the Pteradactyl
would be so exhausted and so terrified hy
its experience, that it would no longer show
flight. The chances were that it would be
only too glad to be rid of Lee’s weight, and
would fly off.

The detective’s confidence returned in full
as he reasoned out the position, and saw
that the Pteradactyl was gradually getting
nearer and nearer’ to the ground.

But things turned out very differently!

“By James!” ejaculated Lee, with sudden
concern,

For he saw, to his dismay, that his steed
was now flying out over the extremity of the
island. He had not bargained for this. The
ground, two hundred feet below, was left
bchind. He was out beyond the cliffs—ha
could see them, sheer and smooth, on his left,
And, below—three thousand feet of space!
Half-way down that dreadful drop, the clouds
obscured the view—or, rather, the mist. And
now, finding its burden more and more irk-
some, the Pteradactyl was dropping rapidly.
It had apparently given up the struggle, and
was diving down—down'!

Alrcady it was much too late for Nelson
Lee to make any move. He was far below
the level of the island top. The cliffs were
at his left, not more than fifty or sixty feet
away. And he was being carried downwards
into the mist—down towards the tangled
morass of the Sargasso,

Just when he had been hoping that the
adventure might end in his favour, he found
himself face to face with this new danger.
At that moment, indeed, the great detective
believed that his last hour had come. He
was beyond the reach of his friends, It
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The prehistoric bird rose high in the air
its enormous wings beating powerfully.
And there, hanging desperately from its
neck was Nelson Lee. “Jump !’

shrieked Nipper. But it was too late !

woild have been impossible for Nipper to
fallow the flicht of the Pteradactyl, and
tuus he and Dorrie and the others would
have 1o knowledge of what had befallen
him. kven so, they could have rendcred
(gini 1o assistance,

The flving reptile was making strange
roizes now, and l.ee could see that 1ts
jaws were half-open, and it was clearly
1in an exhausted condition. It had carried
on the fight stubbornly, but Nelson ILec’s
weight was telling more and more every
moment,

Down they went—down Lee sud-
denlv found himself enveloped in thick
mizt. He lost all sense of distance: but
he knew that the Pteradacty!’s descent was
becoming more and more a headlong plunge.
There was a chance that they would both be

crushed to death when they struck the sca--

weed, for Amanda had told him that the Sar-
oass0 weed was packed so tightly round the
1island that very little of the sea itself could be
seen,  For almost a mile. from any coast, the
seaweed was so concentrated that it lav in
. Jumbled masses with many  hillocks, forced

up by the strength of the under-current.

His thoughts were arrested by a wild
screeching ¢ry from the monster. With a
last despaiving effort, it brought its great

wings into action, flapping madly. Yet it
was a slow, luborious effort. The great
veptile heeled over swerving, and for a

second Nelson Lee caught a glimpse of the
packed weed, just below.

The detoctive scized his chuiice—the oniy
chance, perhaps, that he would get.
He released his grip, and the next sccond

he slitheved into space. The Pteradactyl gave
vent to another raucous cry, and——

Thud

Lee struck the weed, and he felt the stull
aiving under him like gigantic sponges. He
rolled over, floundered. and all around him
arose a pungent, fishy, noxious odour,

The Pteradacty]l had vanished. and for some
moments Lee could hear the noisy flapping
of 1ts strange winga, And the sound lessenes)
until 1t vanished aliogether.

Nelson Lee was left aione—alone in the
spongy Sargasso weed, surrounded on all
side by dense mists,

In trath, it was a case of falling out o
the frying-pan intp the fire!
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CHAPTER 3.
The Blocking of the Tunnel.
€¢? IS a likely enough spot,” said the

Black Hawk, as he shook the per-
spiration from his streaming head.
He and his men had descended a
full thousand feet. They were about half-
way down; and at this point tho tunnel
widened out into' a veritable cavern—a great
fissure in the rock, slanting steeply, unevenly
shaped, wide in some places, then narrowing,
and the extremities of the fissure were lost in
the black shadows.
It was a weird scene.

All those strong, brutal men, perspiring
from the heat of their exertions—for it had
been a grueclling, strenuous descent.  The
temperature, too, was high, and the air, 1n
many parts of the tunnel stuffy. It did not
improve matters to use great flaring torches;
but the Black Hawk and his men had no
other means of illumination. And they were
already conscrving these torches, for _they
had no desiiec to be left in the total dark-
1 CSS.

‘““ \What manner of plan do ye propose, Sir
Chicf?”’ asked one of the men.

“It should be simple enough to block the
tunnel, Simon,” replied the Black Hawk.
‘*We nced but to move the rocks yonder, and
the tunnel, where it narrows, will thus be
filled. ’Tis a spot where we might venture
io heave at the rocks without danger to our-
selves. For there is space here, and should
there be a collapse of rock, no ill will befall
us.” |

“Think- ye it a good plan to block the
tunnel, Sir Chief 2’ asked Janathan Betts.
‘T have been thinking much during our
descent, thus far. If we bar the tunnel,
so that the strangers may not again
descend, we also bar it so that we are no
Jonger able to get to the island top.”

“What matters?’> demanded Simeon Harke
sharply.

““In all these centuries we have found no
way to reach the upper air—and now, when
that way is found for us, we talk of blocking
it,”” said Jonathan. *“Think ye it is wise,
Sir Chief 7 |

“Jt is wisc because 1 have so decided,”
replied the Black Hawk promptly. ‘Rot my
ckin! What need have we, fools, to use the
upper part of the island? ’Tie half a day’s
journcy from the cavern—and a plaguey un-
pleasant journey at that! And what manner
of place 1s it, after all is said? Grass which
18 not grass, trees which are not trees! Foul
fungus and the like. Ay, and strange savage
men who would seek to kill us if we were
not in great strength.”

“'Tis all true!” said Simon Lane, nodding.

‘“Like as not these savage men will them-
selves find the tunnel, and scek to descend
upon us, in great numbers,”’ continued the
Blick Hawk. “There may be a reason or
two why we should leave the tunnel open;
but there are a thousand reasons why we
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should close it. So let there be no furtehr

1dle talk.”

He made sure that the last of his men had
come down. Then he climbed up the steep,
reccky slope to the spot where the tunnel
sharply narrowed. The other men were
standing below him, in the great opening of
the fissure, and some held their flaming
torches aloft. The air was thick with the
pungent smoke from the torches, and a great
many of those men were already seeming
nervous.

Hungry, tired, thirsty, their one thought
was to get back to their own ‘‘country.”
There thcy would be able to get food and
rest. This delay incensed them. But not a
man dared to challenge the Black Hawk’s
order.

It was found that there were some great
slabs of rock, ncar that narrow part of the
tunnel which seemed separate from the rest.
They were not loose, but the Black Hawk
believed they could be loosened. And if they
shifted, they would crash sideways over the
narrow tunnel, filling it.

~“Bring ropes!” commanded the Black
Hawk. ‘“Let them be sccurcd to these jut-
%ting rocks. Every rope must be used.”

He was determined to have his way. The
men had brought all the great seaweed
strands with them. And they were, indeed,
ropes of extraordinary strength., These were
fixed round the rocky projections, and at
least half a dozen of the great cables
stretched down the rocky slopes, to be held
by the men.

“What of the danger, Sir Chief 2" asked
Janathan Betts uneasily. ‘‘If there is a
greater fall than we desire, it might mean the
ﬁll’ing of the tunnel where we do not desire
it.”

‘“Away with your objections roared
Simeon Harke. *‘‘Pull, ment! Pull hard!
May ln,ly marrows rot if ye’re not a cowardly
crew !’

He urged them on with many a bitter
taunt, and thc men, grasping at the ropes,
heaved with all their strength. They strained
and tugged, and at first i1t seemed that the
rock would not move. Then, suddenly, there
was a rumble, a clatter, immediately followed
by a crashing and thudding and thundering.

“Stand away!” yelled Jonathan Betts,

The men dropped the ropes and ran, many
of them falling on the steep, rocky slope.
The Black Hawk himself stood back, startled,
pressing himself against the wall of the
fissure. Almost immediately he was obliter-
ated by a great crowd of flying dust. Curses
and shouts sounded from every side.

Jrash—rumble—crash !

“Split my windpipe!’ gasped the Black
Hawk.

He thought that it was his last moment.
He cursed himself for his folly, He was an
arrogant man, and., in his own opinion, he
was always right. Others were always wrong,
He had never dreamed that there would be
such a cataclysm as this.

22
!



—in No. 350 BOYS’ FRIEND 44. LIBRARY. Buy a copy to-day!

¢“The tunnel’s falling on us—’ti; death for
us all!” ecreamed one man.

“ Ay, 'tis the end!”

““Out of my way, fool!” .

Floundering in the fog of dust, the men
were panic-stricken.

The tunnel was being clozed only too well.
But at last the rumblings and crashings sub-
sided—and the men were astonished to find
themselves still alive. But as yet they could
see nothing.

Crash—rumble—crash !

There was another fall, and great splinters
of rock fell tumbling down the slopes, split-
ting as they struck, sending showers in ali
directions. Many of the men were cut and
grazed; some had been bowled over, and
vadly bruised.  But, miraculously enough,
none of themn were seriously hurt.

Again came silence—and, with it, a gradual
clearing of the dust.

“Tis a miracle!” Betts
hioarsely.

IIe had kept comparatively near to his
leader; but the Black Hawk, although hear-
ing the words, made no comment. he other
men had retreated to the lower-section of
this fissure, where it dwindled, once agalin,
1into a comparatively narrow tunnel.

““May be ’tis but a lull,” came a voice
through the dust. ‘“Why does not Sir Chief
command us to press on?”

“Let every man remain as he stands!”
shouted the Black Hawk harshly. ‘‘When we
:’iesum? the descent, I shall lead. Silence, ye

ogs!’

The voices ccased, but there were still
some grim mutterings. For the men were
scared. They had a terrible fear—and it
was not at arl unnatural—that there would
be a further fall of rock, and one which would
envelop them all.

However, the dust had now cleared, and
Simeon Harke, viewing the haudiwork,
uttered a shout of triumph.

““See, ye chickens!”’” he thundered con-
temptuously. ‘““Was I not right? ’Tis well
for ye rabbit-hearted poltroons that ye have
a real man at your head!”

He took all the credit to himself; ignoring
the fact that they might just as easily have
been crushed to death, every man of them.
Had the collapse of the tunnel spread nothing
could have saved them from a terrible
destruction. But they were lucky—and be-
cause they were lucky, the Black Hawk
belicved that he was invincible.

The upper part of the fissure, which had
so recently shown the narrowing tunnel, was
now a mass of crumbling rocks. Some
hundreds of tons must have fallen, and the
way to the top of the island was for ever
barred.

‘““ A triumph, my men!” shouted Simeon
Harke. “For we have shut the enemy out.
Never again can they interfere. For, one
and all, they are cut off.”

“Aye, Sir Chief, ’twas well done,” said
one of the men.

said Jonathan

i1

And further shouts of acclamation went
up. These rough fellows were convinced—
now—that their leader had known what he
was doing.

“Never can they descend this tunnel now,
good Jonathan,” said the Black Hawk, turn-
ing to his lieutenant. ‘“Iiven the weunch,
Amanda Peterson, is shut off for ever from
her pcople. Thus we are rid of her—even as
certainly as though she had been put to the
death. Come!”

And he took the lcad, and once more he
roared with laughter at his own cleverness.

Little did he guess, even now, that KFate
was preparing a staggering blow for him.

CHAPTER 4.
Nelson Lee Takes Command!
NELSON LEE was no pessimist. He had

been in so many tight corners in the

course of his adventurous career, that

his first consideration, on finding him-
self in a hole, was to extricate himself
from it,

He was not the kind of man to sit down
and bemoan his fate. At the present moment
he was inclined, rather, to send up a prayer
of thankfulness for his salvation. True, his
position was unenviable, but, bad as it was,
it was infinitely better than it had been
earlier. Riding on the back of a carniverous
flving reptile was not Nelson Lee’s idea of
enjoymcut. He was thankful that that extra-
ordinary voyage was over. -

And he was, at the base of the great
island, wallowing in a tangled mass of sodden
weed. And all around him dense mist.

The cliffs were not far distant, but it was
impossible to judge, off-hand, in which
direction they lay. Had Lee started off at
random, he might well have travelled sea-
wards, and thus sealed his own fate.

But his brain was crystal clear, and he
was not entirely unprepared for such a
dilemma as this. He carried a powerful elec-
tric torch upon him, an automatic gun, and—
most valuable of all in his present circum-
stances—a reliable pocket compass.

AMore than once, on the island, Nelson Lece
had taken his bearings. He knew the e¢xact
position of the island. Thus, when he now
switched on his torch and carefully studicd
the compass, he knew where to turn. And
already he was planning in his mind what
he should do.

He was glad that he had closely questioned
Amanda the previous day regarding the
great cavern and the surrounding weed. She
had not been often out of the cavern, Amanda
had said, but she knew that there was a
great rock: channel—large enough for a
modern liner to pass through—which had
wide ledges, like roads, at its sides. She
had vividly described how the obsolete old
battleship, the Porto Marlo, had been towed
through this channel, with gangs of men,
armed with ropes, haulinz an either side,
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and struggling along the rock ° roadways.
She had given Lee, as far as she knew, the
position of this channel.

On that side of the island, she had said,
there was a kind of foreshore. For miles
1t stretched—a ledge of rock, two or threo
hundred yards deep, reaching from the cliff
base to the deep sea, where the choked sca-
weed was piled up in compressed masses.
At different times of the ycar the pressure
of the wced varied. Thus, in some seasons,
there was almost clear water against this
great ledge, and fishing could be indulged
in frcely. At other seasons the weed drifted
in and packed tightly—so tightly that men
could walk over it, if they were so minded.
But they were seldom so minded, for the
weed, declared Amanda, was full of evil
creatures, and all her people were airaid.

At this particular moment Lee was only
interested in two things. Firstly, the position
of the island and the great channel—and the
wide foreshore of rock. If he could only
reach that foreshore he would Wbe able to
walk along, rcach the channel, and calmly
make his way into the cavern community.
And another idea was stirring in Lee’s mind—
but he kept it in the background just at
present. First and foremost, he had to ex-
tricate himself from this perilous position.

Thero was no further danger {rom the
pteradactyl—but there were other things.

He was soon to have grim proof of this.

Having studied the compass and set his
direction, he prepared to move. He cast a
licht down at his feet—which were themselves
embedded in the spongy, brownish-green
mass. Numbers of little wriggly things, some
slug-like, some rapid in their movements,
scuttled away, hiding from the light beneath
the weed.

For the most part the weed was common-
place enough. Typical gulf weed. Great fes-
tooned masses, with some of the “ropes  as
thick as ship’s cables, Smooth, slimy,
tangled ropes. So tightly were they jammed
together that they formed a complete carpet
above the actual level of the sca. But when
Lee commenced walking, he sank in at every
step almost to his knees. The water, black-

looking, swirled about his legs,

The sensation was unpleasant in the ex
treme. He felt the weed heaving and rolling
over a wide arca. But it was patently im-
possible for him to remain where he was.
He had a shrewd idea that his weight, sooner

or later, would carry him under. The weed
was not unlike a quagmire, for he could
feel a powerful pull at his feet. And the

thought of being sucked down into that slimy
mass steeled him to grim efforts.

Ho plunged on, still keeping his torch
switch on. And suddenly, just to the left of
him, the weed heaved as though a miniature
earthquake+r had disturbed 1it; great air-
bubbles blobbed to the surface, and a shiny
thing came clear of the weed, and Lee shone
his light fully into two baleful, murdcrous
eyes.
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“By James!” he muttered.

This thing was a crustacean of some kind,
and it seemed to Lee thai it was something
uot unlike a gigantic crab in shape. But it
was as big as a car, and a brilliant scarlet in
colour.

Out of the weed came an enormously long
claw, and it reached forward with opened
hooks. |

Crack! -

Lee fired deliberately—right into one of
those hidecous eyes. At the same second he
leapt backwards, went sprawling, picked him-
sclf up again, and half-dragged himself, half-
ran across the heaving, spongy weed.

In his rear there was a great commotion,
and for a moment he believed that the
great crustacean was after him. The weed
shook over a wide area, and the air was
filled with bubbling and swirling sounds.
Then they gradually died away, and silence
once again brooded over the misty scene.

“Phew! 1 hope there aren’t any more of
those gentlemen about!’’ muttercd Lee.

His quick action, no doubt, had saved his
life. By firing into the creature’s eye he had
incapacitated it—even if he had not killed it.

As he struggled on he saw a disturbance
of the weed away to his left; he caught a
glimpse of a great long, snake-like body. It
squirmed for some moments amongst the
brownish-green fronds, and then it vanished.
The weed was positively alive with unmen-
tionable sea creatures. Small wonder that
Amanda’s people feared to venture upon it.

It secmed to Lee that he scrambled over
the spongy morass for something like half
a mile. There seemed to be no end to it.
He was becoming exhausted. And he was
hemmed in all the time by the blanket of
mist.

Once or twice he consulted his compass,
and he found that he was keeping his
accurate direction. As long as he carried on
like this, he must inevitably come to the
rocky foreshore, and——

Something suddenly loomed up right ahead
of him. So abruptly had Lee come upon it
that he nearly crashed headlong into the wet,
glistening rock wall. The weed was piled up
at its foot, and it stretched away on either
side apparently for mules.

But when the detective cast the light of
his torch up, his heart almost failed him.
He had miscalculated! There was no fore-
shore here at all—nothing but the sheer,
smooth cliffs, rising for thousands of feet!

He moved along, helping himself by hold-
ing on to the rock. But even as he did so
he realised that he could not carry on like
this for long. For here, close to the cliff,
the weed, strangely enough, was less con-
gested. Sometimes he plunged in almost to
his waist; he scrambled up again, wallowed
on for a few more feet, and then plunged
once more. .

But now he beheld, just ahead, dimly
visible in the white beam, some inequalities
of the rock. And Lee, who was an expert
mountain climber, took heart. From some-
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where in the rear he heard another upheaval,
another ominous series of bubbles. Some
monstrous thing had scented him, and was,
perhaps, on his trait.

He gripped at the inequalities of the rock
and hauled himself clear of the weed. Some-
how he managed to get his feet into some
niches; he obtained hand-grip higher up; and
then he saw, to his joy, that therec was a
veritable ledge not five feet above him. This
was obvious, for when he flashed his torch
right up the cliff was no longer there—but
mist only.

With a supreme effort, he obtained another
handgrip, and pulled himself up. From be-
hand him came a hideous sucking sound, a
gurgling and bubbling, and then ‘‘plop,
plop |”’—something big and slithery was heav-
ing itseif out of the weed.

A shudder passed through Lee as he felt
a cold and slimy thing touch his left leg.
It fought to obtain a grip, and with a mighty
effort he jerked himself up, gripped at the
edge of the ledge, and flung himself clear
upon it. .

Plop!

Something fell back into the mist. Swing-
ing round, Lee flashed his torch. He caught
a vague, indistinct glimpse of gleaming eyes,.
of a wet, shining body. Then the thing fell
back, baflied.

““I don’t wonder these unfortunate people
have been locked here, in the weed; for cen-
turies!” muttered Lee. ““None of them
dared venture out—until they had discovered
how to man and control a comparatively
modern vesscl. By Heaven! What a vile
place! And I’'m beginning to doubt if I am
any better off, even now.”’

He rose to his feet, for he was filled with
a great longifig to get as far as possible
from the edge of the ledge. And he dis-
covercd, to his joy and astonishment, that
it was not a ledge at all, as he had at first
supposed. He walked on over the rocks for
quite a distance. There was solid ground
beneath his feet, and all his confidence re-
turned.

This, then, was the foreshore Amanda had
spoken of. And if he carried on long cnough
he would soon come to thke true cliffs. Once
he reached them he would be able to get
his bearings more accurately.

He saw the cliffs at last—rising perpen-
dicularly in front of him. DBut he was safe
now. He was on a great platform of rock,
stretching for miles—and more than a hun-
dred yards in width. It was like a great
highway. He walked on with a swinging
stride, his torchlight feebly penetrating the
mist., He was cautious, even now, for he
had to be aware of pitfalls. He did not
want to plunge into a cleft or crevice.

