THE ST. FRANK’S BOYS GO THROUGH IT

Captured by pirates and
chained to the sweeps !
Handy and Co. have a
touzh time of it in this
week’s rous-

Read the thri
¥ in this week’s topping long complete story.
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‘“ Hold your

Above the shouts

- —————

‘“ We surrender ! *?

- —

gwords ! ** he roared.

As the pirate vessel crasbed into the Royal crait, there was a ioud splintering ol wood.
and wild confusion which followed came the clear and commanding voice o! Browne.
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

The Boys of St. Frank's are captured by pirates in this
week’s exciting long complete story.
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CHAPTER 1.
THE SCHOOLBOY KNIGHT-ERRANTS!
6 ELL, it's all over, bar shouting,”

‘J‘} said Church complacently.

“Yes, and Handy’'ll do the
shouting,” . - grinned  MecClure.
“In fact, he’s doing it now. He’s a queer
chap, you know. Never satisfied!”
~ Kdward Oswald Handforth was, in fact,
indignant,

“I'm not saying anything about the
vietory,” he snorted. ¢ Our side has won—
and the enemy is routed. But where did we
come in? That’s what I want to know!” he
added grimly. “What part did we play?”

“The most important part of all, old
man,’”’ said Nipper.

“Eh? You silly ass—

“We're in charge of the Princess Mercia,”
explained Nipper, “and we’ve brought her
through the danger zone, and—"

“I know that, you chump!” interrupted
Handforth, with a sniff.  “But what about
the fighting? We didn’t even get a sniff of
1t.  That's what I'm grumbling about. Al
the others have had a hot time ir battle, and
we've simply dawdled along in this giddy
large, as safe as babes in a cradle.”

Ali the fellows wiihin carshot grinned at
Tandforth’s complaint. So far as they were

|

concerned, they had nothing to grumble at,
and they were perfectly content with the
situation. They were not such fire-eaters as
the war-like leader of Study D, and they felt
that they had played their own part with
creditable distinction,

The vessel which Handforth so con-
temptuously alluded to as a barge was, in
point of fact, a singularly well-appointed
craft of much distinction. In some ways it
rescmbled a galley, for it was propelled by
means of great sweeps. Yet Handforth
wasn’t far wrong in his general idea, for the
ship might well be described as the
royal barge of Northestria,

1t carried the Princess Mercia herseli—the
reigning” monarch of this strange, isolated
nation hidden in the wastes of the Arctic.
After all, she was only a mere girl—not older
than seventeen—and it was a necessary pre-
caution that she should be convered to a
place of safety, far from the battle zone.

Her cscort was the Royal Bodyguard, and
the Royal DBodyguard consisted of St
Frank’s fellows, from the highest officer to
the lowest subordinate. Even the princess’
ladies-in-waiting were mainly composed of
girls from the Moor View Scheol. So the
main complement of the royal barge was
largely British.

The princess herself was not only high in



4 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

spirits, but her eyes were sparkling with
excitement and enthusiastic joy. Those
brown eyes of hers had missed nothing during
the past few hours, and she had every reason
to be grateful towards these enforced visitors
irom the outer world. _ .

IFfor Nelson Lee, Lord Dorrimore, Umlosi,
and the other members of the ill-fated air-
ship party had saved Northestria from utter
and absolute defcat. There was not a soul
in that quzaint little country who did not give
“T.co the Lionhearted ” full credit for his
masterly handling of the situation.

And now the crisis was over.

**Brothers, we can safely continue our trip
in the knowledge that all is well,” remarked
William Napoleon Browne, the genial
skipper of St. Frank’s Fifth. ‘““We have
done our bit, and Brother William is safely
in our midst. Upon the whole, we have
cvery reason to congratulate ourselves,”

““Hear, hear!”

““What-ho! Absolutely!”

Handforth thought fit to disagree.

“Rats!” he growled. *“We've got a fat lot
to congratulate ourselves! We left before
anything happencd, and we’ve only looked at
the battle from a distance.”

“Didn’t we rescue your young brother?”
asked Reggie Pitt.

“QOh, Willy!” said Handforth. “Well, I
suppose we did: but it was the young fat-
head’s fault for dropping into the lake. Why
couldn’t he have dropped two or three miles
further up the coast?”

“If he had, we should have been in the
heart of the fighting ! said Church.

“Txactly!” agreed Handforth pointedly:

Nipper grinned.

“You’re a bloodthirsty bounder, Handy,”
he said cheerfully, “VYou’d like to go
straight back now, and charge into battle,
wouldn’t you? But it can’t be done, old son.
Wec’ve got our orders, and we’ve got to carry
‘em out. The Princess Mercia has got to be
conveyed safely to Westwold Castle.”

Handforth made no comment. In his
heart, he knew that Dick Hamilton was
right. But it galled him to think that they
had just missed the most exciting part of
the grim engagement. True, they had
rescued yovng Willy Handforth from a
watery death in the lake, and had delayed
their own journey considerably by so doing.
But, fortunately, no harm had been done.

And now the battle was over.

The aggressive Gothlanders, under their
Overlord, Kassker the Grim, had been turned
back., The enemy fleets were now scattered
all over the lake, disordered and disorganiscd.
They were fleecing back to Gothland. Alany
of these enemy ships were in view, and could
be seen fromn the royal craft as it turned to-
wards a rugged river-mouth on the
Northestrian coast.

There had been many thrills of late.

The St. Frank’s fellows and Moor View
girls had been guests on Lord Dorrimore’s
airship for just a few hours; they had been

carried northwards with the idea of spending
a fortnight on the dear old Wanderer,
Dorrie’s famous yacht, which was anchored
in a quiet bay olf a deserted coast in the far
North. The yacht had been equipped as a
base for the great dirigible.

But unexpected disaster had
every plan.

Dorrie had brought this airship up into
the Arctic so that he could search for a lost
friend—a rash explorer, who had ventured
on a flight to the North Pole by acroplane.
Iiven while the rescue airship had been
sccured to her mooring-mast the latter had
given way, and part of the great ship had
fouled the wreckage, rendering her uncon-
trollable in the gale.

And so the whole party had been blown
into the unknown wastes of the Arctic night.
Nomne of them quite knew how they had sur-
vived, for the blizzards had been so terrific
that every soul had expeected disaster and
death.

And then, just when things had scemed at
their worst—when the fury of the clements
had been utterly demoniac—the creat airship
had been hurled over the tortured elements
into a strange zone of peace. She had been
pitched there like a shuttlecock, and it was
only by a miracle that she had escaped
destruction in the upper air.

Crippled, losing gas rapidly, the Titan had
drifted, and had descended to earth in this
unheard-of oasis of the frozen North., It was
a huge natural basin, hundreds of miles in

shattered

extent, entirely surrounded by frowning
mountains and  glaciers. There were

volcanoes, too—such volcanoes as the outer
world had never suspected.

Although the entire upper air of this basin
was  everlastingly  tortured, the lower
almosphere  was calm and equable in
temperature. Ifor the volecanic nature of the
whole district made 1t more or less sub-
tropical. Down herc there were forests,
hills and valleys. A false daylight flocded the
oasis with radiance. IYor those great volecanocs
reflected their white-hot fires upon the ever-
lasting muists of the upper air. I'ar, far above
there was never any peace, Storms raged
year in, vear out. But not the faintest echo
of their fury came down to the nestling
hills and valleys of 1his miniature world.

Having safely landed—although the airship
had been wrecked beyond all possibility of
repair—the adventurers had found themselves
in a whirl of unexpeeted exettements, Tor
here hived pcople of the Middle Ages, it
scemed.  There were walled eities, moatad
castles, and vast feudal territories, cach ruled
over by its own Overlord, butl all subservient
to the Crown.

The unbidden wisitors had learned that
these pcople called themselves. the North-
estrians.  They were pure dedcendants of
Anglo-Saxon stock. In the dim past their
ancestors—so their skimpy records told—had
been trapped while on a voyage, probably to
the Netherlands. A number of primitivﬂ;l
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st:ips had been caught up in a strange current
and carried northwards, in spite of every
effort,

Nelson Lee assumed that in that long-past

ceatury there had been a gigantic
volcanic upheaval, and a powerful cur-
rent had been caused in the sca — a

current that had carried those primitive
ships helplessly on its bosom. And so the
forefathers of these Northestrians had found
themselves within the great oasis. The up-
hcavals had ceased, the seas had become
normal, and so the unfortunates bad found
themselves hemmed in—shut off from the
world.

Perhaps a similar phenomenon had taken
place centuries earlier than that, for the
Anglo-Saxons had found other inhabitants in
that stricken basin -a type of savage who
were easlly retognised as descendants of the
ancient Goths, And these savages had been
used as slaves through the centuries. |

The airship “party found Northestria and
its people asleep and heedless of approaching
peril. Indeed, at first the Britions had been
suspected—they had been imprisoned and
subjected to many indignities. But Ethel-
bert the Red, the princess’ chief adviser,
had since learned that these strangers were
actually the saviours of his race.

The Gothlanders were a brutal, warlike
tribe, and they lived on the other side of the
great cenfra! lake—the inland sea that was
the most remarkable feature of this hidden
country. Ior untold yecars the Gothlanders
had been held in contempt—they had been
regarded as an inferior race, and descrving
only of scorn. .

But Kassker the Grim, the modern Jeader
of the Gothlanders, was a man of ambition.
As Nelson Lee and Dorrie had rapidly found
out, he was a murderous tyrant of the most
villainous type, and his chief followers were
little better. And Lee had made the North-
estrians realise that their complacency was
unjustified—that the Gothland invasion, when
it came, would be a massacre.

That T.ee’s warning had been justified was
now well proved. For Kassker's men had
made their first attempt.
had swept across the lake in hundreds of
ships. But, owing to the twentieth century
methods of Leo and his helpers, the brutes
had been turned back. Vet it had been
touch and go.

And even now the danger was not past! |

CHAPTER 2.
THE SECRET OF THE COVE!"

' AD_thc Gothlanders main-
Jhanhd! tained their assault upon

the Northestrian coast,

the land would now have

& & been over-run by the
bloodthirsty invaders.

Trye, the Northestrian armies had been
hastily formed =and trained, and ithe whole

An enormous army |

nation was alive to the danger. DBut they had

never been a warlike people ,and these new
soldiers were untried and little better than
raw recruits, They would never have been
able to withstand the onslaught of Kassker's
trained armies. -

Nelson Lee's devices had started the rout,
Some clumsily contrived ‘tanks ''—made,
indeed, from the wrecked airship's gondolas
—had assisted in the defeat. First one com-
pany of the enemy had retreated in panic,
then another had caught the fever. And o,
almost before the derperate defenders could
quite realise it, this disease of fear had
spread like a plague. And once the Goth-
landers had commeénced the retreat, the issue
was decided.

Thoroughly panic-stricken, the invaders
had fled, and the other ships, laden with
troops and war materials, had turned about.
All this the St. Frank’s fellows had scen from
the royal barge as it was taken down the
coast out of the danger zone. And now the
last of the Gothlander vessecls were straggling
back to their own country—no longer a
proud, imposing armada, but a disorganised
rabble. :

And from one end of Northestria to the
other the people were rejoicing. Victory!
The enemy had been thrust back and the
battle was won—but every Northestrian knew
that Nelson Lee and the others were the real
victors,

““So far as I can sece, we might just as
well turn back,” said Handforth, as he stared
across the lake. *“Why should we take the
princess to this inland fortress now”

“Orders,” said Church briefly.

‘““Rats! Who’s orders?”

“The commander-in-chief’s.”
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“Mr. Lee’s, you mean?” asked Handforth,
frowning. “Very likely, but things are
different now. The battle’s over, so we
might just as well go back to Dunstane.
Now then, you chaps! IEase up! We'll turn
about, and make tracks for the capital! And
then we can hear all the news!”

“You ass!” muttered Church. *“It’s not
your place to give orders.”

“I'm Captain of the Bodyguard, aren’t 17"
roared Handforth.

“ A delusion, Brother Ted!” =aid Browne,
shaking his head, ‘“I have heard a rumour
to the effect that you once held that post,
but you are now a mere licutenant. I am
im command, and thus far our voyage has
progressed with success. Pray do not make
it necessary for me to remonstrate,”

Handforth glared.

“¥Yes, I'd forgotten for the minute,” he
caid bitterly. “I've been pushed out of the
captaincy, and I'm just a lieutenant now—
the same as Nipper and Pitt! There’s no
justice in this world !”

Browne smiled agreeably.

“We must learn to takg our troubles phile-
sophically. Brother Handforth,” he said
gently. “I can only advise you to hope.
Hope i1s a wonderful stimulant. Perhaps I
shall fall in battle, and then will come your
chance of promotion. One never knows.”

“You can go and eat coke!” said Hand-
forth gruffly.

““A strange way for a junior officer to
address his senior; but no matter, we will
let 1t pass,” said Browne. ‘ Experience has
taught me that any argument with you is
fraught with lurking dangers. You shall
have your own way, Brother Ted. 1
eraciously permit you to have the last word.”

Handforth was so disgusted that he didn’t
want it. He took his turn at one of the
sweeps, and resigned himself to the
inevitable.

The princess and her ladies-in-waiting now
appeared from the well-appointed deck cabin
aft, and they were all looking happy. The
voung princess felt quite safe in charge of
theze St. Frank’s fellows. There were no
others on board—not a single Northestrian
soldter.  Indeced, with the exception of the
princess and two of her native ladies and
Prince Oswy, everybody on board was
British, consisting entirely of St. Frank’s
fellows and Moor View girls.

Nelson Lee, of course, had a definite object
in sending them all to Westwold Castle. He
was assured that there could be no danger
there, and it was a good way of getting his
young charges safely out of the battle area.
Both Nelson Lee and Dorrie were hopeful of
returning to the outer world one day, and
they had no desire to go back with several
members of the youthful party. missing.

- Exactly how any escape from this oasis was
to be made was a problem which could
hardly he considered now., The airship’s

wireless was in full working order, but not

a single message could be got through. At
all events, although the operator was con-
stantly at work, he received no replies. Per-
haps the voleanic nature of this place, with
the added disadvantage of the continuous
air disturbances above, rendered- wireless
transmission an impossibility.

Lee was determined to take action soon;
but, as these pecople had appointed him
commander-in-chief of their armies, he could
do nothing else but confine his aticntions to
the grim work in hand. Indeed, it was
essential that he should do so, for the very
safety of his own party. Tor if the Goth-
landers once gained control, death for these
Britons would be swift and sudden.

Kassker the Grim had sworn to annihilate
them, for he knew how effectively they had
helped the Northestrians to defeat his hordes.
So, in helping the fair princess, Nelson Leo
and Lord Dorrimore were also helping their
own party. )

Westwold Castle was, according to Ethel-
bert the Red, a spot where perfect safety
could be found. Even if Northestria was
over-run by the enemy, Westwold would
provide a haven of refuge for the princess.
It was a moated castle, some way up one
of the smaller rivers.

This river was entered by means of a
gorge. A rocky cove opened up, and the
gorge drove inland between frowning cliffs.
There could bo no question of danger now,
since the enemy had not landed on this
remote part of the Northestrian coast. And
once the barge was well up the river, with
that narrow gorge behind it, there could be
no chance of pursuit. And William Napoleon
Browne was determined to carry out his trust
to the letter. Soldiers were waiting at West-
wold, the trained troops of the local Overlord.
Everything, in fact, was in readiness for the
princess’ reception. |

Prince Oswy, who accompanied his sister,
was & mere child; but one day it was hoped
that he would ascend the throne. So his ?iefa
was valuable, and Browne would not be con-
tent until his charges were safely delivered
behind the gates of Westwold. The other
St. Frank’s fellows wero entirely in agrece-
ment with their captain. Handforth,
naturally,, was in opposition. Life meant
nothing for him unless he opposed everybody
about him.

The Royal craft was already swinging
round into the cove, and more than one
of the Remove fellows felt that this trip was
a little more than they had bargained for..
It was hard work, wielding those great oars,
and the vessel itself was by no means a racer.
She plunged along rather clumsily, answering
slowly to her helm, and sluggishly to the pull
of the sweeps.

“It’ll be a jolly good thing when we finish
this trip,” remarked Tommy Watson, as he
took a brief rest. ‘““How much farther is it
to Westwold, anyhow?” |

“Two miles up the river, I understand,”
replied Nipper. '
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Tommy pulled & long face.

“ Against the current,” he grumbled.

-¢‘Tt’s not powerful—only just an casy flow,”
stuiled Nipper. “I should think it’]ll take
us another three hours, at the most.”

“Begad!” said Sir Montie Tregellis-West.
¢“Three houss, dear old boy? An’ we haven’t
caten for over four! That’'ll make scven
Lours without a feed!”

“It was very thoughtless of them not to
pack up some sandwiches, and provide a few
thermos flasks!”’ said Nipper dryly. ‘““Never
mind, my lads—we shall survive, I dare say.
We're fairly into the gorge by now.”

The open lake had been left, and the
rugged cliffs rose on both sides. On this
part of the coast there were no villages, for
the land was barren and rocky. There was
no sign of human life anywhere.

At least, so it appeared at first. But before
the Royal vessel had progressed another
hundred yards, a surprise came. From be-
yvond a jutting spur of rock appecared a great
galley, and the vessel borec down menacingly
upon the schoolboy knight-errants and their
charees.

—— T ————

CHAPTER 3.
THE PIRATE

&l S yet, the strange galley
k] was nearly half a mile dis-
tant, having appeared s0
dramatically from the rocks
on the other side of the
wide cove. It almost scemed that that craft

had been lying in wait.
of Fifth.

“Hallo!” said Stevens
“Who's this?”

“I don’t know; but I don’t like her looks!”
replied DBrowne, staring across the calm
waters of the bay. ‘ Brothers, we must be
recady for action.”

“ By Jove!” breathed Nipper.
suspect——"’

“I may be wrong—I trust I am wide of
the mark—but I have a feeling that there
is dirty work afoot,” said Browne calmly.
“Seldom have I seen such a sinister-looking
craft as this.”

They were all staring at the approaching
vessel, and many of the fellows at the sweeps
relaxed their cfforts in their curiosity, It
scemed incredible to them that there could
. be any danger. Handforth, in fact, laughed
outright.

“Rats!” he said. “This is a Northestrian
ship—sent here on purpose to guard the bay
until we arrived, I expect. You're not sug-
gesting,” Browne, that she’s a Gothlander, I
suppose ?" .

Browne was looking very perturbed.

“ Neither Gothlander nor Northestrian,” he
said significantly.

Handforth stared.
““There aren’t any others, you chump!” he

i‘fta:;:rted. “Yeu know as well as do
i f—-"

CGALLELY.

the

“You don’t

“A pirate!” broke in Nipper with a jump.

“Ixactly,” muttered Browne. ¢ Such,
Brother Hamilton, is my fear.”

“0Oh, corks!”

“A pirate!”

“Odds corsairs and galley slaves!” ejacu-
lated Archie Glenthorne. “I mean to say,
yo-ho for the Spanish Main—what? Dash
it, we shall all be walking the plank next!
Life, laddies, i3 becoming somewhat too
strenuous for the Pride of the Glenthornes!
Absolutely !’

Handforth took a deep breath.

“ Pirates!” he said tensely. **By George!
Of course! I guessed she was a pirate as
soon as I set eyes on her! Good! This
means a scrap!”

“You hopeless optimist!” snapped Nipper.
“What chance shall we have against a galley
like this? It’s over twice our size, and she
seems to be swarming with men. Pirates!
Hang it, the thing seems impossible! Yo
shall wake up soon.”

Browne shook his head.

“Unfortunately, we are dealing with reali-
ties,” he said pgravely. ‘ Possibly we are
mistaken, but there is something about thie
galley which -looks unhealthy., We were told
of no escorting vessel. We were led to be-
lieve that this gorge would be quite open and
deserted. 1 venturce to suggest that there is
no premeditated work here whatever. Merely
a mischance, brothers. The meeting is as
much a surprise to them as it is to us; but
the odds are all on their side.” :

This was true enough. And the galley was
now approaching with greater speed than
ever. That she was a pirate ship became
more and more obvious. Men could even be
seen on the gangway amidships, wielding
heavy whips, lashing the unfortunate galley
slaves at the sweeps.

Curiously enough, nobody had taken the
possibility of pirate intervention into account.
When Nelson Lec had sent this R.yal ship
on her journey, he had feared that the Goth-
lander invaders would swoop down in their
thousands, and he had dispatched the St.
Frank’s fellows in charge of the princess at
an hour’s notice. None of the Northestrians
had warned him of pirates. On the contrary,
they had assured him that the Royal ship
would have a free and unhampered journey.

As Browne had said, it was probably a pure
mischance.

For years prior to the recent enmity the
Northestrians and the Gothlanders had de-
veloped a considerable commerce. And trad-
ing ships had regularly plied to and fro
across the lake.

Naturally enough, perhaps, piracy had de-
veloped at the same time as the commerce.
For here was rich prey—vessels laden with
merchandise of every kind. And so speedy
galleys had made their appearance, filled
with armed ruffians, their great oars wielded
by slaves. Most of these slaves were
prisoners, men who had been ecaptured from

| raided and sunken merchant ships.
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But of late there had been little or no
traflic between the two countries, and the
pirates had been having a lean time of it.
Their headquarters were known to be among
the rocky islets in mid-lake, and it had been
the custom to swoop down suddenly upon un-
suspicious trading vessels. '

But since this commerce had practically
ceased, the majority of the pirates had gone
out of business. Perhaps this was why Lee
had received no warning of such a danger,
Piracy, nowadays, was almost dead. Prac-
tically only one galley of this type was known
to exist, and even then only rumours of it
reached the capital. But the simple fisher-
men of the coastal villages were in no doubt.
Yor this particular pirate galley had made a
habit of raiding the mainland for supplies.

Possibly this was the very galley!

In view of all the turmoil on the lake—
the clash of the opposing fleets—the pirates
had sought refuge in this gorge. She was
no warship of the ordinary type, and she
wanted to escape the chance of being em-
broiled in aetual warfare. It was an ill
chance that had led her commander to seek
shelter here.

““She’s a pirate, all right!” said Nipper
grimly “If it comes to a fight, you chaps,
we shall be done. There’s not an earthly
chance of beating them off. We didn’t come
prepared for trouble of this sort.”

