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£ Come on !’ roared Lord Dorrimore. The Moor View girls and their rescuers swept towards the
open doorway like an avalauche, and a few moments later they were all safely inside, They had
escaped from Lorenzo and his guards by a matter of seconds !
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THE NELSON LEE

Defying the Slave-driver!

By

EDWY SEARLES
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The Gorilla-God !
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The Boys of St. Frank’s, Irene & Co.,.and

Lord Dorrimore mn a full-of-thrills' yarn among
the cannibals of the Congo jungle.
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" CHAPTER 1.

Hclding the Fort |

= OOK!” whispered Tommy Watson
I "tensely. “There’s something moving
over there., Over to the right, near
those palms!”
“Your tmagination, old man,” murmured
Nipper.
“TI tell you
rubbed his eyes.

” Watson broke off, and
“I believe you’re right,”
ho added wearily. “This darkness is so
jolly tricky. I could have sworn I saw some-
thing just now.”

They continued to crouch near the barri-
caded window, peering out Into the intense
gloom of the African night. The silence was
disturbed only by the whisperings from within
the fortress, and by the rustling of the palms
and other trees outside. A gentle wind was
coming down the long Kalala valley, and in
the distance the twinkling lights of Otto
T.orenzo's bungalow could be seen.

And then, of course, there was the con-
stant and continuous murmur of the waterfall,

but everybody’s ears had grown so accus-
tomed to that sound that it did not seem
to break into the silence. The waterfall was
some little distance away, and it provided
the power-station with its essential driving
force.

Somebody shouldered his
window.

“Anything doing yet?” asked Handforth,
vawning. ;

“I thought you were asleep, Handy,”
Nipper.

“I can’t sleep,” growled Edward Qswald.
“Every time I doze off I wake up with a
start, thinking about Irene and those other
girls. We've defied Lorenzo, and we’ve
pinched his power-station, and we're using
it as a fortress. But the girls are still
prisoners,”

“And something’s got to be done,” agreed
Nipper. - *“ What's more, it must be done at
once—iwithin the next hour. Dawn will be
here before two hours have passed, and we
can’t leave the girls in Lorenzo’s hands over
to-morrow. It 1sn’'t to be thought of.”

way to the

sald

»
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“Yes, but what can we do?” asked Watson
grufily. “It’s all very well to talk about
getting busy, but how can we help? We're
hemmed in here—defending this corrugated
iron place against Lorenzo’s blacks. If we
go out, we .shall only be recaptured. And
that won’t help the girls at all, will it?”

“There's no reason why we should be re-
captured,” said Nipper slowly.

He fell into silence, and the other remained
thoughtful, too. Their position was in no
way enviable. True, they had revolted, and
were defying the half-breed slaver. But
would they be able to maintain their stand?

At one of the other windows stood Lord
Dorrimore and Umlosi. Nelson Lee was on
the roof, with a powerful searchlight at his
hand—ready to be switched on at the sign
of trouble.

There were fifteen in the party, all told -
a dozen St. Frank’s fellows, in addition to
the three men. Drowne of the Fifth was the
only senior in tho party, and Willy Hand-
forth, of the Third, was the only fag. The
otier ten belonged to the Remove, and con-
sisted of Nipper & Co., Handforth & Co.,

Archie Glenthorne, Johnnvy Onions, Harry
(Gresham, and Alec Duncan.
Lord Dorrimore, cheerfully out for big

game, had fallen into the hands of a German-
Portuzuese half-breed—a murderous rascal
who ran these immense rubber plantations in
the jungle wilds, and who employed nothing
but slave labour.

Dorrie and all his
much of the slave
Lorenzo’s liking, and
into slaves, too.

But they weren't so easily subdued. The
boys had escaped from their night quarters,
had seized Lorenzo’s power-station, and were
holding it. Nelson Lege, Dorrie, and Umlos:
had joined them. But Irene & Co., of the
Moor View School, were still prisoners in
the slaver’s hands. '

“I’m not sure that we did right in grab-
bing this place, and barricading it,” mur-
mured Tommy Watson, after a long silence.
“ODnce we were free, we ought to have
escaped from the plantations altogether. As
it is, there's precious little chance of defy-
ing Lorenzo for good. He’s bound to re-
capture us sooner or later—and then he’ll
torture us worse than ever.”

Nipper shook his head.

“It sounds easy, Tommy; but what about
the electrified rivers?” he asked. ‘“These
plantations of Lorenzo’s are surrounded by
swiftly-flowing streams, and there’s a power-
ful electric cable on the bed of each. The
water’s deadly—as we have good reason to
know. How could we have swum across?”

“Couldn’t we have made a rough bridge?”

“I dare say we could,” admitted Nipper.
“But what about afterwards? It would be
suicide to travel through these game-infested
forests without a rifle, or without tents®
or stores. No; our only course was to grab
a strategie position, and fortify it. As for

friends had seen too
plantations for Otto
so he had made them
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what happens afterwards, we shall have to
leave that in the lap of the gods.”

Nipper had spoken truly. Any dash for
the outer forest would have been fraught
with deadly peril. In fact, such a move
would have been tantamount to suicide.

Lorenzo had stolen their tents, their stores,
and every scrap of their personal property.
These plantations were tucked away in a
particularly wild region, and there were wan-
dering bands of the Oturi tribe in various
parts of the great forest. These Oturis were
*Lorenzo’s henchmen, and could only be re-
garded by Dorrie’s party as deadly enemies.
Even the Sansissi, usually friendly, were in-
censed just now-and so were .the Arka-
zoli. To attempt to reach civilisation without
plenty of arms would be fatal. The only
weapons they had were the few guns they had
found in the power-house.

™y ————

| CHAPTER 2.
R‘@,‘f‘ A A Desperate Mission !
B L

HERE’S the factory—that

dark blob over there,”

Nipper said softly. “The

girl’s quarters are quite

close by, and there’s

plenty of cover between this spot and that
for us to risk it.”

“You—you mean a rescue-party ?” asked .

Handforth breathlessly.

“Yes! It's got to be done.”
“But we don’t know which hut the girls
are 1n,” obhjected Tommy Watson. “We

might search a dozen—-—"

“That’s not a difficult point,” Interrupted
Nipper. “Willy knows the exact hut.
Didn’t he escape first? Didn’t he find the
girls, and have a word with them?”’ -

“By George! That’s right!” murmured
Handforth. “My minor spoke with Irene,
and she told him everything. Like his giddy
“cheek, of course! Where is he? ILet’s wake
him up.”

“Hold on!” said JNipper. “We want to
- decide on the plan first. Don’t vou fellows
realisc the terrible possibilities! I've heen
in a fever of fear for the past two or three
hours, if you want to know the truth.”

“Fear?” repeated Watson. “Youl!”

“Yes, me!” growled Nipper. “What do
you think I am—superhuman? I'm in a blue
funk about the girls—and that’s the truth!
Why Lorenzo hasn’t taken advantage of his
tremendous opportunity is beyond me. I
can only think that he’s too inflamed by rage
to recalise the nature of the weapon he

holds.™

“Weapon?” said Handforth. “ What
weapon ?”’

“Six weapons, in faet,” said Nipper.

‘s . |”
'ﬁ[“hose girls!” -
Are you calling them weapons, you ass’
“Yes and in this way, Handy,” muttered

Nipper tensely. “If Lorenzo only threatens
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to torture the girls, we shall have to sur-
render. Don’t you understand ?”

“Torture them!” said Handforth, horrified.

“ My dear chap, this man is madly anxious
about his rotten power-station—he’s afraid
that we shall ruin it—and he wants to get
us out,” said Nipper. “Supposing he
threatens to flog Irene & Co. unless we give
ourselves up?”

“Then we shall have to give ourselves up!”
said Handforth promptly.

“Of course,” agreed Nipper. “Any other
alternative 1is unthinkable. We can’t allow
him to flog the girls, or to harm them in
any way. And he’s bound to think of the
wheeze sooner or later. It’s so obvious—it's
such a powerful lever. But so far he hasn't
utilised it. My idea is for us to rescue the
girls before Lorenzo can take advantage of
the thing.”

“Where's Mr. Lee?” demanded Handforth
fiercely. “We must go at once! Even now
that blackguard might be Oh, crumbs!
The thought of it! Let’s sneak out without
telling anybody—let’s go——"

“Steady, young 'un—steady!” came Nelson
TLee's voice from the darkness. “I quite
agree with this plan, and it has my full
support. Indeed, I have come to you with
the especial purpose of suggesting it.”

“You’ll let us go, guv'nor?” asked Nipper
eagerly.

‘““Somebodv must go,” replied Lee quietly.
“To leave the girls in Lorenzo’s power is
out of the question. While they are sepa-
rated from us we have no security whatever
—and they, to be Irish, have less. Neither
Dorrie nor I can leave our posts, but Um-
losi can be spared. He and six of you must
make this venture.”

“Good egg!” said Handforth excitedly.
“I can be in it, can’t I?”

“I'm not so sure, Handforth,” replicd Lee
gravely.

“0Oh, but—”

“This task will call for silence of move-

ment, and absolute secrecy,” said Nelson
Lee. “Your impulsiveness is well known,
Handforth—your whisper 13 famous. I am
afraild you must be left bchind. We need

you here, in any casc.”

Handforth was filled with distress.

“But it’s for the girls, sir!” he pleaded.
“I swear I'll keep quiet. I swear I'll obey
orcders! Let me go, sir!”

“Tt may be decadly dangerous

“YT don’t care about that, sir,” interrupted
Handforth. “Please!”

He was so earnest that Nelson Lee hadn’t
the heart to refuse.

“YVery well, then,” he said. “In case
there is anv fighting, vou will be a useful
member of the party. The others can either
volunteer, or.I will leave you to choose them,
Nipper. Be off as soon as you can, and we
pray that you will be successful.”

“We've just got to be successful, guv'nor,”
said Nipper quietly. ‘“We mustn’t consider
any other possibility. But hadn’t we better
arrange a signal?”

»

“I was thinking very much the same
thing,” nodded Lee. ‘“We shall be on the
watch for you, and we will admit you quietly
and unobtrusively if possible. But in case
you have to run for it, you had better take
this revolver. TFire two quick shots, and I
shall know that you¥ plight is desperate.”

“We won't stay to fight wunless we'ro
hemmed in, sir,” said Nipper. “We’ll make
a run for home. So if you hear those two.
shots, have the door ready, so that we can
rush straight in.”

It was a simple cnough plan, but it
served. Indeed, no other precautions were
possible.  Only six of them could go, in
addition to Umlosi, for the thole garrison
only numbered fifteen. And there was a
great amount of risk attached to the whole
undertaking.

The fortress itsclf would be in great
danger while the raiders were absent, and
the raiders themselves would stand in im-
minent risk of recapture. The next half-
hour was likely to be exciting,

The party was made up of Nipper, Tommy
Watson, Handforth, Church, MecClure, and
Willy. The others were compelled to re-
main behind, much as they would have liked
to go. Umlosi, of course, was ready, too,
and much might depend upon his quickness
of eve, and his great strength. .

“We go to rescue the young white maidens,

my master.” rumbled the great Kutana
chief. “Wau! Without them, we return
not, There can be no failure!”

L:That’s the spirit, old man!” said Nelson
e.

“We'll expect vou back within the hour,”
added Lord Dorrimore. ‘ Umlosi, old scout,
remember what this means to all of us. If
vou come back with the white maidens we
shall be able to snap our fingers at L.orenzo.
But if you fail—"

“"Tis idle, N'Kose, to speak thus!” inter-
rupted Umlosi. “Have I not said that there
can be no failure? We come back success-
ful, or we come back not at all!”

“By George! And so say all of us!”
declared Handforth. ‘““Where's Willy ? He’s
got to act as the pguide, so everything
depends upon him.”

The Third-Former nodded.

“Tt might be a good idea to get off, in-
stead of wasting time in jawing,” he said
calmly. “If the rest of you chaps are
ready, we'll make a move. With luck, we

ought to be back within twenty minutes.
an

Keep for us, won’t you,

Dorrie ?

eye open

CHAPTER 3.

Lorenzo Decides !

TTO LORENZO set his

glass down with such force

! that 1t splintered to
pieces on the table.

“What can we do, Popodos?’’ he demanded
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harshly. “These acoursed boys have defied
me for hours. It seems that they’ll defy
me for days! And I ecean do nothing!

They’ve got me helpless!”

His companion shrugged his shoulders.

“Yet there must be amway, boss,” he said.
““I guess these young guys have put one
over on us for to-night, but if you’re the man
I think you are, they’ll soon be back in
‘chains.”

“But how?’ snarled Lorenzo. “How?
We can’t attack the power-station without
fear of damage to the whole plant. And
it mustn’t be damaged, Popodos! My whole
plantation depends upon the eclectricity. We
must be careful—we must deal with this
thing cauttously.” :

The two men were sitting in Lorenzo’s
living-room. in his bungalow. The electric
licht which gleamed over tho table seemed
to mock at them. For it was only available
by tho gracious permission of the besieged
garrison. At any moment it might snap
out, and Lorenzo would be able to do
nothing to re-establish it.

The half-breed was a big, coarse, greasy
rufian, with a face which revealed every
evil instinet. The other man was his chief
overseer—a Greek who had been born in the
East Side of New York, and who had sought
refuge in this wild spot because he was
wanted by the police of two continents.
Here, in Lorenzo’s employ, he was safe. Ho

was being paid big money, and the life
suited him. .
“We've tried everything,” went on

Lorenzo savagely. “We set our men against
the building. and they were beaten back.
And when we hurled the slaves in great
numbers against these accursed boys, they
were still the masters.”

“You've got to hand it to them, boss.”
said Popodos. “That was a cute scheme to

electrifv the corrugated iron walls, T guess
that Lee guy knows something about
electricity. We can’t go near the blamed

place without getting four or five hundred
volts into us. It’s not good enough.”

“We can do nothing,” snapped the half-
breed. “My guards are in terror. 'They’re
afraid to go anywhere near the building. I
don’t know what we can do. It took me
years to get that plant into this country.

“It sure was a big proposition,” nodded
the Greek.

“Years!” went on Lorenzo thickly. * Sec-
tion by section—sometimes disguised. Over
three-parts of the stuff came in as grub. T

can’t risk any shooting. A stray bullet

might destroy a vital unit.”

The situation was indeed aggravating.

Here was this slaver, with two or three
scores of guards at his command, and hun-
dreds of slaves to obey him, and yet he could
do nothing against this handful of deter-
mined rebels.

“It was a clever game to seize the power-
station,” said Lorenzo fierccly. “Any other
place would have been easy to deal with.
There are guns in there, too—guns and

ammunition. Curse them, Popodos! They've
cven got a searchlight, so that we can spring
no surprise.’”’

“If we could only get hold of onc of. the
young demons, we could put him in the
middle of a bonfire, 1 full sight, and
threaten to set light to it unless they all sur-
rendered,” said Popodos. “But they're too
cute. They won’t give us any chance of
that sort.” :

“When I get them in my hands, I'll crush
them!” said Lorenzo passionately. *“T’ll
smash them completely, Popodos! Not one
shali live! And their treatment will be
special—very special. I have my own’
methods, and T’'ll give the rest of the slaves
a treat for once. Yes, I'll strike terror into.
their hearts for the remainder of their black:
lives! They’ll see things——"

Crash!

Popodos had sprung to his feet, and a
whisky bottle fell to the floor and broke,
swilling its contents in a big pool.

“You infernal fool!” snarled Lorenzo.
“What the ”?

““Boss, I've got an idea!” said Popodos
tensely. *‘““Why didn’t we think of it before?
Say, we're crazy to have missed it!”

“Missed what 7”’ shouted the other, ““Can’t
you speak? Must you stand there goggling
at me? What is this plan? No good, T'll
wager!”

But the Greek was
cunning way.

“If vyou wasn’'t so set on driving the kids
out, you'd have thought of i1t yourself,” he
said. “Listen, boss! We can get that crowd’
out without firing a shot—without using a’

-

smiling in an evil,

man. We can get them all out and put them
in chains 2 |

“Fool!” shouted Lorenzo. “What do you
mean 77’ .

“Why, the girls!” said Popodos, grinning.;
Lorenzo started.
“The girls!” he echoed.

‘““Sure thing!”’ said Popodos calmly. “Six:
of ’em! What's going to happen if we
parade the little bunch in front of the
power-house? What’s going to happen if
we give these young guys an ultimatum?
Either they surrender, or—"

“We are mad!” interrupted Lorenzo ex-
citedly. ““All this time wasted, and we did
not think of it! There 1s nothing easier—
nothing more certain! We have them,
Popodos! These fools think highly of their:
womenfolk, and they’ll never let them suffer.’
Yes, yes! We’'ll wait until daylight,” he.
went on cunningly. ‘“Yes, daylight. There’s
no hurry. There’s no hurry now. We'll let
them think they’ve beaten us—and then, just
as the sun is rising, we’'ll make a spectacular
little scene.”

“Bring out the girls and flog them, eh?”,
asked Popodos.