The walking did him good. He was
enabled to recover his balance. And whilst
he walked, he turned over the big idea which
had occurred to him out on the weed.

It was characteristic of the great detective
to formulate a plan of action iIn advance.
If all went well now he could ultimately
conte to the rock channel, and would thus
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soon find himsclf in the cavern. ¥e¢ woulé
be amongst Amanda’s people. And Lee diq

not want to arrive there without his plan of
action all cut and dried.

He was beginning to think, indeed, that
his ride on the Pteradactyl had been all for
the best. For he had been brought swiftly
to the base of the island—he had arrvived
many hours before the Black Hawk and his
men could get there! And that, Nelson l.cc
decided, was a point of paramount im-
portance.

He had /the wit to take full advantage of
his position. '

It was with a sensc of satisfaction that he
found that his calculations had not been at
fault. They were, in fact, uncannily accurate,
For presently, sure enough, the rock com-
menced to slope sharply downwards. I.ee
advanced with caution. It was fortunate
that ‘he did so, for suddenly there was no
longer any rock ahead of him, but clem
water. There was a ledge striking at right-
angles to his right, and when he moved
along this, he did not come to the cliff again,
but found himself walking onwards. 'This,
then, was the channel! But the thick mist
prevented him from seeing anything beyond
the range of a few feet.

After walking for some distance, he made
a careful examination. The water, he found,
continued on his left. Walking straight to
his right, he presently came upon a rock
wall. So this was the ‘‘roadway > through
the channel. There was one, just the same,
on the other side. But it was impossible«for
Lee to tell how wide the channel actually
was, It did not matter.

His hopes were running high now, and he
ventured to increase his speed. He noted,
too, that the mist was thinning somewhat.
His torchlight penctrated further.

‘““Ilallo, hallo!” he muttered keenly.

He halted, and switched his light off. In-
stead of intense blackness ahead of him, he
could see a vague glow—a glow which filled
the whole area. He¢ knew what it meant.
He was getting through the channel—he was
approaching the lighted cavern.

Pressing on again, he found that his heart
was thudding. How would he be received?

Everything would depend upon that. It
the Black Hawk’s men got hold of him, he
would receive but short shrift.

But that was the crux of the matter. The
Black Hawk’s men were with the Black
Hawk himself. In his rage, Simeon Harke
had taken a very powerful force, and it was
any odds that there werc but few of his
myrmidons left in the cavern.

““Upon my word!’’ ejaculated Lec, aloud.

He blinked. He had walked right out of
the mist into 8lear air. It was a remarkable
experience. Glancing back, he could sece the
mist roliing and billowing across the great
channel. The air, here, was warmer. It
secemed that the circulation of it bafHed the
mist, and held it back.
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Nelson Lee looked ahead of him, and he
could not help catching his breath in. For
the sight was a wondrous one.

Rolling. away. for miles there was a singu-
larly fair countryside. There were bushes,
and even stunted trees. Mcadows—fields of
growing grain! And right through this ran
the sca channel, like a wido river. It com-
municated direct with a deep lake, in the
centre of the cavern. And there, on the lake,

looking grotesquely incongruous, were a
number of ships. Some were old and
battered, their  spars  sagging, their

masts broken. Others had no masts at all,
and were roofed over, and had evidently been
made into dwellings. And outstanding
amongs these vessels was a rusty-sided battle-
ship! Actually, a steel man-of-war, with a
rotting funnel, full of jagged holes. She was
the old Porto Marlo, once the pride of the
Parazilian flect, and abandoned by her crew
at sea when an explosion had been feared. It
was obvious that the Porto Marlo, a derelict
had drifted on, and had been trapped in the
Sargasso weed,

The rock ‘‘road ” along which Lee had
been walking continued onwards, pgrallel
with the ““river.” And at intervals, on the
land side of this road, there: were quaint
houses and cottages to be seen. Further in
the distance there was the township itself, a
cluster of houses—and there were even com-
monplace-looking streets. And all round this
vast cavern—the further extremity of.it was
over eight miles away—there were flaring
gas-jets, two or three hundred feet up, In
the rock. Crude burners, projecting outwards
from the rock had been fashioned by these
people, or by -their forefathers. In the dis-
tant past somebody had discovered that this
natural gas could be harnessed, and used.
Since then there had been many 1improve-
ments—just as things improve in advance iIn
the great world beyond. To-day, the cavern
was ringed with these gas flares, and the heat
thus generated, whilst rising above the floor
level, and so causing no inconvenience to
the inhabitants, kept the air pure and clean,
alnd fit; had the added advantage of conquering
the tog.

Lee walked on rapidly now. He had a
mind to know his fate. And he walked with
a swinging stride, his shoulders set back, and
his face calm and resolute. @ Heére was a
chance for him to bring new hope into the
hearts of the downtrodden people who
suffered from the Biack Hawk’s tyranny.

“By my skin! Who comes?” went up a
sudden cry. ‘‘Look! Come hither, you men!
'Tis one of the strangers, I vow!”

A thin man, with a scraggy beard, had
ppeared in Nelson Lee’s path, emerging
from one of the cottages. And now this man
was shouting and gesticulgting,  Others
joined him. But as Lee came striding up,
they fell away, uncertain as though with awe.

“Good people, I come with friendly in-
tentions!”” shouted Nelson Lece quickly.

““Ay, but whence came yc?”’ shouted one
of the men. **Ye came through the channel

‘his men.

“ BLACK BATTLE-AXE!” Mighty Tale of the olden days—

—and there is no way from the upper island
by that road!”

“There is a way—because I used it!’’ re-
plied Nelson Lee. “But I will tell you of
that later. I am, I say, a friend. Can you
tell me how many of Simeon Harke’s men
are loose in the cavern? Much may depend
upon your answer.”’

A stoutish, elderly man ran forward.

‘““Simeon Harke’s men?’’ he asked, .in a
low voice. “Faith, but there is only a
handful with us! But the Hawk and his men
may return at any moment. None dare take
action——-"

““Then I suggest that you listen to me!”’
interrupted Lee keenly. ‘ How many, such as
you, can be relied upon? The Black Hawk
cannot be here for some hours—neither can
Here 1s your chance to rid .your-
selves of his ruthless power. I speak not
fables, but the truth.” .

It was Nelson Lee’s tone, his authoritative
manner, rather- than his words, which had
such an effect. Heo had spoken whilst walk-
ing along, and the others were accompanying
him. The throng grew, and other men—and
women, too—were running up from all sides
to join the excited crowd.

Nelson Lee offered no explanation of his
dramatic arrival. He had come walking into
the cavern as though that rock channel were
an ordinary, commonplace highway. And ho
heard the people shouting to one another,
telling of his coming. And men were look-
ing at him in awe—women with admiration.
They seemed to see something almost of
wizardry and magic in Nelson lee’s advent;
and the detective’s air of command, too, had
its effect.

The news was spreading rapidly, Before
they had reached the town itself, figures were
streaming from the houses, from many caves,
and from the old ships which had been con-
verted into dwellings. |

One elderly man, skinny, scraggy, with his
clothes hanging looscly upon him, pushed
forward.

‘“‘Faith, we welcome ye, friend!” he said
excitedly. ‘‘For I can judge, by your bear-
ing, that you are not ill disposed. 1 am Dr.
Otto, and a man of some importance in this
community.’’

“I am glad to know you, Dr. Otto,” replied
the detective. ‘“‘My own name is Nelson Lee,
and I am here to suggest a plan whereby
the Black Hawk may be robbed of his
power.”’

“’Tis good hearing, by my bones!”’ ex-
claimed Dr. Otto eagerly.

He was a little old man with a wrinkled
face, not unlike a dried apple, and the hair
upon his chin was patchy and snow-white.
When Lord Dorrimore had been captured by
the Black Hawk he had met this queer old
feillow, and he had proved his friendliness
then, He had also shown Dorrie that he was
in mortal terror of Simeon Harke.

“I know not how ye came, but your coming
is opportune!” went on the doctor, ‘“‘Ye
find us active in the middle- of the night,
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when we should be sleeping. For the Hawk
and his men are away, and but a few of the
cdogs remain.
the good people to action. They hesitate,
fearing that the Hawk may return at any
moment.”’

“The Hawk cannot return for some hours,”
said Lee shortly,

Dr. Otto was a garrulous old fellow, and
he evidently considered himself to be a
personage of some importance. He attached
himself to Lee like a leech, and talked almost
without a pause. Lee gathered that the old

In vain have I been stirring
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hokum; but he could see that it would pay
him, in these circumstances, to pose as some-
thing of a magic-worker. The people would
more readily follow his lead. And if he was
to carry out his idea, he would need a con-
siderable amount of help. Here was a chance
to dcal drastically and effectively with Simeon
Harke; and after the way that miscreant had
treated I.ord Dorrimore and Handforth and
the girl, Amanda, Lee was in no mood to
take half measures.

‘“ Listen, good people!” shouted the detec-
tive. ‘I bring you good news—but 1t i1s for

The crudely shaped balloon swung slowly to earth and now Nipper and Co. could see, painted

on it, the words, ** FROM LEE.”’

Beneath the envelope hung a packet.

* Quick, get it !

yelled Nipper, leading a reckless race over the rocks.

man had been pointing out to the others
the advantages of the situation; but most
of his exhortations had fallen uwpon deaf—or
timid—ears.

Skinny of frame, scraggy of body, his heart
was stout; he was ready for revolt at the
first ghost of an opportunity. He had
suffered much at the Black Hawk’s hands;
he had been insulted, humiliated, and for
many months he had known that he had
but to answer the tyrant back, and his ears
would be sliced off. He was too useful a
man to be put to death.

“Mayhap the people will listen to you,
Master Lee,”’ he said, panting from the very
breathlessness caused by his incessant talk.
“Ye arc a younger man than I-—and stronger,
Like as not, too, you know much of the
Hawk’s movements.”

Nelson Lee was essentially an honest man.
and he disliked the thought of any kind of

you, yourselves, to take advantage of that
news.”’

The detective had, by this time, mounted
to the summit of some rough rock steps near
the centre of the town. There was a wide
clearing herec, a sort of public square, and
the people were crowding into i1t in their
hundreds. There were men of all types—men
young and men old; men from the queer
fields of this cavern community, and men
who earned their livelihood by catching and
supplying fish to their fellows. The sudden
departure of the Black Hawk and most of his
men had .eaused a sensation, and nobody had
thought of sleeping. The Black Hawk’s eon-
tinued absence—and now Nelson Lee’s arrival
—created a great sensation,

“Hold! What is this noisy gathering?”
demanded a harsh voice. “Ye'd best all dis-
perse ?

“The Black Hawk’s men!”’
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The ery went up with mingled fear and
resentment. Lee, with calm eycs, saw eight
or nine men striding into the thick of the
throng. They were big, bearded rascals, and

their hands were at their cutlasses and
daggers. And all of them were looking
aggressive.

Nelson Lee’s eyes set hard. These rasca:s
only amounted to a handful, but such was the
awe of the peaceful people that unless some-
thing drastic was done, the rutbans would
gain the upper hand.

Lee leapt down from his elevated position,
and he strode boldly into the very midst of
the Black Hawk’s men.

“Stab my vitals!” ejaculated one of the
men, staring at Lee dubiously. “ What want
re, stranger? If you have come here to stir
up trouble—-"

“That is just why I am here!” interrupted
I.ee curtly. ‘“‘Let me remind you that you
and your companions are hopelessly out-
numbered. I will give you your choice.
Throw down your weapons, here and now, or
they will be taken from you.’’ -

“Rot me, but you spcak boldly!” shouted
the leader of the men. ‘‘While the Black
Hawk’s back is turned, you seek to stir up
a rebellion! Odds blood! ’'Twill earn me the
Hawk’s favour, I doubt not, if I remove that
arrogant head of yours!”

And with one swing, the fellow withdrew
his cutlass. Shouts arose from the throng;
men backed away. The Hawk’s myrmidons
pl:essed to the support of the man who led
them.

But ‘they had reckoned without Lee.

The detective knew that this was a critical
moment—a vital moment, not only for him,
hut for the people of this downtrodden com-
munity. In a flash he leapt forward, and his
fist crashed into the bearded brute’s face.
At the same time he dived in, and by a
ssmple ju-jitsu trick he sent the fellow heav-
ing heavily over his shoulders. With a tre-
mendous thud, the man crashed to the
ground, and his cutlass went flying.

Without hesitating a second, Lee spun
round, hecaved another man across his
shoulders, and sent him swinging In amongst
his companions. Three or four of them went
down. The others beheld Lee, with a great
cutlass now in his hand, advancing ~towards
them.

““Fools!”’? thundercd Lee, in a voice that
struck terror to the hearts of his listeners.
“Drop your weapons, or the mob will kill
you as you stand!”

Swish ! o
“Lee’s cutlass was making viclous sweeps
through the air, and the sound of it was
deadly. The men backed away In consterna-
tion. It was a brave show of brute force—
but it was just the kind of display these men
needed. 1t was the language they under-
stood.

Morcover, Lee’s example fired the people.
Great shouts arose, and they came clamouring
round. The Black Hawk’s men retreated
further, and now two or three of them hastily
threw their weapons down.
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“Seize them!” weni up a shout. “Let

them not escape! Seize them!”

There was a rush, a mighty tumult, and
within three minutes Simeon Harke’s men
weire thrown over, they were overpowered,
aud a great crowd of men marched them off
to one cf the necarer caves—where they were
imprisoned.

By this time other men had come in from
the “country,” and the concourse in the town
was getting bigger and bigger. Once again
Nelson Lee leapt upon his elevated po6sition—
once again he addressed the populace.
."“*Good people, 1t is now or never!” he
shouted. ‘' The Black Hawk and his ruffians
camot return for some hours. It is your
chance.”

‘““Aye, stranger, but what can we do %"
asked one man.

‘“"Tis simple!”’ replied Lee. ‘‘Barricade
the great tunnel which leads to the steam
cavern! ’Tis the only patch by which the
Hawk and his meén can return. Close it up,
and they will be baffled.”

Almost before the words were out of Nelson
Leo's mouth, men, shouting noisily, were
rushing about, seeking materials for the bar-
ricade. Nelson Lee’s leadership was accepted
without question. .

But even Nelson Lee himself did not guess
how completely the Black Hawk and his men
were to be bottled up—for here, at the
bottom, the great tunnel was being barricaded
—and the Black Hawk himself had destroyed
the other exit!

It was a situation which bristled with
unique possibilities.

CHAPTER 5.
The Finding of the Beast Men.

IPPER, gulping for breath, his chest
heaving, his eyes full of stark terror,
told the dreadful story.

He was in camp, and he was sur-
rounded by Lord Dorrimore, Umlosi, Iand-
forth and Amanda. Their faces had become
pale and drawn as they had listened to
Nipper’s terrible and graphic tale.

“We—we thought we were coming back

.with good news,”” concluded Nipper dully.

““The Black Hawk and his men are retreating
—they’ve all gone by now. And the guv’nor
and I were about half-way when—when that
Pteradactyl came——"’

He broke off, nearly choking.

“Take it on the chin, young ’un!” said
Lord Dorrimore gently, as he laid a hand
on Nipper’s shoulder. ‘Lee is a resource-
ful man, an’ he has got out of many a
tight corner——-"’

“It’s good of you, Dorrie, to try to com-
fort me,” muttered Nipper, “but I am no
fool. \What's the good of hoping? The
guv’nor was carried up by that—that mon-
strosity, and there’s only one thing to think.
He must have dropped off somewhere, and if
he wasn’t killed, he was horribly maimed.
I keep thinking of him, I picture him lying
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out there—perhaps in the midst of one of
those rotten fungus forests, with broken legs,
perhaps with a %roken back, helpless, at the
mercy of the Beast Men, and—and the
monsters. And we don’t even know where
to look!”

“Must we wait until daylight?” asked
Handforth anxiously. *“Where did you sce
that flying thing last, Nipper? 1 mean,
which direction did it take?”

“1 was too scared to take any particular
notice,” replied Nipper. “It went off, carry-
ing the guv’nor, and I believe it flew over
the big crater, but I'm not sure. Anyway,
it was in that part of the island—over there.”

e pointed vaguely, and Lord Dorrimore
and Umlosi glanced at one another. Hand-
forth had drawn instinctively closer to
Amanda, and the girl was looking frightened.

“It’s a bad business, old friend,” mur-
mured Dorrie.

“Wau! Thou are weary, N’Kose, or thou
wouldst be of greater confidence,” rumbled
Umlosi, his voice charged with scorn.
“Thinkest thou, then, that Umtagati, the
wizard has met his death at the hands of
an unclean lizard which flies? Be thou of
good cheer, Manzie, and let thy memory go
back to the many wonders that Umtagati has
wrought. For l);e 13 a man amongst men,
and yet, behold, he is like unto the cat, for
truly he possesses many lives.”

Nipper pressed the great Kutana chief’s
ebony black arm.

“Thanks, Umlosi—your faith makes me
feel ashamed of myself.”

“Thy love for Umtagati is great, O
Manzie!” said Umlosi. *‘ Yet thy faith in

hirn should be still greater. Ere long thou
wilt be smiling at thy present fears, and thou
wilt be acclaiming Umtagati for the wonder
of his deeds. Fear not! My snake tells me
that ,Umtagati lives, and that all is well with
him.”

Nipper was not in the least superstitious;
but those words of Umlosi’s gave him heart.
It was impossible that the Kutana chief could
know anything definitely; but his inustinct—
or snake, as he called it—was uncanny. 1t
had seldom been proved wrong.

Yet it was impossible for the adventurers
to quietly await the dawn. They decided,
then and there, to go out across the country-
side 1n various directions. They would scarch
for Nelson Lee. Even if he was not dead
or badly injured, there was a distinct chance
that he was incapacitated.

The fact that Umlosi was enthusiastic to
join in the search hinted to Dorrie that his
words had been spoken to comfort Nipper.
Very liitle else was said. Preparations were
quickly made.

Lord Dorrimore and Nipper set off in one
direction; Umlosi and Handforth in another.
And as it was impossible to leave Amanda
behind alone, she went with Umlosi -and
Handforth. The camp itself was left empty
—with the searchlights directing their beams
across- the countryside in all directions. With
those lights on, and with the metors purring,
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there was little or no danger of an attack
by the Beast Men. And the strange mon-
sters of this remarkable island were kept at
bay. Nothing had been seen of them to-
?ighl};t. They were obviously nervous of the
ight.

It was a hopeless search from the start.
Lord Dorrimore had realised it—and he knew
that Umlosi was of the same opinion. But
Nipper’s anguish was so great that neither
Dorrie nor Umlosi had the heart to tell him
the truth.

The common-sense thing to do was to wait
until the daylight—when a wide, systematic
search of the island could be made. Then,
too, the monsters would have retreated into
their secret lairs; and the Beast Men were
not likely to give any trouble.

Dorrie did not lose sight of the fact that
the pteradactyls were as much a menace to
the searchers as they had been to Lee. If
one could attack lL.ce, others could attack the
searchers. And, in case of trouble, Dorrie
had insisted upon everybody carrying a
supply of handy fireworks. They were likely
to be of far more service than guns. There
was veriy; little hope of killing the brutes—
but it should be casy to scare them.

Even Nipper, after an hour or so, lost
hope. He and Dorrie had tramped this way
and that way; they had skirted the fungus
forests, they had descended into valleys,
they had skirted the great crater, and had
gone beyond. And by now they were well
out of range of the camp’s searchlights. And
all around them the island brooded silently
and mysteriously. .

“It’s no good, Dorrie,” said Nipper at last.
““What's the use? We’'ll never find him.”

“Dawn will soon be here,” said Dorrie,
glancing at the sky. .

1t was significant thhat he had given no
direct answer to Nipper; and the latter was
not slow to realise it. |

““You believed all along that we were out
on a wild goose-chase, didn’t you, Dorrie?”
he asked abruptly. *It’s worse than looking
for a needle in a haystack! Guv'nor—
guv’'nor!” He suddenly raised his voice anc
placed his cupped hands to his mouth.
“Guv’nor—guv’nor!”

Lord Dorrimore almost winced. The des-
pairing note in Nipper’s shout cut him to
the quick.