“We can try to escape, though,” said Full-
wood.

. “Yes, but is it much good?”’ asked Dick
quietly.

The question was really unnecessary, for
anybody with half an eye could see that
flight was out of the question. The galley,
with its slave labour, was making double the
speed of the Royal barge, and 1t also had the
advantage of the currenf. It was impossible
for the St. Frank’s fellows to continue up
the river, and it seemed equally futile to turn
about and make for the open lake again.

There simply wasn’t time for such
manceuvres. The pirate was almost upon
them.

The Princess Mercia heard echoes of the
alarm. And she was ‘now looking at the
approaching galley with deep concern. Her
two mnative ladies-in-waiting were visibly
affrighted, although the Moor View girls
were far more curious than scared.

“Is there any danger, your Majesty?”
asked Irene Manners wonderingly.

“I fear sol” replied the princess. *“For
this galley is surely a pirate! We thought
not of such dangers when we set forth.”

““Oh, but surely they won’t dare to attack
us?” asked Doris Berkeley. “It’s too
absurd! They must know that they’ll be
caught and executed if they dare anything

gso rash. It’s more in their line to raid
helpless villages.”

“But see!” said Mercia, pointing. * They
come apace.”
There was no denying the aggressive

appearance of the galley. Exactly what the

pirates could hope to gain was a mystery.
There was no plunder on this ship, and, as
Doris had pointed out, it seemed like sheer
madness for the pirates to attack. For, if
they did so, the news would fly rapidly, and
then a hundred Northestrian boats would
search for the pirates, and wipe them out.
It seemed far more likely that the outlaws
would give the Royal vessel a wide berth.

And yet the galley still surged onwards.

And now there was no doubt whatever
regarding her intention. Men could be seen
waiting on her bulwarks, ready to spring
aboard the Royal barge at the moment of
contact. Raucous orders were being shouted,
and the motley throng of rufians out-
numbered the bodyguard by three or four
to one.

““Oh, what can we do?” asked Irene, in

alarm. _

““Fear not!” said the princess. “ They will
not dare harm us.”

“We’ll fight!” roared Handforth excitedly.
“Get ready, you chaps! As soon as these
rotters try to board us, slam into ’em!”

““Hear, hear!” :

“St. Frank’s for ever!”

The fellows at the oars abandoned them,
and reached for-any handy object that might
serve ag a weapon. For now, at the last
moment, it was clear that a fight was in-
evitable, and equally clear that flight was
impossible.

William Napoleon Browne pursed his lips.

“Stay!” he shouted. “Let them take us!”

“What ?” yelled a dozen juniors.

“We must surrender!” shouted Browne.
““Steady, brothers! When these brutes come
aboard, make no attempt to hinder them|”

“You're mad!” gasped  Handforth.
“You’re off your rocker!”
CHAPTER 4.

A STARTLING DISCOVERY.
UT Browne was very sane,

and he was proving his
qualities as a leader, as
compared with the ex-

_ citable Handforth’s,
For f’,hlS was indeed a case where surrender
was wise and in no way cowardly.

Browne had seen at one glance that fight-
ing would be fatal—that resistance would
only lead to unnecessary bloodshed.  What
good would it do if half these youngsters
gave their lives for absolutely nothing? The
pirates were so overwhelmingly superior that
a defeat was certain.

Far better, then, courageously to surrender.

Nipper agreed with Browne wholeheartedly,
and so did' such fellows as Fullwood and
Reggie Pitt. They had cool heads, and they
could see the futility of any fight. It went
against the grain, but they were not super-
beings, and could not perform miracles. As
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Maddened by Siegan’s vicious kick, Handforth fore frantically at his chains.

“* You coward ! ?* he pan‘ed.

¢ I'll make you pay for that ! ?»

members of _the bodyguard, they were all
armed with swords.

But they were opposed to at least a hun-
dred pirates—ruffians with pikes and other
deadly weapons. It would be little short of
suicide to engage such an cnemy as this.

Crash!

The two vesscls came together, the
oars of the Royal craft being smashed

1dle
to

matchwoord. In a second the air was filled
with wild and alarming shouls. Confusion
reizned.

“*Hold your swords!” roared Browne. “We
surrender!”

“ITis well!” shouted the pirate leader as
lie leapt aboard. “Thou art wise in such a
decision. Remember my orders, men! No
blood is to be spilt; none of these young
puppies are to be harmed.”

Browne siched.

“Alas!” he murmured. “It seems, then,
that wo could have had a smack at them,
after all. They didn’t mean to perform their
little massacre, in any case. Life is full of
such blows.”

There was no fight—although, of course,
Handforth iznored all orders, and went into
action on his own. He was lucky to escape
aitve, for he was beset by a dozen pirates,
and he was quickly disarmed and subdued.

The young princess had remained near the

doorway of her cabin throughout, watching
the scene with wide eyes. She had gone
pale, but otherwise she held herself well In
hand. But her two native ladies were in a
sad condition of fright. Irvene & Co. just
watched with breathless excitement.

“What is this?” murmured the princess
suddenly. “In faith, do mine eyes deccive
me, ov is it a truth? Siegan! ’'Tis Siegan,
as I livel”

The pirate commandcr turned, and swept
off his hat.

“We meet again, fair Majesty!” he said
mockingly as ho bowed. “But methinks
this time the circumstances are more
favourable. Thou art in no danger, so let
the colour return to thy pallid cheeks.”

The princess’ eves blazed.

“I fear not a cur such as thou!” she
retorted proudly.
Qicean the Slim scowled.
tormie 3dle talk!” he snapped. “You are
PP

all my prisoners, and ’twill go ill with any
of theso boys if they attempt mischief.”

“Siegan the Slim!” shouted Handforth,
staring. “The rotter I smashed in combat!
The ex-captain of the bodyguard!”

“Yes, by Jove, the same man!” said
Nipper. “We wondered what had become of
him—and now we know! He's turned

LR

pirate !



10

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Siegan, 'a man with vicious-looking ejyes,
nodded.

““Ay, pirate!” he agreed. ‘““What else?
Thou knewest naught of my escape from
prison, good Majesty! Ay, ’twas well con-
cealed. from thee, I doubt not! A- outcast
and an outlaw, to whom could I turn but
to these good friends of the lake? And now,
by the bones of Sarus, ’tis my hour!”

There was something wickedly sinister in
his tone. This man had been the captain of
the Royal bodyguard, and Handforth had
defeated him with his bare fists., Since then,
none of the St. Frank’s fellows had given
the man a thought. But here he was—an
avowed pirate.

Disgraced and outlawed, it was clear that
he had thrown in his lot with the pirates
of the great lake. Indeed, he was .their
commander. And what a crew they were,
too

Most of them were Gothlanders, as the
juniors could seo by their bestial faces.
Others were Northestrians, however—rogues
who had been driven out of decent society
by their very habits. This motley mob, in-
deed, represented the scum of both races.

And Siegan’s present activity could be
guessed at.

In all probability he had been hiding in
this cove by mere chance. Recognising the
Royal barge, however, his quick brain had
decided upon a sudden coup, and so he had
seized the vessel and all her company.

But what could his object be? What could
he hope to gain by this act of madness?
IIe surely knew that he would have a thou-
sand men on his trail as soon as this know-
ledge reached the ears of Ethelbert the Red,
Northestria’s real ruler and the princess’ chief
adviser.

But Siegan secemed perfectly cool and
calm. He had changed greatly during the
course of the past week or so—since his
public disgrace. TIHe had allowed his beard
to grow, and his hair was matted and untidy.
His clothing was soiled, and his whole appear-
ance was like that of a ruffian. Association
with these pirates had quickly had effect.
Siegan the Slim was as ruffianly as any ~f
his associates, and his rapid descent seemed
to indicate that he had found his true level.

““Thou art rash, Siegan!” said the princess

quictly. “It were better for thee to order
our release. Naught but disaster will over-
take thee——"

“YI know what T am doing, my proud
Mercia!” c-interrupted Siegan sneeringly.
“By St. Attalus! The boy is here, too,” he
added in a gloating voice. ‘“The young
Oswy! ’Tis a greater coup than I antici-
pated! Marry, but my triumph will be

complete 1"

“You idiot!” roared Handforth. “You’l
all be wiped out for this! If you dare to
harm any of us——-"

“A murrain take theed” snarled Siegan,

turning upon him with blazing eyes. ¢ Thou

art the youth! I have full reason to remecin- |

ber thee, thou cur! And well shalt thou
suffer! My memory is good!”

Chureh and MeClure and the other iellows
were alarmed, for they half expected to see
Handforth done to death on the spot. This
man naturally had a terrible grudge against
Edward Oswald. For the leader of Study D
had not only disgraced him in public, but,
owing to that combat, Siegan had lost
favour with the princess, and had been
thrown into prison.

He had a big score to settle with Hand-
forth! But Siegan included all these boys in
his enmity, it seemed. His expression, as he
looked them over, was proof enough of his
evii designs,

And while this was taking place, Irene &
Co. were acting in a somewhat curious
manner. Far from accepting this situation
with plucky reserve, they were fairly whim-
pering with fright, clinging to one another
like helpless children. And more than one
St. Frank’s fellow was looking at them in
wonder.

The girls presented a sorry picture.

Sobbing and whimpering, they were clus-
tered round the princess, their eyes large with
terror, their limbs scarcely stable enough to
support them.

“My only hat!” muttered Handforth, as
he stared.

“Ass!”  whispered Church. “They’re
bluffing !”
“Th? What the dickens——"

“They must be!” insisted Church,
wouldn’t aect like that otherwise.”

Handforth looked relieved, but he was very
puzzled. Why were the girls behaving as
though they were bereft of all courage?

The rcasbn was not far to seek.

The princess’ two native ladies-in-waiting
were so”timid and frightened that Irene &
Co. had at first felt very uncomfortable,
These Northestrian ladies, it seemed, were -
very frail and fragile. So Irene Manners
decided that it was up to the rest of them

“They

to act in the same way—so as not to appear
brazen in the princess’ eyes. Timidity
secemed to be expected of them, so they

obliged.
The girls had another reason, too. ,
It might help them, later on, if they made
a big pretence of being helpless. They would
be treated with contempt, and thus they
might escape indignities that would otherwise
be heaped upon them.

L]

CHAPTER 5.

THE SCHOOLBOY GALLEY-
SLAVES!

| IEGAN THI SLIM was evi-
- denily a man of action.
He turned to a group of
his subordinates, and gave
them  some muttered
The men regarded him askance.

orders.
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IX

¢ Well, fools!” snarled Siegan.

A s a risky thing, bold Siegan——"" began
one of thewm. _

“ By St. Guthric! Am I to be questioned
by such scum as thou?” roared the pirato
chief. ¢ Out upon thee, Aspar! Do as I bid,
or 'twill go hard with thece! I am here to be
obeyed !”

The man turned aside, scowling. It was
fairly obvious that the rank aund file of the
pirates were alarmed. They did not like this
enterprise at all. It seemed to them, likely
enough, that they were deliberately running
their heads into a noose. To seize the
roval barge, and all its occupants, was a feat
they had never bargained for.

What would be the inevitable result? A
vast uproar throughout the whole of North-
estria—a grim search for the captives—and
death to their captors. And how could this
onc pirate craft hope to defy, not only the
Northestrians, but these accursed strangers,
with their own uncanny craft? Certainly, it
seenied to Siegan’s followers that the pro-
cceding was rash.

But Siegan the Slim was perfectly at case.

“Think yo I am mad?’ he asked gruffly.
“I know what I do! There will be no
danger—but wealth! By this one stroke we
make ourszelves secure for life—ay, and gain
high favour, too!”

e said no more than that, but insisted
upon his orders being carried out.

The Roval bodyguard was helpless—much
to their chagrin. But even Handforth was
now realising {hat William Napoleon
Browne's attitude was the correct one. At
least, thev were all alive and unharmed. On
the other hand, had they shown fight, it was
a certainty that they would have been slain.
Siegan may have given orders that no blood
was to be shed, but, in a desperate fight.
these pirates would not have remembered
such unnatural instructions.

“Things look very bad, my lads,” mur-

“What ails

mured Nipper. “But we can’t do better
than maintain old Browne’s policy. We'll

take a tip from the girl, too, and pretend to
‘be scared out of our wits.”

“It goes frightfully against the grain, old
boy, but I suppose you're right,” said
Archie. I mean to say, we'll make these
dashed Dblighters think we’re a platoon of
milksops, what? Good gad! The old Glen-
thorne blood rises against it, but it’s got to
be done.”

“Rot!” growled Handforth. “I’m :poing
to take a smack at Siegan as soon as I get
near him!”

“Handy, vou'll be crazy if you do!” urged
Church, ~ “Can’t you see that Nipper's
right?”

“Blow Nipper!” _

“And Browne’s right, too!” put in
McClure.,  “There’s 1%0 sense in Eghting
when the odds are all against us.”

“Odds!” retorted ‘Handforth,
count the odds!”

“I never

side.

“I know you don't,” said Church bitterly,
““And one of these days you’ll never count
anything else, either! Bo reasonable,
Haudy ! These pirates are armed with swords
and cutlasses and pikes, and goodness knows
what clse.  They're double our size, and
they're three to one against us. And they've
all murderers—pirates who have been preying
on trading ships for years! We're lucky to
be alive now, so we don’t want deliberately to
ask for trouble.” -

Handforth grunted.  Not being exactly
devoid of wits, he knew that the others were
right. But he felt that it was nccessary for
him to oppose them—if only for the sake of
argument. Edward Oswald was one of the
best chaps in the world, but-occasionally he
could be exasperating to a degrec.

As it happened, he had no chance to argue
further.

Siegan the -Slim was giving more orders,
and a numnber of the pirates were hustling tho
St. Frank’s [ellows, and edging them towards
the side of the vessel.

“Over with ye!” roarcd one of the men.
““ Aboard the galley, ye puppies!”

But there was no help for it..

The entire bodyguard—which, indeed, con-
sisted of the Remove juniors, the two Fifth-
Formers, Boots and Christine of the Fourth,
and Willy & Co. of the Third—was trans-
ferred to the pirate galley. There were about
twenty of them all told—strong, healthy
youngsters who were simply longing to fight
these ruffians. But the pirates numbered full
seventy, and had all the advantage.

Curbing their inward fury, the St. Frank's
crowd tumbled over the bulwsrks of the
galley, and were there seized upon by’ other
pirates. They were placed in groups of fivo
as they came, and held in thesc groups.

In the meantime, certain aetivities were
afoot among the galley-slaves. A number of
theso hapless wretches were being unchained,
and the movement was a significant one.
The juniors watched, with a dim suspicion of
what was coming.

This pirate craft was a galley of the recog-

‘nised pattern—similar to those deadly vessels

which were once the sc‘our_ge of _lhe Mediter-
rancan—manned by corsairs, with Christian
slaves at the oars.

There were slaves here, too—men who had
been captured for the purpose. They wero a
pitiable-looking lot. Each great sweep
had five men to it, and all were chained to
their seats.

Right down the centre of the galley ran a
wide gangway, with the oar-pits on either
In all, there were twenty oars—a
hundred slaves to propel this ship through
the waler. Up and down the gangway strode
the burliest of the pirates—armed with crue!
lashes. Every slave was bare to the waist,
and many of them bore ugly scars across
their backs.

The juniors were horrified by the very near-
ness of this terror.

And DPrincess Mercia herself was not
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spared. She was transferred to the galley,
too, with Lady Githa and Lady Ilfrida, her
two native companions. The Moor View
girls were taken aboard immediately after-
wards. And all weroe escorted into the
galley’s great cabin by Siegan himself.

“Tear naught, gentle ladies,” said Siegan
mockingly. **Yo shall have this chamber to
yourselves, and none shall disturb ye. 1
may be a pirate, but I am still a gentleman!’

"“Thou art flattering thyself, knave!” re-
torted the princess coldly.

He laughed, and turned aside. Many of
his men were now manning the Royal barge,
and the unchained slaves were being hustled
across to take their places at the captive

vessel’s oars. )
And into their vacant scats the St. Frank’s

fellows were thrust.

“"ig well I’ gloated Siegan. ‘‘Chain them
tightly, my bold henchmen! Let them have
a taste of the whip, too. Never did 1 hope
for such sweet revenge as this!” .

“YTook!” murmured Irene Alanners, as she
peered through the window of the cabin.
“Took, Doris! They’'re chaining them all to
the oars!”

“The brutes!” said Doris hotly. *Don’t
worry, Renie—they'll pay for this before
long!” ;

“J hope so,” said Irene quictly. “But how
can we bo sure? I believe they're goimng to
take us out to those islands! Or-—or perhaps
” She paused, and a startled expression
- came into her eyes. ‘“Oh!” she went on. I

wonder !”

“You asked Mary

Summers.
“Why, don’t you remember?’ breathed

Irene. ‘“Wasn't there some talk of Siegan
being a paid spy for Kassker? Perhaps he
means to take us all into Gothland—priseners!
And that’s why he is so confident!” )

“Thero’s nothing like being cheerful !"’ said
Doris drily. “So we might be taken into
Gothland, eh? What a lovely prospect!”

All the girls knew that Irene had made a
shrewd guess, and the prospect was enough to
alarm the stoutest heart. Siegan’s very com-
placency seemed to indicate that he planned
something deeper than a mere act of piracy.

Undoubtedly, Siegan was looking flushed
with {iriumph. Would he have looked like
that if he had not conceived some master-
stroke? The Gothlanders were routed—{fly-
ing back in disorder to their own land. But
what a reversal of the whole position if the
Princess Mercia and her young brother were
taken by the enemy!

wonder what?”

CHAPTER 6.
SIEGAN TALES TOO MUOH!'

O0D gad!”

Archie Glenthorne gazed
in dismay at his delicate,
shapely wrists. Rough
iron cuffs had been

clamped about them, and he was securely

chained to the middle section of one of the
great oars. With him, two on either side,
were Dick Hamilton and Tregellis-West, and
Ralph Leslie IFullwood and Clive Russell.
All the other fellows were chained to other
sweeps in the same way~—five apiece, Iour
of the powerful oars were thus manned, the
other sixteen, of coursze, still being in charge

It of the slaves.

A miserable, wretched-looking crew they

were! Long weeks of hardship had reduced
them +to craven, spineless caricatures of
humanity, None had shaved since the first

moment of iheir slavery, necither had their
hair been cut, They were matted, dirty, and
altogether repulsive. Not that this was their
fault, poor beggars! Chained to those oars,
day in, day out, life had ceased to be life,
and had become a tortured existence.

Siegan the Slim came down the gangway,

and surveyed his new slaves with open
exultation,
““So-ho, my fine striplings!” he jeered.

“A taste of hard work will do ye good, I
dare swear! And, i'faith, ye shall work
now! Beshrew ye for the mischievous brats
yo are! Work—work until ye drop! That’s
the order!” :

Most of the fellows had sense enough to
keep quiet, but the irrepressible Handforth,
who was nearest the gangway, glared defiance
into Siegan’s face.

“All  right—jeer away!” he snapped.
“It’s your turn now, you ruffian, but ours’ll
come soon !”’

Siegan roared with laughter.

“Ho-ho! Bold, fine words from a galley-
slave!” he glodated. “TFool! Thinkest thou
there will be any escape? Naught but death
will release thee from this bondage!”

“We'll see about that!” roared Handforth
fiercely.

“Thou wilt!” retorted Siegan. “Once
these padlocks are fastened around thy
wrists—cven as now—death alone bringeth
their release. -Thou art chained to that oar
from now until the hour of thy perishing
comes. Thou art a galley-slave, boy—and
there i3 no future for a galley-slave except
slavery !”

The fellows were horrified—sickened by the
grim conviction which Siegan’s tone carried.
There was something appalling in this situa-
tion. And it had come about so abruptly,
too—so unexpectedly.

Less than an hour earlier the fellows had
felt joyous in the knowledge that the enemy
was beaten. They were escorting their
precious charges to that inland fortress, where
no harm could befall them.

And now—what a difference!
~ All of them captives in the
a ruthless foe!

The girls, too, were not altogether acting
a part. Their terror, although largely
exaggerated outwardly, was real enough. It
gseemmed to them that this was a real disaster,
and that the future was entirely black.
What help could reach them?

They were supposed to be in safety, and

hands of
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all the available Northestrian ships were
many miles up the lake. Before any rescue
hunt could be organised, this pirate galley
would be far across the lake—beyond reach.

¢« YVou're mad!” said Handforth, as he con-
tinued to glare into Siegan’s face. “Just
wait until Mr. Lee or Dorric gets to hear of
this! They'll sweep up with the motor-boat,
or the aeroplane, and you'll be wiped out!”

¢“Hear, hear!”

¢ Good for you, Handy !”

Siegan the Slim scowled viciously.

“1 fear not thy friends, .young cur!” he
sparled. *‘Ere they can know of this affair,
wo shall be in safety. Silence, or 'twill go ill

with thee! Enough of this insolence! Thou
art a slave, and——"
‘Rats!” retorted Handforth. “I'm not

afraid of you, you enake!”

Thud |

Siegan’s heavy boot swept out, and the
point of it caught tfhe unfortunate Edward
Oswald on the side of his head. He reeled,
and his face went deathly pale, only to
flush erimson.

“You coward!” he panted dizzily.

Handforth wrenched madly at his_chains,
but it was useless. :

“T'll pay you back for that!” he muttered.
‘1‘ By George! I shall get my chance before
Ong___ll "

“PDon’t, Handy—don't!” breathed Church
miserably. “You'll only goad him again.”

It seemed that Siegan the Slim was about
to deliver another murderous kick, but he
thought better of it, and laughed jeeringly.

“1 waste my time!” he snapped. *‘ What
manncr of fool I am to converse with dogs
of slaves? Hey! Come, yve csrrion!” he
added, beckoning to a group of the pirates.
““Hither with the whips! Let these young
pups taste the lash if they work less hard than
their fellows!”

Siegan walked away, and most of the
juniors took a little breath of relief. They
had been half-expecting a tragedy, for Hand-
forth was a reckless idiot at the best of times.

“You’'d better go easy, Handy, old man,”
said Nipper, from the next oar. “ We're help-
less now, and there's no sense in inviting
such kicks.”

‘““Are we going to take this Iying down,
then?” asked Handforth thickly.

“YWhat else can we do?”

“You—you boneless sardine!”

ejaculated
Handforth.