Lorenzo shook a fat hand. )

“Tt might serve, but we won't leave it to
chance,” he replied. “We won’t flog them
Popodos. That’s not effective enough,. we'll
bring them all out in a row, bound and
blindfolded, in full sight of the power-
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station windows. I'll have a squad of my
cuards, and then I'll tell these rebels that
their girl companions are being shot at sun-
rise as a reprisal.”

“That’s great!” said Popodos, grinning.
“ And will you shoot ’em?”

“Will it be necessary?’ asked the slaver
contemptuously, “These Britishers will make
any terms if I promise to spare thosc lives.
They’ll surrender unconditionally. We’'ve got
them, Popodos. Let us go straight to the
hut and drag them out. It will soon be
dawn. We might as well prepare. I want
to be doing something.”

The half-breed’s mood was now entirely
different, His savaze temper had gone.
He was smiling with gloating triumph. He
could see himself in full command once
again, and ho was pondering over the punish-
ment that he would inflict upon these defiant
schoolboy slaves!

CHAPTER 4.
Quick Work !

00K out!” whispered Willy
tensely. -

He dropped flat on the
ground, and hardly dared
to breathe. 8Six other
forms did precisely the same thing, and
there was no indication that anything living
was lurking in the tall grass.

Even Handforth managed to efface him-
self. [or once in his life he was silent and
cautious. The safety of Irene & Co. was at
stake, and he knew that this was no ordinary
schoolbcy escapade. In all truth, it was a
matter of life and death. And at such times
Handforth was capable of big things,

They were crouching near the big factory,
" the irregular range of buildings * where
Lorenzo’s raw rubber was put through
various processes, and prepared for ship-
ment,

Two ot thc big Nubian guards came by,
one carrying a lantern. If necessary, Umlosi
and his young companions were prepared to
pounce on these men and render them help-
less. DBut the pair went by and noticed
nothing.

“All 1s well,” murmured Umlo-i at length,
““let us proceed,” -

“Yes, and the soonmer the better,” mut-
tered Nipper. “There seem to be plenty of
rmen about, even now. If we get through
we shall be jolly lucky. But it all depends
on quictness and speed.”

They had met with singular good fortune
so far,

Slipping out into the darkness from the
power-station, they had melted into the
gloom beyond. They half expected to run
into parties of Lorenzo's guards. The whole
cnterprise was fraught with hideous danger,
for capture would mean something worse
than death. Not one of those youngsters
rematined ignorant of the truth.

e e
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But they were of stout heart, and they
rigorously thrust aside all possibility of
failure. They were making a bold bid to
rescue the girls. They had to succeed. There
was no other possible thought. :

Umlosi was leading, with Willy close
beside him. Nipper came next, with Hand-
forth and the others close behind. Nipper
was the only one armed, and his revolver
was merely for the purpose of signalling,
should such a desperate expedient be necesf
sary.

Willy’s presence was neccssary, for he was
the only one who had seen Irene & Co. since
Lorenzo had taken them all as slaves. The
Moor View girls had been placed among the
native women—flung into a hut by night,
and forced to work in the factory by day.

And Willy had managed to have a word
with two of the girls, and they had told him
exactly where their quarters were.

“We're getting nearer |” murmured Willy,
after they had covered another twenty vards.
“There’s no guard in sight, and evervibing
secemns quiet. See those rough old huts away
there to the left We want the second one.”
“Let us hope, young master, that the
maidens will be within,” whispered Umlosi.
“’Twill be bad, indeed, if thou hast made a
mistake, or if tho maidens have been taken
elsewhere.”

The tension was greater now, for they were
within sight of their objective, and they were
all filled with anxiety. Everything would
depend upon the next few minutes, ‘

Like shadows they stole past the first hut,
and then came to a halt at the door of the
second one. There were many trees iust at
tha rear, and the night wind was rustling
through the foliage. T%e sound was welcome,
since it tended to drown any noise that the
rescuers might create.

“This 13 luck!” murmured Nipper exul-
tantly. “It’s not a corrugated iron door,

like the others. It’s of wood, and there’s no
lock. Only these big bolts.”

“Pull them back!” urged Handforth,
4 Quiet, old man—quiet!” panted Nipper.

With care he drew the bolts. The others
kept a close watch up and down. but there
seccmed to be no prospect of disturbanoce.
They had the spot entirely to themselves.

At last the door was free, and it creaked
slightly as Nipper pulled it open.
~ ““Anybody in here?” he whispered, peer-
ing into the blackness within.

“Oh!” came a breathless whisper. “Who
—who is that?”

It was the voice of Doris Berkeloy.

“Doris!” murmured Willy, “It’s us, weo've
come to——"

““Renie—Renie!” ecame  Dorig’
“They’'re here—the boys are here!
coml% to rescue us.” i ,

“Keep quiet!” ur Nipper, in agony.’
“For heaven's sake, %(eep Qlﬁgt!” 898

Figures came crowding to the door—the
dim, ghostly figures of the girls in their
sadly soiled white attire. They had been
compelled to languish in this wretched hut,
just the same as the hapless negresses.

voicae.
They’ve
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‘“What’s been happening?” asked Irene
excitedly. “Oh, tell us! We’'ve heard shouts
and all sorts of —"

“We can’t stop now!” interrupted Willy.
“There are seven of us, ineluding Umlosi.
Are you girls all here ?”

“Yes—all six,” said Mary
breathlessly.

““Good egg!” said Handforth jubilantly.
® Come on—quick! My only hat! We've
done the trick! We've got them!”

“Cave!” came Tommy Watson’s urgent
voice. ‘“Look! There are a crowd of mep
coming here! We're too late to get away!”

They twirled round, staring with anxious
eves. Their hearts were throbbing madly.
Without any preliminary notice, a dozen
men had come swinging round from behind
one of the store buildings. They were
perilously near by, and they were carrying
lanterns. Lorenzo himself was leading.

“Hey!” came a shout, in an alarmed tone.
“Who’s that?”

“They’ve seen us!” gasped Watson.

It was true enough. The enemy had
appeared so suddenly that there had been no
time to take cover. They were only a hun-
dred yards off, and it was no time for hesita-
tion.

“Come on!” yelled Nipper. “No good
dodging into cover now. Let’'s make a run
for 1t!”

“Hurrah!” bellowed Handforth, overioyed
at the liberation of his pent-up excitement.
“Come on, girls! Run for your lives!”

“Do thou make all speed!” urged Umlosi.
“1 will give battle to these dogs!”

“No, no!” shouted Nipper. “We'll all run
together !”

Summers

Crack! Crack!
Twice in succession Nipper' fired his
revolver, the prearranged signal. And then

they all ran. They ran helter-skelter, the
girls needing no urging. They knew very
little of the actual facts, for they had been
imprisoned throughout the earlier excite-
ment. But this was evidently a bid for
liberty, and they seized it on the flash.

And as they ran, so Lorenzo and his men
flew in pursuit.

“They’ve escaped!” shouted the half-
breed furiously. “These accursed boys have
set them free! Shoot them, Popodos!
Where’s your gun, you fool? Where’s your
gun ?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The Greck fired wildly, and it was a
merciful fact that he could take no aim while
running at top speed. Lorenzo himself had
brought a rifle with him, and it was useless
to him while running.

His rage was a hundred times greater than
ever. A minute before he had been filled
with gloating satisfaction. His problem was
colved—he knew how to defeat the rebels.

And now, in a flash, he saw the end of his
hopes.

The girls had got free, and were being
snatched away from him just as he had been
about to commence his preparations. In vain
he urged h’s men to run faster. buot they

could never hope to outstrip those fleet
youngsters.

It was a wild race, with death as the
penalty for lagging!

CHAPTER 5.
A Tragic Discevery !
ORD DORRIMORE started

abruptly.
“Gad!” he exclaimed.
“Did you hear? Two
- shots, Lee! They've been

spotted. without a doubt!”

“Yes, I heard!” said Nelson Lee in agony.
“Heaven help them! Will they be able to
get back, Dorrie? TI'm afraid—terribly

-afraid !”

Browne of the Fifth sprang forward.

“The doors, brothers!” he shouted. “ Les
us have the doors ready, in case they win
through!”

Everybody in the fortress rushed to the
barricaded doors, and willing hands pulled
down the obstructions. All had heard that
signal, and they were sickened by the signifi-
cance of 1it.

“Hadn’t you better dash on the roof, an’

get that searchlight goin’?” asked ILord
Dorrimore quickly. “They may need the
light 5

“It’s the last thing [ should do. Dorrie!”
interrupted Lee. ‘“They nced no light to
guide them here. It might help the encmy
far more than the boys. We can only be
ready to give them a hand if they win their
way to the doors.”

“Hadn’t we better go out, sir—all of us?”
shouted Gresham. “‘If they're recaptured,
we might as well be recaptured, too!”

“ Absolutely !” said Archie Glenthorne.
“Tally-ho, you chappies! On the ball. what!
Remove to the rescue!”

“Hurrah!”

They were about to sweep outside, but Lee,
at the window, gave a shout of warning.

“Wait—wait!” he thundered. ‘“They’re
here!” .

Dim figures were speeding up out of the
gloom—and further behind there were other
figures. It was clear that the raiders were
well ahead of th=ir pursuers, and there
seemed every chance that they might get homo
in time. It would be madness for the gasri-
son to go out. ancd risk everything.

It had been touch and go.

The boys and givls were coming along at a
tremendous pace, Handforth shouting with
wild excitement, and the others doing their
best to assist the girls.  Umlosi, much to his
disgust, was in the party, too. Only his love
for Lord Dorrimore and the boys led him
to act in this way. Never before had he run
from the enemy. Sooner would he have died
fighting.

But there was no disgrace in this flight.

To stay and give battle would indeed be
suicide.  But to run might mean cafety for
them all.  There were fully thirty of the
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As the two biz Nubian guards came in sight, the St. Frank’s boys and Umlosi dropped noiselessly into th

long grass.

Their hearts seemed to hammer within them as they saw that one of the guards was carrying a

lantern. Would they be seen ?

guards now in pursuit, for others had come
up, and were joining in the hunt. In the dark-_
ness, none of the fugitives knew whether the
enemy was gaining or losing. They ran with
every ounce of speed, and prayed that they
would reach their objective 1n time,

And Ircne & Co. needed no assisting. Their
own feet were as fleet as any of the others.
“We're here!” roared Handforth. * Ilur-
rah! We've done 1t l”’ -

“The doors—tne doors!” shouted Watson.

“(‘orne on—thav’re open!” came a chorus
of excited yells,

“By glory. the girls are here!” sang out
'Lord Dorrimore. ‘Oh, good men! They've
done the trick Lee: Come on, young 'uns !
You're beatin’ ’em by miles!”

There was a wild rush.

They came through the open doorway like
an avalanche, and v-erc caught by those in-
side. At last they were all in, and Umlosi
himself helped to slam the doors into posi-
tion again. They were of corrugated iron,
and they slid into place with a shriek of
metallic defiance.

Clang! C(lang'

The fastenings were rammed home, and
the barricades hurled into place again. And
outstide the enemy threw itself helplessly
against tho closed doors. They had arrived
ten scconds too late!

“ Beaten 'em, by George!” panted Hand-
farth, with a gulp. “We're in!”

“Wa kuoew you'd do 1t!” satd Dunecan.
“Oh, this 13 too good to be true! We're
all here now—all the whole crowd of us!”

“Rather !” said Handforth: “We've got all
the girls!”

“Oh, my heart!” said Doris. “I thought it
was going to stop just now! Isn’t it glorious
to be free again!”

“Y can’t believe it!” murmured Tessa
Love. |
“But what’s
“Where are we?
managed to——"
“We’'ll tell you all about it in a minute or
two, young lady!” said Lord Dorrimore
briskly. “ Stand clear there, everybody!
Look after the girls, you boys! We're goin’
to switch the juice on. We can’t have all

this row !”

The cnemy was making a terrific onslaught,
and Nelson Lee fe!'t that a strong dose of
electricity would be beneficial. He pressed a
switch, and the centre corrugated iron walls
were charged with current.

The attackers fell away, shouting with fear.

Lorenzo himself was like a man demented.
He had seen the boys and girls escaping from
his guards—he had seen them tear into the
power-station, and he had seen the doors
slammed hard. His only chance of enfore-
ing a surrender had gone. The man was
like a mamuac.

And it only goaded him more when he
heard the exultant cheering from within,
and when he saw his men falling back from
those electrified walls, writhing from the
effects of the shock. To get anywhere near
was impossible.  To storm the place was be-
yond nis power.

happened?”’ asked Irene.
And how have you fellows
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Lee enthusiastically. “I dared not hope that
you would succeed. So Willy was right, eh #”
“ Rather, sir,” said Handforth. “ Trust my
minor ! He knew where to lead us. Where
is he, by the way? Willy, my lad!” :

There came no reply from Willy.

“Isn’t he here?” shouted Handforth. “I
thought he came in with the rest of us!
Willy 1*?

““He's not here!” gasped Tommy Watson.
“And where’s Nipper? I haven't seen
Nipper since we rushed in!”

“Nipper!” yelled a dozen anxious voices,
“Willy !

But neither replied—and with a flood of
acute consternation the garrison realised that
Nipper and Willy Handforth had not come
in with the rest Until that moment, every-
body had assumed that all were present. In
the darkness it had been impossible to sce.

““Gad, they're not here!” said Lord Dorri-
more, with a catch in his voice. “Doesn’t
anybody know what became of them?
Weren’t they with the rest of you boys and
girls as you were running 7"’

“Nipper was beside me when I saw him
last—helping Mary along,” said Watson, in
anguish, “Didn’t you see him, Mary?”

“I don’t know!” replied Mary Summers
helplessly. “There was somebody beside 1ne,
but it was all such a rush that I can’t remem-
ber. It was all dark, and——"

“Wau! Let me venture. forth again,
N’'Kose!” said Umlosi, “Had 1 but known
that these two were not with us, I would

have held back. I have failed, and I de-
serve naught but death for this. Let me go,
my father, so that I may scek &

“It’s no good, old man,” interrupted

Dorrie. “They must have been captured by
this time, an’ ther<’s no sense in gettin’ vour-
self in the same fix. It's just luck! An’ we
were all rejoicin’ so much, too! It just shows
you the folly of counting your chickens before
they’re hatched !'”’

The joy of a minute ago had gone.

This tragic discovery had hit,everybody like
a blow. Nipper and Willy had not come in
with the others—and it could only mean that
they had fallen into the hands of the enemy !

CHAPTER 8.
Cut Of !
UT the situation wasn’t so
grave as the garrison
believed.

Nipper and Willy Hand-
forth had been left behind,
1t was true, but as yet they had not fallen into
the hands of the slaver. They were, as a
matter of fact, lving full length at the
bottom of a weed-choked gully, listening to
the tumultuous sounds of the pursuit.

The reason for their 1solation was simple.

Willy had accidentally fallen into the gully,
knowing nothing of its presence until he had
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“Well done,.boys—well done!” said Nelson )

actually tripped up. And by the mecrest
chance Nipper had caught a glimpse of the
fag tumbling over.

Unknown to any of the others, Nipper had
swerved, and had paused, intending fo give
Willy a hand. It had been a most unselfish
act on his part, for it had involved the risk
of capture.

Indeed, so close had the pursuit been that
Nipper had been obliged to crouch low,
hidden amidst the weeds. When seconds
counted, there was no hope of making good
the lost time.

And so the pair had remained behind, and
the pursuers had rushed past without any
krowledge of these two unfortunates.

“Crumbs!” breathed Willy at last, al
thought it was our birthday that time! The
luck’s still with us, though! They didn't even
spot us.”

Nipper was raising himself up, and peer-
g mto the gloom.

““The others have got in, too-—including
the girls!” he said thankiully. “Listen to
those cheers!”

“They sound like joybells!” said Willy
calmly. *“1 say, it .-was awfully decent of you
to turn back, Nipper. You shouldn’t have
done 1t, you ass! We're both cut off now!”

“Rats!” sald Nipper softly. “I thought
you were injured, perhaps, It’s easy enough
to rick vour ankle in one of these confounded
gullies.  It’s a kind of a dry ditch.”

“Not so dry, either,” said Willy. “My
knees are digging into the mud, and I've
only got about eight hundred and ninety-two
insects crawling over me, including a choice
selec,f,ion of scorpions. We do see life, don’t
we!

' Better dry up,” whispered Nipper. “ Some
of those rotten Nublans are still closec at
hand. We're safe as long as we lic doggo
here. We'd betwer wait until the excitement’s
over.”

Neither of them were scared.

They had escaped detection, and Lorenzo’s
men were obviously totally unaware of their
failure to reach the fortress. So there would
be no search for them and as long as they
acted with ecaution they had no causc for
alarm.

“I expect they’ll be pretty worried about
us—particularly the guv'nor?” whispered
Nipper after a white. *“They’ll think we've
got collared, and they’ll be tearing their
giddy hair.”

“That doesn’t matter,” said Willy.
the more joy when we do show up. They’ll
treat us like conquering heroes. They ex-
pect we're dead by this time, I'll bet. Think
of Ted’s face when he finds that we’ve come
back to life. Poor old Ted!” he added
gently. ‘““kle’s probabiyv having a pretty rough
time of 1t over me.”