“In daylight, perhaps, we shall be more
successful, young ’un,” he said gently.

They commenced retracing their steps, and
Nipper’'s feet dragged heavily. He felt un-
utterably weary. Nothing seemed to matter
now. Knd as he walked, his thoughts were
busy; again and again he lived through that
dreadful five minutes, when he and Nelson
Lec had battled against the pteradactyl. |

“Listen!” said Nipper sharply, coming to
a halt. “What was that, Dorrie?”’

“1 heard nothing.” -

“But I can swear 1 heard—— There! It
was a groan!” panted Nipper. “Over by
those fungus bushes, Dorrie.”
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He ran, and Dorrie ran with himm—but
without any hope. Yet, as they drew nearer
to a big clump of ugly-looking fungus, which
sprouted in grotesque shape from the ground,
his lordship started. Was it imagination, or
had he, too, heard a sound which was un-
cannily like an agonised human groan?

“By the Lord Harry!” muttered Dorrie
tensely,

As he moved forward, intent upon a closer
investigation, he became aware of twinkling
lights comparatively near by. They had
come round a steep hillock, and Dorrie knew
them to be the lights from electric torches.
Umlosi and Handforth and Amanda.

“Help! Quick!” shouted Nipper, for he,
too, had seen the twinkling lights.

And at the same moment he forced his
way into the midst of the thick, spongy,
toadstool-like fungus. He dreaded to see
what lay beyond; yet he dared not hesitate.
He had to sce. His face was grim and set.

“Hold on, lad!” said Dorrie, placing a
firm hand on Nipper’s shoulder. * Better let
moe go fust,” hd

““No!” panted Nipper.
let go!”’

His voice was fierce with the anguish which
shook him. Another groan had sounded,
and there was something so agonising in that
sound that Nipper felt his heart faltering,

With a great effort of will he switched
his electric torch on and flashed the light
down into the little space behind the bruised
and broken fungus. Then, suddenly, a
change came into hig expression; his eyes
almost started out of. his head; a gulp of
ipingled relief and amazement escaped his
1PS.

“Dorrie!” he gasped.
guv’'nor!”’

“So I see,” said kord Dorrimore quietly.

He, too, was relieved. For until that
had been convinced that they
would find Lee—maimed, broken, dying. The
relief was so great that his lordship, for a
second or two, felt quite dizzy.

‘“Hallo, there! What’s wrong?” came a
breathless, excited voice. ‘‘Great Scott, have
you found him ?” _

It was Handforth. He came running up
with Umlosi and Amanda. They, themselves,
had nothing but failure to report. But now
they were filled with hope.

““No, no!” said Dorrie, turning quickly.
“It’s not Mr. Lee. Keep the girl back,
Handy. This is not a pleasant sight.”

But Amanda was already with them, and
the concentrated lights of the electric torches
were directed upon the figures which lay
stretched in the tiny clearing in the midst
of the fungus,

There were two
hairy, huddled figures.

“The Beast Men!” ejaculated Iandforth,
startled.

It was true.

“Let go of me—

“It’s—it’s not the

figures—wild-looking,

The two figures were Beast
Men, and they were laid low with serious
leg wounds. et both the wild men were
conscious, and their eyes shone glassily in the
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torchlights, One of them was chattering
queerly, and it was evident that he was
terrified. The other was in too much pain
to care.

“Oh!’ came a murmur from Amanda.
“Poor things! We must help them! Look
at their terrible wounds!”

This was the first time the adventurers had
seen any of the Beast Men at close quar-
ters, and they received something of a sur-
prise. The two Beast Men were of great
stature, and they were not nearly so bestial
as the explorers had believed. Their heads
were covered with shaggy hair, and even
their faces were thick with hair, too. But
it could now be seen that their bodies were
covered by a crude sort of clothing. It was
of a grassy character, brownish in colour, and
it was not unlike coarse hair. Dorrie could
now understand why he and his companions
had believed, at first, that the Beast Men
were hairy all over. They weren’t. It was
this peculiar clothing which gave them that
appearance.

And the faces of the Beast Men, although
wild, untamed, were by no means vicious
or ferocious. There was a strange timidity
in their expressions. They looked like shy
forest creatures, fear-stricken by the nearness
of the hunters.

““Poor devils!” muttered Lord Dorrimore
softly.

There was somecthing infinitely pathetic
in the appearance of the Beast Men. Dorrie,
goingmdown on his knees Jeside one of them,
discovered that the man had an ugly {frac-
ture of the right shin. The wound was
open, it had been bleeding . profusely, and
the Beast Man..was cxhausted from loss of
blcod. That wound was a terrible sight to
gaze upon. The other Beast Man was also
injured in the leg, but the bone was not
broken. There was a great jagged cut just
below the knece, and the flesh was gaping
open. Long cxposure to the air and to the
sun had brought dreadful consequences. The
Beast Men were feverish: their wounds were
inflamed. Dorrie almost shuddered as he
gazed upon those swollen, festering limbs.
He knew that they were bullet wounds. He
remembered the attack of the Beast Men a
day or two ago. The defenders had been
compelled to use the machine-guns. These
two, then, had failed to get clear away. In
spite of their hurts, they had dragged them-
selves this distance, and their fellows had
lost track of them. And ever since they had
lain in the midst of this fungus, helpless,
their wounds unattended.

“Machine-guns are filthy instruments, anye
way!” said Dorrie fiercely. ‘‘So are pistols,
and every other kind of weapon that can
inflict such cruel hurts as this! Lend a hand,
you fellows. We’ve got to take these poor
blighters into camp, an’ to make them com-
fortable.”

“Yes, rather!” said Nipper dully.

He was still thinking of Lee, and he
scarcely knew whether to be relieved or
otherwise. But this discovery, and the
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necessity for instant action, helped him a lot.
There was something to do.

The Beast Men were suffering in other
ways In addition to their hurts. Their
swollen lips and tongues revealed too plainly
that they were exhausted from the effects of
thirst. No doubt, too, they were halt
sturved, They had lain, helpless, for thirty-
s:x hours.

“Wau! These men, despite their size, are
but children,” said Umlosi. “There i1s
nothing of the savage in their appearance,
N’Kose. If they are Beast Men, then they
are like unto the timid beasts of the un-
tredden jungle.”

With a gentleness strange in one so power-
fnl, Umlosi lifted one of the Beast Men into
his arms. He apparently did so without
cffort, and there was something wonderful in
that sight. He strode off without a word.

His burden was only semi-conscious, and
he offered no resistance. But the other Beast
Man, when Lord Dorrimore and Nipper and
Handforth sought to lift him, uttered low,
plaintive cries of fear, and feebly struggled.

“All right—all right!”’ said Dorrie softly.
“We're your friends. We're not goin’ to
hurt you.” |

It was his tone which allayed the creature’s
fears. There was something infinitely
pathetic in the wildness of the Beast Man's
cves—in the dread fear which lurked there.
But he ceased to struggle after he had been
gently lifted, and was being carried along.

At last the camp was reached. The strange
patients were carried straight into the Sky
Wanderer’s cabin. And here Lord Dorri-
more, with his sleeves rolled up, and with the
electric lights switched full on, set briskly to
work with first-aid.

Handforth and Amanda were his assistants.
Umlosi had gone out to keep watch. Nipper
paced up and down the camp, restless and
wretched. He was no longer thinking of the
Beast Men; his thoughts were out there, over
the dark island, and those thoughts of his
were frantic.

Lord Dorrimore was a skilful amateur sur-
geon. He had need to be, for he had led
lonely expeditions into the desolate corners
of the world. _

With the gentleness of a woman he bathed
the ugly wounds of the Beast Mecn; ho
applied antiseptics and soothing ointments,
and he dressed the wounds cleverly. He set
that broken leg with all the skill of a hos-
pital surgeon; he applied splints, and by the
time he had finished, both the Beast Men
were resting comfortably.

Dorrie had allowed them a small amount of
water, and Handforth and Amanda were now
letting the primitives take little sips. They
had been given brandy, too, and although at
first they scemed to think they were being
poisoned, the spirit soon had its effect.

Before the dawn came the Beast Men
sensed that these supposed enemies were
friendly. Dorrie and his companions, in
fact, had saved their lives. And soon the
unfortunate creatures slept.
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And thus they were left sleepmg after the
dawn had come—and the search for Nelson
Lee continued.

CHAPTER 6.
A Shock for the Black Hawk!

IPPER was suffering needless anguish;

N for at that very time when Nipper’s

thoughts were blackest, Nelson Lee

was engaged upon a task after his

own heart. He was in full command of the

cavern community, and he was entering into

the work in hand with an enthusiasm which

communicated itself irresistibly to his fol-
lowers.

Not only the men were working, but many
of the women, too. Neclson Lee couvld not
prevent them. Like a great wave, the story
had gone through the great cavern, and men
were filled with a hope they had not ex-
perienced for years.

The Black Hawk and nearly all his men
were to be barred out!

Owing to the craftiness of this great
stranger, Lee by name, Simeon Harke was
to be foiled. In some miraculous way Lee
had come to the cavern. None knew how—
none inquired. He was here, and that was
sufficient. He was the new leader, a man
of character, of personality, and his avowed
object was to destroy the Black Hawk’s
power and to restore peace and tranquility to
the little community.

There was only one road by which the
Black: Hawk and his men could retura. In
the side of the cavern wall, which stretched
upwards in a sheer cliff for threce thousand
feet, there was a great cave entrance; and the
cave, towards the rear, became a wide, lofty
tunnel. This led upwards to a smaller
cavern, where a great geyser operated. The
Black Hawk had attempted to kill Lord
Dorrimore, Handforth and Amanda in that
cavern, He had planned to let the geyser
spurt its boiling waters upwards and envelop
the victims. But they had been rescued in
the nick of time. And because of that in-
cident the Black Hawk had discovered the
way to the island top.

That way led through the stecam cavern.
Thus, if the great cave at the bottomm was
barricaded, there was mo method by which
the Black Hawk could return.

The barricades were being erected now—and
there were hundreds of people helping in the
reat work. Big casks were being carried up
rom the old ships which iay in the lake.
Great oaken timbers were being carried by
parties of men. Lee at the cave entrance
itsclf, was directing the operations. He was
riving instructions as to how the barricades
shculd be erccted.

It was taking shape admirably—a vast struc-
ture of timber balks and casks and other
things which stretched right across the face
of the cave—which, in itself, was fifty fect
from side to side.
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It might have been simpler to erect this
barricade some distance up the tunnel, where it
narrowed. DBut Lee had a fancy to construct
the barrier here, at the very cave entrance.
In this way it was a very symbol of defiance;
it rose, foot by foot, a mighty thing for all
to see. And the very sight of it—as Lee
shrewdly guessed—put coufidence and strength
into the people.

Men were now standing on the uppermost
timbers, heaving at ropes, hauling f{resh
timbers aloft. They were perspiring, they
were aching from their labours, but they
would admit of no weariness, and allow

others, fresher, to take their places. A tre-
mendous enthusiasm gave them extra
strength.

And, mcanwhile, the Black Hawk grew
near. ~

After a night of arduous, exhausting labour,
he and his men had at iength reached the
great steam cavern. But here, as ill luck
would have it, they were compelled to wait
a full hour—for the gcyser had had one of
its periods, and the cavern floor was ®ooded
with boiling water. But the pirates were
glad enough of the brief rest. Yet they were
parched with thirst, famished with hunger,
and weary from the lack of sleep and rest.
They only wanted to rcach the cavern
proper, to get to thcir homes, to obtain
drink, food and sleep. They were, indeed,
a disgruntled, ill-tempered throng.

Their mission had been a complete failure,
and they could not but realisc it. All their
climbing had been for nothing. True, they
had seen the upper part of their island, and
they were satisfied that their own territory
was by far the better. Not one man amongst
them desired to go back to the top. And
the Black Hawk himself did not cease to
point out the triumph he had achieved. The
rock tunnel was blocked—and neither the
strangers from the Outer World, nor the
Beast Men, could get down.

It was indescribably uncomfortable in the
tunnel. The men, forty or fifty of them—
the Black Hawk’s main force—were stretched
out all along the tunnel, for it was compara-
tively narrow here, and it sloped steeply, too.
" The stecam was rising from the geyser cavern,
and the air was moist, humid and altogether
unpleasant. But in spite of their thirst and
hunger and tiredness, many of the rascals
fell asleep as they sprawled.

Then, at length, came the order from the
Black Hawk. The boiling waters had sub-
sided, and the passage tTll‘Ollgh the cavern
was clear.

Swinging down on ropes, the men com-
pleted the last difficult section of thc descent.
Once out of the steain chamber, they would
be in the wide, steeply descending tunnel
which led—home.

“By my skin! °’Tis good to be here, Sir
Chief,”” said Jonathan Betts, after he had
made the passage through the swirling steam.
““ And now for food and rest! I vow I can
cat cnough for tenl”
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““Aye, we are all in need of it,” agreed the
Black Hawk, in a tired voice. *‘But we
return triuinphant, Jonathan. And, having
rested, we can proceed with our great plans.
Hast forgotten that we are to venture forth
once again on the steel ship? And the
vessels in the great open sea are at our mercy
—and there i1s much booty to be gained. Avye,
and the accursed strangers can no longer
hinder us,”

They were walking down the wide rock
tunnel, with a number of other men slightly
in advance, carrying the last embers of the
great torches—which, by great good fortune,
had lasted out.

“ Hark ye! What is that commotion?”
demanded Simeon Harke suddenly. ‘'‘Bones
and blood! In my absence, it seems, the
people make strifel We return none too
soon, Jonathan!'?

Jonathan Betts made no reply. He had
just caught sight of an extraordinary barrier;
dimly visible in the distance. It stretched
right across the tunnel, blocking it. He could
sce great hulks of timber, criss-cross beams,
old casks, and the like. And in less than a
minute the Black Hawk saw the barrier, too.

“The dogs!” he shouted furiously. °‘May
their marrows rot! They have dared to take
measures to defy mel” -

‘““Aye, and effective measure, too, I am
thinking,” put in one of the other men, his
voice charged with alarm. ‘'Nee, Sir Chief!
The barricade stretched right across. 'Twas
folly,,, as I always said, to lcave the pcople

‘““Silence, fool!’” thundered the Black
Hawk. ‘“Another word from ye, and I'll
rip open your vitals!”

He was infuriated because he realised,
surely enough, that he had blundered badly.
The people were meek enovgh normally, but
as soon as he had withdrawn his forces, they
had taken definite action. Yet he could not
understand. Before setting out the thought
had come to him that it was unwise to take
so many men; but he had dismissed the
matter contemptuously. The people were in-
timidated, they were chicken-hearted. They
would never dare to defy him. Yet—here
was this evidence of a very determined
defiance.

The Black Hawk strode forward grimly, his
face working with savage rage. 1t was pos-
sible to see right through the interstices of theo
barricade. And as Simeon Haike grew
nearer, his consternation increased.

For at close quarters he saw that the bar-
ricade was an enormous thing. It was over
twelve feet deep, a great bristling mass of
heavy timbers, weighing scores of tons. Men
—a hundred of them—had been labouring for
hours, getting the great timpers into position,
hauling them up, and making them secure—
propping them, jamming them tight, and
making them immovable.

“Split my windpipe!” muttered the Black
Hawk, aghast.

IFFor just then the truth had come to him.
He and his men were weary, thirsty, hungry,
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in no fit condition to fight.
Furthermore, they had sio implements with
which to batter down this barrier. So cun-
ningly was it constructed that the men within
the tunnel could not remove any of its parts
for their own use.

A regular tumult was now in progress. The
liberated people on one side of the barricade
were shouting defiance, and the Black
Hawk’s men on the other side were crowd-
ing up, hoarse with alarm.

They were

‘““We are trapped, Sir Chief!” said one of

the men, in hoarse dismay.

“Say another word, Simon Lane, and I'll
split your tongue off!”’ roared the Black
Hawk. “Think ye that these rabbits can dety
me? ’Tis only an hour of madness, and—"'

He broke off, and a greyness came into his
face. For at that moment ho had secn,
through one of the interstices of the barri-
cade, a face.

He stared at it fascinated!y, unbelievingly.
For it was a smooth, clean-shaven face. Not
the face of one of his people—but the face of
a stranger!

And therec was something in the calm ex-
pression of the stranger’s eves which brought
panic to Simeon Harke. Kor a moment he
felt that he was going mad. Had he nat
barred all the strangers on the island top?
Yet here was one of them—down here,
amongst the people, leading them! In that
second it was clear to the Black Hawk that
the stranger was responsible for the revolt,
and for all the work which had been done.

““Well, my unfortunate friends, you’re in
trouble, aren’t you?” asked Nelson Lee, as
he came close to the barrier. ‘‘You are
tired, eh? Pretty well exhausted, I suppose?
1t’s a long, gruelling descent.”

Dr. Otto, dancing with glee, was by Nelson
Lee’s side.

“ At last we have ye, Simeon Harke!” he
chirruped. ‘ Brute and murderer! Never
again will you use your power!”

The crinkled little doctor’s voice awoke the
Black Hawk from his trance.

‘“By my sinews!"” he roared. ' So it is
revolt! Men—men! Break down the
barrier! We must go through and quell this

mad rebellion.”

He had withdrawn his own cutlass, but the
men about him looked dismayced. Their
weariness had increascd during the past few
minutes. Their faces had become haggard.
IFor it came to them, with a flood of conster-
nation, that they were as far from drink and
food as ever.

Nelson Lee was quite safe on the other side
of the barricade, The Black Hawk and his
men possessed no fircarms. Bottled up in
that tunnel, they were helpless.

‘“Let me advise you, Harke, to accept the
situation calinly,” said Lee. “You will only
be admitted to this community after you have
thrown your weapons down—and after you
have fully surrendered.”

“Never will 1 surrender!” snarled the
Biack Hawk. “I am the leader of these
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You are but a stranger, an in-

people.
"

truder— _

“Nay, nay!”’ went up a mighty shout from
the pcople in the cavern, * Master Lee has
saved us! He is our friend—our deliverer!”

And while the noise increased, Jonathan
Betts suddenly grasped hold of the Black
Hawk’s arm. And Simeon "Harke swung
round, his face distorted with fury

“What is 1t, fool ?”” he asked harshly.

““Have ye forgot?’’ gasped Jonathan, *Tho
tunnel !”’

“The tunnel?” repeated the Hawk. * Rot
your heart, dog, why speak to me in riddles?”

““The tunnel is block—for ’twas you, your-
self, who gave the order that it should be
blocked,”’ continued Jonathan Betts. #*Thus
we can neither move forwards nor backwards.
We are trapped in this tunnel, and there is
no outlet,””

The Black Hawk’s jaw sagged. He had,
indeed, forgotten until that moment. There
was no way of escape for them. Their pre-
dicament was as bad as it could possibly be.

Simeon Harke behaved like a madman. Hoe
raved, he almost shrieked in his fury. To
reason with him was impossible—to even talk
with him was equally impossible. His men
stood apart, staring in consternation. They
could do nothing.

IIe swore to have Lee’s life, he threatened
dreadful things. But nothing could alter the
fact that he and his men were barred out.

“*Tis idle to talk with him!” muttered
Jonathan Betts, speaking to two of his fellow
lieutenants **We have but to try, and he
will leap at us with his cutlass.” .

““There 1s nought for us to do but sur-
render!”’ grunted one of the others. ‘‘Not
a man of us is fit for fighting. And how cau
we fight? 'Twould be better to surrender im-
mediately, to deceive this stranger. Then,
later, perchance, an opportunity would come
for us to turn the tables.”

“Aye, your words are good enough,
Reresby,” said Jonathan. ‘¢ But methinks the
Hawk will listen to nothing now.”’

Simeon Harke was not strengthening the
loyaldy of his men. His wild outburst only
weakened them. For it was a sign of panic—
and they were near to panic themselves.