“We're St. Frank’s chaps, aren't
we? Are we going to knuckle under to these
filthy pirates? Not likely! Up, the
Remove! Down with—"

“Steady, Ted!” broke in Willy soberly.

“ ok 2 =

“I said, steady!” said Willy. “I'm with
you heart and soul when there’s a chance of
escape—even if it's only a hundred to one
chance. But all this ¢ Up, the Remove !’ stuff
sounds silly.”

:’Sllly!“ Lreathed Handforth darkly.
. "Potty!” said Willy. “What's the good of
1#? How the dickens can we get up when

we're chained down? You'll only get one of
those whips across your shoulders if you keep
up this attitude—and that won't help us, will
it? This i3 one of .those cases where we've
got to possess our souls in patience, as some
Johnny oncesaid. Strategy, my son !”

“By George!” said his major, with a start.

“0Of course, you'd thought of that already,”
wenb on Willy cunninglv, “There’s nothing
like strategy, Ted. We'll pretend to be secared
into fits, and we'll cringe and crouch down
whenever Siegan comes near us. He's a con-
ceited fool, and we can bluff him as easy
as falling off a form. That's your game,
131?;E,it ? That’s the idea you've got in 1nind,
eh !

Handforth gave another start.

“Bluff him, eh?’ he whispered. “By
George, rather! That's just what I was
planning in my own mind! Then, perhaps,

12

we might get a chance——

“Exactly!” said Willy, nodding. “The
girls are doing the same stunt, and there's
just a chance that we might be able to turn
the tables later on. We've got to use our
brains here—not our muscles. Think of Irene,
too. How can you get to her aid if you get
laid out by another of Seigan’s kicks?”

Handforth took a deep breath. -

“Yes, we'll pretend to be terrified,” he
murmured. ““When Siegan comes by again,
I'll eringe down and gelp like a frightened
mongrel !

Willy winked at the juniors who surrounded
him. And they wisely said nothing. The
Third-T'ormer had cleverly brought his major
round to a sensible point of view.

And Siegan, in the meantime, was talking.

In fact, he was talking too much. Theo
glamour of his victory had got into his Lead,
and he could not resist the opportunity of
revealing his plans to his chief victims. Hae
snticipated no miscarriage, so spoke freely.

““Let not thy brow be worried, good
Merecia !’ he was saying to the princess. “No
harm will come to thee or thy companions.
"Ti's my aim to adopt a simple and old-
fashioned method. Thou arbt to be held for
ransom.”’

He spoke familiarly enough, indeed, his
tone was insultingly so. But the princess
canght her breath in with a momentary note
of relief. And her ladies-in-warting listened
eagerly.

“Ransom ?" zaid Mercia. *Thou art bold,
wreteh!”

“PBoldness in a pirate is a necessary quali-
fication,” retorted Siegan.

““ And thinkest thou there is any chance
for thee?” went on the princess contemp-
tuously. “By my faith! A ranzom, forsooth!
What manner of folly i3 this? Thou wilt do
better to release us whilst thy head is still
upon those worthless shoulders of thine!”

Siegan grinned with triumph. |

“Perchance thou art misreading my state-
ment,” he said softly., “’Tis not to Ithel-
bert the Red that I shall go. I require no
ransom from Northestria.”
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- The princess opened her eyes wide.
““Not—not Gothland? You won’t hand us

to Kassker the Grim?” she faltere!, momen-

tarily staggered. .

' “Who else?” asked Siegan the Slim. “I

bargain with Kassker—and none other!”

CHAPTER 7.
THE ISLAND GROTTO.

RINCESS MERCIA had
turned pale, for she knew
that hope was now dead.

“Thou wilt bargain with
Kassker 7”7 she repeated

in a husky voice. _

“Ay, to bo sure!” said the pirate. “With

whom else? Kassker the Grim will pay a
wondrous price for such hostages, 1 doubt
not! A fortune, fair Mercia! Wealth un-
told! Lookest thou at the picture! An offer
to Kassker to hand him not only a prince
and a princess, but full twenty of these
stranger youths! Could better hostages be
secured ? And what of these young ladies?”
he went on, indicating Irene & Co. “Ay, 1
am well provided for such bargaining!”
. “You would never hand us over to the
enemy!” shouted young Prince Oswy, his
voice shrill with anger. “And thou a
Northestrian!”

“Pah!” snarled Siegan. “I am naugnt!
An outlaw—a pirate—a man whose head
would not rest on his shoulders for a day it
he set foot ashore! A Northestrian! 17
Nay, I prefer to throw in my lot with Kass-
ker’s tribe!”

. “You traitor!” ecried the princess
scathingly. q _ ‘
b “*Tis true!” cried Siegan, without a

tremor. ‘“Didst thou not spurn me, and
appoint one of these stranger youths in my
place? ’Tis now my turn, proud DMercia,
and thou wilt see that my revenge is bitter!
By the bones of Offa! ’Twill mean complete
victory for Gothland without an i
since Ethelbert must surrender in order to
save thy necks from the chopping-block!”
i He turned aside and went out.
1 “He means it, too!” said Doris Berkeley
with conviction. ‘So that’s his dodge! The
awful rotter! He’s going to hand us over
to the Gothlanders for a huge price, and sell
his own country!”
I The young princess proudly held up her
head.
i “Siegan is over-confident,”” she declared.
“Neither Ethelbert nor any other Northes-
irian  will surrender his country to
Kassker!”
| “But they’ll be forced to do so,” said
Irene quickly. “Don’t you see? They can’t
‘allow us all to diel They’ll be in such a
position that surrender will be the only pos-
stble course.”
1 “Can they not save us from this fate?”
asked the Lady Elfrida timidly.

“We can hope for it, but I don’t think

invasion, |

there’s a single chance,” replied Doris with
shrewd conviction. “You can be sure we
shall be taken to an inland fortress, and
guarded by thousands of men. And if any
attempt i1s made to rescue us, Kassker will
threaten to have us killed. No; once we
get into the Gothlanders’ hands, Northes-
tria’s fate will be scaled.” ; -

“My poor country!” murmured the prin-
cess brokenly.

Out of all this trouble there seemed to be
but one satisfactory point. The girls rea-
lised that they were in no immediate danger
—mneither, for that matter, were the lives of
the St. Frank’s fellows. They were all too
valuable to Siegan! For every life meant a
bigger ransom, a greater price! And he
would see, too, that no harm befell them,
for it would be a part of Kassker’s bargain
that they should all be handed over safely.

But what of Northestria?

Just when the Gothlanders had been driven
off, when it seemed that the defensive
measures were cntirely successful, this devas-
tating blow would fall! When Nelson lL.ee
and Lord Dorrimore and the Northestrian
leaders heard of the capture, they would be
helpless. How could they leave their prin-
cess and her brother to die? How could they
allow the other boys and girls to languish
in a Gothland prison? A rescue raid would
be futile, and thus surrender would be the
only course.

Without a doubt, Siegan the Siim had
dealt a master-stroke! : '

And all by chance—all on the spur of the
moment! That was, perhaps the most gall-
ing part of the whole affair. Greed was at
the bottom of his action—even more than
revenge. For Siegan, the outlaw, had clearly
secn that here was a chance for him to
gain not only vast wealth, but power, too.
1f he sold his prisoners to Kassker, 1t was
certain that the enemy overlord would ap-
point him to a high offlicial position. So
Siegan’s throw was a desperate one.

And he meant to act swiftly, too.

Any kind of delay might be fatal, for it
would not be so very long before the non-
arrival of the Royval barge would be talked
about. The news would spread like wild-
fire, and then ships would come searching.
It was even possible that the pirate galley’s
swoop had been witnessed by some of the
simple peasants ashore. No, there was not
a second to be lost.

Siegan knew well enough that if this plan

were to develop, he must act instantly. So
the great oars of the galley were kept
furiously at work. The majority of the
slaves toiled mechanically. But the St.

Frank’s contingent found the labour well-
nigh unendurable. i

They perspired freely, and there was no
rest.

At the first sign of slacking, the guards on
the gangway cracked their cruel whips. And
sometimes they flicked the lashes upon the
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The courier pulled his horse back on to its haunches as he gasped :

““ I bring thee ill-tidings, Lee the Lion-

hearted. The Royal Barge hath been captured by pirates—and the boys have been taken prisoner | ”

backs of their victims. Clearly, they had
been ordercd not to strike hard.

And, as some of the prisoners had sus-
pected, the mid-lake islands were the galley’s
objective. There was one rocky island, and
several jutting crags. IFor many a year they
had been the resort of pirates. It was an
impregnable fortress, this mass of rock. On
many an occasion, the combined merchants
of Northestria and Gothland had sought to
destroy the corsairs, but had never succeeded.

True, the pirates were now practically non-
existent, and it was probable that this one
galley was the sole surviving ship of the
previous villainous fleet. But this galley was
quite sufficient for Nipper & Co.

It seemed that there was no possible Iand-k

ing spot. The rocks were mainly voleanic,
and rose sheer from the water, barren and
stark, without a trace of grass or shrub.
But the appearance was deceptive.
Swinging round a jutting erag, the galley
swept into a rocky inlet, and directly ahead
lay a low cave. It was wide, but the roof
descended to within ten feet of the water.

The schoolboy galley-slaves could see

nothing of this, for they had their backs to it
as they rowed, but the girls had a clear
view. And they could now understand why
the galley was constructed on low lines.
This cave was its haunt, its harbour. Little
wonder that the pirates had never been con-
quered! For that cave enltrance could be
easily held by a handful of men against
a thousand.

On every side stretched the lake, and =0
far out was this island that all sicht of the
mainland was lost. They seemed to be upon
an open sea, and not a ship of any kind
was in view. They were alone—at the mercy
of these pirates.

The order rang out for all rowing to cease,
and oars were held still. The galley shot
into the cave entrance, and for the first time
in wecks the juniors were treated {o a taste
of darkness. In this great oasis there was
no night, since the volcanic fires were con-
tinually burning, and reflected down by the
everlasting mists of the upper air.

At first, the blackness of that cave was
bewildering.  The boys and girls were
blinded; they stared into impenetrable gloom.
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But later, when their eyes grew accustomed
to the change, they were able to see with
a fair amount of distinectness.

And they found that this was no ordinary
cave, |

The roof domed upwards just inside the
entrance, and in every direction there were
dark, mysterious grottos, penctrating far into
the rock. These grottos, doubtless, were
filled with loot—stores and other things. The
living quarters of the pirates were here, too,
in all probability.

The Royal barge was brought up along-
side the moored galley, and there was great
activity. Siegan the Slim was not waiting.

Near by, the juniors could see one or two
other galleys—smaller vessels. But, curiously
enough, all the chained slaves were ignored.
They were left at their oars, quite helpless
there, since it was an impossibility to break
those iron bends.

But the other prisoners—all those members
of the fair sex—were quickly ordered into a
boat,” and rowed to a wide ledge of rock
which formed the background of the great
cave. Hardly a word was spoken. Siegan
himself was not there, a dozen pirates form-
ing the escort.

Flaming torches were lighted, and with
three men leading the way, the - prisoners
were taken up a great flight of stairs, hewed
out of the solid rock. It seemed that these
stairs were endless, but at last a heavy
stone door was reached. It was an enormous
thing, with bolts as large as a man’s arm.

“Ye will all pass within!” growled one of
the guards.

Neither the princess nor any of the others
made comment. They went through that
doorway, and after the last of them had
passed through, the massive stone, clanged
into position, and the bolts were shot home.

““Well, this is better than the galley, any-
way,”” said Doris practically.

“Yes, but where are we?”
princess, looking round. “I would that
could punish these carrion!”

The prison was a low cave, high up the
cliff. Tt was of curious shape, with odd twists
and corners, but there seemed to be no
other exit. The roof was low, éo that it was
almost necessary to crouch when walking.
But there was a plentiful air supply, and
light, too.

For at the far end of the cave there was
a small opening, just a little gap in the
rocks. It was high above, and Doris stood
benecath it, her eyes gleaming.

“Quick!”. she said. *‘‘Give.me a hoist
up !”’

Three of the athletic Moor View girls
obeved, and a moment later Doris was peer-
ing out of that little rock opening. She
found nothing to cheer her up. Outside there
*was a brief, narrow ledge, and then sheer
rock right down to the water. A cliff, with-
out a ride or a spur. A cliff that no four-
legged creature, even, could descend or
ascend.

asked the
I.

Even the view was limited, for the opening
was set deeply into that inlet, and nothing
but frowning rocks were in sight. Deoris
tried to crane round, but she could not see
the open lake. And she realised why. No
prisoners would be placed in such a cave as
this if any passing ship could be signalléd.

No, it seemed that escape was utterly im-
possible.

" CHAPTER 8.
THE FIRST NEWS.

1 ELSON LEE stood back and
surveyed his handiwork.

“You’ll do, Dorrie,” he

seid genially.
L “I should have done .
without any of this messin’ about,” growled .
Lord Dorrimore. *Plaster here, an’ plaster
there, until I’m nothing but a botch!”

Lee chuckled. -

“My dear man, you’ve got to be patched
up,” he said. “The battle’s over, and the
wounded must be attended to. Where’s Um-
losi 7" added Lee, looking round. ' Confound
the fellow! I distinctly told him to wait!”

““He saw what you were doin’ to me, an’
naturally pgot scared,” said his lordship.
“By the Lord Harry, it’s 2 good thing there
isn’t & mirror handy, or I'd tear these in-
fernal things off!”

The famous sporting peer was grossly
exaggerating, of course, for the “infernal
things ” were merely one or two patches of
adhesive plaster which Nelson Leo had
affixed to Dorrie’s wounds, after washing
them. His lordship had got gashed on the

.arm, and in three different parts of his face.

Nelson Lee himself had hardly come off any
better, and most of the hurts were from
stray arrows, which had fortunately spent
their force before striking. Upon the whole,
Lee and his men had come through the recent
battle with amazing good fortune. There were
no serious casualties, and only a few injuries.
Ut_mlﬁsi, perhaps, was the most serious case
of all. ‘ '

The giant African chief had not been con-
tent with using a rifle, or manipulating a
machine-gun. To ride in one of the impro-
vised ‘““tanks ” had not been his idea of
battle. He had charged into the thick of
the fray with his trusty spear—and the in-
vading Gothlanders had known all about it!

Exactly how many men Umlosi had slain
nobody knew, but it was an established fact
that he had wrought havoc among the Goth-
lander ranks. Their chain-mail had had
little effect against Umlost’s terrific thrusts.

And all the Gothlanders were gone now,
all except the dead and injured. Over =a
thousand bodies were being cleared away and
buried by the Northestrian troops, and the
Red Cross stations were overcrowded witn
t-ht:{u.sands of the injured, friends and foes
alike.
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Taking all in all, however, the casualties| “That's just where he's going!” said
were light. Kassker’s savage hordes had| Nelson Lee firmly..
been beaten back. They had invaded| And, in spite of all Umlosi’s protests, he

Northestria, and they had been thrust out
again, and the last enemy transport had long
siuce vanished over the horizon of the lake.
The Gothlanders had fled back to their own
land in utter disorder.

All round Dunstane, the Northestrian capi-
tal—which had been the point of invasion—
there was joy and jubilation. Not only were
the troops celebrating the victory, but the
entire populace was intoxicated with the
wonderful achievement. In spite of Kassker’s
immense superiority, he had been beaten off.

“It was warm work while it lasted,” said
Lord Dorrimore, lighting a cigarette, ‘““but
it’s all over now, bar shoutin’.”

Lee looked at him soberly.

“Don’t you believe it, Dorrie,” he snapped.
** All over, ch? I wish it were true! Kass-
ker will come back, and we must be prepared
for a much greater onslaught than the ~.e
we have beaten.” ’

Lord Dorrimore shrugged his shop'deps.

““Oh, well, it's no good worryin’, * he said
philosophically. “If there’s guin' to be
another battle, there’ll be arother dose of
excitement, that’s all. I'm not grumblin’
ILet ’em all come! The more the merrier!”

Nelson Lee frowned.

“It’s all very well to talko that irresponsible
attitude, Dorrie, but this is no pienic,” he

Our tanks
started a panic, and it spread. You don’t
guite realise how lucky we are to be rid of
the enemy so soon.” :

Captair Waring, the airship commander,
had just come up, leading Umlosi with him.

“Y think you want the gentleman, don’t
you, Mr. Lee?” he asked dryly. ““We found
kim going down to the lake——"

““I need but to wash my trivial hurts,”
rumbled Umlosi sullenly. “What need of
messes and ointments?”’ -

“I’ve had messes an’ ointments, Umlosi,
an’ you've got to have messes an’ oint-
ments!” said Lord Dorrimore grimly., “ An’
vou look as if you need ’em, too! GQad,
that's a nasty slash on your shoulder; an’
that’s not such a pretty wound in your chest.
The man’s cut to ribbons!”

Umlosi was indeed a sorry spectacle.
Several deep gashes were visible on his great,
half-naked body. All had been bleeding, and
he was in a serious condition, to judge by
apptglarances. But his eyes blazed at Dorrie’s
words.

“They are nothing, N’Kose!” he protested.
f#Wau! Am I a baby, to be frightened by
& few scratches?
master. In mine own country I have been
really wounded in battle.”

““These little pin-pricks are just nothin’.
eh?” said Dorrie. ““You'd better take him,
Leeﬂ and bung him in hospital for a fort-
night.”

. BT “It was only by a fluke-that we]
beat the brutes off this time.

These are nothing, my |

was handed over to a group of Red Cross
men, with strict instructions that he should
he washed, bandaged, and put to bed. Tho
black giant was utterly disgusted, but as Lord
Dorrimore insisted, he made no further
demur. With him, Dorrie’s word was law.

Lee took a deep breath, and turned to
the sporting peer.

“Don’t be greedy with the cigarettes, old
man,” he smiled. ‘“I haven’t had one for
hours, and this is the first breathing
space i

“You need a good steak more than you
need a cigarette—an’ so do I,” interruptec
Lord Dorrimore. “Ye gods! Now I come
to th'nk of it, I'm hungry enough to eat
boo*-ieather!  Which way to the field-

kicchen? Tead me to somethin’ edible!”
Nelson Lee lighted his cigarette, and
nodded.

“Yes, wo need some fmd‘,” he admitted.

“We've had nothing for nearly twelve hours,
I believe. To tell the truth, I’ve rather
lost count of time.”

“I don’t wonder at it,” said Dorrie. “It’s
a frightful job to know exactly where we
are in this bally place, without any darkness
to remind us. But who’s this desperate -
gentleman ?”’ -

He was watching a horseman, a courier,
apparently, who was dashing up at the gallop,
approaching from the city walls. His ‘horse
was well-nigh exhausted, and the mag flung
himself limply out of the saddle. /=

I was dirccted to seek thec here, h—re the
Lionhcarted,”” he panted urgently. “I bring
news—ill-tidings, forsooth !”

“What 1” shouted Dorrie. “Fave the
beggars landed further down the coast?”

“Nay, ’tis concerning her Majesty I'”’ re-
plied the courier, addressing himself to Lee.
“The Royal barge has not arrived at West-
wold |*

Nelson Lec started slightly.

“Not arrived!” he repeated. “Where did
you hear this?”’

“Our men were posted on every hili-top
"twixt the capital and Westwold,” replied the
other. * As thou knowest, my lord, we have
in Northestria a system of signalling I come
from the inland town of Ixwell. where we
heard definite news of grave import.”

“And this—news ¢’ gomnnded Lee curtly.

“’Tis said by some of the coast peasants
that the Royal barge hath been captured by
a_pirate galley I’ rephed the courier. “‘Hap.
pily, ’tis only a rumour. so far, but methinks
it should be investigated forthwith I seek
my lord Ethelbert, but none can say where
he is to be found——"’
d'“He comes now,” interrupted Lee, nod-

ing.

Ethelbert the Red, the chief adviser to the
princess—the actual ruler of Northestria—
came hurrying up on horseback, and his very
expression as he dismounted indicated that he

| had heard the news.
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“Is’t possible 7’ he panted, as he joined the
others. ‘““By St. Guthric, this news has re-
duced me to a poltroon! Her Majesty cap-
tured by pirates! I'faith, ’tis unthinkable!”

“We must lose not a minute in making
close inquiries,” said Nelson Lee quickly. ‘It
certainly seems impossible. The Royal galley
was in charge of the bodyguard—"’

“Boys—mere boys!”’ broke in Ethelbert.

“Yes, but fighters!” said Dorrie pointedly.

“Of what use to be fighters against such
odds 7"’ shouted the chief adviser, in a very
frenzy of anxiety. ‘‘A pirate galley could
swoop down and slay them all in a twink-
ling.”’

‘g‘ﬁ'hy was I not warned of this?” de-
manded Lee angrily, turning a pair of
blazing eyes upon Ethelbert. “Why was I
not told that pirates were abroad? I was led
to understand that such vermin had. long
since been inactive—indeed, exterminatea!”

Ethelbert groaned. .

“I fear ’tis my fault I’” he muttered. “ Amid
these endless anxieties and excitements I
forgot such paltry knaves as pirates! There
can be but one galley, at the most—although
‘twas enough to overwhelm our dear
princess !”’

“Well, it’s no good standing here and talk-
ing,” said Lee grufily. “We've got to move
at once—and, if necessary, get after this
pirate galley, and seck it.”

“Thou art optimistic, good Lee!’’ shouted
Ethelbert. “Even with thine own wondrous
methods, ’twill be impossible to seize these
i::u'rs;"if once they have penetrated into their
air.

Nelson Lee compressed his lips.

“We'll have a good shot at it, anyway,”
he said. i

“By glory, you bet we will!’” agreed Lord
Dorrimore, with conviction.

CHAPTER 9.
| GUNTHA THE CRAFTY |
 IEGAN THE SLIM was
& - losing no time. 3
' While the princess #nd
her brother were being
escorted to that cave-

prison, far above the level of the lake, accom-
panied by the Moor View girls, the pirate
chief was busy in the great grotto below.

The smallest galley was being prepared for
a trip.

And none of the slaves were being put to
the oars. Under Siegan’s orders, the pirates
themselves manned the sweeps. And all of
that motley crew prepared to leave., Tt
scemed that none were being left on guard.