“Yes, we ought to get in as soon as wo
can,”’ said Nipper anxiously. “But we can’s
approach vet—there arec scores of those beg-
gars round the power-house, and it wounld be
madness tc go near.” :

So they remained where they were. It was
a great satisfaction to realise that the others

“All
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had all got safely “home.’ True, they
couldn’t see much, but thelr cars gave them
all the proot they necded. Tho wild cheers
from the fortress and the ravings of Lorenzo,
were cloquent enough.

Lights were still gleaming near the power-
station, and dark figures were moving about.
T\lppm could even detect the coarse, bulky

figure of the slaver.
said Willy suddenly.

“I'll tell you what!”

“Got an idea?”’

“Rather !” - said Willy, with a chuckle.
“The girls are all 1n, and we can’t follow
them just yet, so what about improving the
Ehllllll”' hour ?”’

“1If you’ll explain yourself, you young ass,
I might be able to understand you,’ growled
Nipper.

“Well, what about making hay while the
sun shines?” asked Willy. “In other words,
Lorenzo’s bungalow isn’t far off, and we could
fill in the next half hour by a little profitable
investigation.  What about 1t?  Shall we
go and see what there is to be seen? You
never know—we might run up against a
piate of sandwiches!”

Nipper grunted.

“Thinking of your tummy, eh?” he asked
tartly.

“If you'll tell me somothmg better to think
of. T'll oblige.” said Willy. “Feecding on ex-
citement is all very well, but it’s not sustain-
ing enough for me. 1 could eat dog biscuits
just now. And Lorenzo’s bungalow seems to
be a pretty promising field of search. We
can’t join the others yet, and these insects are
WOrrying me. Besides, why remain still
while we can do comcthmcr so much better?”

Nipper was a cautious },'oungster, but the
idea of raiding the slaver’s bungalow appealed
strongly to his imagination. It was just like
Willy’s nerve tc suggest such a thing.

“Game?” asked Willy softly.

“Yes, you young ass!” muttered Nipper.
“But I’'m not thinking about grub.  There
mayv be something else we can lay our hands
on—something more valuable than grub.”

“Impossible,” said Willy, “There isn’t
anything more valuable.”

“Well, come on—but we shall have to go
easy,” murmured Nipper. *“They’'ve set a
kind of guard round the power-house, and
we're barred. Do you notice how quiet
evervthing is, too? No more cheers now !”

*They’re just telling themselves what must
have happened to wus,” nodded Willy.
“They’re mourning our loss, Still, as we're
not .lost, why worry? We shall have to buck
up because it'll be dawn in about three-
quarters of an hour, and we ought to be in
befors then. It looks so bad to roll home
with the milk !”

They caul;:ous]y raised themselves out of
the ‘gully, and crept away towards Lorenzo’s
 bungalow. In that direction there were no
signs of the enemy. The slave-guards were
still concentrated near the power-station, and
- Lorenzo was there, too—still crazy with help-
less rage.

And while Nipper and Willy were indeed
mourned as lost, they were coolly and cheer-

P

II

fully creeping through the darkness towards
the slaver's dwelling. They didn’t know
what they were likely to dlSCO‘.«EI‘ there, but
the game certainly seemed worth a trial. In

any case, it was better to do this than to
remain idle.

Nipper cast one or two anxious glances at
the sky, but as yet there was no sign of the
approaching dawn. They had no means of
telling the time, and they had to guess at the
approximate hour. And naturally, they guessed
wrong.

So much had happened on this eventful
night that it seemed to be going c¢n for ever.
Yet, had they only known it, the dawn was
quite a long way off yet. One event had
followed so closely on the heels of another
that minutes had seemed like hours.

“Here wo are!” whispered Willy, grin-
ning.

They were near the wide veranda, and no
sound came from the bungalow. Lights were
gleamin m one or two of the rooms, but
it was obvious that the place was temporarily
deserted.

““Jolly obliging,
Willy.

I must say,” went on
“Old Lorenzo has not only left the

frecnt door open for us, but half the windowa
as well.

Come on—let’s walk in!”

CHAPTER 7.

Lorenzo Gets Annoyed !

HERE was something ex-
hilarating 1n this unex-
pected adventure. Nipper

was imbued with the same
spirit as Willy and they
both crept ove~ the veranda and slid noise-
lessly into one of the rcoms—taking care to
crouch low, so that their figures would not be

seen,
It was a risk—a big risk. But it might be
worth it. Anvhow, the pair were ready to

face any trouble that might come along.
Nipper had a revolver with him, and this
gave him much comfort. In a dire ex-
tremity, he would not hesitate to use it.

They found themselves in a comfortable sit-
ting-room—an untidy apartment, with big
sprawling cane chairs, and littercd tables. It
was a room which upOI\O eloquently of its
purpose. Without question, this was the
apartment which Lorenzo generally used.
There was a smashed glass on the central
table, and a shattered whisky bottle on the
floor. Against one wall thero was a crude
sideboard, and there were bookshelves in a
corner, with ar assortment of well-thumbed
volumes.

““So this is His Ugliness’ den, eh?” said
Willy, looking round. “Do my cyes deceive
me, or are they biscuits on the mdcboard? Ye
gods and little ﬁshes! Real, genuine biscuits !
\Vhy aren’t my pockats larger?"

But Nipper paid no attention.
He was looking across to the other side

of the room, and his eyes were gleaming
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with a sudden excitement. There was some-
thing resting on a bamboo side-table, and
it claimed all Nipper’s attention.

“Never mind the biscuits, Willy!” he mut-
tered. “Look here! My only Kat! What
do you make of this?”

Willy stared,

“It’s a Lewis-gun!” he said promptly.

“No, it isn’t,” said Nipper. “It’s some-
thing like one, but it’s smaller. I believe it’s
German, too—not that that matters to us.
It’s a machine-gun, and there’s -a spool of
ammunition with it, Two or three spools, in
fact. My son, this is ours!”

“By Jingo, rather!” said Willy, “A
machine-gun like that might come 1n jolly
handy for defensive purposes.. But wouldn’t
it be a good idea to do a bit of quick
exploring, and discover the larder 7™

“Don’t think s0 much of your inside
growled Nipper. “You're getting as bad as
Fatty Little.”

“Rats!” said Willy. “I‘m not thinking of
my inside, you chump. What about the
girls? They’ll need some food, won’t they ?”

Nipper looked grave.

“We shall all nced food,” he replied. “ We
can’'t carry sufficient to feed a score of us,
can we?”’

“Halt a loal’s better than ne bread,”
repliecd Willy promptly. * Besides, we might
be able to find some meat extract, or some-

>3
!

thing. That’s concentrated, anyway—and
sustaining, too. Let’s have a look round and
locate e

“ Look ont!” interrupted Nipper kecenly.
“They’re coming!”

“Oh, corks!” -

They both stood stock still, their hearts
thumping. A loud voice had made itsclf
heard in the distance the voice of Lorenzo.
He svas shouting to somebody—which was

Iucky. For it gave the intruders ample
warning. They prepared to make a swift
exit.

“Can’t go by the window,” said Nipper.
“We shall be spotted. What about that door
behind you, Willy? If we dodge- through
there, we shall get to the rear, I expect, and
then we can nip out.” '

“ After ratding the
Willy.

They opened the door and slid noiselessly
through 1nto the darkness. Nipper closed
the door after him, and heard it click. He
found himself bumping into Willy.

“Get a move on!” he whispered.

“I don’t want to be classed as a pessimist,
but this is one of life’s little tragedies,” said
Willy sadly. ‘“Nipper, old man, we've made
a horrible bloomer. This is a cupboard!”

“A what?” gasped Nipper.

“ Absolutely a cupbo’arcf:” said Willy. “I
thought-it was a passage, but there’s nothing
but a blank wall in front of me. I suppose
this is what they’d call a trap? The enemy
approaches, and we can neither advance nor
retreat. What a life!”

Nipper said nothing. The situation was
far more grave than Willy’s tone indicated—

larder,” murmured

not that the fag.was under any misappre-
hension. The truth was only too obvious.
They had entered a cupboard, and there was
no possible passage through it into the other
part of the building. And it was too late to
retreat.

Voices were already audible.

“Listen!” muttered Nipper tensely.
““There’s one chance in a thousand that they
won't open this door. 1It’s up to us to keep

absolutely still.  If they do open it—my
gun’s ready.”
“That’s a comfort, anyway,” murmured

Willy.

“Hush!”

The voices were now so close that the pair
caught their breath in. They half-expected
to sce the cupboard door flung open. A chair
scraped, and there was the clinking of glass.

They «could hear somebody breathing
heavily, followed by a gurgling sound.
“Pig!” breathed Willy. “That’s old

Lorenzo drinking. Sounds like the last gallon
of bath-water going down the plug-hole.”

“Quiet, you hopeless young idiot!"” hissed
Nipper.

“He can’t hear us—he’s making too much
noise,” satd Willy. “1 say, supposing we
spring out and grab him?”

Nipper made no reply to this facetious
suggestion. He wasn’t feeling scared, but
he was undoubtedly alarmed. ° They had
rashly walked into a trap, and there was a
chance that they would never get out of it.

And it wasn’t as if their own safety alone
was at stake. If Lorenzo scized them, he
would unquestionably use them in order to
enforce the surrender of the whole party.
So the safely of all depended upon the luck
of these two.

The chair creaked noisily. and ithere came
another sound of clinking glass. The slaver
was obviously soothing his nerves by recourse
to raw spirits. If he had only known that
two of his schoolboy slaves were just behind
that cupboard door!

““Where the thunder are you, Popodos?”
shouted Lorenzo suddenly. *“Why can't you
come here? 1 want to talk to you.”

Another footstep sounded, and once again
there was tho rattle of glass, accompanied
by the gurgling of liquid. A long-drawn-
out murmur of satisfaction followed.

“Gosh, that’s just what T needed, boss!”
said another voice.

“Never mind what you nceded!”
claimed Lorenzo harshly.
defied me again!
trick, Popodos!”

“They’re a smart lot,” said the other.
“You've got to hand to them, boss. Smartest
bunch of kids I ever come across. The way
they got those girls Into the power-station
was pretty slick. And we couldn’t do a
thing! Looks like we’re done, doesn’t it ?”

“Done!” shouted Lorenzo furiously. “I’ll
show you whether I'm done! When people
defy my will, I erush them! Do you under-
stand me. vou fool? I crush them utterly!”

ex-
“These boys have
They’ve won another
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CHAPTER 8.

3

Useful Information !

g [LLY placed his mouth
RR\Y close to Nipper's ear.

' “That othec  chap

sounded like an

American,” he  mur-

“1 say, we're pretty lucky, when
’ We might hear

while we're bottled up in

mured. . _
vou come to think of 1it.

something good
here.” _

“Then listen — and don’t _whisper,”
breathed Nipper. “I’'m not anxious to be
crushed utterly.”

“Oh, he’s only a windbag!” said Willy

contemptuously.

All the same, he dried up. There wasn’t
much risk in carrying on this whispered -con-
versation, but it was just as well to be on
the safe side.
mood.

“Yes, Popodos, 1 crush them!” he re-
peated. “Never have I been defied with
success. In the past men have tried to rebel
against my will. Always I have smashed
them. And do you think I am to be beaten
by this infernal gang of schoolboys and
schoolgirls ?”

“They’re making a' good show so far, any-
way,” said Popodos.

“Bah! They have seized the power-
station, otherwise I could kill them all!”
snarled Lorenzo. ‘1 dare not use firearms,
for fear of doing damage to the valuable
plant. But their triumph will be brief, my
friend. Very brief! Soon I chall show them
my power."

“JIt's a bit awkward,” said Popodos
thoughtfully. “Only two men there—two
white men, anyway—and these blamed boys.
And yet they're playing blazes with us! 1
cap’t see what we can do, boss!”

“Then I'll tell you,” said the slaver,
“There is only one thing, Popodos. There is
only one way. I must bring K’laba into
this.”

“K’laba, the Oturi chief!”

“You shall start at dawn for the Oturi
country,” went on Lorenzo. “You shall take
a message from me, Popodos. K'laba is a
black scoundrel, and I distrust him. But he
has learned to obey me. He knows that dis-
obedience means trouble. He shall come here
with five hundred of his warriors. Tf neces-
sary, a thousand. I’ll have these dogs out of
that power-station, my friend! T'll drive
them out by sheer weight of numbers!”

“K'laba will want a big price,”” said
Popodos doubtfully.

“He shall have a big price,” retorted
Lorcnzo. “I know the price, too, my friend.
Money? No. these Oturi scum will get no
money from me. But I fancy the price will
suit them well, In return for their services
- they shall have the prisoners.”

The Greek uttered an exclamation.

“They’ll kill them!” he said sharply.

“Do I care?” snarled Lorenzo. *‘All the
better. IL.et them be killed—let them ke
trecated as K'laba pieases. There will be big

Lorenzo was not in a cheerful

.vet.

I3
celebrations, Popodos. It will be a pleasant
sight, eh 7"

“Say, is it necessary?” asked the other.
“Surely we can shift these guys without call-
ing in a mob of howling savages? They'll
go mad, boss. if you give them these white
youngsters, Say, haven’t you seen the Oturi
when they get on the job?”

“I've seen them—and 1 know what will
happen,” replied Lorenzo. ‘“Have I not said
that my methods are certain? I shall erush
these rebels, Popodos. And my other slaves
will be much impressed. After everything is
over, they will be very meek. There will be
no more revolts.”

Lorenzo laughed savagely.

“Sounds cheerful, doesn’t it?” whispered
Willy into Nipper’s ear. “I don’t beliove in
this scheme for supplying free food to the
savages. T1he Oturi are cannibals, aren’t
they ? It’s the stock-pot for us!”

“Keep quiet, you young ass!”
Nipper.

He made no pretence of his anxiety. Otto
Lorenzo was in a position to command the
entire Oturi tribe. At his orders they would
come. And K'laba, the rascally old chief,
was a savage of the worst type, even worse
than Bofebi, the wily chief of the Sansissi,
with whom the St. Frank’'s expedition had
come in contact before. And when - these
Oturi were allowed to have their head, they
were a3 bad as any of the cannibals of a
bygone generation.,

Nipper could foresce what might happen,

With hundreds of these blacks thrown into
the attack. the frail fortress could never
hold out. Recapture was certain. But there
would be no more slavery for them. They
would be handed over to the Oturi as a
reward. The rest of the picture was too much
for the imagination.

“There i3 something else,” went on
Lorenzo. *“See, Popodos, in this cupboard.
I have something which I have not shown you
You will be quite surprised, I think.”

“I think he will!” murmured Willy
tensely. “(Got your gun ready?”

“Yes,” muttered Nipper, between his
teeth. : _

They heard Lorenzo’s chair creak, and a
moment later there was a heavy f{ootstep.
The cupboard! The slaver was coming
straight there, and concealment would be at
an end. The hidden juniors had not expected
a crisis so speedily as this.

Nipper had his revolver in readiness, his
finger on the trigger. There was a wild
chance that a couple of shots might keep
the brutes back for a minute. A sudden rush,
and the pair would be outside in the dark-
ness. It would all depend upon che luck.

For a moment Nipper thought it would
be as well to forestall Lorenzo, and rush out.

breathed

But he hesitated, and while he hesitated
there came the sound of a door being
opened.

““Here we are, my friend,” said Lorenzo.
“Look at these!”
- Nipper made a faint, choking sound. The
reaction was overwhelming for a moment.
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Lorenzo had gone to another cupboard
altogether,

“ Fircworks!” said Popodos, in surprise.

“Only a small box,” said Lorenzo. “They
- came Iin two months ago, and I have kept
them here. See! Rockets, maroons, coloured
fire, and such-like nonsense. But our slaves
have never scen fireworks, Popodos. Magie,
eh? We'll impress them with our great
magic. It is just as well to have a few such
things at hand. These blacks are brainless at
the best. The smallest thing will impress
them.”

“It's sure a good idea,” agree Popodos.
“But you’d best kecep this junk until the
Oturi have done their stuff. If you don't,
they’ll all quit before the job’s through.”

“ Afterwards—afterwards,” said Lorenzo

softly. “First, the Oturi will come, then the
celebrations. You understand ? Then K’laba

will take his scum away, and there’ll be no
British schoolboys or schoolgirls left. A five-
work display to impress our own blacks, and
there’ll be no more trouble. I have it all
planned, Popodos.” |

“You’re a great guy, boss,” said Fopcdos
admiringly.

“T am not to be defied and flouted,”
snapped the half-breed. “Come, we will go
to your quarters now, and you shall preparc
for a start within the hour. Our friends in
the power-house will have a quiet time for a
day or so. Let them! They’ll think I have
aiven up the struggle. ¢ They’ll be hungry,
too—very hungry. There’ll be very littlo
fight in them when the Oturi swoop down.”

“But there’s still the juice,”” said Mapoados
doubtfully. “K’laba’s lot won’t take nicely
to those electrified walls, I'm figuring. What
are you going to do about that, boss?”

Lorenzo chuckled.

“I have a plan,” he replied. “There'll
be no electricity soon, Popodos. Trust me to
know what to do!”

Their voices died
silence followed.

“Well.” said Willy, “now we know!”

away, and complete

CHAPTER 9.