“Well?”” came Nelson Lee’s voice, a3 calin
as ever, fromn the other side of the barrier.
‘“Have you thought well, Harke? I under-
stand, from what your men have just been
saying, that the tunnel is blocked. Thus, you
are trapped. So you have either to sur-
render, or to remain entrapped in the tunnel.
That will mean starvation—the dread pangs
of thirst. Surrender—and you shall be pro-
vided with food and drink——"

He was interrupted by another tirade fromn
the Black Hawk. The man swore that he
would never surrender., He shouted to his
men, and they all retreated some distance up
the tunnel. The Hawk’s last words were that
he would have Lce’s life before-the day was
over,

But such talk was idle and hollow. For the
Black Hawk himself knew that even if hs
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escaped from the tunnel, he would have a
grim fight ahead of him, if he was to regain
the power that he had lost. The peopie
were now inflamed, they were in a rebellious,
highting mcod.  The Hawk’s absence, and
Nelson Lee’s presence, had wrought some-
thing like a miracle.

In the great cavern, men and women were
surrounding Nelson Lee, and they were
acclaiming him loudly.

“’Tis as you said, good stranger!” shouted

one man. ‘‘The Hawk and his wolves arc
heipless. At last their fangs have been
drawn.”?

¢ ¢

¢, true cnough!”
¢ have him at cur mercy!”

“Let me suggest,” said Lee, ‘that when
these rascals come forth they shall be given
a fair trial. Let Harke and his ringleaders
be sentenced to life-long 1mprisonmeunt, and
let the rest labour on the land.”

““Tia wise counsel!” shouted Dr. Otto.
“We have had enough of killing—of blood-
shed. ’Twill be sufficient if we shut Simneon
Huarke 1n a cave, and keep himd” there, Ay,
him and such rufhians as Jonathan Betts and
Simon Lane and Reresby and the others.
Let us prepare caves for their imprisonment.’’

‘“Ay, 'tis a rood suggestion!’’ cried another.
“‘Thus, when the dogs surrender, we shall be
ready.”’ |

“But think ye they will surrender 7’ asked
another doubtfully.

‘““What else can they do?’ asked Nelson
Lee, ‘“Hunger and thirst drive men to
defeat quicker than cold steel. Already they
are suffering. Soon they will be clamouring
to be released. And if the Black Hawk .is
oprposed to such a move, his men will revols
amongst themselves. It will only be a matter
of short waiting, my friends.”

And crowds of the stronger men went olf
to prepare the ncw prisons, for the captives
—when they should be in the mood to sur-
render. Nelson Lee himself was carried away
by Dr. Otto and some others to the township
—there to eat and rest.

Lee partook of a hearty meal; but he did
not rest. There was something on his miud.
There was something to be done.

For some hours he had been concerned.
He remembercd Nipper’s despairing cry in
the night, when hc—Lee—had bcen carried
away by the flying reptile,

And Lece knew that Nipper would be in
anguish, and by this time, Lord Dorrimore
and the others would be sharing his anguish.
For 1t was inevitable that thcy should think
that the worst had happened,

But how to acquaint them of the true
position ?

For l.ce to reach the upper part of the
island was impossitle. He could not even
send a messenger. Even if the Black Hawk
and his men were not in the tunnel, it would
still be out of the question—for Lce had
learned that the tunnel was blocked. And
there was no other road.

He stood in the open, looking up at the
morning sunshine as it slanted down through
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the great hole in the cavern rvoof. It was
only now, many hours after dawn, that the
sun was showing itself to the cavern com-
munity. And as lee stood looking upwards
an idea came to him.

“Yes, 1t should be possible!’’ he muttered.
“In fagt, easy. And they cannot fail to
see——

“T ask your pardon, good friend,” said Dr,
Otto, who was near him., *‘I heard not your
words.”

““1 was really talking to myself,”’ explained
Lee dryly. “I1 am wondering, to tell you the

truth, Dr. Otto, how I can communicate with
my friends on the island top?”

*““’'Tis impossible,” replied the wizened litile
man promptly. ‘‘There is no way.”

“I think there mught be,” said Lce.

He obtained the help of some of the women-
folk, and under his direction they busied
themselves with their needles, and fashioned,
from the thinnest material they could supply,
a crude gas-bag—in fact, a miniature balloon.
The material of 14 was silk—obtained from
one of the numerous chests from an old ship.

Nelson Lee’s new friends were very mysti-
fied. They were still more puzzled when he
inquired about the natural gas which leaked
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through the rocks all around the cavern. This
gas had been harnessed, and the flaring jets
dispelled the shadows in those deep recesses
where the sunhght never reached. There
were some places, Leec learned, where the gas
had been plugged—places where no flares had
been necessary.

And 1t was at one of these spots that Lee
caused one of the rock plugs to be removed.
His improvised balloon was filled with the
erude gas, and to his satisfaction 1t billowed
out most encouragingly. He knew that the
balloon itself was leaky in places, but once
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Slowly the vast barricade across the cavern

mouth took shape as the settlers worked

with feverish haste. When Black Hawk and

his pirates returned they would find their way

barred—barred by the orders of Nelson Lee,
detective !

it had commenced its upward flight, it would
continue—for the air, in the upper part of
the cavern was heated, and there was a con-
stant upward current. Thus, the balloon
would inevitably be carried ont of the great
hole, and into the upper air. And once there,
Lord Dorrimore and the others could not fail
to see it.

Nelson Lee’s preparations were soon com-
plete—to the further mystification of the
populace. He daubed some- words on tho
balloon—with tar. He attached to the base
of it a rope, and at the end of the rope there
was a rough parcel. And at last the balloon

swaying gently to and fro. Shouis arosc
from the people, for they had never secen
anything like this 1n all their lives. And
mpre than ever, Nelson Lee was acclaimed as
a magician. Nobody knew—yet—how he had
journeyed tq the cavern. Lee had thought
it better, in all the circumstances, to keep
that secret to himself. He hated to posc as
a worker of miracles, especially when the
expianation was so extremely simple, but
these people believed in him, they trusted
him, they had infinite faith in him. Better,
then, to let them think that he was a super-
man. In this way their courage would bo
kept at fever pitch, and the Black Hawk’s
downfall would be the more swift and certain,

CHAPTER 7.
The Surprise!

HIE two injured Beast Men were so

II much better by midday that thero

seemed no object in keeping them in
the camp. They had made an extra-
ordinarily rapid recovery.
; And by now, too, they had lost all their
ear.,

Dorrie and IHandforth and Amanda, 1n
turn, had looked after them. The unfor-
tunate creatures had been given hot drinks,
food, and their nurses were so kindly and
friendly . that the Beast Men responded
rapidly. They were soon chattering in their
own queer language, and grinning from ear
to ear. And now, in the full daylight, and
in this condition, they lost a great dcal of
their fearsomencss. They looked really human.
Rough and shaggy in all truth, but by no
means bestial. It was really a shame to refer
to them as ‘ Beast Men.”

The inflammation and the swelling had gone
from their legs—and so, too, had the agonis-
ing pain. It was this relief, more than any-
thing else, which proved to the creatures that
they were amongst friends. Indced, they
scemed to know that their lives had been
saved. Another full day, under the blazing
sunshine, with their wounds open and un-
attended, would have meant death.

But Lord Dorrimore’s prompt measures
had killed every trace of fever, and the strong
constitutions of the patients themselves came
to the rescue. Even Dorriec was astonished
at the rapidity of their recovery.

The one Beast Man whose leg was not
broken was soon able to hobble about, and
after he had got over his awe, he was like a
child, happy, inquisitive, chattering con-
tinuously.

By signs, Dorrie came to understand that
the Beast Man was anxious to return to his
own people. He pointed across the sun-
swept countryside, and he pointed back to
his companion. So Dorrie, struck by an idea,
quickly improvised a pair of crutches out of
two spare scraps of steel girder. And the
Beast Man with the broken shin rapidly un-
derstood. Ile was soon on his feet, and using

was released. It soared upwards, the parcel the crutches with surprising skill.



=™, \’q “'4 .

2¢ “ THE TOAD OF THE REMOVE ! ” Grand Story of Harry Wharton & Co.

While all this had been going on, Nipper,
of course, had scarcely rested a moment. He
and Handforth had been out for hours, soon
after dawn. They had becn compelled to
return, hungry, weary and disappointed.

But whilst they rested, Umlosi ventured
forth—and Lord Dorrimore, too. But the
conviction was growing upon them all that
Neison - Lee had gone to his doom. Not a
word from him since that drecadful minute—
not a sign. And this utter silence, lasting

for the better part of twelve hours, was
only too significant.
Ordinarily, Nipper would have taken a

great deal of interest in the two strange visi-
tors; but to-day he scarcely gave them a
glauce. All his thoughts were for his miss-
1ng guv’nor. Needless to add, Dorrie and

Handforth and Umlosi were deeply concerned
over Lee’s fate, too.

So they were glad, in a way, to have the
. two Beast Men off their hands. With many
grins, with many rollings of the eyes, the
two queer primitives hobbled off. They had
been given food just before they started, and
Dorrie saw to it that their wounds were
re-dressed. So they went away comfortable,
more satisfied than ever that the strangers
in their land meant no harm.

The adventurers scarcely saw which direc-
tion the pair took. For Nipper was anxious
to make another search, They all set off to-
gether, leaving the camp to look after itself.
During the daylight hours there was little or
no danger of any trouble arising.

Nipper wanted this to be the most thorough
search of all; and although the others felt,
from the first, that it would be wasted effort,
they entered into it wholeheartedly. Nipper’s
anguish was pitiful to see. Hour by hour
he was becoming more and more despondent.
He had hoped against hope at first, but now
his hopes were dying; he was becoming re-
signed to the worst,

“If only we could find something—some
clue,” he said desperately. “You know
what I mecan, Dorrie. We know nothing.
'];he guv’'nor was carried off, and—and since
then——-"’

“It’s a tough problem, voung ’un,” said
Dorrie gently. “There may be a whole
colony of those infernal pteradactyls. On the
other hand, therc may be only one or two
of the brutes. We don’t even Lknow where
they hang out—Dbut it’s any odds that they
lurk somewhere in the midst of these fungus
forests.”

“That’s my idea, too,”” said Nipper. “ Can’t
we explore some of the forests to-day? I
know it’s risky, but—but If only we
could find the guv’nor’s body it would be
something!” he added drearily. “I should
know the worst then, at any rate. Anything’s
better than this horrible suspence.”

Lord Dorrimore made no answer. He was
looking grey and haggard with anxiety him-
self. They all felt at a loose end. Without
Nelson Lee thiey were leaderless. They were
like a ship without a rudder.

Nothing seemed to matter now. The Black
Hawk aitd his pirates seemed trivial, futile,
absurd. The Beast Men, even, had ceascd to
be a menage,. They weren’t like beasts at
all. The e¥ploration of the island, which
Dorrie had looked forward to so enthusias-
tically, lost all its appeal.

“Why couldn’t it have been me?” Nipper
burst out suddenly. *“1 shouldn’t have mat-
tered so much. But with the guv'nor
gone ”

““No good talking \ike that, old son,” put
in Handforth grufly. ‘ Don’t be an ass! We
don’t want to lose you any more than
Mr. Lee. Besides, how do you know that
he is lost ?”

“Wise words, O thou of the clumsy limbs,”
said Umlosi. “For does not my snake tell
me that Umtagati lives? 1Is he not the great
Wizard? Wau! Thinkest thou, Manzie, that
a foul flying reptile could——"" He broke oft
suddenly and raised a great . black arm.
‘“ Behold!” he shouted in a great voice. *’Tis
a sign! Did I not tell thee, Manzie?”

They had all halted. They were staring
in amazement, in fascination, at the thing
which had dramatically appeared from a
rocky hilltop in the distance.

They knew that that bare, craggy slope
screened the great crater-like opening of the
cavern. They had been there before, and
they knew the route. The thing which rose
into the air was no flying monstrosity, but
a crazily constructed balloon of sorts.

It was very clear in the sunshine, because
a large portion of the balloon was made of
o reddish silken material, which shimmered
in the sunshine. The whole thing was of a
fantastic shape, with many bulges and de-
pressions, 1t seemed to be short of gas, too.
Beneath the improvised envelope dangled a
rope, with something attached to the end
of it. The whole balloon, after rising for
some distance, shook violently, and then
drifted in the direction of the adventurers,
dropping as it came. |

“By glory! It was sent from the cavern
floor, of course,” said Dorrie, his eyes gleam-
ing. “But I didn’t think those people knew
anythin’ about balloons! You saw how it
shivered just now? That’s when it got out
of the hot current of air from the roof openin’
—it was oscillated by the change in the
temperature. Sce, it’s droppin’ now.”

Nelson Lee himself had recloned upon this,
As soon as the balloon had got out of the
warmer air, it inevitably drifted and
descended. There was no chance of it float-
ing away and dropping into the weed. ‘

"Tis a wondrous-looking object,” murmured
Amanda. her eyes wide open. ‘‘I cannot be-
lieve, Handy, that ’twas fashioned by my
people. I fear it must be some evil design
of the Black Hawk.” ’

‘““He doesn’t know anything about balloons,
cither,” said Handforth quickly. “By
(ieorge! 1 wonder _Hallo! What the—
Look .there!”’ he burst out excitedly. ‘‘Look!

There’s—there’s some writing on it["
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The balloon had swung round in the air,
and now, sure enough, they could sce some
daubed letters on the envelope. It turned
further, and the lettering became clear:

“¥FROM LEL.”

IPPER almost recled, and after turning

N deathly pale, a hot flush suffused his
face and neck.

¢“ Steady, lad!” said Dorrie kindly.

““Jt—it’s from the guv’nor!”’ muttered

Nipper, hardly capable of forming the words.

“It—it means that he’s safe—down in the
cavern—and he sent us a message—— Oh,
let’s get to it quickly! The guv’nor’s alive!”

They were all wildly excited—but Nipper
most of all.

After their hours of intense depression it
sccmed incredible that Nelson Lee could
really be safe. Nipper was like one possessed
—he raced across that strange landscape.
Even Umlosi, who was as fleet as a hare, had
all his work cut out to keep pace with the
flving Nipper.

“Thou art exerting thyself needlessly,
Manzie,” rumbled the Kutana chief. ‘‘Have
I Inot sald, from the first, that Umtagati is
safe 77 s

“I can’t believe it qycn now!’ panted
Nipper. “I've got to be certain.”

By this time the crazy balloon had come
to earth, for the gas in it was insufbcient to
keep it in the air. They could sec the en-
velope, sagging drunkenly, drifting lazily
across the ground, dragging the odd-looking
parcel by the rope.

Nipper and Umlosi arrived together, It
was Nipper who grabbed at the parcel, and
feverishly unfastened the ropes and strings.
For he guessed that there was a message
within. The parcel was nothing but a small
piece of rock, wrapped round with odd cloth.
But in the midst of the wrapping a crumpled
sheet of paper was found—and at the first
glance at the pencilled writing, Nipper scnt
out a great shout of joy.

““Yes! It’s the guv’nor’s fist!” he gasped.

The others had arrived by now—and, to-
gether, Nipper and Dorriec and Handforth
rcad those fateful words:

‘““ Am quite safe and unharmed. Have
taken charge of things down here, and
the people have rallled round . mag-
nificently, and are putting up a great
resistance to the Black Hawk and his
men. We have barricaded the rock
tunnel so that the rascals cannot get down
to us—and I understand that the Hawk
himself had blocked the upper part of
the tunnel. So they are nicely trapped.
It can only be a matter of time bcfore
they surrender. Let Amanda know that
she will soon be able to take her rightful
place in this little commupity. I advise
you to remain in camp, and kecep a close
watch, in case the Beast Men make
another attack. There’s not much. you
can do down here, even if you  came.
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I have plenty of sturdy helpers. Suggest
that you come to the crater top one hour
before sunset, and if I have any special
news I can signal it by ﬂashligﬂt. You
can do the same. That Pteradactyl
carried me down from the weed, and 1
was fortunate enough to reach the island
and get within the cavern. No other
news.

‘“NELSON LEer.”

““No other news!” echoed Nipper, as he
read the last words. *Oh, my hat! As
if he hadn’t given us enough!”

‘“He’s alive—well—in command of a giddy
rebellion!”” gasped Handforth. ‘““ And the
Biack Hawk and his men are dished and
diddled! By George! Did you understand
that, Ampanda?”’

“No, no!” murmured the girl. *I fear I
am dull. I cannot grasp what it all means.”

And while Handforth told her, Nipper
turned fiercely upon Lord Dorrimore.

“Please, Dorrie, kick me!’’ he said, clutch-
ing at his lordship’s arm. *‘‘Kick me hard!”

‘““ Anything to oblige!” said his lordship
cheerfully.

“T mean it!’ went on Nipper. “Oh, I'm’
a fool! I'm a faithless rotter! I ought to
have known that the guv’nor would come out
on top.”

“But that's just where you’re wrong,’”’ said
Dorrie. ‘“He’s at the bottom, and as for
your behaviour during the past few hours, I
don’t think I'll kieck you, because you don’t
deserve it. It was quite natural that you
should be worried silly. Now that we know
the truth, I don’t mind .telling you that I
was nearly off my rocker with anxiety, too.”

‘“But you didn't make a fool of yourself,
Dorrie, ltke I did,” said Nipper. “Umlosi
was tho most scnsible of us all. Never for a
moment did he believe that the guv’nor was
hurt. Good old Umlosi!  After this, I’ll
always believe in your snake—even 1if it
prophecies that the moon is going to turn
into orange marmalade!”

‘“Nay, Manzie, my snake is not like to
whisper such nonsense,” said Uinlosi re-
proachfully. '

‘“‘Let’s go to the crater top now—and have
a look down,”’ said Nipper, his voice full of
eagerness. By jingo! We might spot some-
thing. Couldn’t we go down on a rope?”’,

“Cut it out, young ’un,” said Dorrie.

,)’

?

“Doesn’t Mr. Lee distinetly say in this note

that he wants us to return to the camp?
Everything’s all right down in the cavern.
The most sensible thing for us to do is to
go back to our base, an’ get some rest. We
all need it, goodness knows!”’

“You'’re right, Dorrie,” admitted Nipper.
“I ’yadn’t quite realiscd that I was so done
up.

Even now he found it difficult to believe
the wonderful news. But the change in him
was remarkable. Within the zpace of a fow
minutes he had recovered his old buoyancy;
the haggard look had gone from his face,

his eyes sparkled. And the same looks were
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on the faces of the others.
CLOrmous.

“Looks as if things are going to work out
smoothly,” commented Dorrie, as they re-
turned towards camp. “‘If Lee says that the
Black Hawk is goin’ to be wiped up. The
only fly in the ointment is that we haven’t

Their relief was

beenn able to take a hand in the ftun. Still,
we might have a chance yet, Mcanwhile,

there are a good few hours left before sunset,
and we can all do with a long sleep. No-
hody's any good without sleep.”

Before they had covered half the hstance
Nipper and Handforth were yawning.
Nipper, indeed, who had been on the move
almost continuously for more hours than he

cared to think of, was now feeling the
reaction. He became aware, for the first
time, of the painful blisters on his feet,.

Every limb ached abominably., He was sur-

prised to make these disceveries—and the
thought of flinging himself down to sleep.
with his mind at rest, was a grateful and
soothing oue.
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They topped a little rise, and from here
they had a full view of the grassy hollow,
with the tiny plateau beyond on which the
camp was pitched. And no sooner had they
come into full sight than they all halted; for
they saw sometﬁing which set their hearts
thudding, which made them forget their
weariness and their lazy plaus for the rest of
the day.

For., swrrounding the steelwork palisades of
the camp, were scores and scores of uncouth
figures. Many of them were dancing about
and capering madly, and upon the air rose
an unearthly chant.

““The Beast Mcen!™” ejaculated Dorrie, his
hand instinctively going to his gun.

“Hundreds of them!” said Handforth.
“Great jumping corks! The beggars must
have been watching—they saw us all go—
and then they made a swoop. They’ve sur-
rounded the camp, and we can’t get back!
Can’t even get to our machine-guns, or fire-
works, or—or anything! And out here, in
the open, we shan’t stand an earthly!”
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porrie had already thought of this—and
he was filled with inward alarm., He cursed
himself for his folly in leaving the camp un-
attended. But in their anxiety about Nelson
Lce, everything else had seemed of trivial
importance.  Furthermore, .
had never appeared in the open sunshine.

Cries arose on the air now; for the hairy
creatures had seen the party on the top of
the rise. And a great number of the Beast
Men came capering and prancing across the
hollow.