The galley was rcady within fifteen
minutes, and with the oars creaking and
splashing, the craft swept out of the low
opening, and went its way. Not a word had
been addressed to the chained slaves in the
big ealley.

e ———

“Well I’'m jiggered !”’ said Nipper, as the
pirates left. ‘ That’s rummy!”

“What’s rummy?” asked Reggie Pitt, from
a near-by seat.

“They’ve left us here without anybody in
charge of us.”

“Nothing rummy about that,” said Hand-
forth, with a sniff. “What the dickens can
we do, anyhow? These chains are as effec-
tive as prison bars!” _

And the others realised that“Handforth was
rright. ;

““Yes, there was no need to leave any
guard over us,”’ admitted William Napoleon
Brown. ¢ Alas, we are helpless. For, even
if some of us broke free, what could be done?
I fear we are very much in the soup,
brothers.”

“I’'m not a bit surprised,” said Handforth
bitterly. “It's Mr. Lee’s fault for taking the
Eﬂm?;land of the bodyguard out of my hands
+“Dry up, Handy!’ interrupted Nipper.
“prowne did the right thing!”

“ A -yhampion!” murmured Browne. ‘At
least, I i.ave one champion.””

“Don’t vorry, old man—you’ve got nearly
a score,”’ saia Nipper. “If Handy had been
in charge we .hould have been all dead by
this time, I expect. As it is, we may be pris-
oners, but we’re still alive. Just imagine it !
Galley-slaves—chained to our oars—like they
used to do in the days of the corsairs!”

““The puzzle is, where the dickens have
those rogues gone to?” asked Fullwood.
“They’re up to some mischief, I'll bet. A
special mission, too, or they wouldn’t have
gone on their own. It’s no pirate trip they’ve
undertaken.™

Nipper nodded,

“Well, we don’t happen to be blockheads,
so we can easily guess,” he said quictly.
“We're all being held as hostages—Prince
Oswy, the princess. and all the girls, too.
Ransom is the stunt, I'll guarantee.”

- “By George;, ransom!’ said Handforth.

P*‘They’ve put a price on our heads, eh ? Then

—then that means that we shall probably get
free? If thc;r pay the ransom, we’ll be
handed over?!’

“Hurrah !” yelled some of the fellows,
with great relief. ;

“Don’t cheer too soon!’ shouted Dick.
“We don’t know who we're going to be
ransomed to yet.”

“Good gad!” gasped Archie. “0Odds
horrors and ghastly prospects! Old bean,
you're not absolutely suggestin s

“I think it's far more likely that a man
like Siegan would sell uz to the Gothlanders,
rather than to his own people,’”’ interrupted
Nipper grimly. “And if that happens, we
shall be in the ox-tail up to our fiecks—as
Browne would put 1t.”

““Not necessarily, Brother Nipper,” said
Browne.

“XKassker has threatened to behead all of
us!” said Watson,

“That, I believe, is one of Kassker’s pet
ideas of a little recreation, but I am not so
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pessimistic,”” said Browne, *“We shall be
more valuable to him alive, brothers. [ take
it that Siegan will sell us to Kassker, and
that Kassker will sell us to Northestria, at
a large profit. The profit being, of course,
the surrender of Princess Mercia’s lands.”

“Yes, and as soon as Northestria has sur-
rendered, and the Gothlanders take posses-
sion, there’ll be a nice little public exhibi-
tion,” said Handforth bluntly., “A few be-
headings, or somecthing like that! So what's
the difference? As far as I can see, we're
booked for the chopping block in any case!”’

“Your reasoning powers, Brother Hand-
forth, are disconcertingly acute,”” said
Browne, shaking his head. “1I fear that you
are horribly near the truth. But let us take
heart in the knowledge that the entertain-
ment will be delayed. And I have sometimes
heard a succinet remark to the effect that
while there is life there is hope. And so,
brothers, let us hope!”

“There’s a fat lot of consolation in that!”
growled two or three voices.

Before long, the juniors began to exchange
conversation with the slaves, and they learned
quite a lot—and, incidentally, it was made
fairly clear to them that any hope of escape
was futile. Some of these men had been cap-
tive for years. It was a custom of the pirates
to leave the poor wretches chained to the oars
in this fashion. They were safe there—for
they could not possibly break those heavy
shackles,

Handforth got the wonderful idea of row-
ing away—out into the lake. But Siegan was
not such a fool as to leave the galley free.
Heavy anchor chains, locked and bolted,
secured the vessel to the rocks. And any of
the juniors, examining the iron cuffs which
encircled their wrists and ankles, knew that
nothing could be done.

And while the galley-slaves talked in this
fashion, Siegan the Slim was making good
progress across the lake, towards Gothland.
It was twenty miles from that island to the
enemy shore, but this light galley was cap-#
able of high speed. And there was something
else in Siegan’s favour, too, for after travel-
ling seven or eight miles, a ship came in
view—a crippled Gothlander craft, one that
was crawling back home after a hot en-
counter with the Northestrians. ‘

Siegan at once recognised this ship as one
of Kassker's leading vessels—with an im-
portant commander on board, in all proba-
bility. Tt was a chance that could not be
missed. The pirate galley bore down upon
the other ship.

“You think ’tis safe to approach?”’ mur-
mured one of Siegan’s companions.

““Safe !” echoed Siegan.  “What fear is
there ¥

“Mayhap there are archers aboard—and
they will readily recognise our character,”
said the other uneasily, “I'faith, we have
none too good a name on the lake! Thwere
better to go cautious.”

Siegan the Slim laughed.

“Fear naught!” he replied. “There
seemeth but little fight in this sorry craft at
the best! 'Tis full of wounded, I’li swear!
But we'll fly thein a white flag, as a token
of our friendliness.” -

Siegan’s description of the Gothlander
vessel was accurate enough, for this particular
ship was one that had fared badly in the
recent battle. Over half her company
had perished during the brief invasion,
and the rest were panic-stricken and demoral-
1ised. There were scarcely suflicient men
aboard to man the sweeps, and as a fighting
unit the ship was a ncgligible quantity.

So the pirate galley swept alongside, and
Siegan found himself looking at the figure of
a2 man he knew well by sight. And Siegun's
heart leapt, and his eyes glittered with satis-
faction. :

“ Guntha!” ho muttered. “By my soull
Guntha the Crafty I”

-

e ——

CHAPTER 10.
THE BAPRGAIN!
THA THE CRAFTY ! .

It was a name to con-
jure with, as Siegan well
knew. Kassker the Grim
had two high commanders
—two men whom he entrusted with his
armies, when it was impossible for him to
command personally. One was Attawulf the
Terrible, and the other Guntha the Cralty.

And here, looking at Sicgan, was this latter
Gothlander general!

Nothing could have suited . the pirate’s
plans better. Luck was with him, for he had
dcemed it necessary to journey right nto
(Gothland, in search of such a man. It was
far better to make his bargain here, on the
open lake, where there could be no danger
whatever. :

“What is this foolery ' thundered the
Gothlander, his voice savage and angry.
“Pirates, by my bones! Have wo not suf-
fered enough indignities this day., without
these pirate scum ?”’

“Hold!” shouted Siegan. “1 bring news
for thee, Guntha the Crafty. ’Tis in my
power fo convert thy recent defeat into an
overwhelming victory!”

““Pah! IEmpty words!”’ retorted Guntha
ferociously. “Make off, thou dog! I tarry
not with pirates!”

‘1 have prisoners,” said Siegan quickly.
“If thou art willing, good Guntha, these
prisoners can be transferred to thy care.'’

“What want I with prisoners?" snarled
Guntha, from the deck of the other ship.
“Am I not already hampered with injured
and dying ?”

“The prisoners of whom I spneak are not
soldiers,” replied Siegan cunningly. “They
are Northestrians—nobles! ’Twill well repay
thee, Guntha. if thon wilt consent to a
private conference. Iither thou wilt hear
me, or I go straight to Kassker himself.”

lUN
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Guntha stroked his great beard im-| *‘Lies—lies!’’ snarled Guntha. “I believe
patiently. not this fantastio tale. ’Tis but a trick to

““Come on board, then,” he said grufily.

“Nay—I desire thy presence with me,”
replied Siegan. “If thou art mistrustful, I
will order a dozen of my men to place them-
eelves on your ship, as hostages for thy safe
return.”

After a good deal of haggling—for neither
one nor the other trusted the situation—the
Gothlander general came aboard the pirate
galley. He was led at once into the cabin,
where Siegan lost no time in dealing his
cards,

“Thou art mistrustful of me, Guntha, but
I will soon set thy fears at rest,” he said. “I
come to thee with something worthy of the
ﬁel]mg;, and ’tis my desire to.strike a bar-
gain.’

“Apt words
Guntha.

Siegan frowned.

“Thou art in a tigerish humour, by my
soul I’’ he protested.

“Ay, and who would not be?”
Guntha., ‘“Need I tell thee what has hap-
pened? By St. Guthrie! Kassker will take
a heavy toll for this day’s defeat! In North-
estria, they may think themselves safe—but
ere long woe Gothlanders will overrun the
entire country, and make good this humilia-
tion! And thou!” he added, staring. *Thou
art a Northestrian! What is thy will 7’

“A Northestrian I”” sneered Siegan. “Nay,
good Guntha, thou art wrong. am but a
pirate—with ambitions to become a loyal sub-
ject of Kassker. In Northestria, I received
naught but kicks and slurs, I am ready to
10in forces with thee and thine own warriors.
But to business! TWhat sayest thou to the
prospect of carrying the Princess Mercia into
Gothland as a hostage 7

Guntha the Crafty stared.

“What folly is this ?” he growled. “I can-
not waste my time in such——"’

from a pirate!” retorted

snarled

“And what sayest thou to the nrospect of
carrying the Prince Oswy as a hostage, also 7’

continued Siegan.

“A plague take thee!” thundered Guntha.
“Art mad? What riddles are these 7’

“No riddles, my lord—but plain, simple
facts!”’ replied Siegan. “I have, in my
power, both the prince and the princess. At
a price, they shall be handed over to you.
There are other prisoners—other valuable
hostages. A number of these stranger youths
and maidens of whom, no doubt, vou have
heard.” :

Guntha recoiled as though he had been
struck.

“Remind me not of those aceursed
strangers!” he said thickly. “Our disasters
to-day are due to them and their monstrous
appliances——"*

‘“’Tis your chance {o seize over a score of
themn,” interrupted Siegan quickly. *‘Think,
my lord Guntha! What will Kassker say to
thee if thy ship enters Gothland with the
princess and prince as hostages ¥”

|

fool me, dog! What manner of magician art
thou, to conjure up these great personages
at thy pleasure? Nay, Siegan, I believe not
this story. Where is thy proof 7’

“Here |” retorted Siegan the Slim,

He produced evidence—the Royal necklets
of Princess Mercia and Prince Oswy. He had
taken care to remove these insignia before
making his journey. Guntha the Crafty
stared at them dazedly, and then picked them
up.
““Marry, but they seem genuine——"" He
broke off, and picked the necklets up from the
table. “ By my bones, ’tis true!”’

Siegan watched him as he continued his
examination. The pirate knew well enough
that these trinkets would provide satisfactory
procf. Ior they were unmistakable emblems,
and the very fact that they were in Siegan’s
possession could mean but one thing. Unless
he had those Royal persons in his power,
how could he have become possessed of these
mitimate trinkets?

“Is’t enough 7" asked Siegan gently.

“The picture doth blind me!” mutitered
Guntha, in a breathless voice. ‘‘Meanest
thou I can take these two into Gothland 7’

“Ay, and a score of the stranger vouihs,
too,” replied Sicgan gloatingly. ‘“Rare host-
ages, Guntha! And worth much gold, I vow!
Thou art a man of power—of authority ! Thy
guarantees will satisfy me.”

The Gothlander chief was overwhelmed with
triumph.

“’Tywill mean victory—vast, overwhelming
victory !” he muttered. “And I will be the
man to gain this fame! If I can but carry
such hostages to Kassker, those dogs of
Northestrians will be obliged to capitulate.
hAy, and Kassker can make what terms pleases

im!”’

“’Tis worth a fortune,” said Siegan. ““ And
'tis part of my bargain, Guntha, that I shall
be placed in a position of high command.”

Guntha the Crafty waved his hand.

“Be sure thy reward will be ample,” he
said quickly. ‘““Where arc these Northestrian
nobles? Where are these stranger youths
and maidens? DBring them forth!”’

Siegan shook his head.

““I am not such a fool as to bring them on
this galley,” he replied. ‘“They are in safe
keeping—and will be handed over after our
bargain hath been secaled, Guntha. ’Tis not
my way to be rash.”

“\When canst thou produce them, then

“Within three hours from the sealing of
your word,” replied Siegan promptly. “It
must be signed, Guntha—but 'twill be pos-
sible for thee to protect thyself in the deecu-
ment. I ask nothing unreasonable. T receive
my pavment cnly upon production of the
hostages.” £ 0 o

Guntha scowled.

“Thou art a crafty cne!” he muttered,
glarine.

“It seemeth, then, that we are a pair
replied Siegan. “’Twould be better, per-
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haps, for thee to take me before Kassker.
He, I doubt not, will readily seal such a bar-
gain as I have suggested ” _

“Nay, nay!” said Guntha hastily. * Not
so speedily, Siegan! I am empowered to
deal with this. Am I not next to Kassker
himself ? That which I promise will be ful-
filled. Let us bargain, and then let us have
this document drawn and signed. I will
make good terms with thee, never fear.”

And so, for over twenty minutes, they
talked. And Guntha was so eager to seize
these valuable hostages that he suggested far
better terms than Siegan had ever dreamed
of. The Northestrian rascal made no mention
of his men—his cut-throat pirates. He saw
no reason why they should share in his ill-
gotten wealth.

Guntha the Crafty was flushed with
citement.
man of strategy. And, then and there, he
decided that he would conduct this affair
entirely on his own. He would wait here,
out on the lake, until Siegan returned with
his great galley. Then Guntha would have
all the prisoners transferred on to his ship,
and he would proceed to Gothland and give
Kassker the Grim the surprise of his life.

Already high in Kassker’s esteem, this
cxploit would place him even higher than
Attawulf the Terrible—Guntha’s only rival.

After such a coup, anything 'in the land
would be his for the asking.

ex-

CHAPTER 11,
DORIS’ GREAT IDEA.

R RINCESS MERCIA smiled
rather wanly.

“We are in sorry plight,
indeed,” she
sadly. “It grieveith me to
think that so many of you are also drawn
into this vortex—'tis my quarrel, not yours.
I would that I could do something to

“Please, princess!” interrupted Irene.
“We're all in the same boat, and we’re not
grumbling. And, after all, things might be
worse.”’ _

“Worse!” echoed the Princess. “How
so?”

“Well, we're all safe, at least—and those
savage brutes haven’t had the nerve to inter-
fere with us,” replied Irene thankfully. “I
was half afraid—— But what’s the good of
talking like that? We're all here together,
and the boys are down below, chained to
that terrible galley!”

“All in all, we’re in a nice, cheerful posi-
tion,” said Doris Berkeley dryly. “But you
never know your luck! Perhaps we can do
something, after all. Anyhow, we can have
a jolly good shot at-it.”

Mercia looked at the Moor View girls with

wonder.
she asked. “You

“What is this?” are
soon recovering your strength, it seems.”

In Gothland he was famed as a.

murmured

|

“We were only spoofing,” smiled Doris.

“I know not the word,” confessed tho
princess.

“Spoofing, you know—just pretending,”
said Irene. “We wanted these men to think
that we're weak and frail. In your country,
princess—and in Gothland, too—all the men
secm to regard the women and girls with
contempt. They think we're not worth con-
sidering.”

“They don’t know the modern British girl,
then!” said Ena Handforth quietly, *‘“We're
not going to sit down and sob, are e,
girls? If there’s anything to be done, we’ll
get on the job! How about making an
attempt to escape? There’s an exit here,”
she added, indicating the hole in the rocks.

“No good,” said Doris, shaking her head.
“The clifis are as smocth az glass, and—-
Wait a minute, though,” she added, “I’ll
take another look. Lend a hand, you girls.”

In a twinkling she was hoisted up, so that
she could look out through the opening. 'The
Northestrian ladies watched wonderingly—
for they were, indeed, very frail and helpless
compared to these sturdy British schoolgirls.

“It might be done,” murmured Doris,
taking a quick breath. “ Anyvhow, I'm game
to chance it—— Hallo! What the——"

She paused, watching a craft that had just
come into sight.

Down below there, the pirate galley was
just starting out. Doris was watching Siezan
the Slim starting off on his treacherous mis-
sion. Only for a moment did she glimpse
the galley, but in that moment she noted
that the vessel was filled with the pirates,
and they even manned the oars. The slaves,
evidently, were left behind.

What could it mean?

“I've got it!” murmured the girl. ‘The
brute is off to offer us as hostages to the
enemy! We're safe up here, and the boys
are all chained in the galley! I wonder if
there’s any chance of doing something ?”

She got down, and the other girls listened
eagerly while she told of what she had seen.
The princess was freshly startled, and the
other two Northestrian ladies were horrified.

““We shall be taken into Gothland!” whis-
pered the Lady Elfrida tremulously. “Oh |
It were better if they killed us now!”

“That’s not the way to talk!” said Mary
Summers, with a frown. “The pirates have
rone, and it seems that they haven’t even
left a watch. Can’t we do something?”

“Yes!” breathed Doris. “We can!”

““Oh!” breathed Irene, “You—you’ve
got an idea, Doris?”

“The beginuinr of one, anyhow,” replied
Doris, her dark eyes sparkling with excite-
ment. “Listen! Am I dreaming or naqt?
You remember when they chained Ted and
all the other poor chaps to the oars?”

“Yes,” said Winnie eagerly. *“Poor old
Reg is there, too——"

“Never mind your brother now.,” inter-
rupted Doris. “Siegan went to the fellows
and padlocked them to the oars, didn't he?
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We watched him—we 'saw him fasten them
all up.”

“0Of courso we did,” agreed Irene
impatiently.

“What did he do with the key?” asked
Doris.

The other girls jumped.

“Tho key!” cried Mary. “Why, he—he
came into that cabin, where we were pre-
tendine {o be half dead with Iright! Ile
put the key on a big hook, just beside the
doorway.”

Doris nodded.

“Thought so!” she agreed. “Then I was
right.”

All the girls remembered that little inci-
dent, although they had never believed that
it would have any spccial significance. That
key. apparently, was always kept on the hook
in the deck shelier. Why not? Of what use
was it to any of the slaves, since they could
not even move six inches from their places?
And there was probably a sinister reason
for the key’s handy position. Although
none of the girls spoke their thoughts, they
individually came io the same conclusion.
No doubt a slave would occasionally faint or
die at his post, and it was thus necessary to
uztlock his bonds specdily, drag him -free,
and replace himn with an effective unit.

But, after all, what did it matter? Doris
knew that the key was there, and nothing else
concerned her at the moment.

“They think we’re all mollycoddles!” :zhe
murmured breathlessly. ‘“So they’ve left us
up here, taking it for granted that we can’t
possibly escape. Buet 1sn’t there a chance for
us to do something while those brutes are
away ?”

“But what can he done?” asked the prin-
cess wonderingly. ‘“We are prisoners. The
door is of solid stone °2

“T am not thinking of the door,” said
Daris.

“But there is no other exit,” declared
Merecia, In greater wonder than ever.

““What of this?"” uasked Doris, pointing to
the hole in the rocks. ~

“You—you mean—dive?” asked Winnie
Piir. with a start.

“Right on the nail!” nodded Doris.

The princess uttered a cry.

*Dive”” she exclaimed, horrified. “Art
mad?  "Tis an impossibility! ’Twould be
death to make the attempt. Think of the
creab drop 4

“It’s a pretty high dive, T'll admit,” said
Doris. “But I’m not such a bad diver at
school—in fact, I’ve taken nprizes for it,”
slie added modestly. *“ And this one doesn’t
particularly scare me. My idea is to take a
dip, swim into the cave, and see if there’s
any chance of getting hold of that key, Just
think of the way we can turn the tables if

|!.'I

I ean unlock all the slaves!
“You can’t go alone,” said Winnie warmly.
“I'll go with you!”
“No, no!” shouted the others. “I'll go!”
Fye " -
They all wanied to go, in fact, but Irene
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controlled her excitement, and shook her
head firmly.

“It’s Winuie’s job—and Doris’!” she said.
“They’ro the champion divers of the school,
and the rest of us aren’t exactly up to it.
Besides, 1i'’s Doris’ idea, and two will be
ample for the job.”

“T tell thee ’tis impossible I’ panted Mercia,
seizing Doris, and swinging her round. “I
implore thee not to embark upon this rash
venture, sweet Doris! Twill be death itself,
no less! Ilast thought of the monsters?”

““Oh, my hat!” said Irene, with a start.

“Remember how the boy, Willy, nearly
lost his life by one of the great creatures
which infest these waters.”

“Crumbs!” murmured Mary. *“We'd for-
gotten those beauties!”

But Doris was not to be scared.

“Willy was right out in the lake, miles
from shore,” she argued. “It’s not likely
that any of the beastly things will venture
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near this inlet. Besides, the swim’s prac-

tically nothing. It’s the dive that matters.
Once we're in the water, we've only got to
swim a few strokes, and we shall be in the
cave. We can dive in just as we are, fully
dressed.”

“There’ll be nothing else for it, anyhow,”
said Winnie practically. “It was very
thoughtless of us to come along without
bathing costumes! Well, the longer we talk,
the less time we shall have; so let’s be off!”

“Nay!”’ pleaded the princess. ‘I beg of

yvou! Perchance there are men down there,
on guard—"

“There can’t be many, if any at all,”
interrupted Doris. *‘Perhaps one—or two.

Well, we may be able to avoid them. They’re
lazy beggars, and it’s quite likely they’ll be
having a nap in one of those grottos. And
supposing they’re not? Supposmg they collar
us? Welil, they can only bring us back up
the staircase, so we shan’t be any worse off.”
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“You’re right, Doris,” said Winnie. *““The
whole thing’s a chance, at the best. I don't

suppose for a moment that we shall be suc-
cessful, but I should never forgive myself :if
we didn’t have a good try.”