Before the Dawn.

! IPPER drew his breath 1in
| very deliberately.

“Yes, now we know!” he
said tenselv. “This brute
means to drive us out and
hand us over to the cannibals. That’ll mean
something worse than death, Wiily.”

“YT.orenzo hasn’t won yet!” retorted Willy

calmly. “He doesn’t know that we've got
hold of his plans, does he? - Forewarned is
forcarmed! That makes all the difference!”

“It does,” admitted Nipper. “Come on!
We'd better get out of here while we still
have the chance. If there’s enough darkness
left we’ll make a dash for the power-station
and get in. We’ve done quite enough roam-
ing for one night, my son.”

“But it’s been worth it,” said Willy. “Pity
we can’t stay behind and raid the larder,

_twenty pounds,

but it might be too risky. I say, what did
he mean about the electricity? How can he
cut 1t off? All the controls are inside the
fortress.”

“He’s evidently got some rotien scheme in
his mind,” growled Nipper. “We’re going
to have a big fight with this brute, Willy.
And all the odds are on his side.”

Nipper cautiously opened the  door, and
they found themselves in tlie room once
more. Both of them were streaming with
perspiration, for the heat of that cupboard
had becn overpowering.

“Good egg!” muttered Willy. “It’s still
as dark as pitch! My hat! I’ve neve. known
<uch a long night!”

“It’s just the same as any other night,

but 1t scems longer,” said Nipper. * Hold
on! Where's that other cupboard? I’d like
to have a look at those fireworks. I'm

interested in them, my lad—very interested.”

“Great Scott! You mean
I rather think they’ll be useful,” nodded
Nipper. “What did Popodos say? Better
not bring them out until the Oturi are gone!
If they can scare the slaves, they can scare
the cannibals! Any advantage of this sort
must be grabbed with both hands.*’

“By jingo!” breathed Willy. “Brains!
I didn’t think you had such a large supply
of them, old son.”

Nipper was opening the door of a small
cupboard on the other side of the room. And
a moment later he brought forth a long
wooden box. One glance inside was suffi-
cient. It was filled with rockets, Roman
candles, squibs, and such like.

“By jingo, they’ll be useful!” said Willy

eh

breathlessly.
“They may save all our lives!” replied
Nipper, with a sober note in his voice.

“You grab this, Willy—it's not too heavy.
I'll collar the machine-gun and the ammu-
nition. It’ll be a struggle to get back, and
we shall have to pray for luck. But we’re
not going empty-handed!”

“Better than all the grub!™ said Willy,
nodding.

They were both tensely excited,

The prizes they were taking were of un-
imaginable value. The fireworks were even
more precious than the machine-gun. For
these savages had never seen fireworks—and
it was for that very reason that Lorenzo had
imported them into his plantation.

The slaver was planning to drive the rebels
out by sheer force of numbers. But the
possession of those fireworks might make
all the difference to the success of his scheme!
The safety of the entire party depended upon
Nipper and Willy getting back into the fold.

They started out under great difficulties,
too.

The machine-gun and the ammunition
weighed anything up to half a hundred-
weight. The gun itself was not more than
but Nipper had collared
every drum of cartridges, too, and there
were many.

That box of fireworks was no light pareel,
either. But Willy manfully shonldered it.
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Orfee across the veranda, they made a quick
run across to the shelter of tho palms and
the tropical bushes, and then crouched down,
waiting and listening. But their exit had
evidently passed wunseen. There was no
alarm. Everything was quiet and still. It
wa3 difficult for them to realise that they
had not been in the bungalow for more than
twenty minutes.

“It can’t last,” said Nipper breathlessly.
“We’ll never be able to get back without
throwing these things away, Willy. It'll
be a rush at the end—and even then we may
be collared.”

“Hallo!” said Willy.
an optimist?”

“So I am, but—"

“Rats!” said Willy., “Luck’s with us to-
night. And when the luck begins well, it
ends well. Old Lorenzo is too busy to bother
us now—and none of his guards know that
we're out on the razzlee We'll get back
safely enough, you mark my words.”

“I hope you’re right!” said Nipper fer-
vently.

They progressed rapidly. Without doubt,
the luck was really with them. They heard
voices in the distanco occasionally, but none
of Lorenzo’s guards were on the alert. They
had received orders to ignore the power-
station, and the majority of them were
busily engaged in rounding up the scattered
slavea.

Nipper and Willy progressed by a series
of quick, twenty-yard hops. They would run,
and then crouch down again. Then they
would venture upon another hop. And so
they grow nearer and nearcr to the objective.

“It's like going across No Man’s Land to
the home trenches, after a raid,” murmured
Willy breathlessly.  “Thank gocdness we
haven't anv barbed wire entanglements to
get through! Well, we get some sport iIn
this place, anyway! There's nothing like
excitement!”

Thev ventured upon another run, and this
took them to the edge of the trees near the
power-station. There was a big clearing in
front, and the corrugated 1ron buildings
stood out dimly in the gloom. Not a light
was showing, and there were even no voices
to be heard.

“This is going to be the difficult bit,”
said Nipper anxiously. “We shall have to
make ona run for it, Willy; and the distance
i3 well over a hundred yards. Think vou
can manageo it with that box?”
“Watech me!” retorted Willy.

“Look here, we'd better settle on a plan,”
went on Nipper. “If we’re not spotted,
we'll keep quiet, But if any of the guards
see us, we'll throw caution to the winds,
and yell out. Then there’ll be just a chance
that thev’ll have the door open for us. And
be careful of the corrugated iron wall—it
might be electrified.”

“I thought you were

“You needn’t remind me about that,”
said Willy. “I don’t want to die just yet,
thanks! All ready?” )

“Yes!” said Nipper. “Come on!”

I5

They broke from cover, and ran across
the big space, staggering heavily under their
loads. And then a chorus of shouts arose—
from a party of Lorenzo's men who had been
hidden by the trecs.

“That’s done it!” roared Willy. “They're

“Rescue, St.

after us!”
R
Open the doors for

Frank’s!
us!” :
Crack! Crack!

In spite of his heavy load, he still gripped
his revolver, and he fired twice in quick suc-
cession. The bullets harmlessly struck the
ground, but the Nubians fell back, momen-
tarily checked. From further afield came a
roar in Lorenzo’s voice.

The pair rushed on, and even now there
was no certainty that they would win.

velled Nipper.
We're coming !

CHAPTER 10.
Umlosi’s Big Idea.

MINUTE prior to that
tense run, tﬁe occupants of
the power-station were in
a mournful mood.

_ . Nobody was asleep.  In
spite of their utter weariness, the uncettain
fate of Nipper and Willy Handforth had
driven sleep from the heaviest eyes. The
garrison was divided into several dismal
groups, and there was only one subject of
conversation.

What had happened to the missing pair?

Lorenzo had given no sign—and this, in
itself, was significant. Nelson Lee was in an
agony of worry, although he had done his
best to cheer up his companions. _

If Lorenzo had captured Nipper and Willy,
why hadn’t he announced the fact? Why
hadn’t he gloatingly come forward, threaten-
ing all sorts of horrors unless the entire
party surrendered ?

Tho answer seemed only too obvious.
Niipper and Willy must have been slain—and
so l.orenzo had no lever to wield. Their
death meant nothing to him. Alive, they
would have been valuable, but dead they

were useless.

Then, too, there was the continued sus-
pense.  Was lLorenzo preparing another
attack? Some thought he had given it up,

but others were expecting an onslaught.
Amid much tension, slecep was impossible.

Poor Handforth was in a terrible state of
worry, and Church and McClure could do
nothing to console him. Words, indeed,
secemed an intrusion upon his misery.

His vounger brother was one of the miss-
ing! And the arrogant Edward Oswald
seemed shrunken and wasted. He stood at
one of the windows, staring out unseeingly.
Twice he had frenziedly shouted for the
others to get up a rescue-party, but he had
been compelled to realise that any such
move would have been madness. They had
rescued the girls—at the cost of two lives!
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Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy
Watson were 1n anguish too, for Nipper was
their staunchest chum. They, too, were un-
able to speak. 'They could frame no words
to express their misery.

And then came that sudden commotion!

Handforth, standing at the window, with
Church and McClure on either side of him,
saw two dim figures in the gloom. A chorus
of shouts arose—shouts in the native tongue.

“My hat!” gasped Church. “It’s another
attack!”

For one second there was a tense silence.

And a voice came out of the darkness—from

one of those running figures.

“That’s done it!” it roared.
after us!”

Handforth jumped a foot into the air.

“My minor!” he shouted chokingly.

“Listen!” velled Watson, “There’s Nipper,
tao!”’

(13 Hurr&h!!)

“They’'re safe—they’re safe!”

In a second, pandemonium reigned.
Nelson Lee, almost unable to believe his
ears, rushed to the barricaded doors, with
half a dozen helpers at hand. Irene and
Doris were among them, and they helped
vigorously as the barricades were torn down.
and the doors wrenched open.

With a shrieking of rusty metal, the sliding
door on one side was pulled back. Willy
Handforth almost fell into the power-station,
his heavy box crashing over and hitting
Watson and Gresham heavily., But such was
the excitement thai neither of them noticed
any pain. But afterwards they found that
they were badly bruised and grazed.

Nipper came in on Willy’s heels, and they
were both grabbed by the excited crowd, and
the little breath that was left in them was
promptly squeezed out.

The doors were crashed to again, and the
pursuing guards were kept out in the nick
of time. But these men did not display any
relish for close contact with the ironwork.
They had had a taste of it before—and they
fell back as the door was closed.

“Willy !” Handforth was roaring. “You—
you young bounder! We thought you were
dead!”

“I am—nearly!” gasped Willy. “Chuck
it, Ted! If you keep thumping me like this
I shall peg out in earnest!”

“Oh, we made sure vou were dead!”
Irene.

“ Nipper,
huskily

“Dear old bov, this 1s too good to be
true,” said Sir Montie.  “Begad! Where
did you get to? Why didn’t you——"

“Steady, all of you!” interrupted Nelson
Leo gently. ‘“Let them have some breath.
Good lad, Nipper!”

““Hallo, guv'nor!”
both 0.K.”

That was all they said—but no other words
were necessary. Lord Dorrimore, however,
was just as excited as the juniors, and he
was cheering with the rest.

“They’re

eried

old man!” muttered Watson

panted Nipper. “We're
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There was every reason to checr.
whole party was now intact—with every
member of it within this fortress. It made a
tremendous difference. They could defy the
slaver with absolute impunity.

“There’s nothing much to explain,” said
Nipper, when he had got some of his breath
back. “‘In the first rush we fell into a sort
of gully, and it was too late to get ocut. We
had to wait until——"

“Rats!” interrupted Willy. “I fell down
the gully, and you came back to lend me a
hand-—although it might have meant King-
dom Come for both of us!”

“Anyhow, we were left,” said Nipper
hastily. “And as we couldn’t get near the
power-station, we did a bit of etplormg It
was Willy’s idea to raid Lorenzo’s bungalow

“By George!” interrupted Handforth
blankly. “Is that what you’ve been doing?”

" \Ve had a pretty exciting time, too,” said
Willy. “Still, we got away with a machine-
gun and s box of fireworks, so we didn’t do

®he

so badly. And we overheard some big news,
too. According to Lorenzo, there’s going to
be some warm work before long.”

Nipper explained in more detail, while all

the others listened enthralled. Nelson Lee
and Dorrie were considerably startled—so
much so that his lordship lost all his en-
thusiasm.

*This looks infernally bad, Lee!”
tered. “The Oturis—eh? If K’laba and his
savages are let loose on us Well, I don’t
gxactly like to picture what the result might

e.}J

“Did Lorenzo know that you had over-
heard this?’”’ asked Lee, turning to Nipper.

“No, guv’nor. We got out on the quiet.”

But Lorenzo will know that somebody has
been there,”” said Lee thoughtfully. “When
he misses the fireworks and the machine-gun
he'll" begin to guess. perhaps. Not that it
will make any difference to his plan. |
imagine that he “111 go straight ahead with
it.”

“But he can't get us out of here. sir.”
sail Handforth. “ What difference does it
make about the Oturis? They're only a lot
of savages, and thev’ll be just as scared of
the electricity as Lorenzo’s own men. And
there are tne fireworks. too.”

Nelson Lee made no reply.
truthfully, he could do nothing but sound a
_pessimistic note, and he had no desire to
"make matters worse than they actually were,

"He took Lord Dorrimore aside, and Umloesi
was with them, too.

“This 1s bad news,” he =aid gravely.
“Lorenzo evidently has some plan to cut off
the electricity supply.”

“But he can’t,” said Dorrie.
trols are all in here.’

“Yes, but the source of supply is at the
waterfall, the power being conveyed to the
motors,”’ rephed Lee. “If Lorenzo is pre-
pared to dismantle his mechanism, the c¢urrent
will be gone—except for the store in the
Latteries, which won’t last long. And these

he mut-

If he answered

“The eon:
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Lord Dorrimore flung a stone at the lanfern, shattering the glass.
confusion that followed Nipper placed the phosphorous sheet over his head.

The Nubian guards halted, and in the
He looked a ghostly sight as he

flung his arms wildly in the air, and the guards yelled in terror ere they ran.

Oturis are the worst savages in the whole
Congn region. The prospect looks bad.”

“N'Kose, let me speak,” rumbled Umlosi,
taking hold of Lord Dorrimore’s arm.
“Perchance I have a suggestion that might
be of good use.” '

“Carry on, old man,” said Dorrie.
suggestions gratefully received.”

“Then, my father, let me steal forth while
bhe night is still-with us,” said Umlosi. “ Let
me begone ere the dawn comes. Alone, I
can reach the devil-river, and then press on
to the land of my own people. Wau! Then
will T return with my warriors, and theso
dogs shall be dealt with!”

“All

CHAPTER 11.
Umlosi’s Mission !

P ELSON LEE and Dorrie
werg impressed.

_ ¥l -~ “The 1dea 1s sound, good
_ = = friend, but what of the
perils?” asked Lee gently. “You must go
alone, wibhout stores—without food, even!
How can you reach the Kutana country under
such conditions?”

“I know the forest, Umtagati,” replied
Umlosi. “I am strong once more—I fear
not the beasts that roam. Let me go forth,
and I will reach the land of the Kutanas
even as lorenzo’s agent reaches the Oturi
country. And while the dogs of K'laba are
preparing to march, so will my warriors
prepare.”’

“By gad, there’s somethin’ in it!” said
Dorrimore eagerly. “It’s not much further

it 1s to K’laba’s town.
And this DPopodos brute won't be in a
desperate hurry. At lcast, he won’t rush
things as quickly as Umlosi could. In the
meantime, we shall be left alone, and there’s
a chance that the Xutanas will arrive in
time.”

“Jt’s the only possible hope we have,”
agrced Nelson Lee. “With all my heart,
Umlosi, I commend this plan of yours, and
let us thank you for the unselfish spirit in
which yvou have offered—"

“Nay, my master, these are idle words,”
interrupted Umlosi. “Mayhap I shall fall
by the way., or find myself in the hands of
these jackals. Let us not rejoice until the
mission has been accomplished. But will-
ingly do I go. If perchance I reach Zenobu,
then will I return with a thousand warriors
strong.”

“Just a minute,” said Nelson Lee,
““There’s the Kalala River to be crossed, and
it is charged with electricity. It 18 better
for us to keep the current switched through
to those cables. How long will it take you
to reach the river 7”

“Less than half an hour, my master.”

“Then vou must wait until the half-hour is
sped i1f you reach the bank sooner,” replied
Lee. “For half an hour after you have gone
I will switch off the current, making i
possible for you to swim it in safety. This
can be done within ten minutes e

“Two minutes, more likely,” said Dorrie.

“We must allow a safe margin,” said Lee.’
“ At the end of the ten minutes I will switch
on again. And then we must wait, Umlosi
—we must wait in complete ignorance until
you return,”

“Rather a pity we can’t think of some

to Iutanaland than
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signal,” said Lord Dorrimore, frowning.
only- Umlost could give some sign after he’s
safely across, it would make us more com
fortable. DBy gad, a rocket! That’s it! One
of those rockets that the boys brought back
with ’em.”

“Thou meanest the wondrous sticks of
fire which hurl themselves into the sky with
many bangs and much coloured light?”
asked Umlosi. “Have I not seen these
things, N'Kose? I will take one, and dis-
charge 1t after I have safely crossed the
river;’ Then will you know that I am on my
way.

“It’s a good idea in another direction,
too,” said Nelson Lee. ‘' Lorenzo i1s bound
to see the rocket, and he will probably
assume that the missing stuff was seized by
some of the demoralised slaves, and that
they have escaped from the valley with it.
Lorenzo will then be led to believe that we
know nothing of his plans, for he will not
guess that this conversation was overheard.”

There was no further discussion. Indeed,
there was nothing to talk about. Every
minute was precious, smce the night was
nearly over, One last warning was given to
Umlosi. As he had no watch, and would
have to guess at the time, Lee handed him
a short metal rod. . The end of this was
partially insulated.