‘“ They’re coming for us!” muttered Hand-
forth, drawing Amanda nearer to him, *'I
wish I had a stick or something. Any kind
of weapon would be useful—"’

“Wait a minute!” said Nipper, a strange
note in his voice. ‘““These brutes don’t seem
very dangerous. Not one of them is carrying
a weapon, and don’t you see how they are
holding their hands above their heads, and
waving ?”

Umlosi, whose spear was ready, uttered a
grunt of disappointment.

“Thou art right, Manzie,”” he said discon-
soiately. ‘‘The strange hairy men are in no
way warlike. Do 1 not know the signs?
These pcople are friendly disposed. They
have gathered here to make us acquainted
wilth their friendliness.”’

It was obvious to all of them now. The
foremost Beast Men were quite near at hand,
and they were chattering and grinning and
gesticulating, Yet they seemed nervous to
approach. They seemed shy.

Then Dorrie guessed the truth. It was not
much of a guess, either, for he caught sight
of the Beast Man whose leg was 1njured—
the fellow who was not seriously hurt, and
who had departed from the camp that morn-
immg. He was hobbling about, shouting to
his companions, pointing to the adventurers,
and griuning all over his hairy face.

“Ye gods and little fishes!”’ said Dorrie
breathlessly. ‘‘You can see what it means,
can’t you? We succoured those two unfor-
tunate blighters, an’, in fact, saved their
lives, We proved to them that we wished
to be friendly—and we sent them back to
their people unharmed. Now the other Beast
Men have come along to prove their grati-
tude—and to show us, in turn, that they are
our friends.”

“It is even as Umtagati, in his great
wisdom said,”’ growled Umlosi. ‘‘Did he not
tell us, N’'Kose, that the wild people of this
1sland were harmless 77

It was not long before the Beast Men came
round in crowds. They were all dyessed in
the strange creeper garments which so closely
resembled hair. And by many signs, and
much chattering, they made it known that
they wanted the adventurers to go with
them—no doubt, to their own village.

“We’d better go,” said Dorrie. *“It’s a
ticklish business, baulking the wishes of primi-
tive people. Tiwy mig%t get offended—an’
then anythin’ could happen.”

So there was no sleep for them yet awhile.
Not that they did much walking. For - the

the Beast Men
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Beast Men, gleefully chattering, hoisted their
new friends high upon their shoulders. Even
Umlosi was carried—but it took two of the
Beast Men to hold him, In triumph they
were all marched away,

(& )

CHAPTER 8.

The Secret Cavernl

T was Simeon Harke’s blackest hour,
‘The majority of his henchmen were
sprawling in the wide tunnel, sleeping
the sleep of exhaustion. Even the know-
ledge that they were trapped, that starvation
stared them in the face—unless they surren-
dered—could not prevent them from sleeping.
And the Black Hawk was all the better
pleased. Sleep would do his men good; when
they were roused they wouldbe all the better
fitted for action, |

For even now the black-bearded tyrant had
no thought of knuckling under.

He and his chief lieutenants—Jonathan
Betts, Simon Lane, Reresby and one or two
others—stood apart from the rest. They were
not sleeping, weary as they were.

“One man!” said Simeon Harke, his voice
throbbing with insane rage. ‘‘One man!
Hear ye, my fine comrades? One man!”’

‘““We hear ye, Sir Chief, but ’tis difficult
enough to understand your meaning!”’
growled Betts. _

“Difficult, is it?” jecred the Black Hawk.
‘““Ilave ye brains in that head of yours, or
just porridge? One man, I say! The
stranger comes hither—I know not how, but
he comes—and he put the fire of rebellion
into the people. But for him, think ye, the
people would have taken this stand ?”

‘“’Tis true enough,’” admitted Simon Lane.
“’Tis this man, Lce, as he calls himself, who
has brought us to this pass. ’'Tis f{foolish,
Sir Chief, to blind your eyes to the thing
which st2res ye in the face. There is nought
for us to do but surrender.”

“Foolish?” grated the Black Hawk.
“Bones and blgod! Is it that ye are calling
me a fool 7 |

Crash!

Without warning he swung his mighty fist
round, and the man, caught unawares, went
down like a log. And so terrific was that
blow that he did not move.

“Twas an unfair blow!”
Reresby.

Crash!

He, too was felled. He was knocked clean
over, but he was not unconscious. lde half-
sat up, pale and shaken.

“Any man who calls moe a fool, any man
who tells me that I know not what I am
doing, suffers in the same way!” snarled
Simecon Harke. “I tell ye there shall be no
surrender !”

“'Tis bold enough to talk that way,” cx-
claimed Jonathan Betts sharply, watching his
leader closely as he spoke. “But think ye,
Sir Chief, that the men will stand by ye?
By this time on the morrow they will be

grumbled
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delirious from thirst.

“ CHUMS AFLOAT!"™

Ay, and ye’ll be no
better yourself{ ’'Tis the plan to starve us
into surrender. And what can we do?”
“1 will find a way!” muttered the Black
Hawk,

“The barriers cannot be broken down—
they are too strong,” went on Jonathan.
“Ye have seen them, so ye ought to know.
And the other way? The tunnel is barred
—and even 1f 1t were not, how could we
improve matters by returning to the island
top? Ere long this very tunnel will be filled
with the steamm from the great chamber
where the boiling water bubbles up, and—-"

“Wait!” broke in Simeon Harke harshly.

And there was something so acute in his
tone that the others looked at him strangely.
They could see very little, for up here, back
in the tunnel, anly the faintest glow of light
penctrated. And none of the torches were
aflame now. In the distance the men could
see the great barricade, with the light of the
great cavern filtering through.

“Steam!” muttered the Black Hawk,
pacing up and down like a man possessed.
"Steam did ye say, Jonathan Betts? Ay,
ve did! Steam! Steam!”’

They thought he had gone out of his mind.

“What know ye, Jonathan, of the Long
gave?” he asked suddenly, turning upon

etts.

“The Tong Cave?” repeated Jonathan.
“Why, ’tis the great cave further along,
where much foodstuff 1s stored—corn, flour,
and the like. Much of the strange foods we
obtained by piracy, not two weeks ago, is 1n
the Long Cave also.”

“Ye have said it!” agreed the Black Hawk.
“What eise know ye of the Long Cave?”

“’Tis a store place for many spare weapons
—weapons we have found on many ships and
we have no use for,” continued Jonathan,
mystified. “And, seeing the nature of the
cave’s contents, there are great doors guard-
ing its entry—and you, yourself, carry the
‘ey.’, .

‘““Aye, ayve!” muttered the leader. ‘ And
further ?”

“1 know not what ye mecan.”

“What of the black spaces at the end of
the Long Cave—where nought can be stored
owing to the dampness ?”’

“Ye mean the sleam which pcriodically
comes down »?

Jonathan Betts paused, and he stared at
the Black Hawk most stupidly.

“The steam—the steam!” muttered the
other. “Whence comes that steam, block-
head? Is it not possible that there is a way
through from the great steam cavern to the
Long Cave? A crevice, perchance—a fissure
in the rock. How else can the steam
get there? And think ye of the pos-
sibilities. If we can but find a way, and
get through, not only have we food for all
the men, but we are in a great cave which
has locked doors guarding it. This man Lee
will not go there—neither will any of the

pegple. Thus we can concentrate in secret,
ang—" -

Sparkling school tale of Tom Merry & Co.—

“Your tongue runs away with you, me
thinks, Sir Chief,” put in Reresby sourly.
“'Tis easy to talk of getting in the lLong
Cave. But what of i1ts accomplishment?
Mayhap the steam trickles through a number
of crevices no larger than a man’s hand.”

“Well, we shall see!” said the Black Hawk
grimly. “Awaken the men! Kick them to
life, and see that some torches are lighted.”

“There are but one or two torches leit—
and they are but halves.”

“Sufficient!” snapped the other.
they arc made ready.”

Something of the Black Hawk’s excitement
communicated itself to the others. And
when the men, aroused from their heavy
slumbers, were told, they, too fell to wildly
hoping.

Soon the torches were alight, and the
Hawk, accompanied by twenty men, entered
the steam cavern. It was overpoweringly hot
in that strange rock chamber. The moisture
glistened on the rock walls, it lay in pools
underfoot, and the very air was charged with
stecam. It rose from crevices, but mostly
from a great yvawning abyss from the further
side of the chamber.

The men went round, eagerly exploring
the corners and crannies. But even the
Black Hawk himself was compelled to admit
at last that there was not a fissure or a
crevice of any kind.

Yet, when he came to think matters out,
and to calculate distances, he realised—for
the first time 1n his life—that the end of the
Long Cave must be remarkably near to the
steam cavern.

- The cave he had in mind was a good deal
further along the wall of the great cavern;
but 1t did not cut straight back into the rock,
but went at a tangent—and thus must in-
evitably come in his direction. It was called
the Long Cave, because the front scection of i
was roomy and dry and made an excellent
store chamber. Towards the rear, however,
the cave narrowed, and the floor tilted
sharply upwards, and it penetrated dceply
into the rock, and at the very end there was
a great deal of moisture; and at certain
periods steain arose in clouds. Owing to the
steam, and to the continuous heat, no man
had ever ventured to penetrate the inner
depths of the Long Cave.

It was for this reason that the Black Hawk
had hoped. 1t had come to him in a flood
of memory that there might be a direct link
—a channel—a continuation of the tunmnel.
But this careful examination now seemed to
give that theory the lie.

“’Tis an idle dream,” grunted Jonathan
Betts disconsolately.

" But his leader would not yet give in. He
walked slowly towards the edge of the abyess.
This was a fearsome and awe-inspiring spot.
The steain chamber, for the most part, had
a level floor, But all along one side of it
there was a great crust in the rock floor—-
and for some yards across, with steam arising
from the depths, there was a great chasm.
Far, far below, "water could be heard
bubbling and swirling. It was boiling water,

“See that
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and at regular intervals that water welled
right up, flooding the cavern itself. It was a
natural geyser.

“What time is 1t ?” asked the Black Hawk
suddenly. ‘“Look ye, Jonathan! The boiling
water will not arise for a clear two hours—
mayhap three. That gives us time.”

“Time for what?”

“Bring one of the torches and have it
sccured to two ropes, so that it can be
lowered—and in such a way that the ropes
themeselves will not burn,” ordered Simeon
1larke.

The torch was soon prepared. One rope
sufficed, and the torch itself was fixed into a

kind of cradle, so that it swung horizontally,.

the flame a good distance from the rope
itself. Then Simeon Harke stood on the
rocky edge of the abyss, and the torch was
Jowered into the steamy depths,

“'Tis possible that a crevice exists below
this level,” he explained. “If so, it can be
explored.”

No man would fiave dreamed of lowering
himself 1nto that abyss wher~ the water
boiled and surged at the bottom—but the
circumstances were now desperate. The

Black Hawk and his men were trapped, and -

herec there was a possibility—a very shim
possibility—of defcating the cnemy,

Not only the Hawk, but many of the others
stood at the rocky edge, gazing down cagerly
as the torch, flaring eerily in the stcam, went
lower and lower. Thirty feet down—fifty—
sixty —

- "“Ah!” muttered Simeon Harke.

He swung the torch further over to the
wet, gleaming side, and there, sure enough,
was a decp gash in the wall—a fissure, large
enough to admit of two or thrce men. There
seemed to be a floor to it, too, and it cut
blackly into the rocks.

“’Tis a tunnel!” shouted the Black Hawk
exultantly. “See, men? A tunnel leading
into the rock—and, haply, communicating
with the Long Cave.”

“Ay, but think of the risk!” muttered
Jonathan, shuddering. “To reach that
opening, we need to descend ropes, and if a
man should slip he would plunge down———"

“Is this a time to hesitate?” broke in the
Black Hawk harshly. “If we hesitate wo
are lost indeed! Here, John Wren, there is
work for you.”

The man addressed was smaller than his
companions —a  wiry, lean, evil-faced
individual. He came forward fearfully.

“Sir Chief, what would ye have me do?”
he asked tremulously.

“Ropes will be lowered, and you will get
down, enter that fissure, and explore 1t,”
ordered the Black Hawk. “You will take
the torch, and—"

“No, T dare not!” gasped the other,
c{mgm{g away. “What if the rope breaks?
Far below the water boils ”

“Dog!” raved Simeon Harke in sudden
fury. “Do ye dare to dis6bey my orders?
I say that ye shall descend!”

John Wren sef his ugly jaw stubbornly.
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“Nay, Sir Chicf! Never will T consent!”.
he exclaimed. *Strike me down if ye will,

but "

“"May your marrows rot!” bellowed the
Black Hawk. “So ye refuse to obey orders?
Then, vermin, ye shall tell us what the

bathing is like!”

And with one tremendous blow the Black
Hawk swept the doomed man off the edge
of the chasm.

‘He went over and plunged down, and one
hideous, screeching cry escaped him,

Plop!! .

The sound came up with singular clarity
to the half-stunned men who stood at the
top. Then there was a drecad silence, except
for a bubbling and hissing. Not another cry
from that untortunate. Mercifully, he must
have died even as he plunged in.

“Now!” snarled Simecon Harke, staring
round. ‘“ Another man of you shall go down!
You, Thomas Reed! Will ye¢ go, or would
ye prefer to follow John Wren ?”

CHAPTER 9.
The Attack in the Rear.

FTER such an example of the Black
Hawk’s ruthless methods, Reed raised
no objections. He was trembling in
every lunb; he was terriied of that

descent; but, at least, by going down on
the rope he had a chance of returning alive.

All the other men were impressed. The
majority of them were brutes, and they
approved of their leaders’ action. He was a

man, indeed. He would not suffer cowards
or..rcbels. They quite failed to understand
that if the Black Hawk had been a real
leader of mnen, he would have undertaken-
that hazardous journey himself. -

Ropes were quickly made ready, and they
were secured round Thomas Reed’s body.:
The man} with trembling lips, only said one
thing before he was lowered.

“Think ye¢ that the boiling waters will
rise cre I can eeme forth out of the fissiire 7”
he asked, looking round appealingly. “For
’tis certain that the fissure itself will be
flooded—"

“Still  your fears,” interrupted Simeon
Harke. “There is yet two hours before the
waters rise. Lower him, men!”

It was an ecrie scenc. There was the one
flaming torch, far below, with tho steam
rising and curling all about 1t. And, at the
top of the abyss, the men on the rock ledge,
straining at the ropes, lowering their com-
rade. And above them all towered the Black
Hawk.

This project was not so crazy as many of
the men believed. It was, in fact, the result
of careful calculation and shrewd deduction
on Simeon Harke’s})a-rt. No man had ever
thought of looking for an opening down in
that rock chasm—but in this emergency tho
Black Hawk was desperate. He would have
looked anywhere. And 1if, by chance, he had
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scored a bullseye, the whole situation would
be changed.

It was his final throw. If this failed he
would, he knew, be compelled to surrender
to Nelson Lee. His men were pgetting into
an ugly mood; their throats and tongues
were already swollen by thirst, and in their
madness, as like as not, they would turn upon
him and take full charge.

Thomas Reed reached the fissure, and,
standing there, vague in the rising steam,
he looked like some monster of the pit itself.
He cast off his ropes, seized the dangling
torch, and freed this, too. The heat which
arose from the bottom of the chasin was
stifling, stupefying. The man staggered back
into the crevice, and he really believed that
he would never emerge from this trap alive.
Yet there was a faint hope. If he could but
make certain that the crevice was of no
depth—that, in fact, it
could return, and then he would be hauled up
again. He was tempted to turn back almost
at once, but fear urged him onwerds.

For if the Black Hawk should disbelieve,
and send another man down, and the crevice
proved to be of some length, then he—Reed
—would be ruthlessly slain. Better to go
and make sure.

He went on.

And soon he was slithering and sliding
down a steep, smooth slope. The heat and
smoke from his flaming torch half-blinded
him. And he was horriied when he realised
that the smoothness of the rock here was
caused by the flooding of the tunnel. Boiling
water surged through here at regular
intervals throughout the day and night—
week in, week out. It was impossible that
this channel could lead to the Long Cave,
otherwise the Long Cave itself would be
floodcd. |

Then Reed made a discovery.

Whilst the - smooth channel led straight
downwards, unquestionably into the bowels of
the earth—but to the very scat of the geyser
—there was an opening in the rock wall to
the left. And, peering through this, Reed
saw that therc was another narrow fissure,
with a rough rock floor, worn smooth at the
commencement. But the floor led upwards,
and it was clear that the boiling waters,
surging down the main fissure, only entered
a short way, and were then baffled by the
rising slope.

The man forced his way through and
climbed. And it was only a short climb, for
the fissure took a turn, and then there was
a steep descent. There was no steam here
now. and Reed caught his breath in gulp-
ingly as he distinctly felt a current of cool,
refreshing air blowing against his face.

“By my bones!” he muttered. *’Tis
possible that Harke is right! There must be
an opening here, or there would be no air
current.”

He fclt safe now. He had passed through
the danger zone. And his confidence re-
turned. He hurried on, and he almost gave
a cry of wild exultation as he began to re-
cognise his surroundings. He ran now, and

led nowhere—he -
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very soon the flickering glow from his forch
revealed numbers of casks and cases piled
up against the rock walls. He was no longer
in a tunnel, but 1n a great cave.

The Long Cave itself!

Fear had already left the man; excitement
now took its place. Not ten minutes ago he
had been rebellious against the Black Hawk;
now he told himself that the Black Hawk
was a leader of leaders. Here was a way of
escape for them all! Here was a path by
which they could emerge and take the
rebellious people in the rear! .

He fairly fought his way back, scrambling
up the smooth slopes desperately. More than
once he thought that he could not win
through—for the return was a great decal
more difficult than the outward journey.

But at last he stood upon the treacherous
edge of the wet rock, with the chasm at his
feet. Gazing upwards, he could see the Black
Hawk far above. Men with flaming torches
were standing by.

“Sir Chief!” almost croaked Thomas Reed,
gazing up.

“Well, fool, what ails ye?” snarled Simeon
Harke. “Ye return quickly! Methinks I
must make this journey myself if I am to
know the full truth.”

“Nay, Sir Chief!” came the hoarse shout
from below. “Ye are right! There is a
tunnel, and it leads to the Long Cave! ’'Tis
possible for us all to escape!”

For one moment the Black Hawk was
silent, almost stunned by this news, for he
had never. really believed that such good
fortune would come his way. All the other
men stood by, their faces expressive of tense
and overwhelming excitement.

Then suddenly the Black Hawk broke the
spell. He burst into a wild roar of mnoisy,
triumphant laughter.

“Rot my bones! 8o the Long Cave may
be reached?” he bellowed. *“Well done,
Thomas Reed! For this ye shall receive
many privileges. Hencefortin you can count
yoursclf one of my close lieutenants. Hark
ye, all! Let Thomas Reed be respected and
obeyed, for he has my favour.”

The rufhan below glowed with satisfaction.
It had been worth the risk!

He was hauled up by the ropes, for already
ominous bubblings and swirlings were to be

heard far below, and there was a great deal
more stécam now than before. Evidently the
Black Hawk had miscalculated., The next

‘“eruption ” of boiling water was imminent.

“We must wait, and now that we know
what we do know, we can wait with calm
minds,” said- Simeon Harke cunningly.
“When the boiling water subside, then we can
make the journey, and there will be time for
us all’ to do so in safety. But tcll me,
Thomas Reed—tell me all that ye did
discover.”

Jonathan Betts and Reresby and Lane and
the others crowded round. It was a short
enough story that Reed told; he gave the
details of the side fissure, explaining how the
geyser waters flowed away g@down the main
channel.
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¢¢ And while the water bubbles up, we will
amuse the fools in the great cavern who have
orected the barricade,” said the Black Hawk,

““ Aye, 'tis an opportune moment, my men!
L.ct us go to the barriers in force, and let
us shout defiance, then we will appear to
quarrel amongst ourselves, and I must quell
ihe mutiny. Let the dogs think that most
of ve are ripe for surrender, and that I, in
my fury, will not permit it.”

Tt was an exccllent piece of strategy, and
worthy of the Black Hawk’s cunning.

Manv of them, including the Hawk him-
celf. went down the great tunmnel, and, curs-
ing savagely, they clawed at the barricades,
and peerced through at the many men who
stood bevond on guard.