And the iwo girls made a move towards
the ouilet in the eliff wall. '

CHAPTER 12.
NIPPER AXND CO.’8 FAIR
RESCUERS.
LTHOUGH Doris Berkeley
and Winnie Pitt made
light of the projected
undertaking, they both

knew that it would be a
desperate venturec. : )

But there was just a slim chance that they
might be successful in their enterprise, or
even partially successful. It seemed thé only
thing to be done. For while there was a
chance, no matter how slim, it was their
duty to take it. The St. Frank’s fellows
were, for once, utterly helpless.

. This was a chance for the giris to do their
it!

They lost no time, either. Doris insisted
upon taking the first dive, and the other
girls, although they were inwardly filled with
apprehension, encouraged her with cheery
words and confident predictions of success.
It was the spirit of the whole affair whicl
was so admirable.

They all pretended that there was no
danger, that it was just an eveiyday sort
of adventure. And Doris, having waved her
hand, wormed her way through that narrow

-opening, and cautiously stcod upon the pre-

carious ledge.

Her heart was beating rapidly, and when
she took a look down at the lake, it seemed
a far greater drop than she had previously
imagined. What if the water was shallow
immediately beneath? What if there were
hidden crags just beneath the surface? What
if one of those monsters

“Oh, it’s no good imagining things!” mut-
tered Doris pluckily. “The job’s got to be
done, so here poes!”

“Just a minute!” ecried Winnie. “Isn’t
there room on that ledge for the two of us?
Wait, Doris, and we’ll both dive together!”

““ All right, come along,” said Doris.

She was glad. Somehow, it wouldn’t seem
such an ordeal if Winnie took the dive with
her. And a minute later, Reggie Pitt’s sister
was out on that narrow ledge of rock, too.
The two girls stood with their backs to the
cliff, and within the prison-cave the rest
waited with bated breath.

“Cheerio!” sang out
Win ?”

“Yes!” murmured Winnie.

“Right you are, then. Go!”

At the same second they bolh ook off,
lithe and graceful. Both were excellent

Doris. “Ready,
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divers, and never before had they shot down-
wards so cleanly and fearlessly. For it was
a higher dive than they had ever attempted,
and one that might lead to disaster.

They struck the water simultaneously, and
vanished beneath the surface. Such perfect
dives could not have been bétter executed, even
from a specially prepared high-diving board.
Doris was up first, and, shaking the water
out of her eyes, she struck out strongly, look-
ing round for her companion.

““Oh, thank goodness?” she breathed as
Winnie appeared close to her. ¢ All right,
old girl ?”

“Rather!” panted Winnie. “I say, what
a lucky thing we're only wearing these light
frocks!”

Both girls, in fact, were thankful on this
score. The climate in this oasis was so warm
that heavy clothing was unneccssary. Of
late, Irenc & Co. had taken to wearing the
flowing robes of Mercia’s court~mainly out
of courtesy to their Royal host. But since
there had been such friendly feeling betwcen
the airship party and the Northestrians, Prin-
cess Mercia had suggested that the school-
girls should revert back to their own neat
frocks. For- one thing, she had grown to
like the novelty of them, but, more particu-
larly, she had realised that the girls were
uncomfortable in the long, flowing skirts of
Northestria.

So the girls had now been wearing their
own light frocks, with skirts which reached
no farther than their knees. So, in this
swimming venture, Doris and Winnie were
scarcely hampered. Had they been attired
in court clothing, however, swimming would
have been out. of the question.

“Come on!” said Doris cheerily. “Might
as well go into the dark depths side by side.
My hat! Doesn’t it look eerie?”

They were far down the inlet, and the low,
wide cave entrance was quite near at hand,
‘a fact for which they were both grateful.
¥or, as they swam, they could not help
remembering  that  these walers were
dangerous for swimmenrs.

Swimming strongly, the two girls passed
within the cave, and they could dimly see
the shape of the great galley farther down.
There was very little movement, and no sign
of an armed guard. The rock ledges in the
depths of the grotto were dark and deserted.

“I—I believe we're going to do the trick!”
murmured Doris.

“Oh!” breathed Winnie.
too confident.”

In spite of their vague fears regarding the
dangers of the water, both the girls swam
slowly. Guards might be near at hand,
although invisible, so it was necessary to
exercise every precaution. It would be a
sorry end to their adventure if they gave
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themselves away at the outset through cave-
lessness.

By the tume they reached the side of the
big galley, their eyes had grown accustomed
to the dense gloom. Side by side they clung
to the timbers of the craft and took breath.
From above—from the body of the galley—
came a continuous murmur of voices. But
as yet thero was no sound of alarm or

surprise.

“We haven't been spotted yet,” whispered
}l\’inniﬂ breathlessly. “Who's going up
rst ?"

“ Better both go together, then there can’t
be any argument,” replied Doris with a
smile. “Anvhow, I think we're safe from
the creatures of the deep! But somechow 1
think I'd prefer them to these other creatures
of the skull and crossbones brigade!”

It was a comparatively simple task to pull
themselves out of the water. There was
plenty of hand-grip, and foothold, too. Cau-
tiously the two girls raised themselves to
the top of the great bulwarks and peored
over.

Nipper got the surprise of his life.

‘He was leaning back, frowning, trying to
puzzle out some desperate plan which might
result in liberty. But it scemed to him that
this was a case when nothing could be done.
No amount of ingenuity could sever those
iron bonds.

The others were still talking, conversing,
mostly, with the hapless slaves who were
chained to the oars near by. And theu,
from nowhere, it scemed, two faces appeared
?vor the bulwark, close against Nipper's
ace.

He stared, his heart leaping into his mouth.

““Doris!” he breathed, aghast. “ Winnie!”

In spite of their wet hair, and in spite of
the gloom, he recognised them in a fash.

“Hush!” urged Winnie. “The guard!”

““There’s no guard!” shouted Nipper.
“But—how on earth e .
“No guard!” cried Doris. “Thank

goodness!”’

The two girls swung themselves over the
side of the galley and sat there, streaming
with water, their flimsy clothing eclinging
tightly to their graceful figures; and for one
moment there was a complete, amazed hush.

And then the clamour broke out.

“The girls!”

“*0Odds miracles and thunderbolts!”

“Winnie!” shouted Reggie Piti,
wrenched at his bonds. ““YWhat
name of all that’s mysterious a

“Don’t get so excited,” interrupted Winnie,
“We've come along to lend you fellows a
hand, but we never dreamed that you
wouldn’t have any guard watching over you.
Why, this is as easy as rolling off a log.”

“Hurrah!”

“The girls to the rescue!”

The clamour continued for a full minute,
for a great deal of the excitement spread to
those other unfortunate palley-slaves. Tt
sccmed incredible—unbelievable=—that these
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two fragile-looking girls should have under-
taken such a desperate mission.

“We saw the galley go out, and Winnie
and I dived—just to see if we could be of any
use,” explained Doris. “ Oh, you poor dears!
No wonder you couldn’t get free, with these
awful shackles round your wrists and ankles.”

“If I may say so, precisely !’’ said Browne
gently. ‘I have no wish to discourage you,
Sister Doris, and I need hardly add that my
pleasure at seeing you thus dramatically is
beyond all computation. At the same time,
let me point out that your mission is even
now doomed to failure.”

“Why?” asked Doris. “There are no
guards—"’ ‘

“ Agreed,” said Browne. ‘“And neither, I
take it, are there files and drills, and such-like
instruments essential to the breaking of such
aforementioned awful shackles. I fully
realise, sisters, that your powers are limited.”

““Oh, my hat!” said Reggie. “Then we’re
no bhetter off !’
* “QOh, erumbs

“The girls have dived for nothing!”

Doris looked at the dismayed juniors with
quiet amusement.

“Dry up!” she said coldly. “What do you
take us for? Do you think we should come
on a rescue stunt like this, unless we had a
fair probability of success?
any files to get you free.”

“ But—but——"

“These things are locked to your wrists
and ankles by clamps,” - went on Doris.
“There’s a key to. unfasten them—and ‘I
happen to know where that key is!”’

'”'

B et ]

CHAPTER 13..

PREPARING TO TURN THE
TABLES !

§7 INNIE PITT uttered a note
A

of warning.

“We mustn’'t be too
.ure, Doris,”” she cried.
“Perhaps that wretch,

Siegan, took the key with him.” ;

“We’'ll soon make sure,” replied Doris
quickly.

She reached the gangway, stepping across
two or three of the juniors, and lightﬁr along
to that cabin, where she and the other girls
had been held earlier. And now a fresh
tumult was breaking out—a regular wave of
excitement.

“She knows where the key is
Nipper.

“It’s too good to be true!” breathed Hand-
forth. ‘““Siegan’s taken it with him, as sure
as a gun! You fellows needn’t kid yourselves!
In fact, I believe I remember sceing him put-
ting the key in his pocket.”

“Cot it !”’ came a victorious cry from Doris,
as she appeared again. ;

“Hurrah1”’

“Good old Doris!”

“Free! We're going to get free!”

T”

muttered

We don’t want |

|

‘“Brothers, this is a moment of gladness,”
said Browne, in his calm, placid way. “ Let
me urge you, therefore, to remain cool and
sedate. At any moment the Black Gang may
return, so it behoves us to remain as quiet
as possible.”

For the first minute or two, nobody took
any notice of his excellent advice. This was
a situation that neceded a loud and lusty out-
let. They all had thought themselves to be
hopelessly in the power of Siegan the Slim,
and even after the girls had so unexpectedly
appeared, there seemed little chance of
escape. But the knowledge that Doris held
the key made all the difference in the world.

First of all, she tested the key on one of
the juniors, and she gave a little gasp of reliel
when one of the heavy clamps fell loose. But
it required a little tug before it came free.

“It’s the right one!” she said gloatingly.
“Oh, thank goodness! We’ve done the trick,
Winnie! We can release them all |’
~ Tommy Watson was the junior who was
first freed, and he took the key from Doris.
YTl do it now!” he panted. “You
mustn’t bother, Doris! Ob! you’re a brick !
What a brain-wave! You“girls deserve the
Victaria Cross!”
~ “Rats!” said Winnie. “We've done
nothing to shout about.” '

And so, for the next ten minutes or so, the
key went round—passing from one fellow to
another as they were each released. |

“By George!” shouted Handforth, as he
arose and stretched himself. ‘““Now I feel
myself- again! T'd just like to meet Sicgan
at this minute!” |

“Well, I wouldn’t!”’ said Nipper. “Wo've
got a lot to do before we want to meet Siegan.
Thanks to Doris and Winnie, we’ve got a
chance of turning the tables.”’

- “Turning the tables!” said Handforth,
staring.

“Why not?” asked Nipper. *“All you fel-
lows had better remain where you are, in
your places—and, if you take my advice,
you’ll clamp those irons round your wrists
again, a3 though they’re locked. It’s quite
safe to do so—thev won’t snap fastened.
They’ll only seem locked.”

“But, odds mysteries and puzzles. what’s
the dashed idea, laddie ?” asked Archie, in
wonder. ‘I mean to say, we've only just
stretched the good old limbs, and exercised
the tissues! A bit murky, T mean, to suggest
getting back into the old hracelets. what ?”

“It may be murky, but the only thing to
be done,”’ replied Dick grimly. *‘*Don’t you
see? We'll release all these slaves—no need
to ask if they’ll be loyal! They're on our
side against the pirates. And Siegan and his
men may be back at any minute.”

“When they come, we’ll smash
roared Handforth.

“You hopeless ass, they’ll escape unless we
use some strategy !’ retorted Nipper. “We’ve
got to pretend to be all locked up—just the
sameo as when they left us. And then, at a
given signal, we can throw off our irons, and
| take the whole crowd by surprise.”’

'EIII I]:l
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““Hear, hear!”

““That’s the idea, Nipper !”

‘“ Absolutely 1"’

“The scheme has my full approval”’ de-
clared Browne, nodding. “In fact, brothers.
as captain of this bodyguard, I now issue an
order that nobody shall leave his place.
i}(rlotker Handforth, be good enough to sub-
side.

But Handforth was looking flushed and hot.

“A trap!” he gloated. “Turning the
tables on the pirates, eh? That’s what we'll
do! W<e'll make out that we're seared -into
gttsl, and as meck and mild as Third Form
cads 1’

“Do I look meek and mild?” demanded
Willy indignantly.

But Handforth waved aside the protest,
and within a minute he was labouring under
the fixed delusion that the idea was entirely
his own. As nobody took much notice of him,
. it didn't matter.

The whole galley was throbbing with excite-
ment and activity.

“Oh, I felt sure that we should do some-
thing pretty good!” said Doris thankfully.
“It's a wonderful idea, to spring on the
pirates, and overpower them! Perhaps we
can get back to Northestria, and arrive at
Westwold Castle, safe and sound, after all.”

“That’s exactly what we're planning,’’ re-
plied Reggie Pitt. *“Doris, old girl, you’ve
done marvels—and so has Sis!”

Winnie smiled.

ez

““ Anyhow, we've done our part, and now
it’s up to you,” she replied.

And while they continued their bustling
activitics, a motor-boat was proceeding up
the rocky gorge on the Northestrian shore.
It contained Nelson Lee, Lord Dorrimore,
Ethelbert the Red, and two or three other
high Northestrian nobles. All were filled
with acute anxiety.

‘They had been making close inquiries all
along the coast, and now they were pene-
trating that gorge, on the chance of learning
sometﬁing defintte. * So far, they had only
heard rumours—and Nelson Lee knew enough
about rumours to have little faith in them.
Even now he was hoping that the Royal
barge would be safely found. It was possible
that it had really been taken out upon the
lake, capturcd by a pirate galley, but nothing
certain could be ascertained—and it would
take hours to make a thorough survey of that
great stretch of water, and perhaps days.
Along this part of the Northestrian coast
there were endless inlets and caves, and the
barge might have been concealed in any one
of them. . | 1

“It's no good being impatient, my lord,”
Lee was saying to Ethelbert. “The whole
situation is serious, but before we commence
an actual secarch. we must fully verify the
report that the princess has not reached her
destination.”

“I1t'll be a bally shame if those rumours

Lare true,” said Lord Dorrimore, with a frown.
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“ After all our high hopes, it won’t be par-

ticularly cheerin’ to have them all shattered.”’

Ethelbert the Red was clasping and unclasp-
ing his hands.

“I fear that Kassker has dealt a master
blow |7 he muttered. ‘“We were too ready
to celebrate our victory, it scemeth. While
yet we were cheering, and congratulating
oursclves, our fair young princess was in the
enemy’s vile hands!”’

And so they went right up the river to
Westwold Castle.

And here there was a fine turmoil, for
everything had been in readiness for her
Majesty’s reception. Her non-arrival had
thrown the entire establishment into dismay,
and the continued lack of news was not only
significant, but alarming.

“Well, it's got to be the lake,” declared
Nelson Lee.

“Why did we not search the lake earlier ?”
asked Ethclbert.

“My lord, I have little hope of achieving
success by searching the lake,”’ replied Lee
quietlv. ‘““You must remember that it has
recently been infested with enemy vessels.
Providing the Royal barge kept to your own
coastline, all would have been well—or so we
thought. But if the vessel fell into the hands
of pirates, and was taken out upon the lake,
by now it may be in the hands of the enemy

fleet.”’ ;
“By my soul |” moaned Ethelbert. “What
will come of all this?”
“You're right, Lee, old man,”” agreed

Dorrie, with a gloomy nod. “It’ll be like
cearching for a needle in a haystack, I’m
afraid. Still, the princess is missing—and so
are all those boys and girls. We’'ve just got
to keep on until we learn somethin’ regardin’
their fate.”

“Exaclly,” said Lee quictly.

L1} ] "
got to keep on.”’ We've just

CHAPTER 14.
SETTING THE*STAGE |

ICK HAMILTON stood on
the gangway of the galley,
and looked about him,

‘““Nobody could tell that
you weren’t all chained
up, just the same as before!” he said, with
satisfaction. “I’ll come back to my place in
five minutes. Handy, you and the others go
round among these poor beggars, and finish
unlocking the whole erowd of ’em.”

‘““And what, are you going to do?” asked
Handforth.

“I'm going to escort the girls back to their
prison.”’

““Thanks all the same, Nipper, but you
needn’t trouble,” said Doris, smiling. *““We
know the way—it’s along the ledge, and then
up a stone stairway. There’s a great door,
heavily bolted—"

- “That’s just the point,’’ said Nipper.
“I've got to go with you, so that I can bolt
the door again.”

1] Why, yes,
“How silly!”

Handforth frowned.

“I don’t approve of this,”” he said firmly.
“There’s a chance here to escape—to get
clear away. 1 think we ocught to get the
princess down, and all the other girls, too,
It seems dotty to take Doris and Winnie
back, and bolt them up again.”

‘““Nipper knows best,” said Winnie quietly.

“If I thought there was any possibility of
failure, I’'d bolt at once, with all of us,”
rephied Nipper. “But we want to do better
than just escape. We're going to grab these
pirates, and have them thrown into prison,
where they belong. And unless Doris and
Winnie are back in that ecave, Siegan will
know that something rummy has been hap-
pening. So come along, girls.”

A boat was floating at the stern of the
cgalley, and in a moment the trio were in
it, and they quickly reached the rock ledge,
at the base of the grotto. Then Doris led tho
way to tho stone stairs.

And this time the ascent seemed very dif-
ferent. Previously, they had gone into the
unknown, with the knowledge that they were
in the hands of the pirates. But now, there
was something exciting and intriguing to-
look forward to.

At last tho heavy door was reached,
although it was necessary to feel their way,
sinco the darkness was pitchy, and they had
no torches to guide them,

Nipper pulled the bolts back, and the door
swung open

“Doris!” shouted Irenc joyously,
walked in. .

“Winnie—and Nipper!” shouted
others. “Oh, you did the trick, then!"

“Just  luck,” said Winnie modestly.
“There’s not a soul on guard, and 1t was
child’s play. Everybody’s released——"

““Oh, and are we going to make a dash for
freedom 7"’ asked Mary breathlessly.

“Not just yet,” replied Nipper. ‘ Doris
and Winnie will tell you all about it. Some
of you girls had better help them with their
wet clothing, too—they’re soaked to the skin.”

“It doesn’t matter,” said Doris. “The
air’s so warm that we shan’t come to any
harm. We’ve got nothing to change into,
anyhow. Wo can only hope that the pirates
won’t notice our damp condition when they
lug us out.”’

‘But aren’t we going to escape?” asked
Irene, in wonder.

“You bet we are!” replied Nipper.

Princess Mlercia, who had been watching
and listening in a kind of trance, now swept
forward, her sweet young face alight with
wondering amazement.

“By my faith, ’tis almost too wondrous to
be true!”’ she exclaimed. “Ye are still alive,
sweet girls! And I thought yo went to your
deaths! I am overwrought with anxiety and
curiosity! What has happened? Tell me of
this strange exploit. You are even as re-
sourceful and couragcous as the men|’’

of course,” laughed Doris.

as Doris

the
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Doris and Winnie laughed, and Nipper did
not wait to hear the explanation. Besides,
there was much to be done below, and there
was uo telling when the pirate galley would
return. -

So Nipper took his leave, and closed and
bolted the door—exactly as he had found it.
Then, quickly, he felt his way down the
stairs, and joined the others. Everything was
going well. By the time Nipper reached the
deck of the galley again, the last of the
eighty slaves had been rcleased. Another
twenty were found, packed cruclly away down
in a kind of noisome hold. There were the
unfortunate wretches who had been un-
chained to make place for the juniors.

““There’s no help for it, brothers, but I'm
afraid you’ll have to remain in this prison for
a further period,” said Browne. * You will
be nceded when the fighting starts, and so
your door will be left unfastened. Ccme
forth at the first sign of conflict.”

All the slaves were pitifully eager to cbey.

Most of them were Northestrians—harm-

less, simple enough fellows who had had a

great deal of their manhood thrashed out of
them by long months under the pirates’ lash.
But the prospect of early release—the thought
of turning upon their tormentors—mado new
men of them.

Their gratitude towards the St Frank’s
fellows was touching. One and all, they were
like faithful dogs—loyal to 2 man, and ready
to obey any command at the faintest whisper.

“We do thy bidding, good youths!”’ said
one of the slaves. “’Tis for theo to com-:
mand, and we will heed !”

“We desire nothing but.-a fight on level
terms with these foul monsters who have tor-
tured us,” said another. *““All hail to our
rescucrs !’

And from cvery part of the galley arose a
throbbing cheer.

But the St. Frank’s fcllows soon put a stop
to it. The time was getting on, and they
were rather surprised that Sicgan should still
be absent. It was certain that he would
return now at almost any minute,

Browne and Nipper took a last look round.
Standing on the central gangway, they beheld
the slaves—chained, as before, to their oars.
All of them were looking different now—
cager-eyed. alert, and fushed.

“You’ll have to secem a bit more downcast
- than this !’ said Nipper, addressing them all.
“Try to be just as you were—dejected and
miserable. We don’t want the pirates to guess
anything.”

“I think it would be a lot better to smash
’em as soon as they turn up,” sang out Hand-
forth. ““Something might go wrong if we
keep up this game. In fact. we ought to go
straight back to Northestria—-"’

“Don’t start again, Handy!” muttered
Church. “The whole thing’s cut and dried,
and we're going through with it. Besides, if
Nipper suggested going back to Northestria.
you’d be the first to jump on the idea t”

This was true enough, and Handforth
grunted.

“Oh, all nright,”’ he said.
hands of the whole affair!”

A minute later, Browne and Nipper were
in their own places, and, to all intents and
purposes, not a thing had happencd.

And now comincenced an anxzious wait.

Everybody was longing for the return of
tho pirates, for they were all keyed up to
concert pitch. A sustained wait would have
bad cffects, for a reaction would probably sct
i, and a great deal of enthusiasm swould
ooze away. Nipper was particularly anxious
for the pirates to return.

The minutes passed, and the grotto re-
mained deserted.

And then, at last, came a word from cno
of the slaves at the far end of the galley—a
man who could manage to see out through
the cave entrance, from his position.

“They come!” he murmured. *I see the
galley even now !”

A kind of tremor passed through that craft,
with its hundred odd souls. Not a word was
spoken, and only the intense breathing of the
slaves could be hecard. But then came another
sound—a steady falling of oars, and the
splashing of water.

Thirty seconds later, a shadow fell across
the cave entrance, and then the pirate galley
swept in, with oars uplifted, and with Siegan
the Slim standing ready with his orders.

The pirates had returned, and the moment
for action was ncar at hand!