““Test the water beforc entering, Umlosi,”
said Nelson Lee. “Hold this end with the
wrappings upon it. I have prepared it in
readiness. If you feel nothing, the water
will be safe. But if your hand tingles when
you dip the rod into the river, then wait,
and test again.” .

“YT will remember, Umtagati,” s=aid the
Kutana chief.

And with that he went. There was scarcely
a word of good-bye, for the boys were urged
not to make any demonstration, lest enemy
ears should catch the sounds.

Umlosi’s mission was a desperate one—
with all the odds against him. But he went
with a light heart, with a calm, firm deter-
mination to win through. The lives of his
beloved friends depended upon his success.
Yurthermore, most of Lorenzo’s slaves
belonged to the Kutana tribe, so Umlosi’s
responsibility was great.

He slipped away like a shadow, and none
saw him after he had left the power-station.
He just merged into the blackness of that
hour before the dawn.

“Why can’t we switch off that river cur-
rent altogether?” asked Dorrie. ‘ Wouldn’t
it be better to finish with it? Why play
Lorenzo’s game? Why not store up all the
juice we can?”

“That’s just the trouble,” replied Lee.
“We’re liable to store up too much. Do you
realise that I haven’t had time to examine
these dynamos? And until daylight I cannot
do so, for it is too risky to switch any of the
lights on. There is an immense voltage
being generated here, and it must be
released. To stop discharging current into
tha river for even ten minutes may be risky,
but it must be done.”

“If |
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“You know best,” said Dorrie. “I know
as much about electricity as I know about
the moon. If you say it’'s 0.K.,
I’m satisfied.

In the meantime, many of the other mem-
bers of the garrison were snatching some
sleep again. And outside in the darkness
Otto Lorenzo was making the night hideous
by further explosions of temper.

This night was a bad one for himn, indeed!

He had discovered the disappearance of
those precious fireworks and the machine-
gun, Popodos and a strong party of bearers
had gone on their urgent mission, and
Lorenzo was alone,

He jumped to the mmledm.tn conclusion
that the schoolboys were responsible, and, of
course, he guessed the truth. They were like
a nightmare to him.  Whichever way he
turned he could see their handiwork.

He determined to act at once.

He wouldn’t wait until the Oturi came.
Why should he? He had a new plan now—a
scheme which would probably win success for
nmm without the aid of the savages. A
runner could be sent after Popodos, and
bring him back.

Lorenzo was subject to these fits of mad
rage, during which he was apt to act rashly.
He had made his careful plans, and now he
was alrcady altering them. But he had his
wits about him enough to know that even if
this subsidiary plan failed, the Oturis would
still ke available.

And within twenty minutes he was mnass-
ing c¢very available man round the power-
honse, and, by a singular coincidence, he
ordered an attack at the exact expiration of
Umlosi’s half-hour!

It was a pure chance, but it meant much.

CHAPTER 12.
What the Dawn Broug ht

OOK out!” shouted Dorrie.
“They’re comin’ again!”
“All hands to the
defences!” yelled Hand-

forth, “They’re commenc-
ing another attack!”

The rest were awake in a moment. This
was unexpected. Even Lee was surprised,
for he had understood from Nipper that
nothing was to be done until the Oturis were
on the scene.

Dorrie was in the power-station, but Lee
had gone up to the roof, to make some
adjustments to the searchlight.

“The old rotter must have discovered that
we raided his bungalow!” panted Nipper.
“He’s domp this in one of his mad

moments.’

“They’re coming!” roared Handforth,
“Where’s the switch? Stand back from the
windows, you chaps! We've got to electrify
the walls!”

Handforth rushed across towards the great
switchboard and grabbed at one ot the

switches and slung it down.
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““Good heavens!”™ zhouted Dorrie hoarsely.

“It's all right, sir, I " -

“You don’t know what you've done!”
shouted his lordship, grabbing the switch
and puliing 1t up. “Umlosi! And it’s
exactly the time he should be swimming the
river! Handy, Handy! What have you

done 7"
“Kh?” gasped Handforth. “I—1 didn't

’?

Lee came pushing up.

“What's wrong?” he asked sharply.

“Why, 1 pulled the switch down to
electrify the walls, sir!” panted Handforth,
“but Dorrie seems to think——"

“Which switch ?”’ asked Lee hoarsely.

*“This one, sir.”

“That one!” panted Lee.
it right over?”

*Yes, sir. I—"

“Then you made a terrible blunder Hand-
forth !” interrupted the detective. “ A blun-
der that may well be tragic for us all. That
switch and this other one are those which
control the river cables. You may have
killed Umlost while he was swimming the
stream.”’

Handforth was as pale as a sheet.

“Killed Umlosi!” he muttered. “But—
but I thought it was the switch for the walls,
sir !

“I am not blaming you, my boy—you
acted for the best, I dare say,” interrupted
Lec huskily. * But until we receive Umlosi’s
signal, we shall be 1n perpetual doubt. The
current had only been switched off for three
minutes, and if Umlost had started his swim
nothing could have saved him from electro-
cutionr., Let us pray that he was delayed.”

There was no time for any further talk,
for the blacks were swarming round with

“Did you push

improvised battering-rams, attempting to
smash their way through the defences.
Nelson Lee had now pulled the right

switches down, and everybody within the
buiiding was standing clear of the walls, But
there were drawbacks to this policy.

None of the defenders could sce what was
going on, since it was dangerous to approach
the windows. And if this Dbattering-ram
offensive continued it might prove successful.
The electricity was no good against such
methods.

So Lee switched off, and gave the order
fcr more drastic action.

“We've got to defend the lives of these
boys and girls, Dorrie,” he said grimly. “I
can manage this machine-gun, I've examined
ic, and the operation of it i1s simple. You
take one of the rifles.”

“Let- me have one, too!” urged Nipper.
£ Let mme—--"

Crash!

The whole building shook with the devasta-
ting shock of a charge from the enemy. The
doors buckled and sagged under the tre-
mendous strain, and were badly damaged and
weakened.

“ Another charge like that, and they’ll be
in,” satd Nipper.

Heo took one of the rifles and went to a
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window. Outside, the dawn was just treak-
ing, and the figures of the attackers wero
plainly in view. Fifty men were coming up
with a huge log, with the intention of hurling
1t against the doors.

“Let them have il, Dorrie!” snapped Lee.
““No, you girls—keep back! Don’t come to
the windows; this will be no sight for you!”

Crack, crack, crack!

Both Lord Dorrimore and Nipper were
firing, but even under these perilous condi-
tions they could not bring themselves to aim
to kill. They remembered that these blacks
were being sent to the attack by Lorenzo.
Some of them, perhaps, were the unfortunate
slaves.

So every shot was aimed low, and tho
oncoming charge wavered as two or thrce of
the men fell out, yelling with pain,

Zurrrrrh'!

And then the machine-gun started—a shat-
tering, racketting roar. In one minute Lee
had swept the entire front of the power-
station with his fire. Tho attackers dropped
their battering-ram and fled in every direc-
tion. A dozen were left writhing on the
ground.

“ Hurrah, they’re beaten off !”

1f Iorenzo had had any doubts regarding
those missing articles, they were now set at
rest. The sound of that machine-gun was
cloquent. He knew what had become of it.

And as the new day became fighter the
enemy gave up the fight. Lorenzo was
withdrawing his men in order to reorganise
them. He could plainly see that the garrison
was determined. These rebels were prepared
to use every method in order to withstand
the attacks.

“Well. that’s another bit of excitement
over,” said Lord Dorrimore. “It didn’t last
long, but it was pretty warm. This infernal
Lorenzo doesn’t give us much rest, does he 2"

“And yet we need rest, Dorrie,” muttered
[.ce. “Loock at these unhappy youngsters!
They all neced a long sleep. Heaven knows
what will come of this terrible business:”

“And we haven't had Umlost’s signal yet,”
said Dorrie gravely.

“]1 was thinking exactly the same thing,”
muttered Lce.

Over in one of the corners Church and
McClure were doing their utmost to console
their leader. But Handforth was haggard
and wretched. Seldom had his chums seen
him so affected. v

“Why haven’t we had the signal?” he was
asking. “Umlosi’s dead! If he wasn't, that
rocket would have been fired long ago. He's
dead, and I killed him!”

“Don’t boe an ass, Handy,”

Church. “You didn't know 7

“I was a fool to interfere!” said Handforth
miserably. ““I'm always making these
blunders! Sometimes T've sloshed you chaps
for calling me a muddler, but you were right!
T'm nothing but a reckless, ram-hecaded fool !”.

“You're not, Handy!”’

“I ought to know what I am!” said Hand-
forth ficrcely. “I've killed Umlost by my

muttered
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idioey. Look here, I can’t stand this! I
can’t stick here and put up with this sus-
pense. I’ve got to go out and find Umlos1!
I’'ve got to -

“Hold still, you chump!” said Church
angrily. “It’ll mean death if you go out!
It's daylight now!”

“I don’t care!” said Handforth stubbornly.
“Don’t I deserve it? I’ve killed Umlost by
my criminal folly, and it’s up to me to—"

“It’s up to you to stay here, Ted,” inter-
rupted Willy. “Calm yourself, old man. If
you go out you won't be killed—you’ll be
captured alive. And Lorenzo will use you to
make us surrender. You can’t do it. You've
got to stay here. Umlosi’s signal might come
at any minute.” .

“It’s too Jate now,” muttered Edward
Oswald. “The very fact that we haven’t had
the signal proves that the poor old boy is
dead! Oh, why was I so mad? Why couldn't
I have left it to Mr. Lee to control the switch-
hoard? I’'m always butting in—always inter-
fering and making a mess of things!”

And neither Willy nor anybody else could
console him.

CHAPTER 13.

Lorenzo’s New Game !

OOM—BOOM !

Ilverybody was stag-
gered by that sudden, un-
expected explosion. It was
sharp and penctrating,

and the corrugated iron of the power-house
rattled and shook with the force of it.

“The signal!” gasped Church excitedly.

“But—but that wasn’t a rocket!” said
Handforth, a wild light of hope leaping into
his eyes. “It was too near. It couldn’t have
been ol

“No, it wasn't the
Nipper.

“Then I don’t care what it was!” mut-
tered Handforth dully.

But the others did. Nelson Lee was glanc-
ing at Dorrie in the dim dawnlight, and his
cyes were grave and his lips were pursed.

“What was 1t ?’” asked his lordship

“Does 1t need any guesswork ?” said Lee,
with an-gloquent gesture towards the great
motors. “They’re still, Dorrie. The shaft is
out of action. Lorenzo has blown up the
driving apparatus at the waterfall.”

“Blown it up!”

“It sounded liko it, didn’t it?” asked Lee.
“The man’s in such a rage that he’s reck-
less enough for anything. He is obsessed by
the determination to recapture us at any

rocket,” iInterrupted

cost. There’s something deadly about this
brute.” }

‘““He’s certainly a sticker!”” growled his
lordship. ‘“‘He doesn’t give us any rest, if

that’s what you mean.”

“You see, the apparatus at the other end
of this driving shaft 1is probably quite
crude,” went on Nelson Lee. “It can be
easily replaced. But every atom of machinery
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in this building is of immense value, for
if destroyed it cannot be made good. Look-
ing at the situation from Lorenzo's point of
view, we must confess that we are a nasty
thorn in his side.”

““I hope we are!” said Dorrie savagely.

“We have disorganised his entire bag of
tricks,” continued Lee. ‘“His slaves are ab
sixes and sevens, his factory idle, and the
whole work of his plantation at a standstill.
And he knows that he can get nothing going
agaln until we are recaptured. So he’s
going all out to smash us.”

Lord Dorrimore nodded.

“When you come to think of it, we ought
to be pretty proud of ourselves,” he said
whimsically. ‘““Hang it, considerin’ what a
handful we are, we’ve given the old blighter
a good run for his money. An’ we’re not
finished vet, either. We're still holdin’ the
fort, an’ I see no reason why we should
throw up the sponge.”

“We’ll fight to the last ditch,”’ replied Lee
quietlv. “If we don’t fight, we shall die
just the same. It’s the girls I'm thinking
of. Dorrie, we can’t keep this up—we can’t
let these girls fall into the hands of these
devils.” |

He broke off abruptlv, and shrugged his
shoulders.

“But of what use to talk?” he went on.
“It's no good saying what we can do, or
what we can’t do. I'm afraid I'm getting
worried. The situation is such that we must
take whatever comes.”

Nipper looked at Lee anxiously.

“Why hasn’t Umlosi sent that rocket,
sir ?” he asked, in a whisper. “Do you
think he’s really dead?”

“T don’t know what to think,” replied
Lec. “But nothing can alter the fact that
Handforth switched on the current at the
worst possible moment. It will be tragic if
poor Umlosi died then.”

““And about this juice, sir went on
Nipper. ‘““What good has Lorenzo done him-
sclf by destroyving the water-wheel, or what-
ever contrivance there is. How will that
help him?”

“Y don’t want to alarm you, Nipper, but
it will spell defeat for us—that’s all,” re-
plied Lee, in a low voice. ‘“Lorenzo knows
that the battering-ram method would have
been too costly. We have proved that we
are prepared to shoot, and he doesn’t want
to lose all his men. But, now that there
is no fear of the electricity, he can get his
blacks to close quarters with wus. One
united rush, and they’ll be all round these

R

walls—so close that our weapons will be
useless.”’
“And then thev’ll smash in—ch?” mut-

tered Nipper. ‘“That’s lively!”

“Not a particularlv cheerin’ dawn,” said
Dorrie. “Well, we’ve had one excitin’ .
night, anyway, an’ we shall'remember it for
the rest of our lives. By the look of it, we
shan’t have a chance to remember it long.”

Nelson Lee’s theory was perfectly correct.

The driving power at the waterfall was
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quito crude, and Lorenzo had had no com-
punction 1 blowing it up. In a calmer
moment he would have set his men to work
to disconnect it. But that would have meant
the loss of two or three hours, and Lorenzo
was 50 maddened by the rebels’ defiance that
he wantod to crush them at once.

And the attack that the garrison expected
was now deveioping. It came with over-
wheiming swiftness and force.

From three quarters the encmy swept up.
There were hundreds of men engaged in this
onslaught, and the end seemed .incvitable.
Nothing could save the brave little fortress
from falling now.

Most of these attackers were slaves—forced
to obev orders, under penalty of death. And
Lorenzo cunningly arranged matters so that
none but slaves should make the {rontal
onslaught.

“The hounds!” said Lee furiously. “Do
vou see, Dorriec? Not one of his murderous
Nubians! We can’t fire on these wretched
tools! It would be nothing but murder!”

“PBut, man alive, they'll sweep us out!”

“They’ll sweep us out whether we fire or

not,”” replied Lee quietly. “Listen! They're
attacking at the rcar, too! And at the
ends of the building! We're surrounded,
Dorria!”

“Only a matter of minutes before they
smash in,” muttered his lordship.

The noise was absolutely deafening. :

Men with hatchets and picks were beating
at the corrugated iron, and the din was so
deafening that the ears of the garrison were
numbed. Tt was confusing in its intensity.

Onc minute—perhaps two minutes—and
then the end would swiftly come. Once a
breach was made, the blacks would pour
in, and those twenty white people would be
once again in the hands of the slaver.

This jungle barring-out had lasted a single
night, but there seemed no hope that it
would continue into the coming day.

Clang, clang, clang! _ )

In the midst of the shattering noise, Nipper
rushed up to Nelson Lee, and grabbed him.

“CQuv'nor!” he gasped. ‘“What about the
fireworks?”

“The fireworks!”” echoed Lee. -

“We can’t fire among these slaves because

it would be murder!” shouted Nipper. “ But
the fireworks are harmless. And they’ll be
even more effective than rifle-shots! Why

not light squibs and Roman candles and
throw them through the windows?”
Nelson Lee decided on the flash. .
“Jt’s a chance!” he said. “We'll do it!”

CHAPTER 14,
Touch and Go !

HE scene within that power-
“station was one that none
of the defenders would
ever forget.
Irene & Co. were stand-
ing near one of the big dynamos, pale but

svouldn’t have made any difference.
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brave. They could do -nothing to help.
IEven the St. Frank’s fellows were just a3

idle. They could only stand there, and
histen to tho grim sounds of the slaver’s

myrmidons as they sought to smash a way
through the obstinate metal sheets.

Handforth was the only one, perhaps, who
felt a tinge of relief.

“Well, nothing- matters
dully.

now,” he said

“Even if Umlosi had got through it
We
So

said Church

shall all be dead within ten minutes.
what’s the odds?”

“That’s no consolation,”
huskily.

He stared out through the nearest window,
and could see the struggling figures of the
slaves just outside, as they atiecmpted to
force the barricades away. Beyond, the sky
was now lightening rapidly, and a couple
of palin-trees in Church’s direct line of vision
were waving in the early morning breeze.

And then, suddenly, Church stiffened.

“Look!” he saild fiercely, grabbing at
Handforth's arm. “*Look there!”

“What the & :

““Don’t you seo?” screamed Church.

The light outsido was far from strong, an:
the sky between those two palm-treces was
scared by a line of fire which rose higher
and higher into the air. It went up in a
great arc—and over there lay the Kalala
River!

Boom!