Nelson Lee himsclf was there, and by now
the barrier had been made impregnable. Lee
had received the assurance of many men that
there was no possible ‘‘back door ” out of
this tunnel. Not a man had thought of the
Long Cave, for it was a considerable distance
away, and nobody associated it with this
other tunnecl.

“Well, Simeon Harke,
different mind ?”’ asked Lee.

“*Pis well for the pcople that ye are In
command,”’ sneered the Black Hawk.
“Waters runs in their marrows, and but for
vour leadership they would be as docile as
rabbits., ‘Tis a fact I shall remember, Master
Lee!”

are you of a
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‘““PDo not provoke him, Sir Chief, I beg!”
camo the agitated voice of Jonathan Betts.
“For 1s not Master Lee In a position of
advantage? 'Twould be better for us to

make terins >

“Terms!” thundered the Black Hawk.
““Bones and blood! Never! Get back, cattle!
I am in command here—ay, mm command of
the cntire community!  Think ye that I

accept the authority of this intruder?”

Nelson Lee listened grimly. A squabble
arose, and it was evident that blows were
cxchanged. The men, apparently, were get-
ting out of hand.

It was as well that the Black Hawk did
not overdo this piece of play-acting—for
a man of Lee’s shrewd perceptfon would have
scen through it. It was, indeed, a risky pro-
ceeding; but it was engineered cleverly, and
everything  appeared - natural. Arguing
amongst themselves, the trapped pirates re-
tired up the tunnel. |

And Nelson Lee, who felt that it would
now only be a matter of hours before the
rascals surrendered, went with Dr. Otto to
seck sleep. He needed sleep badly.

THE hours passed, and no sign came from

the entrapped men. It was believed
that they were sleeping further up the
tunnel, exhausted by their long efforts.
Perhaps they were quarrelling amongst them-
selves, In any case, this stubborn refusal to

[
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surrender could not continue for many hours.
Throughout the cavern community, the

people believed that the Black Hawk was
donie, and that his power had been wrested
from him for ever.

But the Black Hawk was actually playing
a trump card.

Soon after the boiling waters had subsided,
after the geyser’s next period, the Hawk him-
sclf led the: way down into the fissure.
Thomas Reed was with him, to act as guide.
The others followed.

Two hours had clapsed before the last of
the men had come down—for it was a long
and tedious business. But at length they
were all within the Long Cave. And by now
nicht had come, although it made no differ-
ence to the pirates.,

Here, in the Long Cave, there was food—
and drink, too. TFor this cave contained many
cases of food which had been stolen from
the liner, Torania—on that dramatic occasion
when: the Black Hawk and his men had taken
the old Porto Marlo out.into the Open sea,
and had committed an act of sheer high seas
piracy.

And amongst the many cases were some
containing bottles of wine and even mineral
waters—which the pirates had mistaken for
wine. Food, too—Dbiscuits, chcese, butter and
the like.

In the darkness, and with great caution,
aozens of the cases were broken open, and
there squatted the desperate men, eating,
drinking. and recovering their strength and
vigour, MNost of them ﬁad already slept, so
phe food and drink, on the top of that sleep,
turned them into new men.

They were fired, too, by the spirit of their
leader. Ile it was who had rescued them
from that trap. Now they had a chance of
recoverimg full power in the great cavern.
They were an active, determined force. They
were all armed, and the fight which was to
take place must necessarily be a fight to a
finish. If they gained a decisive victory, the
revolt would be over, and the Black Hawk’s
power would be greater than ever.

Simeon Harke himself was fully aware of
the critical nature of the situation. He was
in no hurry. It would be better to wait until
the night was well advanced. By then the
people would be sleepy; they would be lulled
mto a fecling that all was well.

The Black Hawk was counting fully upon
the element of surprise. It was an enor-
mously important factor. He would make his
attack in the rear—and would spring it like
a bombshell.

He possessed the key which alone unlocked
the heavy doors guarding the front of the
l.ong Cave. And now he used this key,
opening one of the doors ever so slightly.
But he need not have been so cautious, for
no men was hereabouts. The cave was
situated at the end of the quaint township,
and just in front, there was a wide roadway
of rock, curving round. Fully three hundred
yards away men were standing in groups
round the great barricades. The Black Hawk
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gazed upon their backs. Not a man was
even looking in his direction. There was no
sign of Nelson Lee—for Lee was still sleep-
ing. He had left instructions that he was
to be awakened if any fresh developments
took place. But within the tunnel all was
uiet—which was not surprising, seeing that
the pirates were no longer there.

'Twill be easy, Sir Chief,” whispered Betts,
as he peered through the opening.

“Aye, we'll cut the mon_ els to pieces
growled the Black Hawk, “Get the men
ready, Jonathan! With full stomachs, they
are bold enough! We wait no longer.”

The word went round, and the men, eager
and excited, withdrew their weapons, and
gripped them with determination.

Then, at a word from the leader, the cave
doors werc swung open, and the whole pirate
force ran out. Yet not a man uttered a cry.

So complete was the surprise that the de-
fenders, at the barricades, knew nothing untii
the attackers had covered half the distance
from the lLong Cave. Not until then was
the move seen.

And even when it was seen, the people
were so staggered that they were momen-
tarily paralysed. They could not be blamed
for their scare; for they were peace-loving
people, and had never really believed that
their revolt would come to a hand-to-hand con-
flict. Moreover, the surprise was devastating.

““Faith, am I mad?”’ shouted one man.
“'Tis the Black Hawk himself—and his men!
They come with bared swords!”

“But ’tis impossible!”” croaked another.
““They are entrapped in the tunnel—-"

““Your weapons, men!’’ bellowed another,
more quick-witted than the rest. “’Tis no
time to answer riddles! The dogs have
escaped, and they attack us!”

Then, all in a moment, pandemonium was
let loose.

The shouts and cries of the defenders were
drowned by the triumphant yells from the
pirates. Then came a great crash. The
Black Hawk and his men were powerfu!
yuffians, and they were trained, too, in the
brutal art of fighting. They swept amongst
the people, scattering them, maiming them,
and striking terror into most hearts.

Nelson Lee, awakenifg suddenly, in Dr.
Otto’s humble dwelling, heard the conflict.
In a moment he was on his feet, and in
another, moment he was out of the house and
running.

‘““By James!”’ he exclaimed savagely.

Somebody had blundered. The barricades
were Intact—and yet the pirates had escaped.
Then there was another way out of the
tunnel! Lee, in that moment, was filled with
a burning fury. He did not think that he
had been betrayed, but it was obvious that
the Black Hawk knew more of the cavern’s
secre&ts than the other people.

Only once did Nelson Lee pause. He had
on him some rockets. He and Nipper had
carried them when they had gone out on
their night jaunt. And some hours earlier
Lee had cleverly contrived one rocket out
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of three. Thei were small, but intensely
powerful. And he believed that by effecting
the change, the triple rocket would carry
to the very roof of the cavern, and emerge
into the open air. He had only prepared it
in the event of an emergency which he had
believed would never arise.

Yet it had arisen! And his first task now
was to “plant > the rocket firmly, and to
licht the patent releasing fuse.

With a sizzling roar the rocket shot up-
wards—up it went, far, far into the vague
dome of the cavern. Some distance up there
was another tremendous report, and the
rocket, slewing off, and taking another
course, continued its upward flight.

Lee did not wait to see the end—for his
attention was distracted by wild shouts. He
turned and saw that the people were fleeing.
The Black Hawk and his men had gained. the
upper hand, and were in full pursuit.

And Neclson Lee saw his opportunity.

Running forward, he shouted at the full
pitch of his lungs, urging the people to rally.
Men were running from all the houses, they
were coming up from every side. They met
after converging upon the big open space In
the centre of the ‘‘town.”’

“Hold!” thundered Lee. ‘“Are you going
to let the Black Hawk master you? Come
with me—to the attack! If you fail now, you
fail for ever!”

Words like these had a tremendous effect.
Many of the men shouted aloud in their new
enthusiasm. They rallied magnificently. And
there, in that open space, the stand was made.

CHAPTER 10.
The Rocket.

MANY a long day would pass before

Lord Dorrimore and his companions

would forget the wild scene that

eventful night, in the village of the
Beast Men.

There was no question about the friendli-
ness of the primitive natives., Lord Dorri-
more, . Nipwer, Handforth, Amanda, and
Umlost were the guests of honour. They
were placed in the centre of an cnormous
circie, and their hosts, grinning and chatter-
ing joyously, brought them strange foods.
It would have been risky not to eat the stuff,
so they managed, somehow. But it was an
cffort,

This happened in the afternoon, long before
sundown. It was afterwards, in the dusk,
that a number of great fires were lit, and
the guests squatted in the centre of these
fires. All around them the Beast Men made
merry, dancing, capering, and, in fact, in-
dulging in a wild orgy of primitive merry-
making to celebrate this great occasion.

The village was situated about «wo miles
on the other side of the ‘“crater’’ opening.
It was on rising ground, and, near by, there
were many clumps of the strange fungus.
The huts of the village were composed,
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mainly, of dried creepers, cunningly worked
together, And Dorrie was intensely inter-
ested 1n the stone implements of the natives.
These people were singularly akin to pre-
historic man. :

**Can’t we go yet ?’’ asked Handforth, after
night had descended.

“My dear kid, you don’t understand the
primitive mind,” replied Dorrie, with a sigh.
“I’'ve had more than a taste of it—and 1
know! The beggars will keep up this pranc-
ing and capering until dawn—and if we sug-
gest going before then, we shall offend them.
An’ we don’t want to offend them. They’re
friendly now, and it will pay us to keep in
their good books.’’

“Wise words, N’Kose,” came a rumble
from Umlosi, who was squatting down and
accepting the situation with all the patience
of his race.

‘“What’s more,” went on Dorrie, ‘“as the
night advances, the revelry will become
wilder, so you’d better be prepared. There’s
no tellin’ exactly what will happen. Our job
18 to squat here and take everything calmly.”

It was much easier to sit there calmly now.
For they knew that Nelson Lee was safe, and
that all was well in the big cavern. Nipper
himself felt strangely at peace with all the
world. After a while he and Handforth and
Amanda slumbered as they sat—-and Dorrie
and Umlosi did not disturb them. In spite
of all the uncouth sounds around those young
people, they slept. And the Beast Men were
far too occupied in their revelry to take any
notice.

“As long as they don’t ask us to join in,
they can keep it up as long as they like,”’
said Dorrie comfortably. ‘ Anyhow, they will
have worn themselves out by the mornin’,
agd, then we shall be allowed to quietly slip
oftf.” '

His prophesy was accurate. For as :he
night advanced, so the Beast Men became
wilder and wilder in their dancing and in
their afitics. Many of the women, similarly
clothed in creeper costumes, joined in the
dancing. But no children were to be seen—
they were kept within thq huts. The woman,
Dorrie noted, with a sense of shock, were
amazingly different from the men. Their
skins were undoubtedly white, and their
features were by no means uncomely. Unlike
the men, their faces were quite hairless, and
although the hair upon their heads was
allowed to grow long and unkempt, the effect
was not displeasing. The women of this ex-
traordinary tribe were more like prechistoric
women than the men were like prehistorio
men. They seemed to have stepped out of
the pages of a natural history book.

Dorrie knew that it was impossible to judge
the people at the present moment. They
were under the influence of a tremendous
emotion; and it would take them the whole™
night to get over it. Dorrie began wondering
if this village constituted the whole tribe.
There were far more people here than the
village itself could ‘hold. They must have
come from other little settlements, which were
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detted here and there over.the island. This,
in fact, was a sort of gathering of the clans.

And when the revelry was at its wildest,
- and when Dorrie’s thoughts were far away
from Lee and the Black Hawk and the people
of the cavern, something happened to remind
him with a sharp jar.

‘“Great glory!” he ejaculated suddenly.
‘““Look, Umlos1!”’

“I have already N'Kose!”
Umlost unemotionally.

The thing they saw was a burst of red fire.
It appeared to come from the ground itself,
and for some moments Dorrie was puzzled.
He had caught a glimpse of a few sparks, and
the red glow changed the landscape, a mile
or two ahead, into a blood-red radiance for
some moments.

Then the phenomenon suddenly ceased.

““You know what that means, don’t you?”
asked Dorrie sharply.

And so charged with concern was his tone
that Nipper instantly awoke. One look at
Dorrie’s face told him that something was
amiss.

‘“What is Dorrie ?”’
quickly.

““You didn’t see the rocket, did you?”

‘““ Rocket !”

““That’s what it was,” replied Dorrie, and
he briefly explained.

“But—but 1 don’t
Nipper.

Handforth and Amanda were awake now,
too, and they were listening with bated
breaths.

“That red glow was caused by a rocket—
and it was a distress rocket!” replied Dorrie.
“One thing is absolutely certain—the rocket
was eent up by Lee. Why should he send it
up if everything was all right in the cavern?
It did not quite reach the open air—but burst
just below the rim of the crater, and only
the red glare appeared. And even now I
can’t understand how the rocket came so
high.”

“ Perhaps the guv’nor fixed two or three
of them together, or something,’’ said Nipper
shrewdiy. ‘“He had a few of the rockets in
his pockets. Oh, my hat! What do you
think it means?” ' '

‘““Trouble!”’ replied Dorrie promptly. “An’
what’s more, we’re goin’ along to the rim
of the crater to have a look. I've got some
binoculars here—" . .

- “So have I!” exclaimed Nipper quickly.

“(Good enough! We ought to be able to
sec the cavern floor quite clearly through the
classes—and we shall be able to get an idea
of what’s happenin’,” said Dorrie. “Come
on! Everybody! I doubt if the Beast Men
will even know if we’ve gone. They're
beyond it now. They’re in a frenzy.”

The possibility that some dramatic develop-
ments had occurred in the ecavern, with
Nelson Lee in peril, made them all reckless.
They left their places in the centre of the
great circle, and such was the preoccupation
of the E)rimitive tribe that no motice was
taken of the gucsts as they_ literally pushed

seen, eaid

1t, asked Nipper

understand!”’ said
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their way through the capering, frenzied
circle. Friendly as this demonstration was,
the little party was glad enough to be free
of the Beast Men’s village. Having passed
through the outskirts of the settlement,
Dorrie and his compauions broke into a run.

“Think they’ll come after us, sir?’’ asked
Handforth breathlessly. '

“I doubt it—and, in any case, they’re not.
after our blood now,” replied Dorrie. *‘Let

them get on with it!”

“I wonder why the guv’nor sent up that
rocket ?”’ said Nipper. * The dickens of 1t 18,
even if we discover he is in danger, we can’t
do anything. The Black Hawk blocked the
tunnel, so we can’t get down to the lower
level—and we’re hardly likely to take a ride
down on Pteradactyls!”

““But we have ropes,” said Dorrie.

They did not do much talking as they ran.
Any kind of talk, in fact, was idle. They
knew nothing yet. The first thing was to
get to the crater, and gaze down into that
vast void.

Some of the ground was rough, but, on
the whole, the adventurers met with na
serious difficulties.

They came upon the crater edge suddenly.
Hurrying round some projecting rocks, they
found the ground sloping sharply—and there,
just ahead, there was the vast void, stretching
away for a full mile.

‘“Careful here !’ said Dorrie sharply. “One
slip, an’ it’s Kingdom Come!”

They had not been on thie side of the
cavern before, and the rock edge was not
so safe. However, right near the edge, they
found the rock to be level. And, going down
full length, they wormed their way forwards
lqntil their heads were craning over the rock
ip.

“Oh!” murmured Amanda, with a little
shiver.

But Handforth was holding her.
was enough to send anybody dizzy. They
were gazing straight down, through two
thousand feet of space. And there, far, far
below, the floor of the cavern, nearly ten
miles in extent, was spread out. It was like
looking down upon a great map.

“Can’t see -anything!” muttered Hand-
forth.

The lake was visible, of course, and so
were the rock roads and the fields and the
township itself, nestling against the great
rock wall. But the whole scene was hazv
and blurry, owing to the heat waves which
rose up from the continuously burning gas
fares.

“Wau! It seemcth, N'Kose, that a battle
rageth!” said Umlosi tensely. “Observe the
many running figures, like unto ants,”

Umlosi’s eyesight was uncannily clear.
Lord Dorrimore trusted to the binoculars he
held. By now he had obtained the focus—
and so had Nipper with his own glasses.

The scene below was brought much nearer.

Through the glasses, Nipper could see
something which caused him to draw his
breath in sharply. '[here were crowds of
men in the big open space of the township,

The sight
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and stretching from there in straggling mobs
to the lake cdge. . .

“ They’re fighting!” said Nipper eagerly.
«Yes, that’s it! 1t’s the Black Hawk and
. ﬂ,I] ..’.’
hu}‘ Ig3utg it’s impossible!” said Handforth.
«n\[r. Lee said that the Black Hawk was

tled up.”

bO‘t‘t']:‘hen phe must have becomoe unbottled,”
retorted Nipper. © Thrpugh the glasses I
can recognise them casily—I can even see
their clothing and their great bcards. By
Jove! They're in retreat, too! Thcre are
hundreds of people against them, and they're
fichting like mad!”

O

“Tet’s have a look!” begged Handforth.
“Be a sport!”

Nipper passed the glasses across. What
he had said was true. Under Nelson Lee’s
Jeadership, the pecople of the cavern had
yallied, and now, in great force, they were
hurling themselves upon the enemy. The

Black Hawk and his mecn, surprised by the

of the counter-attack, were giving
ground. They had believed that they could
quickly regain coutrol. But they were find-
ing that the plan, in practice, was totally
different from what it had becen in theory.

There was a new spirit abroad!

Many men were injured, a few killed, and
the battle went on. Those far above were
watching fascinatedly—for they could follow
the progress of the battle fairly eclearly.

Nelson Lee, fighting gamely, leading the
more sturdy men into the heart of the attack,
was inspiring them all. The detective had
already seen something which gave him fresh
hope.” The ruflilans were giving way—and
bogind them was the lake.

“Come, men!” thundered Lee. *One great
charge now! We have them at our mercy!
We can drive them into the lake—and that
will be their finish.”

“Hurrah!” went up a wild, triumphant
cheer, the echo of which reached even to the
ears of the watchers above.

And then came the charge—reckless,
courageous, and undertaken with tremendous
vigour. It was more than the Black Hawk
and his men could stand. Some of them
fell. Others stumbled and backed away.
And in less than a minute they were all
running, and the defenders, under Lee, were
hot after them.

ferocitj
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In vain the Black Hawk attempted to
raily his men for a stand. There was no time
—no room. They were practically at the
edge of the lake, and IL.ce and his “army ”
swept on. And the desperate men were
trapped. There was no retreat. In front of
them the charging mob, and behind them
the lake. ] '

“Jump!” thundered the Black Hawk, as a
sudden idea came to him. *Split my wind-
pipe! Those of ye who car swim, swim to
the grcat steel vessclt! Those of ye who
cannot swim may drown, and ’tis all ye’re
fit for!”

As he spoke he leapt and plunged into the
water. Within a few seconds all his followers
were with him, and they were swimming
strongly. Tremendous shouts arose from all
along the lake side, and the pcople believed
themselves to be victorious.

It was Nelson Lce who appreciated the
cunning of the Black Hawk’s move,

Driven i1nto a corner, desperate, his plans
all awry, Simcon Harke had made the only
possible move. His 1dea was to take pos-
session of the rusty-sided old Porto MaYtlo!

From above, Lord Dorrimore and his com-
panions saw cxactly what had happened.
They saw the Black Hawk’s men swarm up
the sides of the old cruiser. They were in
possession,

“Well, that’s the end of the batile—for the
time bem’!” said Dorrie. “The Black Hawk
and his crew have grabbed the battleship,
and $hey can hold it, too. The excitcment’s
over.”

He was right,

Tho Black Hawk had not gained the victory
he had anticipated. But he was at liberty—
he was in possession of the Porto Marlo, and
nearly all his men were with him. Aboard
that old craft they could defy every attack.

And the situation was more interesting
than ever. For 1t was evident that Nelson
Lee and his party were not destined—yet—
to bring,.peace to the strange People of the
Mist., There was much work for them to do.

THE END.