“I wash my

CHAPTER 15. |
THE SURPRISE !

IEGAN THE SLIM was in

a gloating humour.

His bargain with Guntha
the Crafty was a far better
one than he had antici-

pated, and he had’'no fear of the Gothlander
general going back on his written pledge.
Guntha was one of Kassker’s chief men, and
even though ho was a savage enough brute,
he xd'.'ouid never dare to dishonour his scaled
worq,

Besides, for such prizes as these Royal pris-
oners, and tho British schoolboys and school-
girls, Kassker the Grim would readily en-
dorse Guntha’s bargain. Siegan had no fear
of the outcome.

And now he was all eagerness to deliver
his victims over.

For he did not lose sight of the fact that
victory might yet be wrested from his grasp.
Valuable hours had gone by, and it was in.
evitable that the Northestrians should now
have become aware of the Royal barge's dis-
appearance.

That mecant that a search was in progress.

Sicgan knew of the aecroplane and ‘the
motor-boat, and the other wonders that were
in the possession of these strangers from the
outer world. He feared them. He feared
that his plans would be wrecked before he
could complete them. And now that he had




THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

~ N 4
o

!\- l

)

\
!
i

\

LY

—

SRR
N
/::" l-"" ‘:‘-.-:-.‘..

[

N\
AN
4 \Q\

As Dorrie switched on the searchlight, a powerful beam suddeniy lit up the gloomy interior of the cave

““ See ! > ghouted Ethelbert, pointing.

‘“* The Roval Galley ! ”?

‘“ But where are the boys P *> exclaimed

Lee. ** The ship is deserted ! > They were too late, it seemed, The prisoners had been taken to Gothland !

rcturned to the cave, he was all cagerness to
be off again.

The majority of his crew were grumbling—
talking of penetrating their grottos, and
preparing a meal. But Siegan would not hear
of 1it. Food could wait until afterwards. At
present there wis only one thing to be done,
and that was to speed back to Guntha’s ship,
and deliver over the hostages.

So now, in a moment, all was activity.

The pirates swarmed on board the big
galley, and preparations for departure were
made. Men with whips took up their posi-
tions on the gangway, and sharp orders were
given for the slaves to get ready. More than
one whip was cruelly lashed—and more than
one slave nearly precipitated premature action
by hurling himself upon his tormentor.

Never for a moment did Siegan suspect the
truth.

Once or twice, on his homeward trip, he
had called himself a fool for leaving no men
on guard, but, in his eagerness, he had sped
off with all his crew. And now he could see
that his fears had been unfounded.

The slaves were exactly as he had left
them, including these “stranger ” schoolboys,

of whom he had seen and heard so much.:

They were hardly behaving in keeping with
their reputation,

For they ecringed and whimpered as the
pirates paced along the gangway with their
whips. Siegan could not prevent himself from
cpenly jeering.

“Your marrow has meited in your bones,
I vow |” he sneered as he stared down at the
cowering St. Irank’s fellows. “ Fine, brave
valiants when all is well, but curs when ye
aro aware of a master! Spineless puppies!
Ye will soon Jearn the real meaning of fear}”’

“Don’t—don’t hand us over to the Goth-
landers !”” begged Nipper, his voice breaking
with terror.

Siegan laughed loudly.

“Eﬁis exactly my aim!” he retorted.

(41 .1 1'.".'

_ A prolonged wail went
juniors.

“’Tis something which affrights ye, ¢h ¥’
shouted Siegan gloatingly. “Within the
hour ye will be in the hands of the enemy!
Guntha the Crafty himself is now awalting—
and once in his hands——7"

“Guntha the Crafty!” shouted Tullwood,
horrified. “You’re not going to deliver us
into that brute’s hands!”’

‘““His vessel is lying somoe miles hence,
| waiting to receive ye,” replied Siegan, with
complete satisfaction. “ A little voyage, my
valiants! A pleasant little hour at the oars,
and then ye will no longer be galley-slaves,
but hostages in the hands of Kassker!”
“But he’ll kill us!” shouted Nipper.
t “Mayhap !’ replied Siegan. “But ’twill
be none of my business, Ye will pass into his
hands unharmed.” -
“But-—but what about the princess?” de-

up from the

 manded Handforth angrily.
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Siegan turned and surveyed him with
lowering eyes. Little did he guess that all
this talk was deliberately planned, on purpose
to draw him out, so that he would reveal his
full programme! In his colossal pride, Sicgan
had forsaken every vestige of caution. _

“The princess " he replied darkly. *The
princess and her young cur of a brother are
going with ye—ay, by my faith. and the
other maidens, too!”’

“You cur!” shouted Nipper. “You're
going to send us all to our death! If you
give us into the hands of the Gothlanders, we
shall all be killed! It’s all a lie—you're just
trying to frighten us.”

‘”'iou shalt sce, foolish youth!” retorted
Sicgan. -“Guntha’s ship is but five miles dis-
tant, and there will soon be an end to this
comedy.”

Siegan spoke more truly than he believed.
But, at the moment, he was deceived by his
own brilliance. " He took .it for granted that
there could be no possible mutiny among
these slaves. His one and only fear was that
Nelson Lee or Lord Dorrimore might appear
on the scene.

So a quick departure was ordered.

By this time the princess, Prince Oswy,
and all the girls were on the galley, having
been brought down from the upper cave by
a strong escort. They played their parts
well, for they gave no sign of their real feel-
ings. They were thrust into the galley’s
cabin, and Siegan the Slim appeared in the
doorway.

“Good ladies, I regret this further disturb-
ance, but T find it necessary to place ye in
fresh quarters,” he said glibly. “Have no
fear—ye are passing into good hands—the
hands of Guntha the Crafty.”

The princess gave a cry.

“A Gothlander!” she exclaimed timidly.,

Sicgan laughed harshly, and bowed.

“And is not a Gothlander preferable to a
pirate ?”’ he jeered. “Be at ease, good prin-
cess—for this period of strife wdll soon be at
an end. There will be no invasion of North-
estria, methinks, but a triumphant entry of
IKassker the Grim and his armies.”

He withdrew, still laughing, and Irene
slammed the door.

““Oh, - the brutec—the awful brute!” she
panted.
“Never mind!” whispered Doris. “The

fellows will egive the signal at any moment
now, and then he’ll get a surprise-packet!
Oh, I can hardly believe it! Eversthing's
going exactly as we planned.”

“Think ye it will go well 7’ asked the
princess, with anxious eyes.

“It’s a certainty now!’ replied Irene.
“Oh, listen! Let’s just stand here and listen !
They're bound to give the signal in a
minute.”

““Aren’t they poing to wait until we get
out into the open ?” asked Mary.

“No—they mean to spring the surprise
here.”’ .

And so they waited, tense and expectant.

And outside, Siegan was giving orders, and

the slave-drivers were getting their whips
ready. A command rang out, and all the
slaves dipped their oars in mechanical obedi-
ence, as they had donec thousands of times
before,

Siegan watched with satisfaction. The idea
of unchaining his prisoners before Guutha’s
eyes appealed to him. He would let the Geth-
lander general see them at the sweeps—for 1t
occurred to him that Guntha would take
pleasurc at the sight.

And then came the order to start. It was
followed, however, without an instant’s pausc,
by another order.

Edward Oswald Handforth was watching
Nipper closely—and Nipper nodded. On the
sccond, Handforth leapt to his fect, and his
chains rarctled loose.

“Now!” he thundered.
Up !Jl

It had previously becn arranged that Hand-
forth should give the signal, his voice Leing
the loudest. And he let out such a terrific
bellow that every slave on board was clectri-
fied into instantaneous life.

Siegan started back at that shout, and he
was scowling.

“By my bones!” he snarled. “What
folly——"" He broke off, his eyes goggling,
for scores of the slaves were breaking free,
as though their iron bonds were no stronger
than cotton. “A murrain! Am I mad? The
lash, fools! Make these curs obey "

But the other pirates were equally startled
—cequally incapable of action. It seemed to
them that a miracle had happened. As
though actuated by a single spring, the hun-
dred slaves had leapt to their feet, and every
chain had been flung aside. -

The slaves were free!

Little wonder that the pirates fell back,
frightened and aghast. A moment before,
these prisoners had been helpless in  their
chains, And now they were an enraged,
fierce, dangerous body of fighting enemics!

“Up, everybody !

CHAPTER 15.
THE BATTLE!

¥ URRAH !

- “At em, St. Frank’s!”
“Come on, everybody!”’
The  advantage  was

wholly with the boys and
their slave supporters. Sicgan’s men had
been taken utterly off their guard, and before
they had a chanco to recover themselves, they
were overwlielmingly attacked.

There was one particular object in this
form of surprise.

The juniors did not want the pirates to
have a chance of using their ugly weapons.
The whole idea was to render them heﬁnles.ﬂ
at the outset, before they could cause any
bloodshed. It was not to be a gory fight, but
a swift, dramatic capture,

That was the main idea.

Altogether, there were between fifty and
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sixty of the pirates, but quite a number had
been lelt on the otimr galley, for Siegan did
not sece any reason to take all his supporters
with him on this trip.

Thus, when the hundred arose, the odds
were all with them, -

“T’ll take Siegan!” roared Handforth.

S Huvrah !

“Hold on,
gasped Church.

McClure was there, too. Handforth’s
chums had no intention of letting him take
Siegan on single-handed. For while the pirate
chief was armed to the teeth, Edward Oswald
was without any weapons.

Siegan swung round, and grabbed for his
sword. His feelings were too confused for
any expression. He was only aware of one
appalling truth. His scheme had gone wrong,
and he believed that death was upon him.

But before he could draw his sword, Hand-
forth arrived in one tremendous leap. and his
right fist smashed devastatingly into Siegan’s
face.

Crash _

It was a terrific punch, and Siegan reeled

22
!

old man—we’'ll help you

over. The next second, Handforth was
astride his prostrate body, and Church and
McClure were holding down his lashing legs.

Up and down the galley, from stem to
stern, there was one roar of noise, and a
smother of confusion. The battle was at its
height, and hardly anybody knew exactly
what was happening.

From the other galley, the pirates were
attempting to come to the aid of their fellows,
but they only came to disaster. For as they
swarmed over the bulwarks, they were seized,
and sent reeling into the slave-pits.

Handforth glanced round, and his face was
aflame.

“Good man!” he panted. “Come on—drag
him to the left here—we’ve got the chains
 ready for him!”

“He'll be the first to taste the whip, too!”
growled €hurch. “My stars! I'm just long-
ing to give him a2 few lashes, the brute!”

Swearing and blaspheming, the helpless
Sicgan was -dragged off the gangway. And
before he could recover from the effects of
that blow, he found himself chained up—and

Handforth himself had turned the key. The
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man sat there at the oar, wrenching so madly
at his iron bonds that he tore his flesh. He
was literally foaming at the mouth with rage,
and his voice was a scream of hatred,

““ That’s it—fire away !”’ snapped Handforth.
“You've had your turn, my son—and this is
ours! You thought you could do just as you
fiked with us, didn’t you? But you didn’t
think that a couple of girls would spoil your
fittle game, did you 7’ |

Siegan was altogether too maddened to
hear or to heed. The knowledge that his
drecam was shattered bereft him of his senscs,
and he was little better than a maniac. .

In every other part of the galley the same
story was told.

The pirates were swiftly overpowered.
Indeed, only a very few of them put up any
kind of fight. They were scum of the worst
type. And when they found themselves face
to face with real danger. they crumpled up.
And this danger was very real!

For thoso released slaves had many scores
to wipe off. and but for continual curbing on
the part of Browne, Nipper, .and others,
many of the frenzied wretches would have
done their victims to death.

As it was, the whole affair was over within
five minutes.

By then, the galley was in the hands of
those who had engineered the surprise, and
scarcely a pirate had escaped. Most of those
who had not heen on board at first had come
later, only to share the fate of their fellows.
Others were rounded up 1in the grottos.
And all were held. Against such an enemiy
as this, they were powerless.

Nipper was the first to rush to the cabin,
and he burst in joyvously.

“Victory!’”” he shouted breathlessly.

“Yes, we know !” eried Doris. “*We heard
evervthing. We want to come out—-"

“Sorry, but you ecan’t,”’ interrupted
Nipper, “Not yet, anywayv. Keep in here,
and don’t move until we give the signal, We
haven't finished yet—but we'll soon bo ready
for vou!”

He was off again, and he closed the door.

Aund now a fresh development was taking
place. The pirates were being dragged out
of their clothing. Not all of them, but.the
most picturesque of the ruffians—those who
wore the most distinctive clothes.

And cveryone of the St. IFrank’s fellows
donned the pirate garb. '

“It's a bit of a struggle, but we’ve got to
do it, and it’s all in a good cause,” roared
Handforth. &5 he got into his new attire.
“T've always wanted to be a pirate, and now
I'm going to be one!”

Archie Glenthorne was horrified.

‘ Absolutely not!” he protested, aghast.
“I mean, dash it! I'm ready to do any jolly
old thing for the good of the populace, but
this is too dashed much! Odds horrors and
atrocities! I can’t get into these blighting
things !”’ A

“You've got to, Archie—there’s no escape!”
grinned Nipper.

““But, 1 mean, they're dashed unclean|”
protested Archie.

“I know it—but you've got to be brave.”

“What would Phipps say?” moaned Archie
pleadingly. “The poor old boy would simply
wilt away on the spot, and perish!’”® He
pulled himself together. “ However, if it's
for the sake of the princess, Archie will
resign himself. I mean to say, for a lady,
nothing is too much!”

But as he donned the nondescript garb
which had been allotted to him, he nearly
wilted away himself. The other fellows were
too excited to take much notice, and before
long they were all transformed. Instead of
being St. Frank’s schoolboys. they had
become a ragged crew of pirates,

And as each pirate was forced into the dis-
carded clothes of his captor, he was chained
to the oars, and the key was turned. It was
a full half hour before the transfer was com-
pleted. But by then the job was efficiently
done,

The former masters were chained and pad-
locked, and the slaves were in command.
Siegan had partially recovered by now. and
his eyes were baleful as he watched the
activities. Yet he could do nothing. He bad
exhausted himself by his frenzied struggling,
and, moreover, he was chained by both
wrists and both ankles. e who had chained
mfen to this oar was now chained to it him-
self.

“Let me bargain!” he shouted suddenly.
“Set mo at liberty, and T will betray Guntha
the Crafty into your hands! I ask not for
the liberty of these other scum—they arc best
chained 1"

“And so are you!” said Browne rently.
““ And let me also inform you, Brother Siegan,
that we already have our plans for Brother
Guntha. So the less you say, the better.”

“I will give ye valuable information

Siegan got no further, for his next door

eighbour had half risen in his seat, and ho
&tcmptcd to fling himself upon his late cap-
tain. In spite of his chains, he succeeded 1n
delivering a vicious blow with his elboiw, and
Siegan subsided. And at the same moment
he realised that there could be no bargaining
with his captors.

Handforth was rushing to the cabin, and
he thundered upon the door.

“All right—you can all come out now
he shouted. “Tt’s all clear!”

The door opened, and Irene & Co. burst
out. But they recoiled at sigcht of Edward
Oswald.

“Ted!” cried Irene, aghast.

“You needn’t be scared,” said Handforth,
grinning. “This is just a part of the
scheme, you know. We're going along to
make another capture. We've collared the
pirates, but we're not satisfied. We want to
take back one of the enemy gencrals with
us as a kind of trophy!"”

Princess Mercia was bewildered,

“*Tis more than I can grasp!” she mur-
murcd. “Ts there no end to the energy and
enterprise of these wondrous vouths?”

I”
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«“What about the girls?”’ asked Hand-
forth. ““They've done as much as we—and
more. In fact, we couldn’t have done a
thing without them.”

The princess regarded him fondly out of
her deep brown eyes, and Handiorth fell
back a pace, terrified. He had begun to
think that the princess had lost her interest
in him, but now he was freshly alarmed.

“You are all wonderful!” exclaimed Mercia
softly. “Was I not right when I placed
thee in my bodyguard, good Handforth the
Bold? Praise for one is scarcely fair, for
ye are all deserving of the same praise.
am in complete amaze by all these swiit
happenings.”

“We shall soon be back in Northestria,
princess,” said Irene cheerfully. ‘And then
we shall be safe again. But, oh, hasn’t it
been worth all our worries and anxieties?
My hat, what a gorgeous day we’ve had!”

CHAPTER 17.

A SHOCK FOR GUNTHA THE
CRAFTY.

~ OC galley swung out of the
: inlet, and bore round the

open lake.

Even from a short dis-
tance it seemed that the vessel was really
and truly in command of pirates. All the
figures that could be seen on the deck were
ill-dressed ruffians, and many of them were
cracking their whips with seemingly practised
skill.

True, the oars were being wielded clumsily,
and now and again there was confusion
among the slaves. But this was not very
surprising, considering that the ckained
pirates were resisting continuously. More-
over, they were not accustomed to the
sweeps of this big galley.

Up and down the gangway, the former
slaves were whipping all those pirates who
resisted or who cursed. The brutes were
receiving a taste of their own medicine. And
the St. Frank’s'fellows made no attempt to
interfere. They knew that these pirates de-
served the lash.

They had to set their course more by
guesswork than anything else, for there was
no sign of Guntha’s ship when once they
had swung round the island. But they knew
that the vessel must be somewhere in the
direction of Gothland.

To ask Siegan for directions was futile,
for if he answered at all, he would probably
lie. So the great galley set out, trusting
to luck. And at just about the same time,
the motor-boat, with Nelson Lee and Dorrie
on board, was starting off from the Northes-
}’rian coast—bound for the island in mijd-
ake.

“It’s our only course now,” Nelson Lee
was saying. “Things seem to be going

frowning rocks towards the-

wrong generally, for I can hear the motor
misfiring.”

““The motor ?” repeated Ethelbert the Red,
staring.

““Yes, the engine.”

“Thou meanest the mechanism which drives
this craft ?”” asked the princess’ chief adviser.
“I no longer wonder at these marvels. Ia
aught amiss? It seemeth that we travel less
speedyy.”’

“I'll go and have a look at the works,”
said Lord Dorrimore. “We’ve got enough
juice, because we filled the tanks before we
stared out. It’ll just about put me in a
cheerful mood if the old bus peters out.”

He went to look at the engine. Fortun-
ately, there was no lack of petrol there, for
when the airship had crashed, she had done
no damage to her great supply tanks, and
these had been over two-thirds full.

While Dorrie tinkered with the engine,
Lee kept a sharp look-out ahead. This
search was presenting many difficulties. At

| last definite information had been gained

that the Royal barge had been seen going out
upon the lake in company with a great galley.
But none could say which direction they
had taken, although it was assumed that
the vessels were making for the pirate
islands.

So the motor-boat was now dashing off in
chase.

Lee wanted to have a hundred ships in this
affair, for then something might be accom-
plished.  But the slow Northestrian vessels
were practically useless in such an enterprise.
This one motor-boat had to suffice, and Lee
had grave fears that the captives had already
been taken well over towards Gothland.

“You see, it’s so confoundedly difficult,” he
said, turning to Ethelbert. “ We might go
right across to Gothland, and miss them by a
mere mile or two. We might search this lake
for days without happening to strike the exact
spot. From this low level the horizon is
limited—it’s not as though we were on a
vacht, with a high deck. We’re almost on a
level with the water, and our horizon is con-
fined to a mile or two. And this lake is forty
miles across.”

“Let us, at all events, search these accursed
islands,” said Ethelbert anxiously.

And, in due course, the islands grew near.
Dorrie had patched up the engine, and it was
now operating at full power. Lee did not
hesitate. =~ He drove the motor-boat straight
into the low cave entrance, with Lord Dorri-
more at the machine-gun.

‘““Better switch on the searchlight,
said his lordship.

“Yes—do so!” replied Nelson Lee.

A powerful searchlight was fitted in the
bows of the motor-boat, and at the touch of
a switch a great beam shot out. And, as the
boat glided into the gloomy cave, the interior
was dazzlingly lit up.

“See!” shouted Ethelbert, pointing.
Royal galley!”

eh 7”

“The
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“Br gad, he's right!” said Dorrie.  *““She's
here, Lice!”

“Yes, but where are the boys?” exclaimed
Lee. ““And what of the pirates themselves?
There’s no one here, Dorric—the place 1s

deserted !

It did not take long for them to
discover  this fact. The grotto was
abandoned, and the Royal barge was
cmply and deserted. The absence of
the big galley was significant—for this

proved, beyvond doubt, that the prisoners had
been transferred on to it, and were being
taken elscwhere. Gothland! It was obvious!

So once again the motor-boat went out in
search, but with little hope. TFor by this time
it seemed that the royal captives must be in
the hands of the enemy. Little did Nelson
Lee imagine what was really taking place!

Yor at that very time the pirate galley was
bearing down upon Guntha’s waiting ship.
Guntha the Crafty was filled with pleasant
anticipation. He watched the galley’s
approach with acute satisfaction, and he no
ionger had any doubts regarding Siegan’s
story. For here came Siegan with his
prisoners '

On board the galley, the St. Frank’s fellows
were acting with caution.

Decliberately they had placed Princess
Mercia, Prince Oswy and the girls In a
prominent pozition on the high poop, where
ther could be scen distinetly by those on tho
enemy ship. And the bows of the galley were
kept head-on, so that none of the Gothlanders
could gain a clear view of the galley’s lower
decks.

Thus, CGurtha had cvery reason to feel
nleased, for he could see those royal prisoners
lonz before the galley drew close. He could
sec them huddled together, frightened-look-
ing and timid. He did not know that this
was a mere trick to entrap him.

Handforth, Nipper and the other fellows
were taking anxious stock of the enemy ship.
They meant to capture her, if possible, but
ther weren’t quite surc of her size or strength.
But now that they were approaching; they
were reassured. Guntha’s vessel was not so
very formidable, and there did not appear
to be many men aboard, At all events, her
decks were well nigh deserted.

“We'll chance it!” growled Nipper.
“We'll sweep up, and board the beggar be-
fore they can guess our intention.”

The prospect of returning to Northestria
with such a prize was alluring, and none of
the fellows could resist it. Such a feat would
provide a fitting round-up to the days
adventures.