Iven above the clattering roar of the iron
came a sharp, deafening detonation—the ex-
plosion of a powerful maroon. If it had
sounded distinctly within the building, it had
been ten times more audible outside.

A puff of smoke hung in the sky, and now

a dozen dazzling coloured lights shot out in
a spray.

“The signal!” shouted Handforth. *Um-
losi’s signal!”
“He’s safe!” gasped McClure. “He got

across, then!”

Handforth seemed to go demented.

“Then I didn’t kill him!” he roared, his
face fushing. ‘“Old Umlosi’s safe! And
he's on his way to fetch the Kutanas to our

rescue! Hurrah!”
“Handy—Handy !” breathed Church.
It’s glorious to

“Don’t cheer like that!
know that Umlosi is safe, but what's the
good? It’ll be two days before he can get
back, and——"
He broke off,
change. .
Outside the clattering and hammering had
ceased. The air was filled with wild cries
of terror. Scores of those unhappy slaves
wero pointing frenziedly into the sky—at
those coloured stars. Others were running
away, too demented with terror to care what
happened to them. _
The blacks were frightened by that sign
in the sky. They had never seen anything
like it before, and their terror was pitiful. To
add to the confusion, other fircworks wero
now going.

aware of some dramatic



i PoWIOOP 2i3M A3y) peinjded 9IsM A0Y) II JBY) MIny Loy *A19)e10ds3p pPol3SnI)S pue judnoy Ared
SHUBI °JS U, °SSYW JUIG)edS B UI SMOPUIM pus I00p;2Y} YIuoig) peanod sfeqraued pajured A[anbsejold ey,




22

For Nelson Lee and Dorrie had instantly
seized the chance.

Lighted squibs were being hurled out into
the open, followed by roaring Roman candles
and pyramids of flaring red and green fire.
All this would have been much more effective
in the piteh darkness, but the results were
gratifying enough, even in the grey light
or the new day.

The attackers were bolting. Even the
Nubians were unable to steel their nerves
against this dramatic surprise. They were
as scared as any of the slaves. All were
rushing away, helter-skelter, as though the
power-station was occupied by demons,

And Lorenzo was helpless.

Once again he had been within an ace of
success, and failed. And he knew, in
heart, that the threat
itself—would never make these niggers at-
tack tho power-station again. To them it
had become a place of ju-ju and witcheraft.

“They've bolted, sir,” said Nipper huskily.

“Yes, and we have to thank your kecen
wits for the mereciful respite,’”” replied Nelson

Lee. “It was the -fireworks that did the
trick—"* _
“No, fear, guv’nor!” interrupted Nipper.

“They helped, but Umlosi’s signal was the
real cause. The blacks were frightened by
those coloured lights in the skv, and our fire-
works added the finishing touch. I say,
pretty ripping about Umlosi, isn’t it?”

““Has he really got =afely away?” asked
Irene ecagerly.

“Of course,” replied Nipper.
the signal.”

- “He pgave

“An’ that means he's safelv across the
river, an’ startin’ off for the Kutana
country.” said Lord Dorrimore, with quiet

“I thought it was queer that
the old beggar had given no sign. I couldn’t
believe that he was dead. Of course, he
must have been delayed on his way to the
river, an’ he didn’t attempt to cross - it
until after I.orenzo blew up the drivin’ ap-
paratus.” o

“We needn’t conjecture on that point,
Dorrie,”” said Nelson Lee. ‘It is enough to
know that Umlost is safe, and on his way
to fetch help. The only doubt that now
remains is—can we hold out?”

““You bet we can, sir!’”’ retorted Nipper.

“ Absolutely !”?

“Rather, sir!”

“We’'ve got to hold out!” said Handforth
simply. .

“Well, there’s no fear of another attack
to-day,”” continued lLee, with heartfelt relief.
“Quite apart from the fact that Lorenzo’s
men are terrified and disorganised, he would
never be mad encugh to attack in broad
davlight.”

“No; we're all right for the next twelve
hours,” said Dorrie. “You girls had better
curl yourselves up, an’ get some sleep. Sorry
we can’'t offer you much in the way of ac-
commodation, but——-"

“This concrete floor
Mary Summers. smiling.

satisfaction.

will suit me,” said

his |

of death—torture |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The grotesquely painted cannibals poured thr
pariy fought and struggled desperately,

“Me, too,” agreed Tessa,
spikes!”

“You boys had better turn in, too,” ad-
vised Nelson lLee. “Just drop down where
you are—you won’t need any blankets. In
about an hour’s time this place will be as
hot as an oven, if I'm any prophet.”

Nobody fel?:' inclined to discuss the situa-
tion. This sudden peace had come unex-
pectedly, and they were all feeling weak at
the dramatic reaction. Instead of being
forced out of their stronghold, prisoners once
more, they still held the “citadel.” And
sleep seemed to be the only matter worth
- »nsidering.  After their terrible “hours of
strenuous activity, they were far more worn
out than they had believed.

Within three minutes, everybody except
Nelson Lee and Dorrie were asleep. It was
almost tragic to look at them—huddled in
every conceivable position, against the walls,
against the machinery, or sprawling flat
on the floor,

“1 can sleep on
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The St. Frank’s
they were captured they were doomed !

Happily. there was a plentiful supply of
water, for there were two or three well-filled
tanks of it within the building. 'The fact that
it was warm and somewhat stagnant was a
minor point. This was no time to be par-
ticular.

And, after all, the conditions within this
building were idyllic compared to the noise-
some huts which had been their quarters
while in Lorenzo’s hands.

A lull had come. How long would it last?

CHAPTER 15.

Ways and Means,

IPPER stretched himself,
and sat up to find his face
beaded with perspiration.
The burning sunlight was
slanling in dazzingly

through the windows,
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“*Phew!” he whistled. ‘““What’s the tem-

perature in here? Is it time for the joints to
come out of the oven?”

“Frightfully glad to see you awake, dear
old boy,” said Sir Montie Tregellis-West.
“Have a go at the gargle. TExcuse the
goblet, but Lorenzo forgot to provide us with
his special gold plate.”

“Water!” murmured Nipper.
thing T need!”

He took the goblet--to be exact, a buckled
tin can—and drank deeply. Then he rose to
his feet, stretched himself again, and glanced
out through the nearest window,

Not a soul was in sight, and the vallev
was sweltering with the burning, blistering
heat of the tropical afternoon, Inside the
power-station,  the air was utterly stifling.
But nobody had complained.

Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore were both
sound asleep some distance away, and William
Napoleon Browne was in temporary charge,
with instructions to awaken the whole gar-
rison at the first suspieious sign.

Irene & Co. were still slumbering. They
had been given the entire end of the build-
ing, and 1t was tacitly agreed that this
section should be theirs,

“I am glad to see you are awake,
brothers,” said Browne genially. “All 1s
quict, and Brother Lorenzo has apparently

“The very

retired to his own chamber. to drown his
sorrows in whisky or slumber—probably
both.?”

“YWe must have been asleep for hours,”
said Nipper, _

““ Roughly, seven or eight,” replied Browne.
“ An inadequate dose, I will confess, but
sufficient for the time being. If you will
arouse Brothers Handforth, Watson, and two
or three others. T have a proposition to
make.”

“VYes, it's time they were roused,”t agreed
Nipper. “There are all sorts of things we
can do while this daylight lasts. What about
that old wire in the corner? Couldn’t we
risk working outside, and fixing up some
entanglements?  Lorenzo won’t inferfere 1n
broad davlight.”

“Begad! That's a good suggestion, old
boy,” said Sir Montie. “There are lots of
iron rods, too. We might rig up some useful
defences.”

«“ Anyhow, they would help. to hold back a
charge,” said Nipper.

Watson, Handforth, and the other juniors
were soon awakened. After drinks all round
they pronounced themselves wonderfully re-
freshed. Archie, indeed, declared that his
tissues were as robust as ever again.

“ And now,” said Handforth, “what about
grub 7* ‘

“Oh, dry up!” groaned Church, holding his
middle. “We’ve all decided to taboo the
subject of grub. We haven’t tasted any’
decent food for days. The stuff Lorenze gave
us was poison.”

“Kven that was better than nothing!” said
(Gcresham,
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“Food, brothers, is, after all, an evil thing,”
said Browne smoothly. “Any doctor will
assure you that food is the cause of ninety
per cent of human ills. Let us rejoice, there-
fore, that we have none of the stuff. A few
days of fasting will have such beneficial
offects that we shall scarcely recognise our-
selives.”

“That’s all very well—" began Watson.

“Moreover, there is something much more
important to be discussed,” continued Browne.
“We have here a number of loose iron sheets
—inartistic but useful,” he went on, indicating
some rusty sheets of corrugated iron. “There
is much that we can do with these simple
articles.”

“For defensive purposes?” asked Nipper.

“Well, not exactly,” replied Browne. “It
has occurred to me that it might be gallant
on our part if we rig up these screens as a
partition across the far end of the building—
thus providing a sort of rest-room and shelter
for the girls.”

“By George, that’s a good idea!” said
Handforth, nodding. “It won’t take us long
to do that. And afterwards we can get
busy on the defences.”

He was right for once. Within half an
hour a very creditable. partition had bean
erected, and although Irene & Co. said little
they were grateful enough for the thoughtful
act.

“I don’t know about you boys rigging up
any of that wire,” said Nelson Lee, who was
now awake, and in full charge of things.
“JLorernzo might have scouts out, and waiting
to snipe us. We can’t take any risks like
that. Wait until I have been up to the roof
to do some scouting.” '

They waited, and indulged in a wash in
the meantime. In one corner of the power-
house there was a tiny little wooden structure,
and It even contained a wash-basin.

“No need to grumble at this accommoda-
tion,” said Nipper with a grin. “We've
everything complete in here—private com-
partments, washing facilities, and——"

“HEvervthing except grub,” said Watson
pointedly.

“We’ll think about the grub later,” replied
Nipper. “I’ve got an idea about that.
Something’s got to be done, anyhow. It’s al!
very well for Browne to jaw about fasting,
but that’s not good enough.”

Nelson Lee reported that there were no
Nubians in sight. Indeed, the whole of
Lorenzo’s plantations seemed to be idle. This
was only natural. With his electricity supply
stopped, his factory was out of action, and
he had probably rounded up the slaves, and
had locked them in their quarters. Every.
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thing was at a standstill until he had got rid
of these rebels.

For two hours, indeed, the boys were able
to go out in batches, working at tho hasty
defences. Wire entanglements were rigged
up, and Willy even ventured to swarm up
one of the necighbouring palm-trees. It was
worth 1t, too, for he returned with four
splendid coconuts.

They were duly shared out, but, uafor-
tunately, they only served to whet the
appetites of the hungry garrison. Some of

the fellows wanted to raid the other palms,
but they were too far distant. -

When the evening came there was still no
indication of the enemy, and it was generally
felt that there would be no danger that
night.

TLorenzo was waiting.

He was biding his time. Popodos had gone

to fetch the Oturi warriors, and nothiung
would be done until they arrived.
“Then you don’t think there’ll be any

excitement to-night, guv’nor?” asked Nipper,
as he stood looking out of one of the
windows,

“I rather fancy that Lorenzo has decided
to leave us alone for a bit,” replied Lee.
“We're too big a handful for his slaves to
tackle. I should like to utilise the time, but
I can see no chance. If woe leave this strong-
hold we shall be in a worse fix than ever.
So we must stay—and pray that Umlosi will
arrive before the Oturis can drive us out and
wreak their will upon us.”

“Umlosi will do it, sir,”
confidently.

But Lee wasn’t so sure. He said nothing.
He had no desire to sound a pessimistic note.
But he knew that Umlosi had much further
to travel than Popodos—and it would be
necessary, too, for him te organise his Kutana
warriors. The Oturis were probably recady
for an immediate march.

With the coming of night there was a
welcome storm—a truly tropical downpour,
accompanied by vivid lightning and deafening
thunder. But the rain was doubly welcome
to the besieged garrison, for it cooled the air,
and also provided them with an ample supply
of fresh water.

And Nipper tackled the food question.

“Look here, guv’nor,” he said firmly.
“We've got to get some grub, so why not
have a shot at it as soon as this storm’s over ?
I want your permission for’six of us to slip
out on a raid.”

“Ts it worth the risk, young ’un?” ask-d
T.ee doubtfully.

“ Nothing venture, nothing win, sir,” re-
torted Nipper. “There’s a big store-shed
only two hundred yards away, and although
it only may contain crude rubber, there’s a
chance that we shall find some food there.
And I’ve got an idea, too.”

Lece listened while the idea was propounded.

“It sounds gzood,” he said dryly. “All
right, Nipper—I think vou can go shead.”

said Nippor
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CHAPTER 16.
The Raiding Party.

.....
S |

back and eyed the thing
critically.
“Think 1t’ll
tive ?”” he asked.
it’s finished,” replied Nipper

; be effec-

“Wait until
calmly.

He was busily engaged on smearing a
pungent-smelling paste over a ragged sheet
of thin canvas. That paste had been made
from the contents of two or three fireworks.
It was, indeed, a rough-and-ready sort of
phosphorus preparation.

“As soon as this is dry, it’ll be beautifully
luminous,” declared Nipper. “I’ve tried it
before—and I know. But I don’t think the
effect will last long, so we shall have to buck
up on this raiding business.”

“Who’s going to wear the ghost make-up ?”
asked Dora Manners.

“Nobody—unless we’re in a tight corner,”
replied Nipper. “This is only a precautionary
measure. We're going to sneak out, and
make for those store-sheds. If all goes well,
we shan’t use this canwvas at all. But if we're
confronted by any of Lorenzo’s guards, we’ll
conjure up a ghost. They’re a superstitious
lot, and it might do the trick.”

“I'm goin’ on this stunt, too,” said Lord
Dorrimore firmly. “Leave it to us, girls!
These infernal young beggars tried to keep
me out of it, but I wasn’t havin’ any. 1
shall carry two revolvers, an’ a pocketful of
cannon-crackers, so we ought to be fairly
safe.”

“I don’t think these precautions are neces-
sary at all,” said Handforth impatiently.
“We haven’t seen a sign of the enemy since
this morming, and 1 don’t think Lorenzo
means to make any more attacks., If we only
had the nerve we could walk out just as we
are, and help ourselves to anything.”

“You may be right, Handy, but there’s
no sense in taking things for granted,” re-
plied Nipper. “Caution doesn’t cost any:
thing.” .

Ten minutes later, while the storm was
still rumbling in the distance, six dim figures
stole away into the night. The sky was over-
cast, and the whole valley was utterly black.
The conditions were ideal for an enterprise
of this kind.

Lord Dorrimore and Nipper led the way,
with Tommy Watson, Browne, and Gresham

just  behind.  Handforth brought up the
rear.

The _;:dventure was 1more hazardous thnan
the raiders made themselves believe. But

they were all confident. And Nelson Lee,
back in the power-station, knew that food
was a very important item. Unless some was
obtained very quickly, the effects would be
serious. These healthy schoolboys would lose
thelr powers of resistance if their stomachs
remained empty. Any kind of food would
suffice in an emergency like this.

= 1LY HANDFORTH stood |
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As it happened, the raiders were giad of
their precautionary measures. At first 1t
seemed that they were to enjoy the immunity
that Handforth had outlined. They didn’t
meet a soul, and even when they arrived at
the fitst of the store-sheds they were still
undisturbed. But not for one moment had
they relaxed their vigilance. They crept unp
like spirits of the night.

And then, without any preliminary warn-
ing, a force of twelve great Nubians swung
round the end of the building, and advanced
towards them. And the leading man was
carrying a lighted lantern.

It was necessary to act on the flash.

Dorrie flung a stone—with unerring aim.
It struck the lantern, shattered the glass, and
extinguished the flame. The Nubians halted,
momentarily at a loss. None of them had
scen the raiders yet, and it had seemed to
the lantern-holder that the glass had shattered
of its, own accord.

And in that brief spell of confusion Nipper
whipped the canvas sheet over his head and
advanced, flinging out his arms. '
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The effect was certainly startling.

In the darkness the oncoming figure stood
out in a strange, luminous halo. It was a
.ghostly enough sight, and looked terrifying
to tho eyes of the slave-guards, who all
caught sight of it at the same momsant.
They stood stock-still, speechless and startled.

And Nipper uttered a hollow sort of moan,
and leapt wildly into the air.

It was enough. The guards turned in every
direction and fled. They were filled with
utter terror. This, surely, was an evil spirit
—a visitant from the realms of the ghosts!

“Good man!” murmured Dorrie. *“Now’s
our chance!” .

Nipper remowed his “cloak ” and quickly
folded it.

“You stay out here, Handy, and give the
alarm if those beggars come back!” he

muttered. “We shan’t be long——"

“Rats!” interrupted Handforth. “I'm
coming, too!”

“You fathead! We shall be back in a
minute.”

They didn’t give Handforth any time to

argue. Opeeding into the store-shed, they
struck a match and looked eagerly round. A
licht was absolutely necessary, and they had
to risk the chance of being surprised.
“What’s this?” asked Watson eagerly.

Nipper held his match close to a pile of
sacks. The top one was unfastened. The
sacks weren’t very clean-looking or inviting,
and it seemed probable that they wonld
contain animal food.