(Nelson Lee versus the DBlack Hawlk.,
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out of the ordmar}, and that was putting it
mildly. In point of faet, they have turned
out oven more sensational thon 1 first
thought, as Mr. Brooks develops the theme
through each story in the series. I am sure
you arc all anxious to get hold of next week’s
story. I don’t blame you. It certainly gets
you that way.

And because this series has proved such
a complete success, I have decided to ask Mr.
Brooks to work out an extra-special startling
Christmas series. It may scem a trifle early
to be thinking of Christmas when October is
yet to finish, but we editors have to look a
good wav in advance, and fix up programmes
for weeks ahead.

Of course, Mr. Brooks is jollv keen to Twrite
this Christmas series, and he i1s nc.» deep in
a plot, which, for Yuletide sensations and
thrills, will want a lot of beating. But this
is a trcat about which we will talk later on,
FFor the moment, don’t miss ‘*“The Cavern of
Doom,” next w eek detective-thriller.

_ What’s your hobby ? Are vou a model rail-
way expert? Do you revel in the b :ilding of
model aeroplanes? Are you an expert car-
penter and handiman? Or perhaps you go in
for stamp-collecting, bug hunting, or cigar-
ctte-collecting 7 Tt “docsn’t matter what your
hobby is, and how much of an expert you
aro in that particular pastime, vou will find
great help in this year’s edition of that
popular a,nnual “EVERY BOY'S HOBBY
ANNUAL.” Now on Sale, price 6s.

This book contains a wealth of information
for tho up-to-date boy, interesting articles on
modern enginecring, ho]pful tips on many
hobbies, and hundreds of photographs and
drawings,

“If you've got a hobby, then this is your
book. If wyou haven’t got a hobby, you’ll
jolly soon find one in “EVERY BOY'S
HOBBY ANNUAL.”

L ]

PEN PALS.

Vie Yuill, 149, High Level Road, Green
Point, Cape Town. South Africa, wants cor-
rerondents——ar_*e 15-16—keen on films. and
preferably in California

H. H. Dawes, 63, Manley Road, Whalley
Range, Manchester, wants @ German and a
French - correspondent.

Donald Rathmell, Highrovd, 17,
Road, Brighouse, Yorks, wants a
spondent interested in hobbies.

Miss S. Finlayson, Post Office, Portsea. Vie-
toria, Australia, wants gitl correspondents.

Miss Alison Beach, 22, Brighton Street,
Flemington, W.1, Vlctova, Australla, wants
girl couespondents

Marccellus Pinto, 2, Cummings Street, Alber-
town, Georgetown, Demnerara, British
Guiana, wants correspondents interested iIn
sports and stamp collecting. Age 18.

L. W. Trevor, 70, High Street, Belmont.
nr. Bolton, Lancs, wants couespoudems in-
terested in high-class musie.

T. Black, 46, Alice Street. King William’s
Town, Cape Province, South Afrlca, wants
conespondents

I Stratford, 64, Cambridze Road. King
William’s 1own, Cape Province, South Africa,
wants correspondents.

Tok Beng Koe, 1, Outram Road, Sihga-
pore, Straits Settlements, wants to hear from

stamp collectors in Canada, India, Newfound-
land and West Indies.

Miss Dot John, 25, Stock Street, Coburg,
Victoria, Australla, wants girl cmreopondema

K. Jennings, 11, Hawthorn Avenue, Gains-
oorough, Lincs., wants stamp collectmn' cor-
respondents.

J. B. Pizer, 361, Camden Road Hollo“a\
London, N 7, wants a couespondent in New
York or Eastern America, interested in radio
and stamps; exchange newspapers.

Herbert Nott, 238, Sheldrake Boulevard,
Toronto, 12 Ont Canada, wants stamp coi-
respondents outside States and Canada.

Halifax
corie-

William Slogan, 211}, St. Antoine Street,
Sandwich, Ontano Canada, wants corros-
pondents,

K. Mulligan, 25, Carlton Street, Newtown,
Tasmania, Australia, wants to hear from
stamp collectors outside Australia and England.

P. Brown, 97, Bright Stredt, Roker, Sunder-
land, Co. Durham, Wants a correspondent
(15-16) in Australia. Canada, or India.
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Sensation At St. Frank’s! Handforth Elected Junior Skipper!!

THE

COCK O

Captain of the Remove ! For terms Edward Oswald Handforth has dreamed of
attaining that exalted rank., And how his ambition!lis realisedfis related in this
fine school story.

From Information Received.
THERE was no doubt that Oswald Hand-

forth was perfectly serious about the
forthcoming election. The Remove’s
jJape was not only working, but pro-
gressing with undreamt-of smoothness. In
spite of a score of hints, Handforth was as
blind to the actual truth as ever. He fondly
imagined that the election was genuine, and
that he had gained the support of the voters.

Reggio Pitt had suggested that they
should all promise to support Handy and
vote for him, only to reveal to him after the
election that he had been japed. That should
have been enough to give Handy a lesson
never to try such stunts as putting up for
captaincy again.

But Church and McClure were uneasy.
They tried hard to show to their leader the
situation.

At bed-time they tried again to make him
gce reason,

“Once more, Ilandy—just once more!”’
urged Church, almost tearfully. ““We're with
you, old man—we’re on your side—we're your
pals!”’ "

“Hear, hear!” said McClure.
always count on us, Handy.”

Handforth regarded them suspiciously.

“You can’t get round me like that ” he
began.

“We're trying to open your eyes to the
truth,” said Church clutching at his leader’s

“You can

arm. °*‘‘Now, keep cool! Don’t chuck the
bed at me, or push my head through theo
wall!  You’re being fooled! The chaps are
having a joke at your expense, and they
haven’t the faintest intention of making you
skipper,®’

“By George!’ said Handforth thickly.
““So vou’re at it again, are you? Do jou
think I haven’t got eyes? Do you think I
was born without ears?’’

““Well, no—-"’

“Do you thinde I’ve got no brains

“&Tes____,’

“What 7 snapped Handforth.

“lr-mo!” said Church hastily.
got brains, Handy!"”

“Kven a shcep has got brains!”
McClure.

Whether Handforth heard the latter remarlk
or not remained in doubt, for at that momens
the door of the dormitory softly opened, and
a face looked in.  Haundforth gave it one
glance, and frowned.

“Take that thing away!” he said curtlv.

Teddy Long, the owner of the face, shd
into the dormitory.

“What thing ?”? he asked nervously.

“That thing you’ve just brought in—that
thing that people call your face!” said
Iidward Oswald. “‘They only call 1t that out
of politeness. 1'll give you Just ten seconds
to et outside into the corridor——"!

“But—but this is urgent!” interrupted

c;ﬂ
[ ]

“You’ve

murmured
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Teddy Long quickly. ‘I’ve got some news!”

Handforth regarded him grimly. Teddy
IL.ong was the sneak of the Remove, and
‘““news’” with him was merely another word
for scandal. Teddy made a regular hobby of
going about the school, bartering scurrilous
gossip. Sometimes he -made quite a little
cash by this method—sometimes hae received

his deserts.

“News?” said Handforth ominously.
* Great. Scott! Have you got the nerve to
come here with some of your beastly scandal-
mongering?  Clear out, you f{ibbing little
worm! 1 wouldn't believe——-"'

‘““Oh, but really, Handy!”
Long. ‘‘This—this 18 something srecial!
the truth, too—honest Injun!”

“Honest Injua be blowed!” snapped Hand-
forth. “ You don’t know the meaning of the
riddy expression!’’

““It’s worth ten bob to you,” said Teddy,
instinctively backing away.

“Why, what the ”

“Or—or more!’ went on Long, getting his
words out so fast that they:tumbled over
one another. ‘‘Whack out ten bob, Handy,
and I'll give you some information that’ll
make your hair stand on end. It’s worth
every penny of the money, because you’ll be
able to ruin the whole plot!”

Handforth forgot his grim intentions.

"““Plot ?”” he said. ‘“What plot?”’

 This—this affair of your being elected
skipper,” said Teddy eagerly. ‘‘It’s only a
jape, you know. They're fooling you!”

Church and MecClure sadly shook their
heads. If Handforth would coolly swamp
tfem with water for saying these things, what
would he do to Teddy Long 7~ The chap’s life
was in positive danger., -

“Ge on!” said Handforth, deadly calm.

“It's all a jape, you know,’”’ explained
Teddy fluently—his quickness of speech occa-
sioned by the fact that he was telling the
truth for once. ‘‘Pitt and Fullwood and De
Valerie and the others went round, warning
us. I'm supposed to be pledged to secrecy—
but I think it’s a dirty trick to play such a
low-down dodge on a fine chap like you,
Handy.! 1 thought I’d warn you!”

“For ten bob?” asked Handforth darkly.

‘““Oh, well—" -

“You young blackmailer! I don’t believe
a word—""

““Oh, but it’s honour bright!”’ said Teddy
Long. “Listen, Handy! The chaps are
making it a Form jape. They’re’ going to
spoof you up at your meeting to-morrow, and
then they’re going to elect you by a full lot
of votes. Everybody’s going to vote for you,
and the idea is for you to kid yourself that
vou're capfain.” | -

Church shrugged his shouldere.

“There you are!” he said grully.
¥ “}I‘)o you believe this piffie?”’ roared Hand-

orth,

“Of course we believe it!” snapped
McClure, ‘‘Haven’t we been telling you the
same thing for hours?  But we only guessed
it—we didn’t know the actual truth. We
weren’t included in the jape.’

interrupted
It’s
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“You sce?”’ asked Long eagerly. ‘‘These
chaps believe it, Handy! And it’s absolutely
true! Take my tip, and show everybodly that
you’re not to be fooled! They’re all laugh-
ing up their sleeves—and after you’ve been
elected they’re going to have a tremendous
rag. It’s only a spoof, you know—the
Remove has decided to carry on without a
skipper until Hamilton comes back. You’ll
be elected, and you’ll be kicked out of the
captaincy within ten minutes! They’re simply
going to make a silly goat of you—and it
flhis warning isn’t worth ten bob, I'll eat my

at!’’

Teddy Long paused, quite out of breath.
But he had blurted out the full information,
and he waited with keen anxiety. It was
quite characteristic of him to sell the Form
for a few shillings.

“Oh!” said Handforth at last. ¢ Oh-ho?”’

““Well, it’s a good thing to know how the
land lies!” growled Church. * You'’re a bit
of a filthy blabber, Long, but I'm not deny-
ing that I'm glad to hear the news. We sus-
pected something like this all along, didn’t
we, Mac?”

“We didn’t suspeet it—we knew 1t!” said
McClure.

Edward Oswald Handforth stared at them
in amazcment.

““You're both mad!” he said. *This chap’s
the biggest liar-under the sun! Do you mean
to say you're fooled by his rot? It’s only a
yarn—invented on purpose to rook me ot
some money. I don’t believe a word of it—
not a giddy syllable. This election 1is
genuine !’

Church and McClure stared at their leader
with stupeficd astonishment.

“But—but can’t you see?’ asked Church
feebly. “‘Handy, can’t you take warning?
Long’s telling the truth! This election is just
a jape, and if you go on with it you’ll make
yourself the laughing-stock of the school!”

‘“‘Instead of being Form skipper, you'll be
the butt of everybody’s jokes!’’ said McClure.
nearly on the point of tears. ‘‘Give Long his
}en bob,”and kick him out! He’s saved you
rom——

“I'll show you what I'm going to do with
Long!” interrupted Handforth fiercely. ‘‘No,
you don’t, my lad!” he added, grabbing
Teddy before he could escape. ‘ By George!
I’'ll teach you to comec here with these dotty
inventions. Ten bob, eh? I never knew you
were an optimist before!”

Quite helpless, Church and McClure
watched. It was incredible—it was unthink-
able—but it was an undeniable fact that
Handforth refused to believe the truth! This
wasn’t one of Teddy’s usual lies—it rang true.
Besides, Church and McClure had the evi-
dence of their own senses to guide them.
Handforth was so ohsessed with his dream of
power that he was as blind as a bat, and as
deaf as a post.

With pleading voices, Handforth’s chums
urged him to be careful. He refused: to
listen.  They did everything within their
power to convince him, but Le remained un-
convinced.
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*Oh, all right!” said Church hoarsely.
“CGo to your doom! Mac and I wash our
hands of you entirely—you can jolly well walk

into the trap, and 1t’ll serve you right.”

Handforth wasn’t listening. He was quite

busy with Teddy Long. This unfortunate
" young gentleman was in no condition to make
~ any loud protest. He was lying face down-
wards on Handforth’s bed, and Handforth
was sitting on the back of his head.
“sounds that Teddy uttered were smotheved in
the recesses of the bedclothes. |

““We’ll soon deal with this young blighter!”
said Handforth curtly.

He was thorouggly indignant, Indeed,
"even if he had believed the story—even if he
* had been convinced—he would have treated
" Teoddy Long in just the same way. For there
was no denying that the young rascal was a
~ black traitor, and that his present mission was
' the act of a worthless cad. He deserved
. drastic, punishment. '

- “I’lt show you how we deal with these
. .cases,” said Handforth. ‘““Now that I'm
Form captain, I'm going to be more strict
- - than ever.”

" He grabbed the empty bolster-slip—the one
. -which Church had inadvertently ripped open
- -——and with a few convulsive movements he
.- forced it over Teddy Long’s writhing form.
- He tied the end of it round Teddy’s neck, and
the junior was helpless in the improvised sack.
The bolster-slip was so narrow that he could
not even move his arms.

“Now, lemme sce,’”’ said Handforth
thoughtfully. ‘““H’m! This ien’t quite good
cnough. We need—— By George, 1 know!
Church, the paste!’’

- “‘Paste?” growled Church, glaring.

“Off the mantelpiece!”

. Church fetched a small pot of paste from
the mantelpiece, and watched with interest.

Handforth jerked Teddy Long round, and his

. face became liberated from the bedclothes.

- “Help!” gasped the victim. ‘“Hi! Fire!

: Police! Leggo—— Ugh!”

Handforth stuck the paste-brush into

Teddy’s mouth, and the cries ceased.

. ‘“Kvery time you yell, you'll get another

- mouthful 1’ he said firmly.

> With a number of deft sweeps, Handforth

- smothered Teddy Long’s face with paste.

- ‘Then- he took a palm-full of the stuff, and

- rubbed it into the junior’s hair as though it

were a shampoo. Within a few seconds the

- sneak of the Remove was looking pasty in

more than one sense.

© ‘““Now!”’ said Handforth cheerfully.

He bent down, scooped up two handfuls of
the loose feathers, and tipped them over
‘Teddy’s Long’s head. The result was
startling.

- .

Mr. Crowell Seeé an Apparition!

-84 Y only hat!” said Church, grinning.
' That paste had done the trick.
Feathers clung to every atom of
Teddy Long’s face and head. It
was only necessary to throw the fragments of
flufl at him, and they stuck. There was now

Any
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fiothing to be scen but a writhing bolster-slip
with a ball of feathers at the top. As a final
move, Handforth took a fist full of feathers,
and forced them into Teddy’s mouth.

‘““Ten- bob, eh?” said Handforth. * That's
all the ten bob you’ll get!’

He heaved the junior off the bed, carried
him to the door, and pushed him out into
the passage. He stood him upright, and
allowed him to lean against the wall. Then
he closed the door, and went across to a
wash-basin.

‘““And that’s that!” he said calmly.

Handforth, in fact, had been cool and de-
liberate throughout the performance. The
leader of Study D could be either very ex-
cited and violent—or very cool and calculat-
ing. He was a fellow of extremes, and he
was now in one of his latter moods.

“I’'m not denying that Long deserved it,
but you might at least heed his warning,”
said McClure, “You’re being spoofed,
Handy——" ‘

“There’s another bolster-slip here,” eaid
HHandforth deliberately. ¢ There’s plenty
more paste, and hcaps more feathers, Are
you going to dry up?”

‘“Oh, you can boil yourself!” said McClure
crossly.

In the meantime, the unfortunate Teddy
Long was fighting his own battle out in the
deserted corridor. For the first moment or
two his time was fully occupied with the task
of emptying his mouth of down. He had
swallowed a few feathers, and they were feel-
ing rather rummy. And he nearly sent forth
a series of wild howls, but checked himself
in time. What would a master or a prefect
say if one of them happened to come along?
Teddy would have no compunction in sneak-
ing, but he had an instinctive feeling that he
wonld be included in the possible punishment.
His only safe method was to get back to his
own dormitory, and induce Hubbard—who
shared the room—to help him.

So far he was fairly safe. Everything was
quiet, and he was at least standing on his
feet. But what would happen when he tried
to walk? JIndoubtedly, he would topple
over, and then his plight would be hopeless.
At all coste he must remain in a perpen-
dicular attitude.

““Oh, goodness!’’ breathed Long miserably.
“What a fool I was to try anything with
that beast, Handy! Well, thank goodness
he’s not going to be skipper! Life wouldn’t
be worth living if he was really elected |

He ventured upon a hop—since this waas
the only possible means of progression. And,
once started, he found that unless he kept
it up, he would topple over, He progressed
down the dim corridor in a series of hopping
jumps.

And then, as one might have expccted, Mr.
Crowell bobbed up again. But there was no
coincidence about it this time. The Form-
master was coming back to see if Handforth
& Co. were quiet, acdording to his instruc-
tions. Mr. Crowell wanted to make quite
sure before he retired.

He turned the angle of the corridor, and

(R4
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then he halted, his flesh creeping slight}y.
Mr. Crowell wasn’t a superstitious man, but
he was nearly startled out of his wits by the
apparition which appeared before his eyes.

The lights had been turned out in the cor-
ridor, and there was only the moonbeains
coming through the overhead skylights. A
white figure was coming towards hun in a
series of weird, spasmodic hops. And the
figure was certainly nothing human—a long,
ghostly white thing with an enormous knob
of flufliness at the top.

““Good heavens!”
starting back.

For a brief moment he simply held his
breath, quite unable to form any conclu-
sions. And then the spell was broken. The
‘““ chost ’’ toppled over with a very solid thud.

“Crikey !’ ejaculated the ghost painfully.

“Oh!” said Mr. Crowell, his veoice grim.
““Oh, indecd!”

He strode forward, annoyed with himself
for being even momentarily startled.

With a snap he switched on one of the
electric lights, and he gazed at the writhing
form on the floor with amazement tinged
with deep suspicion,

“Upon my word!”’ he said curtly. **What
is the meaning of this? Boy, who are you?”
~ **Oh, help!” moaned Teddy Long, acutely
alarmed. Pup-please, sir, I—-I'm Long, sir!”

Mr. Crowell made no comment for a
moment. He recognised the junior’s voice,
‘and there was no need for any other identifi-
cation. This was a case where two and two
made four. A Dbolster-slip—and feathers.
And not twenty minutes earlier Mr. Crowell
had seen similar things in Handforth’s
dormitory. :

““This 1s outraczeous!” said Mr. Crowell, as
he bent down and unfastened the top of
the bolster-slip.  ‘““Careful, my boy. Oh,
well, it cannot be helped now!” he added, as
the linen ripped up, and as Teddy Long
struggled free. “I presume that Handforth
is responsible for this—this outrage ?’’

‘ Please, yes, sir,”’ said the feathers.

There was no sign of a face, but a mere
suspicion of a gap where the mouth was
situated.

“What is this stuff—glue ?”’ demanded Mr.
Crowell angrily. - ““H’m! DPaste, by the smell
of it!” he went on, as he took a handful
of the feathers from Long’s head. “ Of all the
extraordinary tricks. 1 can only assume,
Long, that you annoyed Handforth very
greatly, for it is not like him to behave in
this fashion. Come with me at once!”

Long wanted to blurt out everything, for
his very first instinct, whenever he was caught
by a master, was to sneak. But he had no
opportunity, for Mr. Crowell grasped him
by the arm, and led him towards Handforth
& Co.’s dormitory. The Form-master was not
ignorant of Teddy’s character, and he was
fairly convinced that Edward Oswald had
had certain justification in taking such drastic
measures.

And Mr. Crowell did not exaggerate the
enormity of the ‘‘outrage,” either. A little

gasped Mr. Crowell,
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paste would do Long no harm—in fact, it
would probably do him good, since it would
compel him to indulge in a thorough wash
for once. And Mr. Crowell knew that Hand-
forth had not deliberately destroyed a bolster
in order to achieve his end. However, the
matter could not be allowed to rest.