And so, when the galley swept majestically
alongside, friendly grappling irons were cast
across, and the Gothlanders had no suspicion
of what was coming. Guntha's eyes were
upon the princess, and his elation knew no
bounds. How Kassker the Grim would
honour him for this tremendous triumph!

And then, like the burst of a thunderclap,
came the sheck.

From every part of the galley men were
sweeping on board the Gothlander vessel—and
boys, too! All were armed with swords.

“Surrender!” went up the shout. * Sur-
render, and we’ll spare you!”

Guntha started forward, his eyes ablaze.

“A trick!” he raved. “By my bones! A
foul and dastardly trick!” -

The clash of the fight was already begin-
ning, but it” was not ?ikely to last for long.
For this ship contained mien who were mostly
injured, and the rest had no fight left in
them. They were alrcady demoralised by
their recent experiences, and the very nature
of this new surprise unnerved them.

“There he is!” yelled Handforth trium-
phantly. *““Come on, you chaps!”

Guntha was swept off his.feet before he
could even draw his sword, and he dis-
appeared beneath a pile of shouting fellows.
And Guntha’s downfall in the first minute of
the fight was enough.

The rest of the Gothlunders erumpled up.

CHAPTER 18.
THE RETGRYN!

PITHIN five minutes the
Y/ victory was established.

After the first Goth-
landers had gone down,
the rest surrendered—
abjectly. The schoolboy pirates had done
well, for not only bhad _they ecaptured an
enemy ship, but theyr had seized Guntha the
Crafty—one of Kassker’s right-hand men,
And now for Northestria!

Fully fifty of the released slaves were left
on board tne caplive, to act as a prize crew.
Lvery Gothlander was disarmed, and the
majority, indeed, were packed bcelow and
locked up. Only sufficient men were kept al
the sweeps. _

“By jingo, we've bad some excitement, but
everything's ended all right,” grinned Reggie
Pitt happily., *“ We've got the whole gang of
pirates, an enemy ship, and an enemy com-
mander! Who said we couldn’t join in the
actual fighting?” |

“This is what comes of sending us off with
the princess—so as to be out of all the fun!™
said Handforth, grinning. ‘“As a matter of
fact, we've had more of the fighting than
any of the others, I'll bet. And we’ve come
out on top. too. Good luck to St. Frank’s!"

“Rather!” said Nipper. “But now we'vo
got to skedaddle back. We can’t take any
more chances—oespecially with the princess on

board.”
“We could

“Chances!” cchoed Handforth.
capture a dozen Gothlander ships if we liked
—with no chance about it, either., What’s the
good of being pirates if we don’t set to work?
I vote we raid—-"'

But he was shouted down.

“No, old man, we've pot to deliver the
princess safely,” said Nipper. *‘Besides, I've
got a sort of feeling that I could do with a
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meal. How long is it since we ate? Six
hours, or six days?”

““Feels like six weeks said Tommy
Watson, #

Browne was confronting the princess.

““We have the honour to present you with
a captured enemy ship, your Highness,” he
was saying graciously. “ We now propose to
speed for Westwold—where, I fear, there is a
certain amount of anxiety.”

“l am lost for words,” confessed the
princess happily. “I knew ye to be youths
of great resource and courage, but these
exploits have surpassed all my expectations.
Ye are truly youths of a great nation!”

Before Browne could answer, a shout went
up.

“Lool !
body.:

“Hurrah! It must be Mr. Lee!”

Nipper jumped.

“We'd better signal—and do it quickly,
too!” he exclaimed. *‘They’ll mistake us for
a piratc—and they’ve got a machine-gun on
board.”

‘““Oh, corks!”

“ Let’s signal the surrender, and make ’em
think we’re real pirates!” grinned Handforth.
“Up with the white flag, you chaps!”

A signal of some kind was found, and it
was frantically waved., And on board the
motor-boat the approaching searchers were
surprised—and suspicious.

“They’re surrendering—even before we fire
a shot!” said Lee. “We had better go
cautiously, Dorrie——" :

“My dear man, don’t you believe 1t!”’ said
his lordship. ‘ They’re scared—they’ve heard
of us! The very sight of this motor-boat is
enough to put these pirates into a funk—
Ye gods and litttle fishes!” he added, in a
shout of joy. ““Look! It’s the princess—and
she’s waving !”

“Thank heaven!” murmured Lee.

IEthelbert the Red was too anxious and
relieved to make any comment. Even now
he feared that some mishap might oceur.
The motor-boat swung round, and drew alone-
side the galley. And, as it did so, a number
of the pirates raised their arms.

“ITallo, Mr. Lee!” went up a united shout.
““Cheerio, Dorrie!”

“Good glory !” gasped his lordship.

“The boys!” exclaimed Lee. “Well, upon
my soul! These—these pirates aro our own
boys, Dorrie!” '

“Can't T sce it?7” roared Lord Dorrimore.
“Of all the infernal young monkeys! Tl tan

I
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The motor-boat!” yelled some-

their hides for this trick, confound ’em! DBut,
by gad, they’re a set of wonders! Good luck
to ’em for their spirit!”

“It‘s all right, guv’'nor |” sang out Nipper,
from-the galley. ““The princess is safe, and
so is Prince Oswy. We've got lots of
prisoners, and we’re just off to Westwold.”

Dorrie shook his fist.

- “Wait until I get at you!” he shouted.
““What’s the idea of foolin’ us like this?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A shout of laughter went up, and Dorrie
was obliged to grin. Three minutes later he
and Nelson Lee were in the midst of the
triumphant juniors, and Ethelbert the Red
was breathlessly inquiring of the princess if
she was safe and well,

It was Nipper who briefly told Lee the
facts. Browne wanted to be spokesman, but
he was shouted down, in spite of the fact that
he was a commander. The fellows were
hungry, and they didn’t want to wait all day
while the locquacious Fifth-Former told the
story.

“That’s about all, sir,” concluded Nipper,
when he had given the main facts. “There’s
Siegan, chained to that oar—and we’ve col-
lared Guntha the Craftv. too. Another blow
for the Gothlanders, eh?”

Lee looked at the fellows with sparkling
eyes. .

“Boys, vou've done splendidly,” he said
simply.  “ Against extraordinary difficulties
you have conquered all along the line. Your
efforts have been magnificent.”

““Hold on. sir,” said Nipper, with a frown.
“This isn't our act at all—it’s t! e girls’! All
the honours go to Doris and Winnie.”

“Hear. hear!” shouted the rest of the
fellows. “Three cheers for Doris and Winnie!
Thev’re the heroes of the hour!”

“They’re talking nonsense, Mr. Lee,’
Winnie uncomfortably.,

Nelson Lee shook his head.

“On the contrary, they are talking with
singular truth,” he caid. *“It seems to me
that you have all done your share in this
exploit, and vou may be sure that Northestria
is as proud of vou as I am.”

Anrd so another episode was ended, but this
did not mean that the thrills of the sojourn
in the Arctic oasis were over!

THE END.

' said

(Xext week’s fine story is entitled “THFE
ST. PRANEK’S CRUSADERS!” It relates
the further adventures of the juniors, and
is packed with thrills and surprises.)
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wl, Edwy Searles Brooks
chats with his readers.

as are likely to tnlerest the majority.

"OTIE.—If uny reader writes to me, I shall be pleased to comment upon such remarks
All letlers should be addressed to EDWY

SEARLES BROOKS, c¢/o The Editor, THY NELSON LEE LIDRARY, The Fleet-
way House, Farringdon Street, London, K.C.4. Every letter will have my personul

attention, and all will be acknowledged in these columns.
merit will be distinguished by a« star, thus ®, uguinst sender’'s name.

writing about, and as I'm tremen-
dously busy, as usual, I'll acknow-
ledge a few of those old letters
straight away. By the time I've got them
down, I may have thought of something.
# * ¥*

Jas. W. Cook and Joseph Hoser (Poplar),
Lex (Aberdeen), Bourgeois (Hereford), A
Scotch Laddie (Airdrie), Cricketer (Newcastle-
on-Tyne), E’s ¥. P. (Bethnal Green), D. A. D,
(Manor Park), R. A. W. (Manor Park),
Nipper of Remove (Brighton), V. B. Flower
(Leek), Norman L. Roughley (Meathop),
S.-E. (Walworth), Betty (Melbourne), Mel-
burnian (Melbourne), David Pearson (Burton-
on-Trent), J. E, C. (Lowestoft), 0. K. B.
(Morwecll, Vic.), A Loyal Reader, F.M.1115
(Forrest, Vic.).*

3. S I can’t think of anything to start

xr ¥

Well, that’s given me a chance to collect
my scattered thoughts. T've been wondering
what to write about for the next Series, and
an idea has just occurred to me that it might
be rather good to—— But what’s this got
to do with vou? A lot, ¥ suppose you’ll say,
but I'm afraid you’ll have to wait, Just at
the moment, my job is to answer all those
rcaders mentioned above. But as I’'m not
going to answer them, we haven’t got much
further. As I'’ve mentioned before, if any
of you up in that second paragraph want
answers, you've only got to write again, at
just about the same length, and I'll reply on

this page as quickly as possible.
* * *

Wait a minute, though, I've just spotted
onc namne up there that’s given me a shock.
Quite a plcasant shock, let me hasten to add,
but still, a shock. If that particular reader
writes again at the same length—as I've just
invited—well, I've given that rcader some-
thing to do! Because I’ve already had two
letters from the same pen, and I should really
imagine they’re about the longest letters that
have ever come out of Australia. I'll bet
that particular reader has tumbled! I'd like
to add that I read the letters from end to
end, and still T wanted some more! In fact,
I was quite curtous to know what the writer

looked like,

I wonder if thére's an old snap- |

Letters of very special

E.S. D

shot knocking about somewhere? If so, send

it along with the next volume!
* % &

There are five fairly recent letters in front
of me—almost the last that came to hand, so
I'll acknowledge them straight away, and
make one or two frivolous remarks. What's
the good of being serious, anyhow? Not
half an hour ago somebody told me I was a
kid, and I believe he was right. Now, let's
see about those letters. S. G. Thornton,
(Longreach, Queensland), Leconard Leslio
(Sydney, N.S.W.), Appreciative (Brixton),
F. J. Potter (Biggleswade), Leslie Richards*®
(Margate).

¥ ¥

If vour friends scoff at the idea of your
getting an answer from me, S. G. Thornton,
just show them this. It seems to me that you
Australians are just as unbelicving as lots of
our people at home,

* * *

Well, I'm jiggered! The very next letter—
yves, from you, Leonard Leslie—trots out the
same sorft of stuff! Your brother will be sur-
prised if he sces an answer, will he? Per-
haps he won't call this a proper answer, but
fet's hope he’ll have the decency to be sur-
prised.

+® B3 *

Glad you like my yarns, Appreciative. You
are not the first one who has become ac-
quainted with them Dby picking up a dis-
carded copy of the Old Paper. But please
let me remove a misapprehension, which is
shared by all too many, I fear. You sav
this: “TI do hope I shall be one of the lucky
ones whose letters are actually opened and
sometimes read.” Listen! EVERY letter
l!.)s opened by ME, and every letter is READ

v me.

e
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Enemy Headquarters at Lords !

When Germany invades England in a War
of Revenge, Jack Bennett and his two school-
chums, Tom Lee and Buster Kirk, fall into
the thick of the fighting. Enemy hordes
sweep on London from the east coast and
from the south, finally forcing the British
back and capturing all North London,
British forces hold the enemy in the south,
and armies mass belween Aylesbury and Hert-
ord and by Wormwood Scrubbs’ in readiness
L?r a great counter-atiack against the enemy.
he enemy are actually fighting in Oxford
Street and Hyde Park, when the three chums
are captured during a German raid. They
gre taken to the German headquarters, which
have been established in the main pavilion
at Lord’s Cricket Ground. The chums are

Ll

Lord’s Bombed!

ACK'S fists were bunched at his side, and
he gritted his teeth wuntil it hurt as he
stared at the grim row of rifle-muzzles
before him. DBack of the weapons were

the tense, burly figures of the six Prussian
guardsmen, eyes glittering alopng the sights.

Two rifies were pointing straight at Jack. He
could see the sun gleaming where the back-
gights were worn, and on the metal buckles of
the dangling slings.

Near the party little groups of German soldiers
stood, watching idly. Clearly, Jack heard a man
laugh shortly, and the sound of it made every
muscle in his body tense.

He wasn’t afraid. He knew that he was going
to die. When that white handkerchief dropped,
those six muzzles would belch stabbing filame,
and——- Apd that would be all!

The wind fluttered a loose end of the handker-
chief. The officer was standing bolt upright,
with nis arm at full length.

“We're not afraid!” Buster growled the words

THE STRANGQLE-HOLD ON LONDON!!

‘taken

(Now get busy on this week’s exciling instalment.)

}

Amazing War Thrill_s-_
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before Stutz, the enemy’'s masler-spy,
and who used to be a master at the chumas’

old school. He questions the trio about the
location of the British reserves, but they
refuse to divulge any information. *“Take

these three fools out and shoot them,” says
Stutz carele:sly to one of his staff, and the
trio are wmarched out of the parvilion to a
brick wall near the entrance. Half a dozen
members of the famous Prussian Guards lineg
up as the firing party. The officer in com-
mand of the party raises his handkerchief—
the falling of which will be the signal for

the death of the chums. The three stand
staring straight at the smoke-blackened
muzzles of the rifles. The handkerchief

flutters in the officer’s hand——

RSP IR AENA NN RS PRI ISR NN ECERDNRENERAR

from where he stood at Jack'’s side. *“Go on—
shoot! @(et it over, confound you!"
Once again the officer spoke—<crisp Germaun

snapping on the air. There was a faint move-
ment, a last tension about the men in the firing
party. Jack glimpsed the officer’s arm con:mence
to move as le shaped to drop the handkerchief,
and then— ;

Zurr-r-r-r-r!  Bew-ew-ow-ew! Zurr-r-r-r!

Something came bellowing from out the sky.
Jack had one single glance of a British aero-
plane, diving low in a mad sweep—two machine-
guns barking from the fuselage. He saw dust
fiy as bullets hit the ground before him. He
saw the officer pitch forward on his face—two
men dropped in the ranks of the firing party,
while the fighting ’plane slashed down at them—
a mad, menacing, fire-spitting giant all silvery-
wings and blazing guns!

It swept down like an avalanche—and back of
it came four more machines! All diving—all
ﬂrinfl They scattered the Huns like chaff before
a wind—a leaden wind it was, a wind of search-
Ing, searing machine-gun bullets that flailed the
earth in =spreading cones, bringing death and
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swift destruction to the men grouped there—
the men who had laughed at the prospect of see-
ing three khaki-clad British boys die!

The trio remained where they stood. They
were too amazed, too gripped by their tension to
anove.

Wihoo-00-0om! Cr-r-r-rash!

The leading machine dropped a bomb full on
tho great pavilion. There was a rolling cloud
of smoke with black debris spitting out of it—a
cloud into which the second machine sped
another bomb. Then the squadron was wheeling
and circling over the playing-piteh, dropping bombs
among. the tanks and 'planes and infantrymen
there, machine-guns chattering in a mad war-
song all the while. _

From out the sky came more—and more—and
still more British "planes!

On .a sudden, it seemed as though the blue
above hau become filled with British cnaft,
bombing the famous buildings, smashing up the
enemy’s nest!

Jack was the first to recover himseif.

“Over the wall—quick!” he yelled. *“Over the
wall, Buster! Come on, Tom!”

“They dide't shoot us—my gosh, they didn’t
shoot us!" Jack heard Buster gasping. “We're
not dead!”

“But you jolly soon will be if you don’t get
over that wall!” Tom ripped at him. *“Pull
yourself up—that's it!”

Buster went up, balanced for a moment, and
then disappeared, and they heard him yell as he
hit what lay on the other side. Tom and Jack
leaped together and scrambled over, to see Buster
sitting amidst the ruins of what had once been
a seat, but was now only broken wood; appuarently
he had fal'en squarely on top of it, and the
thing had not been strong enough tg stand his
weirht.

The two dropped beside him, while Buster
grunted as he scrambled out of the wreck.
Threy crouched together at the foot of the wall
and stared about them. They were at one side
of a hard tennis court; the red ground-work
was all torn and smashed, and there was a shell-
liole in the cemntre of it, with a post which
carried rempants of a tangled net lying close to
them.

A door in the wall to the left gave on to the
St. John’s Wood Road, which, the chums knew,
was full of Germans.

“We've @ot to hide somewhere!”™ Jack said
quickly. “There are some houses and gardens
up there; pertmaps we can find a place. Creep
along—keep .ow!”

“Theyv're not worrying about us!” Buster told
fim, * They're being kept too busy to— Gosh!
Hark at those 'planes, they're givin® it to 'em!”

The air was racked and shivering from the
terrific concussions of the bombs showering down
from the sky. The wall quivered under the hands
of the three as they moved along. They could
hear machine-guns stammering in ao endless
-racket, and it sounded as though the Rritish
'1;1:111&:; must be razing all the buildings to the
around.

A dozen yards ahead, the wall seemed to bend
inwards as though thrust by a mighty hand. For
the veriest fraction of time, the three saw the
brickwork breaking up—then everything was lost
as black smoke surged outwards, and the bricks
;houiered from the blasting roar of yet another

nmmt).

They flung themselves down. They could hear
men shouting somewhere near. Out through the
breach in the wall, a shadowy figure staggered,
both band: pawing the smoke. It was a Ger-
man, and they saw him fall. He picked himself
- up, staggerad a little further, and then crashed
full lenzth and lay still.

They heard a wall collapse somewhere near—
a rumbling of falling masonry aud smashinz

t Houses of . Parliament,

giraers. A 'plaue spun low, racing towards them
as it dived through the clear space back of the
pavilion towards the main entrance  from the
street. :

Sun shone on the whirling propeller. They had
the merest glimpse of the spitting flaine of a
machine-gun firing at men on the other side of
te wall. Then the thing was above them,
smashing past and with the draught from the
propeller whiriing up the dust all around.

That draught served to clear away something
of the smoke by the broken wall, and the three
stole forward. They bent above the German
who lay there. They saw that he was an-officer;
P-; was quite dead when Jack swiftly examined
im.

“Take his antomatic—it may be useful!”
suggested Tom, and Jack drew the heavy weapon
from its holster. e cold touch of the thick,
smooth butt was comforting, and he helped him-
igglft to some¢ clips of cartridges from the man's

With the weapon in his hand, he moved uatil
he could sce what lay beyond the break in the

wall.
[ the cnemy general headquarters, and the
great aertal fleet of fizhting machices and
bombers had been- ordered to smash the place
flat. They were<loing almost exactly the same
thing as the Germans had attempted a while
before in their sudden raid, when the chums had
been captured
The Germans had pushed their headquarters a
little too close to the actual battle front, because
they were so certain that they would have
captured the whole of London by the evening of

Into the Thick Of It!

T was pretty clear to Jack and the others
that the British command had located

that day. Their General Staffi was ready to
move on into the very heart of London—to
establish itself in Buckingham Palace or the

so convinced were the
German commanders that the British defence had
been routed.

Although Jack was appalled at what met his
gaze as he peered over the debris of the shattered
wall, he was not surprised.

The famous cricket pavilion was on fire at the
far end. In front of him a mighty cavity had
been shorn in the wall, revealing a smoke-filled
room beyond. The distant end of the pavilion
was just a tumbled mass of debris, with the
firc getting a firmer hold with every passing
moment.

German aeroplanes that had been parked on
the turt showed blown to smithereens, their
wings and bodies flung to where the tauks stood
in a disorderly row. Some of the mighty craft
were canted into fresh-made bomb craters, others
were split down their length from explosions.

Everywhere Jack saw the little figures of men—
some running madly, others falline as the
vengeanco from the skies smote them down. The
bombardment went on ceaselessly.. "Planes still
wheeled and circled in the sky, discharging what
was left of their cargo of bombs, tlien winged
away to make room for fresh squadrons whick
dropped from the sky on the tails of the leaders=.

Tom and Buster moved up; they crouched,
starting at the sight before them. _

“By glory—that's the stuff to give 'em!”
Buster whispered tensely. *“What a mess! Apd
look at the pavilion—what price Stutz now %"

Jack’s clutch on the big automatic tightened
at his chum’s words. Stutz must be somewher:
in’ that pavilion—and so must the German genera
staff. What a chance to get all their papers
to learn all their plans! The chums were not

likely to be observed in the wild confusion. Evem '
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if they were, they could make a fight of {t. Their
case was hard, aﬂlwa}: and it would be difficult
to get through the German lines {o their own
countrymen.

1t they were lucky enough to get back, it would
be a great coup to take information with them.
They were just as likely to get through with it,
as without. The extma hazard of getting into the
pavilion was nothing when weighed against the
bigger task of escaping entirely free.

“What about it?” asked Jack, and he put the
scheme to the other two.

“You mean, go in there and grab what we
can?” asked Tom. _

“Yes. Th~ General Staff would probably be in
the Long Room!”, Jack answered. *“ And—"

“Well, it looks as though a bomb must have
hit ’em, then!” commented Buster. *“We could
climb t;hrau%h that hole there, up that bit of
stairs, and the Long Room’s somewhere the other
side. [ know it, because my pater took me
there when we came to see the last Test Match!
Chance it, Jack—it can’t do any harm! They'll
kgeﬁ I4:}:1 bombing this place for a bif, by the look
0 .II'

“Might drop a bomb on wus while we're im
the:l'{al” Tom said. “But we'll risk it—I'm game,
Jack!”

“Come on, then—I'll lead the way. If you see

a8 chance of getting a gun or anything, take
it!” Jack said, and then he scrambled forward
over the still-smoking brickwork. ;
- The pathway on the far side was filled with
tumbled debris. One or two figures lay amidst
it, and for a few moments the three stopped
there, tuking a survey of what lay hefore them.
It would be easy enough to get into the pavilion,
they could see that.

To the right, just beyond where they had been
placed for the firing-party, they could see the
bold gates, now marred by the shattered structure
of the clock-tower, which had fallen forward. One
or two men were climbing over the pile, striving
to get away from the ground.

Beyond the gate, where the sky showed clear,
were three or four more squadrons of British
'planes hurtling to the scene, with little white
puffs marking the shells irom enemy anti-aircraft
guns peppered all about them. :

Overhead, British fighting scouts were hammer-
ing at German ’planes which had come up;
beyond the pavilion, the work of
continued.