-But one glance made Nipper’s eyes sparkle.

“Beans!” he muttered triumphantly.

F
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“Beans ?” gasped Watson. “My favourite
food !”

Indeed, beans at that moment seemed to bo
everybody’s favourite food. Dorrie seized the
sack and swung it on his shoulder.

“This is no time for formalities,” he said
briskly. “Two of you chaps grab one of the
other sacks, if you can manage it—they’ro
too heavy for one—an’ we’ll stagger off.
The way to do a thing like this successfully
is to do it quickly.”

“Grab hold!” said Watson breathilessly.

He and one of the others reeled out of the
shed, carrying a second sack. Nippesr
followed soon afterwards, staggering under a
heavy load. And no attempt was made to
creep now.

They ran for it—as straight as they couid
go for the- power-station. Iager eyes were
watching for them—eager ears listening.
And a chorus of excited whispers went up
when the dim figures of the raiders were seen
returning.

“All serene sang out Dorrie. “No
casualties, an’ we’ve brought the goods!”

“Hurrah! They've found some grub!”

“Beans!" panted _ Tommy Watson
victoriously. .

A chorus of delighted joy went up. What
food could be better than beans? The most
sumptuous banquet ever devised seemed uu-
appetising compared to the prospective feast,

They all got safely in, and there was no
alarm. The door was closed and barricaded,
and the garrison gathered round the spoils.

“Two sacks of beans,” grinned Dorrie.
“Haven’t you often told me, Ice, that beaus
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are bunged full of proteins and vitamins an’
things ?”

“Never mind what they’re bunged full of,
Dorrie,” chuckled Nelson' Lee. “You
couldn’t have found a betier foodstuff. We
can easily light a fire, and there are plenty
of cans we can use as saucepans., Beans are
a highly nutritive food, and they possess the
added advantage of being satisfying. We
shan’t starve while we have these.”

“Hallo!” came a shout from Handforth.
“What the dickens have you got, Nipper?
What are those great things?”

Nipper set down two huge, oddly-shaped
burdens.

“Beans are all very well, but they zo
better with meat,” he said coolly. “I spotted
some chunks of smoked meat hanging from
some hooks, so T grabbed two of them. I
beliecve it’s deer flesh. or antelope, or some-
thing. Who cares? It’s meat—and it’ll go
first-class with the beans!”

And there was further rejoicing.
that night was apparently
regal one!

Supper
going to be a

CHAPTER 17.

The Drums of Menace !

TTO LORENZO strode out
of his bungalow with an
evil glint in his eyes. He
was dressed with unusual
care, -and he had just

shaved. He was almost looking smart. And

there was no doubt that he was looking
confident.

“Not much longer to wait now,” he mur-
mured gloatingly. “I was a fool to take any
action until I could use effective methods.
But I shall be able to use them this evening.
Oh, yes!”

e strolled towards the power-station.

Once or twice a quick scowl came into his
face d4s he glanced at his idle factory, and
as he looked across at the deserted rubber
plantations. But he recovered his good-
humour when he remembered that his
revenge would soon be a reality.

It was midday, and the heat was as stifling
as ever. Within the power-station a meal
was in progress—the third meual of tough
smoked meat and boiled beans. The fare
didn’t taste quite so good as it .aad tasted ut
the previous night’s feast—but it was still
appetising, nevertheless. It was food, and it
was Wholesome food. More than that the
rebels could not reasonably expect.

“Here comes old Lorenzo, sir!” sang out
Duncan, who was on watch at one of the
windows.,

““Has he his men with him?” asked Lee
sharply.

“No, sir—he’s all alone, and he’s swagger-
ing along as though he'd just come into a
fortune,” replied Duncan. *‘What shall we
do? Chuck a few carnon-crackers at him?”

The meal was forgotten, and everybody
crowded te the w'ndows., Lorenzo was at a
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standstill now. in the shade of one of the
palms. He seccined to be contemplating the
sccne, and he was lighling a cheroot.

“The rotter docsn’t seem to be afraid of
our bullets,” said Handforth gruffly. ‘Like
his nerve to take it for granted that we
,;sha:},’t fire on him. He’s within range, isn’t
107

“I’d like to pot the beggar!” said Dorrie,
with a glare. ‘“Of all the scum on this earth,
he’s the blackest! But he knows jolly well .
that we won’t fire at him. He knows that’s
not our custom.”

Lorenzo, in fact, came closer, and did not
halt until lie was twenty paces off, And then
he stuck his thumbs into his armholes, set his
legs apart, and contemplated the fortress.

“Think you’re safe, eh?”’ he called out
mockingly. “Thought I'd come along to see
how you were getting on. How are you
going for food? Just say the word, and T’ll
‘send some supplies in.”

““Rats!”  roared Handforth. “We've
plenty of feod—betier food than you supplied
us with, you blackguard!”

Lorenzo seemed 1n no way put out.

““So that accounts {or the missing sacks of
beans and the meat?”’ he said coolly. * Well,
vou will have vour fling, I suppose. Enjoy
vourselves while vou can—it won’t last very
long. You’ll soon hear the Oturi drums, and
I think vou’ll know what that sound means.
Lord Dorrimore will, at any rate.”

“There might be somne other drums!” said
Dorrie, under his breath.

Lorenzo was beginning to enjoy himself.

‘““As a matter of fact,” he went on, “my
friends of the Oturi tribe will be here this
evening, and it may interest you to know
that they’re a bloodthirsty Iot. Keen on
human sacrifices. Never satisfied unless
they’re sacrificing somebody or other. White
people for choice.”

The slaver loughed loudly at his own grim
pleasaniry,

“Very pretty. these wire entanglements,”
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he went on, indicating the defences. ‘‘Pity
they should be useless, though. Have vou
ever scen the Oturt warriors when they

attack? No? Then there is a treat for you.
A wonderful sight, my friends—a terrifying
sight, But don't be alarmed. They won’t
kill you. Oh, no! They’ll be at a very great,
pains to take you alive, and they’ll be quito
disappointed 1f anvbody gets injured even.
You see, they’ll want you later—at the cere-
monial festivities.”

He laughed more loudly than ever, and
turned on his heel. He walked away amid a
chorus of derisive jeers from the St. Frank’s
fellows. But Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore
were finding it hard to conceal their gravity.

“The hound means 1t,” whispered Lee.
“He’s going to set the Oturi on us, and give
us to them as a reward after we have been
captured.” '

“Even Lorenzo couldn’'t do it,” muttered
Lord Dorrimore huskily.

“You know these Oturi,
you?”

“Man alive, don’t you know them?” asked

Dorrie, don’t

his lordship, in agony. “Didn’t they capture
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us once before? Weren't we in their hands
when Torenzo came and took us away?”

“Yes—and he regrets it now, I'll warrant.”

“These savages are the worst in this part
of Africa,” said his lordship. “They’ve
always been wild and savage. Now an’ again
they have been subdued, but only on th=
surface.  Actually, they’re as cannibalistic
as ever—the most atrocious orgies of the
lesser-known Congo region always take place
in the Oturi country. They're devils, Lee—
absolute devils!”

And Lorenzo had hired these blacks to cap-
ture the schoolboys and schoolgirls! He had
promised to hand them over to the Oturi as
a reward—to be treated in any manner that
the savages pleased!

The prospect was so appalling that none
had cared to think of it.  Since the previous
night a sort of false sense of security had
dwelt with them. It seemed impossible that
there could be any real peril in this quiet
valley.

But Lorenzo’s words had given rise to new
thoughts, @ When would those drums be
‘heard? Was it true that the dreaded Oturi:
would be on the scene that evening?  The
respite had not been long, and when the
hostilities recommenced they would be more
deadly than ever before.

That much was certain. But the rest had
had one excellent effect, at all events. The
.boys and gzirls were filled with a new stamina,
Their long periods of sleep, and the plain,
wholesome food had filled them full of beans
in more senses than one. They were much
better prepared for any grim ordeal than
they had been before.

And there was always
Umlosi to stir their blood.

1t was only natural that a great deal
of talk should have been indulged in concern-
ing the possibilities of the immediate future.
And the general view was that, if the
Oturis came, Umlosi and his men would also
be on hand to give battle to these cannibals,

“There’s nothing to worry about,” de-
clared Handforth, for the fiftieth time.
“Doesn’t Umlosi know our position?  Of
course he does! And you can bet he’ll rush
things along at top speed, and get back here
before the Oturi can do any harm to us.”

“The best of it is, Lorenzo doesn’t know
that Umlosi has gone for help,” said Church.
“That’s where we've got the pull on him.”

And during the afternoon the garrison pre
tended to be at ease. The St. Frank’s fellows
kept assuring the girls that the period of
tension would soon be over, and that Lorenzo
would gebt his deserts. The girls, in their
turn, scoffed at the idea of any further peril.
. And then, as the sun was getting lower in
the sky, a sound came to the ears of the look-
outs at the windows. Nipper and Tregellis-
West were at one window, and they both
heard a faint, far-away throbbing. It seemed
to rise and fall on the hot afternoon air,
and died away into a quivering silence. Then
it would come again.

:‘ What is i1?” asked Montie at last.

‘The drums!” muttered Nipper. * Lorenzo

the thought of

| chap
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was right, then! He tcld us we should hear
the Otfuri drums. They're coming, Montio—
they're getting nearer!”

CHAPTER 18.
The Entry of the Ofuri!

HROB—throb—throb!

An hour passed, and
there was no longer any
guess-work about the cause
of that rising and falling

throbbing sound. It came continuously on
the air—maddeningly insistent.

And now 1t was much more distincet.

At times the actual beating of the drums
could be heard. Near the power-station the
sccne was empty. There were none of
Lorenzo’s men within a mile of the place.
Even the bungalow, just visible in the dis-
tance, pceping out from among the trees,
seemed to be deserted.

“Thev’re miles off vet,” said Gresham, with
a queer little shake in his voice.. “I wish
they wouldn’t keep on like this, though! It
gets on my nerves!”

“How do we know that these drums are
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the enemy’s?”’ asked Handforth obstinate!y.
“They may be Umlosi's men.  Perhaps
thev're sounding the drums to cheer us up—
to show us that they're getting necarer.”

“Nou necedn’t have anv of those cheery
ideas, old man,” said Nipper quietly. “Dorrie
knows the drums of the Oturi, and he recog-
nises them. The Kutanas have their own
customs.”’

“A different way of beating, you mean?”
asked Watson,

“Perhaps.” said Nipper. “I didn't ask
Dorrie much. But he says thev're the Oturi
drums—and that’s enough to satisfy me."”

“My hat! I'd rather something happen
than have this awful inactivity go on. It'a
enough to drive a chap dotty!”

Handforth grunted.

“Well, if these are the Oturi drums, we
shall soon hear the Kutana drums,” he said
stubbornly.- “I know that old Umlosi won‘ti
let us down. Not likely! If you fellows
haven’t got any faith in him, I have!”

Lord Dorrimore moved away from the
window, and found Nelson Lee alone, busily
engaged in cleaning a rifle.

“J can’t stand it,” said Dorrie gruffly.

“Can’t stand what?” '

“Why, those youngsters — particularly
Handforth,” said his lordship. “The poor,
seems to think that Umlosi will turni
up 1n time to save us, an’ I haven’t the heart!

to disillusion him."”

“Many of them think the same thing,”
nodded Lee. ,

““An' “yet it’s impossible,” said Dorrie,
shaking his head. “No mattet how Umlosi
rushed things—no matter how much he'
speeded up—he couldn’t get back here from’
Kutanaland until the day after to-morrow




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

S ad ‘

f//,/';’:f//; & mﬁ' ( {//{

-

‘at the earlicst minute. You know that, Lee.”
“1 fear it, at all events,” said Lee slowly.
“Y didn’t expect these devilish cannibals

until to-morrow,” went on Dorrie, frowning.

“Perhaps i1t’s only a preliminary party, an’

they’re soundin’ these drums just to scarc

us. I expect the main €orce 1s on the way.

They won’t attack us to-night.”

Nelson Lee smiled rather wistfully.

“You're trying to fool yourself in the same
way as the boys, Dorrie,” he said quietly.
“You know well enough they’ll be here
to-night, and you can’t bring yourself to
imagine what the result will be.”

“By pad, I can’t!” said his
harshly. “It’s {oo ghastly!”’

He went back to the window, and noted
that evervbody was talking 1n  hushed
whispers. There was no reason why they
should, but they all seemed instinctively to
feel that. the hour of terror was rapidly
approaching.

The sound of the drums was louder than
ever, and yet there was no sign of the encmy.
The valley., as far as the eye could see,
remained peaceful.  Occasionally a figure
would leisurely appear in the distance, but it
could scarcely be said that there was any
appearance of execitement n Lorenza's
domain.

lordship
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(t was an awe-inspiring sight, watching the
- painted savages as they danced and capered
irenziedly round the pole, at the top of which
reposed their gorilla-god. In the power-house
the boys and girls looked on grimly, waiting
for the attack they knew must come !

“J don’t believe it's the Qturis at all,” said
Watson at last. ‘‘Some other tribe, I expect.
They’re on the other side of the river, work-
ing their way through the forest. There’s no
need for us to worry.”

But they all worried more than ever!

The short evening came, and then darkness
fel. . The wusual battle with the mosquitoes
followed. The air scemed particularly heavy
with insects to-night. Their humming and
buzzing was continuous. But not many of the
rebels were even conscious of them.

They only knew that the drum-beating had
abruptly ceased, and that an ominous silence
had fallen. The darkness dwelt over every-
thing. There was no moon, and even the
stars were ohscured. The whole valley was
like pitch.

And then. after another hour of this
tension, the drums started again—now alarm-
ingly close. They seemed to be only a mile
distant, and they were accompanied by queer,
unearthly sounds.

“They're in the valley now,” said Nipper
grimly. “They’re coming straight down
By Jqve! Look there! I knew they couldn’t
be far off! Look at that glare in the
distance !

The sky was becoming lurid with flickering

b
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light, and it grew imore and more intense as
the minutes sped by.

There was almost silence in the power-
station now, Hardly anybody spoke. The
windows were crowded, and all eyes were
watching. And, after what seemed to be an
interminable wait, the new arrivals were seen.

They came into sight across the open
ground down the valley. There were
hundreds of flaring torches, carricd by
painted, befeathered savages. It was no
orderly march, but a mad, frenzied sort of
dence.  These brutes were working them-
selves up into a fearful state of murderous
excitement,

““Oh, look at them !” murmured Irene, with
a catch in her voice.

“They’'re coming straight here, too!” said
Handforth, ‘““By George! It can’t mean
that we're going to be driven out! We'll
fight—we’ll hold ihe fort- against them all!

St. Frank’s for ever!”
“Hurrah!”

But it was a fecble cheer.

And on came the Oturi warriors, with
K'’laba, the chief, leading the way. Otto
Lorenzo had kept his word! He had brought
his cannibal friends to help him, and there
was no doubt as to their savagery.

In spite of the deadly menace of the
approaching hordes the watchers were
fascinated. There was something wildly fear-
some about this advance. It was so grotesque
—so reminiscent of stories they had read in
travel books. Somchow they seemed to be
detached. and it was difficult for them to
realisc that they were down on the pro-
gramme as the star turn! '

Among the leading Oturis were fifty men
in a long, double file. They were carrying an
encrmously long pole—the trunk of a great
tree apparently. But it had been smoothed
until it was as highly polished as glass, and
at first the juniors thought that it was going
to be used as a battering-ram.

But they were wrong in this assumption.

For presently the blacks formed a
tremendous circle, with the flaming torches all
round. It was an impressive picture, and
there was something horribly significant in
the fact that the power-station had been so
far ignored.

All these preliminaries were taking place
in full sight of the rebel stronghold, and it
was clear to Nelson Lee that Lorenzo had
planned this deliberately. He was letting
them see the nature and the strength of his
allied force.

In the faring torchlight the great pole
was slowly raised, hundreds of hands assist-
ing in the task. A great hole had been
already dug, and the pole was set up in this,
and a mound formed at its base. -

“What's it for, sir?” asked Nipper wonder-
ingly.

“Can’t you see the grotesque figure at the

top?” asked Lee quietly. “It's the gorilla-
god of the Oturis!”
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CHAPTER 19.
A New Hope !

L HE gorilla-god of the Oturis!

The juniors could sce,
now that they had been
told, that a -hideous
creature was perched on
the very summit of the pole. Right at the
top there was a miniature platform, and on
this stood the gorilla-god, just as though it
wero alive, and looking down upon the wild
scene.

But forsthe fact that the creature was so
still, one might have believed that it lived.
It stood in a crouching attitude, with arms
outstretched. = A great gorilla—a monstrous
atrocity. And this was the “god " that the
Oturis worshipped!  There was something
repulsive in the thought. One almost shud-
dered at it.

And still the power-station was ignored.

Further torches were brought, and the
Oturis were naw beginning a kind of slow
and systematic dance round the hideous Ju-
Ju. There must have been five or six hundred
of them, but certainly no more. The watchers
however, received the impression that
there were thousands. These painted blacks -
were swarming everywhere, and, although
large numbers of them were dancing, others
were rushing hither and thither carrying new
torches, brushwood and various other things.