Lights were out in the dormitory when Mr.
Crowell entered, but it only took him a
moment to switch them on. Handforth and
Church and McClure were in bed, and the
litter had been tidied up. At least, the
feathers were out of sight, although Mr.
Crowell had certain suspicions as to what had
become of them. .

‘“ Handforth, did you do this to Long?”
snapped Mr. Crowell.

“Yes, sir.”

‘“What for?”

““He deserved it,sir,”” said Handforth simply.

““That is no answer——"’ ..

“I didn’t deserve it, sir!” broke in Teddy,
whose face was just beginning to appear. I
came and did MHandforth a good turn, and
this 1s all I got for it! I’m all stuck, sir. T
can hardly talk without my lips sticking
together!”’

‘“‘Let’s hope they remain sealed!’ said
Handforth tartly.
‘““Come, come!” broke in Mr. Crowell.

““Are you presuming to wrangle in nw very
presence ? I want the truth, Haundforth.
Why did you perform this—this extraordinary
trici‘:, upon the boy ?” .

““Sorry, sir—I can’t say any more
growled Handforth. ‘‘As Form captain, it
was my -duty to give him a lesson. I'm
willing to take my gruel, if youw're going to
cut up rusty about it, though.”

“I fancy I have every reason to—ahem—cut
up rusty!” retorted Mr. Crowell coldly.
‘““ And what i1s this item of news you give me,
Handforth? Since when have you been cap-
tain of the Form?”

“I’'m as good as elected, sir—"’

“That’s just it, sir!” broke in Teddy Long
excitedly. ‘‘Handforth’s being fooled, sir—
and I came along to warn him.”

‘““Fooled ?°’-
‘“Of course he is, sir! The whole Remove

is in the jape!” panted Long. ‘‘They’re
going to elect Handy to-morrow, and. make
him believe that he’s skipper—and it’s all
spoof. And just because I come along and
tip him the wink, he does this. I—1 hope
you'll flog him, sir.” .

Mr. Crowell stroke his chin.

‘“An extraordinary story,” he said curtly.
“Indeed, I simply refuse to discuss it with
you, Long. Go off at once to the nearest
bath-room, and have a thorough wash. No,
sir—not another word!”’

““But what about Handforth, sir—"’

“I will deal with Handforth!” rapped on:
Mr. Crowell grimly. *‘Handforth, you will
come with me at once to my own bed-room.”

Teddy Long went off, his misery slightly
tempered by the thought that Handforth was
now about to “get it in the neck.” And
Handforth, with a grunt, got out of bed, put

s
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on ~his dressing-gown, and followed Mr.
Crowell.

‘““Well, can you beat that?” asked Church
fdisgustedly as the door closed.

‘““‘Beat what?”’

““Why even Crowell thinks the whole yarn
js a fake!” growled Church. ‘It’s as clear
as daylight, and yet he can’t see it. If you
ask me, Handy ought to be in a cradle every
night, and in a pram during the day., I'm
fed-up with the dotty idiot!”

Five minutes later Handforth returned, his
face set, his hands tucked under his arms.
Church and McClure were sympathetic In a
moment. All their animosity vanished.

“Did he lay it on thick, old son?’’ asked
Church compassionately,

‘“Does it sting, Handy ?’’ inquired McClure.

Edward Oswald Handforth untucked his
hands and gave his chums a cold glance. He
switched off the light and hopped into bed.
The only sound he uttered was a grunt.

" And Church and McClure could get nothing
clse out of him,

The Cream of the Joke.

OHN BUSTERFIELD BOOTS, the
energetic skipper of the Fourth Form,
broke into a chuckle as Handforth ap-
peared in the Ancient House doorway.

It was morning—Saturday morning—and
Boots and a few other Fourth-Formers were
chatting near the fountain—playing the forth-
coming Form match in advance vocally, and
winning by many goals. They all grinned
. a8 Handforth appeared.

“¢Hallo, skipper!” sang out Boots.

““Vote for Handforth!” |

‘“Elected by a staggering majority!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth glared, lifted his nose, and
stalked away, as though he had hcard none
of the sarcastic observations.

“It’s no good, Handy, you’d better resign,
and finish with it!” shouted Bob Christine.
““They’re only fooling you!”’

‘““We've heard all about it!” yelled Clapson,
“They’re kidding you!”

‘“ Poor old scout!’’

Another yell of laughter went up, and
Handforth set his teeth. He glamced round,
and gazed coldly at Church and McClure, who
had loyally followed him. They had only
just come down,

“Who told you chaps to hang round me?”’
asked Handforth curtly.

“We—we—— Well, we——

“T don’t want you!” said Handforth.
‘““You’re not my chums any more. I've got
no chums; I'm fighting this battle alone!”

‘““Can’t we have our own opinions now?”
asked Church hotly.

““Can’t we think for ourselves?” snorted
McClure.

“No!” said Handforth coldly. *‘ Either I
think for you, or you’re not my pals.
proved that your thinking apparatus is all
rusty and wonky!” ‘

- *“You—you ass!” gasped Church. ‘‘Are
you still trying to make out that you’re not

You’ve.
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being japed? Haven’t you heard? Every-
body knows the truth now. The cat’s out of
the bag. And the whole thing’s a frost. I
don’t suppose they’ll carry on with it now.”

‘““Go and eat coke!’’ said Handforth grufily.

He walked away, as completely autocratic
as ever, He had evidently made up his mind
to take the election seriously, and nothing on
earth could shift his determination.

Teddy Long, in fact, had got down earlier
than anybody elsec in the Remove, and 1t
had not taken him long to circulate the full
story. It had been an unwise move to take
him into the scheme in the first place, for
he had never becn known to keep a secret.

‘““Poor old Handy!”

Edward Oswald started. A number of fags
were singing a kind of chant in the shelter
of the West Arch. If Handforth had been
wiso he would have ignored them, but he
came to a halt, and glared.

““That’s enough!”’ he said aggressively,

‘“Chuck it, Handy!” grinned Dicky Jones.
‘“We all know thg horrid truth. Even if
you’re elected, you’ll be kicked out of the
captaincy in two minutes. Why not resign,
and look dignified ?”’ |

“The poor old chap is still
grinned Tommy Hobbs.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““Poor old dupe;
tricked!”’ -

Handforth made a rush, and the fags scat-
tered, yelling with laughter. And this sort
of thing went on continually, wherever
Handforth went. He was chipped unmerci-
fully and impartially by fellows of every Form
and every House. In fact, the whoie school
was chuckling over the affair—with the ex-
ception of the Remove.

“Well, it’s a dirty trick!”’ said Reggie Pitt,

hopeful,”

can’t see when he’s

as ho chatted with Fullwood and a few other

fellows just before breakfast. *‘‘Somebody’s
been gassing, and the whole game 1s ruined.
Handy won’t stand for election after this.”

‘“ All our plans for nothing!”’ growled Full-
wood. ‘“We were going to have the laugh
on him after the election—but this is a giddy
anti-climax. It’s a pity some chaps can’t keep
a secret.’’ .

De Valerie came up, grinning.

““No need to look so disappointed, you
fellows,” he sad cheerfully. ‘‘Handforth’s as
enthusiastic as ever—he’s determined to win,
and he turns a deaf ear to everybody.” h

“You mean to say he’s still keen on the
election 7’ asked Pitt.

‘““Keener than ever!” chuckled De Valerie.

“Oh, rot! He’s not such an ass as all
that!” eaid Fullwood.

But before morning lessons were due to
commence, the Remove was startled by thé
discovery that Handforth was going ahead,
exactly as though«the sccret was still intact.
He steadfastly refused to believe the obvious
truth, and was pressing his campaign with
even greater forcefulness than ever. New
election posters appeared, and he had already
made three separate speeches in the common-
room, in the Triangie, and in the gym., to
differcnt groups- of* clectors.
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And in that spirit he carried on for the
next few days until Monday, the day of the
election, dawned.

| An Overwhelming Majority.

ILLIAM NAPOLEON BROWNE, of
the Fifth, shook his head.

“While admitting that Brother

~ Handforth has wundoubtedly asked

for this slosh in the slacks, one must confess

that 1t is a somewhat murky deed,” he said,

as he fingered a sheaf of ballot papers. “I

trust that your opinion coincides with my

own, Brother Willy 7”

- “I don’t know about murky,” said Willy
Handforth. “I should call it a necessary
deed. Ted needs these jolts now and again
to bring him to earth. Goodness knows, the
old ass has had enough warmings!”

“It beats me,” said Buster Boots blankly,
“It beats mec hollow. How the dickens he
can cairy on with it i1s more than my brain
can grasp!”

“We arc cver ready t® make allowances,
Brother Boots,” said Browne benevolently.

“1 didn’t ask you to be funny!” said Boots,
turning red.

"1 can assure you that nothing is further
from my thoughts,” said the captain of the
Fifth. **But let us not ‘waste time in need-
less haggling. The Remove awaits in the
Triangle, and it is our duty to complete the
counting, and flash the welcome message
upon the silvern screen.”

“Same silvern ‘screen being a bed-sheet,”
observed Willy, grinning.

“The committee was taking its time over
the counting, just to give an impression that
the whole thing was genuine. There was no
need to count at all, as a matter of fact, for
evervbody had voted, and everybody had put
a cross against Handforth’s name. In_fact,
the slide for the magic-lantern had been pre-
pared even before the poll.

In the Triangle the Remove was waiting—
to say mothing of the entire Third, and the
greater portion of the Fourth,

““Look out—hecre comes the result!”

The “screen ” was fixed up on the wall
of the Modern House, and the magic-lantern
was 1nstalled in one of the front dormitory
windows of the Ancient House. A beam
shot across the Triangle, and wobbled in-
decisively on the 1vy opposite. It was
ceradually brought under control, and the
sheet was focussed.

“Hold your breath,
Reggie Pitt tensely.

A titter went round, but there were no
actual laughs yet. Handforth stood in state
on the Ancient House steps, with Church and
McClure forlornly by his side. They were
numbed. Their leader was just as optimistic
as ever, just as certain of real victory. It
was beyond all human understanding. it was
weird and wonderful,

“Hurrah!” -

“Here’s the result!”

A slide had just -been put in, and the
crowded Triangle read the following words:

everybody!” said
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“REMOVE LLECTION RESULT!™

The slide
substituted :

“« HOLD YOUR BREATH AND WATCH—
HERE IT COMES!”

The crowds chuckled heartily, and Hand-
forth grunted. Again the slide was removed,
and the result was. displayed:

was removed, and another

4
“HANDFORTH .. .. .. 45
PITT .. .. .. .. .. 0
FOLLWOOD .. .. ... 0
Majority 45.”

A roaring burst of tumultuous cheering
rose, a pre-arranged conclusion to the rag.
For a solid minute the Remove cheered to the
echo, and then broke into uncontrollable
laughter.

“Speech—speech!”

“Come on, Handy—spcech!”

“Silence for the new captain!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth, looking perfectly calm, faced
the grinning throng. There was a light of
determination in his eyes, too—a light that
Church and McClure couldn’t quite under-
stand.

‘“Speech

“There’s not much to say,” declared Hand-
forth, after he could obtain a hearing. *“1’d
like to thank you chaps for electing me, and
you can trust me to handle the Remove tact-
fully and diplomatically——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And strongly!” said Handforth grimly.
“You can trust me to stamp out every kind
of caddishness, and to make the whole Form
clean from end to end. I shan’t be gentle 1
my methods—I’m going to lick the Remove
into shape as it’s never been licked into shape
before.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old fire-eater!” _

“l don’t mind admitting I'm surprised at
the majority,” continued Handforth, “I ex-
pected to win by a big margin, but I never
thought that Pitt’s supporters would all desert
him. So much the better—they’ve proved
their common sense by plumping for me!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The election’s over, and I’'m skipper from
this minute,” went on Handforth, changing
his tone. ‘“Some of you chaps are cackling
a bit too much, and I don’t approve of it.
And anything that I don’t approve of has
got to stop! Now that I'm mm power, I'm
going to have things done properlf,'. Another
yell ’from you, Gulliver, and I'll slaughter
you!

“Hﬂ, ha’ ha 17 |

Not only Gulliver, but everybody else
howled hysterically. Reggie Pitt thought it
time to point out the dreadful truth—

'))

_although Handforth, unless he was quite an
1mbecile, must know it already.

“Chuck it, Handy!” said Pitt, mpunting
the steps. “You know as well as I do that
this is only a rag.”
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rag?” said Haondforth. “Which is a
rag?” ' |

“This election.”

“PDo you know any more jokes?” asked
Handforth coldly.

“My dear .ass, be sensible!” urged Ditt.
“ The whole thing’s just a joke. The Remove
decided days ago not to have an clection,
aud that we’re going to carry on without a
claptiun- You can’t spoof mo you didn’t know
this.”

“We've had some good :m, and it’s all
,over!” chuckled Fullwood. ‘“You’ve been
-captain for seven minutes, Handy——"

“Just about,” agreed Handferth, glancing
at the clock. ‘““And I shall be captain for the
rest of the term, too—and perhaps longer.
What’s all this rot you’re saying? A rag? A
joke? A spoof election? When you've got
fom§~- more fuuny remarks, I'd like to hear
cem !’

“Ia, ha, ha!”

The crowd was more diverted than cver by
Handforth’s obstinate refusal to see the day-
light. 1f ever a chap deserved to be the
laughing-stock of all St. Frank’s, surcly
Handforth descrved it!

Mr. Crowell was seen making his way
towards the Ancient House steps from the
direction of the gymnasinom—where, in fact,
he had watched the proceedings, and had
listened to the entire programme. He was
looking rather grim,

“One moment, boys!” he said briskly, as
he mounted the steps. “ Handforth, I under-
stand that you have been elccted captain of
our Form?”

“Yes, sir.,”

“That is, temporary captain ?*

“Permanent captain, sir,” said Handlorth
promptly. “1f Hamilton wants to fight me
at the polls when he comes back, I shall be
ready. But I’ve been clected by the biggest
majority ever known at St. Frank’s—"

“It’s only spoof, you ass!” yeclled some-
body. :

Mr. Crowell turned quckly, as though
aceepting the mmterruption as an opening.

“What was that?’ he asked sharply.

" “ Handforth’s been fooled, sir!”

“Indeed!” kaid Mr. Crowell coldly. “ What
exactly do you mean by that remark, De
Valerie? The result of the election is still
upon the screen yonder, and Handforth is
most decidedly? your new captain!”

" But it’s only a rag, sir!” shouted a dozen
voices.

“ Let us have this quite clear,” said Mr.
Crowell grimly. “Did you boys vate for
Handforth in the approved fashion? Did you
place your crosses against his name on the
{;ullot papers, and deposit them in the usual
ox?”’

“Why, yes, sir!* said Reggie Pitt.

“Ivery boy in tlg Remove did this?”

“Yes, sir!”?

“Then Handforth is captain of the Form-—
elected by his own Form-fellows,” declared
Mr. Crowell finally, “There can be no two
ways in a nguatter of this sort. You have
elected Han8forth. and the matter is ended.”

-it’s only a rag, sir—
¥ “That 1is
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A dead, awful, stupefied silence descended
upon the Remove. Even the Fourth-Formers
and the fags, ‘and the others, held thelr
breath. Mpr. Crowell’s edict had come like a
bolt from the blue.

Handforth's Triumph!

ALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD was ilhe
R first to find his voice.
“You don’t mean that, sir,” he said
_ steadily.

“1 certainly do mean it, Fullwood.”
“But, sir, it’s omnly a joke!”
Fullwood 1in alarm. “ Handfortls;
confident of being clected that w7

we’d help him by pitchforking s |
captaincy by an overwhelming m.te& -But

: »

uite enough, Fullwood,” inter-

rupted Mr. Crowell. “I do not believe in

jokes of thgy and 1 do not aceept this
affair as a Jol. You have voted for Hand-
forth, and

gou must -ghide by your voting.”
“But, bull—"

“Enough!” said the Form-master. "I give
my full sanction to MHandforth’s ecaptaiucy,
and from this moment he i1s your official cap-
tain, And I shall not sanetion any other clec-
tion until Hamilton retusms, so you need not
think that yvou can gct out of the matter 1n
that way. If you have been foolish- enough
to vote for Handforth against your own con-
victions, that is your own affair. An election
is 8 serious matter, and should be trcated
seriously. 1f you= ag to treat it with
levity, 1t is fitting that pgiishould suffer as a
result of ggmr own & .  Handforth, let
me congratulate you upon your victory. IF
there are any points you need help with, do
not hesitate to scek my advice.”

With a curt nod, Mr. Crowell went indoors.

*“And that,” said Handforth, “1s that!”

He was wearing an expression of quiet
tritumph, and his eyes were gleaming vic-
toriously. Lhurch and McClure gazed at ons
another, vaguely suspicious @ semething. At
the same moment theys had thought of the
sawne idea.

William Napoi®n Browne, coming out on
to the steps with Horace Stcvens, chuckled
with quiet amusement.

“I hawe a lurking suspicion, Brother
Handforth has got the half-nelson on the
Remove,” he said smoothly. “1 have a
second lurking suspicion that Brother Hand-
forth commenced this doublecrossing process
at an earlier period. A great cye-opener for
us all. Who would have suspected our own
Brother Ted of such sinister cunning ?”

Handforth, with his thumbs tucked in his
waistcoat, was ready.

“Thought you'd fool me, eh?’ he asked
genially. “Well, my sons, let me tell you
the truth. I wasn’t fooled for a minute—but
you’ve been fooled all the time! You didn’%
give me ecredit for such smartvess, eh?”

“We've—been—fooled 7 asked De Valerie
thickly.
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“Properly au ed 7 yeplied  Handlbovih,
“What are yvon ‘going to say when T tell yon
that T knew llmt .L\ll (10“0!1 would \um.uu

‘/ "

1

“You knew!” veiled a dozen voices,

“Of couwrze I kuew!” grinned ITandforih.
“That young sncak. Long, tried to get money
cut of me last might by blabbing the whoice
plot-——"

“We know ihai”
you were stll tu(u(l >

£ Was 19 satd  Handforth  cheorfully.
“Here’s SUmcﬂmw vou didn’t know. Lons
iold My, Lrowell Wl about 1t,

( mwell’ﬁfa to me afterwards,

mterrupfed Pitt. Bl

ilmt he dithi’t  approve of  this kind  of
f.gmgl” A
c: Wﬂ.at'" .- p *_ .

“And he told me
he’d make you stand by it!? said Handforth
happilly.- “1 knew Jhis - Jast mght"you poor
blHlpleOlla' So I've been Dpretending to keep
the thing up ail pletmldwg to be

(](
fooled. nd all the tn. Ve hoen cfpoofing
the lot of you !, .. we
“Oh, my hat!” s

too—and Mvr. .
He told me -

that 1f you elected me, .
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“We—we've
“Ob, help!”

Ot eourse youlve played Jnm my - hand Jo
ﬂf'l(‘( o }Lmdlmth noddimg. Do Vou thiuk
1'd be such a ]mmtl(r as fo {ell ‘vou about
Mr. Croweil’s decision? Not ]ll\ClV' 1 l\cpl

]T_lmlt dark.  And instead of vou having a nice -
ide

plaved wto his vory hun(]s!”

te rag at my expenze, Pve becn e]eLlcd
skipper al vouars!” - X
i v . ) "'\Hw .
Without ¢ne ~ Brother 1[01:1(@, a

thoroughbred v l(' murmured })Louuc
“T'm not a spoof Caphun-——but the ()fﬁ(ml

skipper, sanctioned by our Form-masier.” s
Handforth coollv.  “What’s more, you've d"
going to know 1t preity soon—even if yous

dot’t know 1t now! YIil {cach you lmuudula

to pull my leg! Dl Sllow you one ot t“o
Ahings!” S
The Ruuox ¢ simply stared, speechless, The

jape was turned against them in the most
disconceriing fashion, and they were: utterly
and absolutely done' Edward Oswald H.n Jd
forth was their I*oun capiam‘ | -

(More s p'ms'cs in next week's chaplgrs
of this Grand School .Story Don’t miss

them !
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