Jack led the way forward, slithered a little as
bricks gave uuder this tread, then went serambling
towards the pavilion, half on thands and knees
as he sought for foothold. Back of him, both
Tom and Buster paused by the forms entangled
in the debris; when they caught up with Jack,
Buster was carrying three “egg” bombs which
he had taken from one of the Huns, while Tom
had a rifle. '

Together they hauled themselves up and over
the crumbling edge of the holed wall before
Jfhem. Their boots grated on fallen plaster and
rubble that cluttered the floor beyond, then they
made for the twisted remnants of the spiral
staircase which showed to one side of the big
cavity. '
~Luckily, the staircase was firmly secured at
its upper end, and working themselves round the
sharp edges of the riven metal, they clambered
{}p the steps, until they reached a passage at the
op.
Where there had once been a wall on the
opposite side of the corridor, there was now

nothine at all; the tilting floor ended in a row.

of shattered joists and torn woodwork.

Smoke was walting out of the great hole
beyond. They saw smashed furniture and
pictures, bursts and framed photographs scattered
amidst floor-coverings and bricks and plaster,
Mingled here and there were Germans who had

destruction }

perished at the explosion of the mighty bomb
which had wrecked that part of the building.

“This way!” hissed Jack, and they scrambled
along the sloping, creaking floor, expecting every
moment that It might give and send them
hurtling below. It held until they were clear of
the danger-spot, and then they found themselves
nearing the main hall, down which they had been
marched to their doom bare minutes before.

“That door on the left!” Buster exclaimed.
“That’s the Long Room, Jack!” and he pointed
to a wide doorway. One of the two doors hung
slanting on its binges, and many of the panes
of leaded glass were smashed.

They stepped towards it—and in that moment
the shaken structure of - the pavilion quivered
as yet another bomb struck it. The thing burst
somewhere beyond the stairs by which the chums
had entered. Merged with the crashing roar of
the explosion came the wild, terrifying rumble
of falling masonry.

They saw the very ceiling above them begin to
tilt. Great flakes of plaster crashed down behind
them. They saw the outer wull begin to fall
slowly inwards. The paint on it cracked, a lath
stabbed out intn the air, white dunst spurted
from the hole, a floor-board suddenly stabbed
through the matting——

“Jump—through the door!” gasped Tom.

The three flung their weight at the doors
before them. Under the impact, the door hang-
ing from its hinge smashed forward and ecrashed
down—ijust as the corridor along which they had
come began to drop. The outer wall collapsed
with a rolling roar; the ceiling came down in a
wild cloud of dust which smothered and hid
everything.

A beam from the celling Hogged at Buster's
very heels, dropping with a mass of rubble which
blocked the doorway behind the chums—and
swinging to face them in the room beyond, they
saw- three German staff officers, one of whom
thrust forward the pistol that he held and blazed
point-blank at the chums!

"I"ha. Enemy Plans!

HE shot from the German’s automatic

was lost in the terrific uproar outside.

Jack thought that he felt the wind of

~the bullet from the spitting ~weapon,

then his own automatic stabbed forward and he
fired—twice! )

The Hun staggered, his weapon dropped to tho
floor, and a second later he sprawled full length
above it, rolled to one side, quivered, tried to
get up—and then lay still.

Tom lifted his rifle as he saw the other two
men snatching their weapons from their holsters.
He fired from the hip, in the same moment that
Buster hooked his finger through the metal ring
at the side of one of his “egg ” bombs.

The little, black-painted bomb snugged down
to the palm of his right hand, and the pin
“pinged ”_ clearly as he drew it out. With all
his strength he slammed the thing at the two
men on the other side of the room.

“Down!” he yelled, and he flung Jack to the
floor as he shouted, while Tom—seeing the bomb
go—fell with him. _

The Germans glimpsed Buster's action and they
leaped aside with mad desperation. A yard—two
yards—and then the little bomb exploded!

It went off with a «rackling, snapping roar
that shook the room. It changed from a rolling
hlack speck to a spurt of orange flame which
was Jost in a whipping cioud of white smoke.
1t was a high-explosive homb, and the little
casing was blown to fragments. Plaster showered
down Adrom the broken ceiling, and the two Ger-
man stafl officers were blown head over heels.
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“(Grab 'em!” yelled Jack; he was on his feei
with the wosds, racing at the nearest man. The
German was rolling over and over, and he
brought up against one of the long wooden
benches set near one wall. Jack stooped over
fim, but the man had been stunned—eo had his
companion. Jack grabbed the fellow’'s weapon
and a “handful of cartridges in thelr clips, then
twisted to Buster and Tom.

“Herd you are, Tom—lere's his gun. This
chap’s knocked out!” *
“Qo's this one!” Tom answered. “ Thanks!”

“That feels better!” he
the German rifle aside.

He_took the automatie.
exclaimed as he flung
“Now, what mext!”

They stood looking about the historic room.
As they had guessed, it had been used by. the
chief of the German Staff. The three heavy
tables in the centre were covered with plans and
papers, spread on the smooth surface. The far
end of the ruvom ended in a tangle of broken-
brickwork, torn wall paper and shattered wood;
another bomb had come through here, and it bad
taken its toll of the occupants of the room.

A dozen of the staff lay about the floor. Some
'were moving weakly, but of them the chums took
no notice. At the cenire table, close to where
the three were grouped, there lay one whom they
ie;cug?rised as the German Commander-in-Chietf

imself.

His hard. cruel features were set and tfense.
but his eyes were closed. Blood smudged the
zrim face, and it looked as though he had been
laid out by a bomb fragment. Everywhere
showed bricks flung by the main explosion, and
there was a little hole in the floor where
Buster's “egg ™ bomb had gone off.

r“GraP those papers!” Jack exclaimed. *“All
of 'em!” :

At a spot where the command®r must have been
standing was a pile of papers, some blown to the
floor, and others secured under the blade of an
unsheathed sword. It was Impossible for" them
to tell what the papers were, although Tom
recognised . sheaf! of messages from the field
wireless station ountside—now burled under stuff
from the collapsing stand.

Tom thrust the flimsy sheets into his tunic
pocket, and then grabbed more.
were busy and it was Jack who espied a slim,
fiat despateh case at the General's feet and
suntched it up.

“Come on—le%’s get away!” Duster grunted.
“We've got nearly everything! Are these maps
any good, Jack? Shall we take 'em?”

“No—to0o bulky!” his chum answered.
we going te get out?”

“Those doors at the end there lead to the
main hall!™ the fat jumior excluimed, as he
pointed to awnther pair of doors at the un-
damaged end of the room. *“We can get out
that way—and if we see anybody, we'll shcot!
We're all armed now!”

He dashed forward, his boois clattering on the
Hare, polished boards of the floor. They went
past otl-paintings and photographs hanging askew
on the wall, and stumbled over the low-backed
chiairs scattered about the place. Jack just
missed freading on the wooden-cased clock blown
down from apove the doors by which they had
entered, and then Buster was pushing open the
doors ar th far end and stepping out.

There was no one in the hall, and they dashed
for the rear exit. There was more debris here,
more huddled shapes. Without pausing, they
doubled round and made for the break in the
wall guarding the tennis courts.

Five Huns showed up ahead of them; men who
were doubling forward all crouched, as though
they feared that the death-dealing ‘'planes
above had got them spotted and might turn their
machice-guns. on to them. The five paused as

“How're

The other two.

they saw the chums, then turned tail and bolted
like hares

“They think there are some more of us about!”
Tom exclaimed. *“ Here we are—through here!”

They leaped through the hole in the wall,
clattered over the roose bricks, and them went
running along in its shelter towards the houses
for which they had originally been making.
- They reached the shattered buildings., which
appeared to bhave contained lawn-mowers and
tennis nets and rollers, then skirted a bomb
crater and were brought up by the end wall.
The three grouped there, staring_ at one another.

“If we try to get into any of these houses,
we may filnd Germans inside them,” Tom sald.
“We can't go back, because we're sure to be

spotted—but we've got to try and get through
with these papers somehow or other.”

Jack nodded.

“We can'y stop here, for fear of being seen.
Whatever wo do, we've got to run the risk of
getting shot at—and the minute they find that
all their papers and things have gone they'll have
every blessed soldier within a mile lookingz for

us!”

J it was certain that the enemy staff, when
they recovered, would strain every nerve

to regain the despatches which the “trio had

taken.

Their pockets were stuffed with documents
which were certain to be of inestimable value
to British headquarters—if only they could get
them there. In less than an hour, at the most,
the Germans would commence searching the
vicinity for them. The two officers who had
been stunned by Buster's bomb would come
round to tell their story.

“We ought to have finished ’em off,” said
Buster, as he thought of that. *“ When they
recover they’ll split on us—still, I don’t suppose
we could have shot ’em. It would have been a
bit too cola-blooded, though it's what the rotters
would have dong to us!”

“Well, it’s no good stoppinz here,” Jack =aid,
when they had discussed the situation. “The
best thing we can do is to try and get as far
away from here as——"

“Gosh, the railway!” Buster caught Jaek's
arm, his eyes shining as he spoke.

“Railway?” repeated Jack.

“Yes!” answered the fat junior. " Look here,
the railway runs right wnder the Lord's practice
ground, and it comes into the open somewhere
by Cavendish Road. That means there’s a tunnel
—we could hide there for a week! What's more,
we might be able to scout along the line right
back to Marylebone Station, and then get into
the Tube or something! Come on, over the wall
before theze rotters recover enough to sit up and
find out what's been happening!”

All three knew that the railway ran somewhere
near. The tunpels would be a sanctuary if they
could reach them. If they remained concealed
until nightfall, they might be able to get back
to the British lines. '

Buster and Tom helped Jack up so that le
could take a survey of what lay beyvond the wali
barring their further progress. . He saw only «
broad lawn, with bushes and rose trees growing

The Menace of the Tunnel!

ACEK was right; his chums realised that.
They had carried out a daring coup, and

in a bed immediately ULefore him. There was
no sign of any of the cnemy. _

“R'Lght! Drop me, then we'il bunk Buster
over!"

They negotiated the wall swiftly. They were
pow in the garden of a house which fronted on
to Grove End Road. The next wall had been
smazhed down by a stell, and they passed
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through the gap. The next garden was wider,
and they easily scouted through the bushes and
raspberry canes to the further wall, beyond which
was another garden set at right. angles and
belonging to an Elm Tree Road house—the road
down which they must pass if they wanted to
reach the railway.

As tliey climbed this wall, they all got glimpses
of the havoc wrought in the ecricket-ground.
Thete was nothing left of the Tavern or of the
white-fronted stands which stretched away from
it wad curved round the ground. They had all
keen - blown down, and flres were burning every-
where.

The ncw pavilion was just a heap of debris;
the broad streteh of turf was all ploughed up
and littered with the remnants of ’planes and
temks, suns and men. From an eficiently

organised headquarters, the place had been turned

into a shambles—wreckage upon wreckage!
“Shall we chance the road?” asked Jack, as
the three stood crouching against the wall. “We

‘could -get out around the side entrance of that
house, and bunk along the street.”

“It's a kind of backwater,” Buster informed
them. “I kpmow it, 'cause the pater parked his
car back here when we came to see the Test
Match!” '

“Let’s go—and if -we're seen we’ll shoot!” said
Tom.

-They moved forward. They could now hear

r

Germans shouting in the cricket ground behind
them, but the houses In front appeared deserted
and silent. Most of them had their windows
smashed, -as though there had been fightinz
around there; it was almost certain that there
had, and as they aeared the house, they found
evidence of it. ' ‘

They saw a British Tommy lying crumpled at
the foot of trellis-work that was ablaze with
crimson ramblers. He looked as though he had
been a gunner, for he wore a bandolier and spurs
glittered on his boots. In his hand was the’
broken blade of a blood-stained sword, and mnear
him lay three Germans—all dead.

The chums made sure that the gunner was past
all aid, then %hey moved on and left him there,
with the blood-red roses drooping above him.

They reached the house, taking cover all the
way. They came to the side entrance and were
relieved to find that the gate was open, affordiny
a view of the short, curving drive in front of the
house and the Elm Tree Road beyond.

All was silent until they got to the front
carden, then they heard the beat of feet
as men ran aloeng the road outside. It was a
company of QGerman Infantry, coming up at the
double and carrying their rifies at the trail. They
lnmhered past a3 the chums crouched amidst
thick rhododendron bushes, then vanished around
the bend which led to the front of Lord’s
Zround.
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“All clear” sald Jack, as he moved forward a
ﬁttle ano peered over the low brick wall before
1em.

Buster joined him. i -
“If {F'e go up that turping nearly opposite,
he sai ““We can cut through the houses into
Cavendish Road and be under cover all the way.

Across the road again then, and the gardens
there give right on to the railway! Might as
well run for it, eh?”

Jack agreed. The three crouched together at
the gate. at a word from him, they rushed for-
ward,

They tore across the road madly, expecting
every moment to hear the crack of a rifle from
the window of ome of the houses. They skidded
round the corner on the other side, and pelted
to the houses on the right—reaching the entrance
to the necarcst as a shoubt sounded from up the
street.

There was another company of Huns there,
running like the others they had seen, and
evidently comiug to the aid of headquarters.
The leaders stopped, but before they could bring
their rifles up, the trio had dived through the
gateway, slammed open the door of the trades-
men's eotrance and were sprinting for the garden
beyond.

They raced across the lawn and flung them-
selves at the wall beyond. Buster was over it
in & twinkling, aided by the smack of a rifle
bullet which struck the brickwork near one foot.
Mare bulles winged over their heads as the
three dropped together, then they ran on down
the garden in which they found themselves.

Without pause, they shot out of the side
entrance to the house. They did not stay to
see If anyone was in fthe road which they had
to eros3, but streaked forward to yet another
side entrance and a garden—beyond which was
the high, blackened brick wall marking the rail-
way.

They scrambled up it—and only just in time
did they steady themselves, for beyond lay a
sixty-foot drop sheer to the rails glimmering in
the black depths below!

The mils emerged from a tunnel-mouth at
either end The wall on which they poised fell
absolutely stralghd, “without foothold of any
sort-—and back of them were Germans ready to
shoot at the first fresh sight of them.

“We're done!” gasped Jack.

“\We're not—look! There are some steps lead-
ing down!” Buster pointed to the right, where
an iron ladder was hitched to the wall; the rungs
led downwards, to a signal by the tunnel mouth;
from fhe little platform on the signal head there
was another ladder leading to the permanent
way.

“Along the wall—run! We've got to chance
a fall!” Jack gasped, as he heaved himself up-

right.
The soot-covered top of the wall was flat—but
it was barely aine inches wide, and they had

ot to traverze twenty yards of it to reach the
Iadder! All the while, they would be outlined
acainst the sky, magnificent targets for the rifles
of the pursuing Germans.

Jack trotted forward, balancing himself with
outstretched rims. He glanced to the right, and
got a glimpsa of a German racing across the
Cavendish Road, with more men ruoning back of

him

“They're comiunz—quick!” he yelled. He
lengthened Lis stride. There came the crack of
a rifle and he heard the Whew-w-w! of a bullet
hizh above his head. The ladder was near now;
.he took a chance and broke into a run on that
perilous path. Another bullet sung close to him,
then e flung himseif forward, caucght the top-
most riung and felt the ladder quiver as it took
his weight. he slid madly down half a dozen
rupgs to give Tom room to drop.

—

The junior reaved himself over as Jack had
done. is boots clanged against the iron, then
he was safe. Buster bent above him. A bullet
smacked dust and soot from the top of the wall
ncar him; Jack heard him yell out, then Tom
wa3 steadying their fat chum as he pitched him-
self over the drop, both hands grabbing the side
of the ladder

He straightened with a jerk, and found a foot-
hold. Tom gasped:

“You all right—are you hit?”

“Not touched!" Buster assured him. “Go on
df:wP——they'H get to the wall and pobt at us,
else!l”

Jack went slithering downwards, rcached the
signal landing and them went on. His feef
crunched amidst the flints which lined the side
of the rails. then Tom and Buster joined him.

The black mouth of the tunnel gaped wide
before them—pitchy dark, and together they
Iea‘pe{l towards it

““We've done [t!" Jack exclaimed exultantly,
as he thrust down in his tumic pocket the
precious paperz they had taken from the enemy
commanders. “We'll get bLack-to—"

Crack! A rifle shot from behind cut short his
words, and a bullet whanged off the line near
him, whistling as it ricochetted through the air.
e of the-Germans was at the top of the wall;
a second shot sounded as the acrid fumes from
thie tunnel came to their nostrils. _

They plunged into ib, hugging one wall, and
they vanished from the sight of %he German rifle-
men as they reached the darkness of the tunnel.

“We're all right now,” Jack heard Bustér ex-

claim. “If they come after us here we ecan
shoot them before——" His words ended in a
gurgle.

An instant kter, Jack heard Tom gasp, then
he himself felt hands seize him from out the
darkness. He fripped. over -a rail, and then
crashed headlong, while the crushing weight of
a struegliag figure fell across him. '

He heard Buster shout, and then he was fight-
ing madly in the darkness.

e v,

( What has happened? Have the chums escaped
the Germany infantry only to fall into the hands
of more of the enemy? If they can get to Head-
quarters with the German despalches, they can
turn the tide of battle. Lool: out for more real
thrills in next week's gmashing long chapters—
and don't forget to make sure of your copy of
the NELSON LEE LIBRARY by ordering in
advance!)

THE ST, FRANK'S LEAGUE.

The Application Form for joining the .
ST FRANK’S LEAGUE =appeared In
last week’s issue. Owing to pressure
on our space, it does not appear in this
pumber, but it will be found as usual in
next week’s issue.

The Chief Officer’s Chat is op the
opposite page, and all readers who are
thinking of Jjoining the League ean
communicate with him at the address
given at the head of this page.
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THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE

THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

All LETTERS 1in referencs lo the League should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’s
League, cjo THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
Any enquiries which need an imediate answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelops.

(-

A Friend Indeed!

ERE is a letter of which I am extra
H proud. Of late there have been,
more than ever before, the finest
letters full of praise of the brilliant
work done by the NELsON Lee LIBRARY and
the League. Now, here comes my chum,
Gieorge Irwin, 17, Pine Street, Newtown,
Sydney, Australia, with a remark which
clinches the matter. ‘I cannot thank the
iriend too much who introduced me to the
NELSON LBE,” he writes. ‘ The book is full
of thrills and enjoyment. We get many
hooks, but out of the lot yours is the best.”
Thanks for that! You can almost hear the
steady beat of the drums and the fanfare
of the trumpets as good old Handy swings
past in his triumphal progress. By the way,
I must thank a lot of other correspondents
‘or the really topping letters they send in.
There are real high flyers from Australia,
(‘anada and -South Africa, as well as from
the old country, letters plum full of thought,
sparkle and horse sense.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

[eslie Walters, 14, Haslemere Road, South-.

sea, Hants, correspond with

readers.
R. R. J. A. Gleeson, 7, Laurel Villas,
South Circular Road, Limerick, Ireland,
wishes to " correspond with members any-
where, interrsted in cricket and autograph
collecting.

James Partridge, 42, Shelley Crescent,
Swansea, wishes to correspond with readers
interested in fretwork and meccano.

William Grifliths, 25, St. Andrew’s Road,
Small Heath, Birmingham, wishes to join a
club in his district.

John A Delves, 83, Caerau Square, Ely,

Cardiff (a telegraph messenger), wishes to
correspond with readers in London, Brighton
:iznd Canada, preferably those keen on foot-
all.

Norman Jones, 5, Sutton’s Flats, Lyons
Road, Drummoyne, Sydney, N.S.W., Aus-
tralia, wishes to correspond with readers in
England. _

B. Sofer, 1, Nuttal Road, Observatory,
Cape Town, South Africa, wishes to corre-
spond with readers in Australia and New
Zealand.

Miss Queenie Wright,

wishes to

Knox Street.

2b.

Marylebone, London, W.1, wishes to corre-
spond with readers. ,

-F. J. Ryal, 102, Chaucer House, Long
Lane, London, S.E.1, wishes to correspond
with readers in the United States, China,
India and Australia; interested in woodwork.

G. S. Hills, 28, Sunningdale Drive, Skeg-
ness, Lincs, wishes to correspoitd with readers
who wish to obtain back copies of any boys’
papers.

L. Chipperfield, 46, Fairley Way, Ham-
stead End, Cheshunt, Herts, wish:s to corre-
spond with readers in his district, also with
those in Australia and New Zealand.

C. Malcolm, 28, Priory Lane, Dunferm-
line, N.B., wants to hear from readers wish-
ing to purchase Nos. 1-14 of the Monster
Library.

Reginald Jones, St. John’s House, Kew
Road, Richmond, Surrey, wishes to hear
from readers willing to buy, sell, or exchange
back numbers of the NeLsoN LEeE LiBRARY.

Connie Martin, 62, Turner Road, Leices
ter, wishes to correspond with members. .

Richard R. Timlett, 17, St. David Street,
London, S.E.}, wishes to correspond with
readers interested in stamps; Australia or at
home; all letters answered.

Basil Goodall, 9a, Waterloo Street, Cam-
berwell, London, S.E.5, wishes to correspond

} with readers interested In science or as-
tronomy.
Joan Louis Lane, 13, Gladstone Road,

Walton, Liverpool, wishes to hear from readers
willing to join a corresponding club. Readers
in Walton and Liverpool district preferred.

Arthus Hooper, 209, Roman Road, Bow,
London, E.3, wishes to correspond with
readers in New York, Chicago, and Austra-
lia, also with members in his district, so as
to form a club.

G. Rudge, 26, High Street, Stonehouse,
Plymouth, Devon, wishes to obtain the
NeLson Lee LiBrary containing the story,
“For His Parents’ Sake.”

Robert Archer, 11, Ascham Street, Kentish
Town, London, N.W.5, wishes to correspond
with a reader in South Africa.

George Irwin, 17, Pine Street, Newtown,
Sydney, N.S.W., Australia, wishes to corre-
spond with re.ders.

V G. B. RHill, 4, Creswick Walk, Hendon,
London, N.W.11, wishes to correspond with
a reader aged about 10 in any land overseas.

C. A. Westrope, 26, Victoria Ro: !, Surbi-
ton, Surrey, wishes to correspond with
readers anywhere about stamp collecting,
club affairs and amateur magazine work.
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