All this was happening within half a mile
of the power-house, in a great, cleared section
of grassland, Now and again some of the
brutes would come quite close to the strong-
hold, but thev did not even look at it. They
seemed to be unaware that this was to be
the object of their attacks.

“There’s some fiendish
said Dorrimore gruffly. “Lorenzo's idea, I
supposc. He's doing it to terrifv us—to re-
duce the morale of these bovs and girls.”

“I believe you're right,” said Nelson Lee.
“And if it goes on much longer, Dorrie, it
will suceced. The suspense of this scene is
getting beyond all endurance.” :

Curiously enough, Lorenzo was speaking
in very much the same strain to Popodos, tho

L

object in this,’

Greek., They were standing well out of sight
of the power-station, watching the lurid
scene.  Lorenzo had alreadv spoken with

K’laba, and I’laba was gloating, The talk
he had heard had been good talk.

“They'll do the job all right, Popodos,”
Lorenzo was eaying. ‘‘They've stuck up their
infernal ju-ju, and I've promised them that
these rebels shall be theirs—to deal with as
they choose.”

“They'll torture
slowly,

“I want them tortured!” snarled Lorenzo,
with a sudden flash®of rage. “I want to
see them suffer, my friend! K’laba has
longed all his life to make a white sacrifice
to his gorilla god. And now I have given
him twenty white sacrifices. Do you wonder
that he's mad with excitement? And his
men, too! Look at them, Popodos! Do you

them,” =aid Popodns
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think they’'ll fail to dig these rats out of
their hole?”

“If they’re wise,” said Popodos, ‘they’ll
shoot themselves before the Oturi break
through.” | '

*“Shoot themselves!” sneered Lorenzo.
“That isn’t their way, you fool! These
British don’t give in! They don’t admit

thev’re beaten—even when 1t’s too late. No,
they won’t shoot themselves, Popodos. Malke

no mistake. There'll be sport to-night—good

sport!”’
Even the Greek, hardened criminal though
he was, shivered slightly as he looked at

the half-breed’s bloated, evil face. It wasn't
the face of a sane man. More than once
Popodos had suspected that his employer
was subject to fits of real insanity.

“They’re at it now,” went on Lorenzo,
pointing. ‘“Look at the way they’re dancing
round the circle! And no sign of warfare!
But it'll come, Popodos—it’ll come when
K’laba gives the arranged signal. Let them
get into a bigger frenzy first. The wilder the
better!”

In the power-station.
<tjll fascinated.

“T can’t understand if,

the watchers were

>3

murmured Tesc<a

Love. ‘1 thought they were going to attack
us. And yet they haven’t been near, and
they don’t seem to know we're here. What
does it mean 7"

“Don’t ask me, old girl,” said Johnny
Onions, as he pressed Tessa’s arm. “But
there's something at the back of it, you can
bet. They’re just pleparing——gett-mg them-
selves worked up to the right pitch.

“1 expeet they'll stop presently,” =aid
Doris. *“*Then they’ll suddenly get excited
again, and Lorenzo will come, and he’ll set
them to attack us. Then we shall have some
excitement.”

“But we
forth grimly.

“T wish I could believe it, Ted,” murmured
Irene.

“Believe it!” echoed Handforth. *“ We've
oot to believe it! We've got a machine-
gun here—rifles—and fireworks! If these
beaste come too near, we'll jolly well show
them something!”

But even to himself, Handforth sounded
unconvineing. It was ridiculous on the face
of it. How could there bhe anv chance?
With over five hundred frenzied eavages
making the attack, the ultimate result would

shan’t be beaten!” said Hand-
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be inevitable. Some of the blacks might go
down in the first rush, but the majority would
escape.

“Our only possible chance is that they’ll
use the wrong tactics,” muttered Lee, as he
watched. “If thev attempt to get us out
by a succession of assaults, we might win,
Dorrie.”

“Just what I was thinkin’,” sald his lord-
ship. “We can wipe out the first bunch, an’
perhaps the second, too, an’ that’ll drive
some of the spirit out of the rest. Even
these dance-intoxicated savages are liable to
get windy if they. see their pals fallin’.
It sobers them down, an’ when they’re sober
they’'re just a lot of cattle.”

L“But there’s no chance of it—eh?” asked
ee.

“Not a ghost,” said Dorrie frankly. “ They
won’t be fools enough to make any mistake
about us. I don’t like that gorilla, either,
There's somethin’ pretty ugly about it. I've
got an idea that we're on the programme as
human sacrifices.”

“Hush! Don't let the youngsters hear
you !”’ ‘
““Dear old man, they’ve been talkin’ in

the same way themselves,” said his lordship.
“If only we could do somethin’!” he added
impatiently. “It's this confounded inac-
tivity that ¢ gets’ me!”

Nelson Lee was looking grave and tense.

“Exactly, Dorrie,” he murmured. “But
is there anything we can do? It secems
madness for us to remain here with the cer-
tainty of being taken.” -

“Man alive, what are you suggestin’?”’

“Well, it occurred to me that we might
be able to make a bid for freedom,” said
Lee softly. *“Such a thing was utterly im-
possible until now, because we should never
have got away. But all eyes are centred on
this dancing orgy. Even Lorenzo and his
men are off their guard. You see, they look

upon us as certain game.”
“Yes, but—-"

“I know it's an absolutely forlorn hope,”

interruptefl Lee. “There’s only one chance
in a million “hat we shall succced. I've got
an idea about the waterfall. There are caves
beneath 1t.” '

“How do you know that?”

“I saw them when I. was working under
Lorenzo’s slave-drivers,’” said Lee grimly. ‘I
generally keep my eves open, Dorrie. Well,
1f we could get out now—without being ob-
served by anybody—there’s a slim chance
that we might find refugo in those caves,
and_____!’

“An’ when these devils rush the power-
station, they’ll find it empty—eh?” said his
lordship tensely. “Good glory, Lee, it’s a
toppin’ scheme! As you say, we couldn’t
have attempted it before, because somebody
would have seen us. Lorenzo’s men have
been on the watch day and night. But now
they’re havin’ a look at the circus, an® we're
forgotten. Let’'s get out now—this very in-
stant!"’
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CHAPTER 20.

The Enemy Pounces !

ELSON LEE was uncertain
for a moment.
One glance  outside
showed him that the dance
_ round the ju-ju pole was
becoming more frenzied and abandoned than
ever. Nearly all the Oturi warriors were en-
gaged in it now. They were capering In
the most fiendish manner, and uttering shrill,
discordant cries. The tom-toms were beating
louder than ever, and the whole scene was
like some nightmare.

Now, 1i1f ever, was the moment to
away.

But Nelson Lee hesitated. He hated the
idea of giving these youngsters a glimmer
of hope that might well be snuffed out at
the beginning. It would be so tragic if they
thought there was a chance of escape cnly to
fall into the enemy’s hands after all.

Afterwards, Lee was thankful indeed that
he had hesitated.

A man of swift, decisive action, it wasn’t
his way to hesitate, and some instinct now |
told him that he had better keep his tongue
still. The wisdom of this was eloquently
proved a second later.

For K'laba, suddenly swinging out of the
centre of the great circle, ran heavily towards
tho power-station. He halted, flinging botk
his arms up, and his screaming voice ro0se€
above the general din.

The effect was startling.

As though by magic the war dance ceased,
and those hundreds of savages swept out of
the clearing, and came in a dense mob to-
wards the fortress. Many of them were still
carﬁ'ying torches, and thev made a fearsome
sight.

% Gad!” gasped Dorrie. “We're too late!”

“It was a hopeless idea, anyhow,” mut-
tored Lee. “Thank Heaven I didn’t say
anything to the youngsters, Dorrie! I should .
only have made them hope—and there’s no
hope!” :

He suddenly thrust out his jaw.

“But we'll go under gamely!” he went
on, his voice %ecoming fierce and vibrant.
“Get your rifle, Dorrie! Boys, take every
weapon you can, and use it. Fire as many
shots as vou’re capable of. It's life or death
now—and we’ll go down fighting !”

“Hurrah !”

“We won’t let them take us, sir!”

“Never!”

In a moment the garrison was completely
changed. The listlessness had vanished, and
every St. Frank’s fellow was tense with ex-
citement. Now that definite action had come,
the horror left as though by the waving of
a wand.

It was to be a fight—and they would
defend this fortress to the last breath!

Irene & Co. felt strangely out of it. They
wanted to help in the defence work, too, but
they had enough sense to realise that there
was only room for a certain number at those

steal
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windows—and that certain number had to
operate the rifles and revolvers.

On came the Oturi horde, yelling, scream-
ing, and doing everything possible to strike
terror into their victims' hearts.

Crack, crack, erack!

The rifles were already beginning to spit,
and then came a deadly zurrrrh as Nelson
Lee got his machine-gun into action, and
Lee did not aim low now. He aimed to
kil. These savages were worse than the
beasts of the forest, and their intentions were
too ghastly to think of. ,

The leading Oturi fell, writhing, scream-
ing, and blocking the way for those who
followed. Many men stumbled, and for a
moment the mob wavered and hesitated.

Crack, crack! Zurrrrrh!

It was good to see the faces of those school-
boys—eager, haggard, but devoid of actual
fear. Not one of them pretended that he was
indifferent. They all knew that the situation
was desperate, and their hearts were thump-
ing madly. .

Again the front ranks broke and fell. The
mad screaming was not quite so loud, and
many of the Oturis were stricken with sudden
fear. They had been led to believe that
their vietims were defenceless, and here they
were meeting with a deadly resistance!

And now came another phase.

. Sizzling masses of coloured fire came
hurtling into their midst. Roman candles
shot into the air, exploding with pulfling
roars, and sending forth silver fire and
coloured lights., Many fell to the ground
at once, and these caused greater econfusion
than ever.

The Oturis

wavered again, halted, and

fell back.
“Hurrah! They're whacked!” thundered
Handforth. ‘“Let ’em have it, you chaps!

We're not _taken yet!”
“No fear!”

“We’'ll hold the fort against these yelling
demons |”’

Another cheer rang out, and more of those
precious fireworks were flung out through
the open windows.

“Wait—waii!” shouted Lee. “Save the
rest, boys! They'll make another attack
soon, and we want to preserve our ammuni-
tion !”

In the distance, Lorenzo was beset by a
sudden doubt. He hadn’t expected this
check. He had believed that the first rush
would be all-conquering. K'laba was
approaching him, ¢

“Lord, what means this?” he asked, scowl-
ing sullenly. “Did you not say that these
white boys were powerless? Did you not
guarantee that none of my warriors would
fall? This is bad! I like it not, lord.”

““Fool!” snarled Lorenzo, speai:ing in the
same Swahili dialect. ‘These boys are but

a handful. Send your warriors again, and
let them not falter. One rush will be suffi-
cient. Obey!”

K’laba, who was utterly under the half-
breed’s will, turned, and gave orders to his
men. A great deal of the frenzy had left
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them, but they were now enraged. They
were mad with the lust for blood—for

revenge. But for the shouted warnings of
their chief, they werc prepared to kill their
prospective victims at the first moment of
contact.

““Look out!” shouted Nipper. ‘“Here they
come again!” |

The garrison prepared itself, and the same
drcadful minute of excitement was repeated.
But this time the enemy did not falter. In
their hundreds they came sweeping on. Some
fell, but the rush was so quick that it was
impossible to check the charge.

To make matters worse, Lee’s machine-gun
jarnmed—it jammed at the crucial moment—
and he flung it down hopelessly. Outside,
the savages were beating on the iron walls,
shouting and sereaming and making- the
night unutterably hideous.

“Crumbs!” said Nipper
“They’ve got us now!”

“ Absolutely, laddie!” panted Archie Glen-
thorne. “But if one of these frightful
blighters attempts to grab me I shall abso-
lutely refuse to allow it. 1 mean to say, a

breathlessly.

Glenthorne goes down fighting. He 1sn’t
taken prisoner! Absolutely not!”
‘“Hear, hear!” shouted Handforth. ‘If

they take us prisoners, we are doomed for
torture. Let’s all go under fighting, you
chaps!”’

“ Hear, hear!” _

Hardly any of the fellows knew what they
were saying. The din was deafening, and
the confusion was increasing. In fact, the
end came so swiftly that the defenders could
hardlv realise it.

Those grotesque painted forms came pour-
ing through thc windows. The barricades
were thrust aside, the weakened doors were
smashed open, and the Oturi swept in in
their hundreds.

For perhaps five minutes the scene was
one of unutterable confusion. One junior
knew nothing of the fate of his companions,
All were fighting, struggling, and all be.
heved that he, or she, was the last one
alive.

And then the truth became known.

In the glaring torchlight Dorrie’s holiday
party learned that none had fallen—none
even injured. They were held by these cruel
savages, and led out, dazed and bewildered
by their frantic fighting.

And thus they were led off in triumph to
the foot of the Ju-Ju pole—facing a fate
that none dared to picture. They were in
the hands of a terrible fribe, and Lorenzo,
the slaver, was content to stand by and watch
them sacrificed !

If there was one faint hope in any of those
vouthful breasts it concerned Umlosi and his
fino Kutana warriors. Would Umlosi come?
Would he be in time to save them?

THE END.
-~

(Next week's yarn, entitled “The Gorilla-
God’s Magic!” 1s a real thriller. Make sure
you don’'t mtss it by ordering your copy of
ine NKISON LEE LIBRARY now!)
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Our Magazine Corner.

The Tartars.

I the numerous races which inhabit
O China the two chief are the Manchu
Tartars and the Chinese. The Tartar
IS In many points superior to the
Chinese, and as a rule is easily distinguished
even by his appearance. He possesses more
decided features, is more alert in his move-
ments, and has more courage.

The Tartars are excellent horsemen and
great archers. They also perform many exer-
cises and play many games to keep them-
sclves fit and increase their muscular powers.

Yet feats of war are not the most admired
abilities in China. Knowledge is the maost
enviable attainment. The lowest civil man-
darin feels a thorough contempt for the
highest military mandarin, because the active
iife of the latter precludes him from following
up those peculiar studies which can raise a
Chinese from the state of a peasant to that
of the highest in the land.

The Chinese despise
capacitics of the Tartars.

the intellectual

Letting Their Nails Grow.

The remarkable length to which the Chinese
of both sexes allow their nails to grow 1is
supposed to be a sign of rank or literary
occupation, because the nails would be broken
by any laborious work.

For this purpose, they are kept carefully
oiled to prevent them from being brittle, and
are further preserved by being enclosed in
tubes which slip over the ends of the fingers.
These tubes are sometimes of bamboo, some-
times of silver, and a few of the most precious
minerals.

The dress of the Chinese varies greatly
according to the rank of the individual and
the season of the vear. The dress of a man-
darin or noble is really marvellous, so great
13 tf:e richness of material and beauty of
work.

It is not, however, the richness of dress
which denotes rank among the Chinese. The
symbol of social standing is simply a

““button,”” about as large as a marble, whlch
is p.aced on the apex of the cap.

Buttons for Brains.

The different colours and materials of the
buttons designate the rank, and the highest
of all is a rﬁ(l cora!l button
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CHINESE CUSTOMS.

A Remarkable Article Dealing with Modern ) it Chifa, |

These butions can only be gained by
passing throuzh a series of examinations, and
gan neither be purchased nor given by favour.
No candidate for a high rank button 1s per-
mitted to compete unless he can show a cer-
tificate that has been gained for the rank
immediately below it.

The examinaticns are conducted in a build-
ing expressly made for the purpose. It has
double walls between which sentries are con-
tinually passinz. The gates are watched in
the strictest manner, and each candidate is
locked in a tiny cell, after having under-
gone the strictest search in order to ascer-
tain that he has not carried any scrap of
writing which might help him in the
examination.

The examiners themselves are conveyed
from a distance, and surrounded by troops,
so that no one can approach them. The
examiners are not allowed to see the original
passages written by the candidates, but only
copies made by the official scribes.

Still Trying at Eighty.

When they have passed a paper as satis-
factory, the original is produced, the two com-
pared, and not until then does anyone know
the name of the writer, which has been
pasted between two leaves.

The Chinese have good reason to be am-
bitious of the honours of the button, as even
the very lowest button exempts them from
arrest by the police.

Candidates who fail will enter year after
year until they are greyheaded. In Foochow,
at one examination, nine candidates were over
eighty years of age, and two over ninety.
In Ho-nan, there were thirteen candidates
over eighty, and one over ninety. In
Anhwei, there were actually thirty-five can-
didates over eighty, and eighteen over ninety.

A Feather in His Cap.

There i3 a law that should a man attend
the examinations annually until he is eighty
years of age, and still be unable to pass, he
is invested with honorary degree, and may
wear the button and official dress. i

The very highest posts in the kingdom are
denoted by a peacock’s feather, which falls
down the side of the cap. The gradations in
rank of the feather-wearers are marked by
the number of ‘‘eyes ” in the ornament, a
feather with three eyes denoting a rank only
inferior to that of the ruler of the country.
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Ea'wy Searfes Brooks
chats with his readers.

NOTE.—If any reader wriles to me, I shall be pleased to comment upon such remarks

as are likely to interest the majority.
SEARLES BROOES,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,

that
reach my hands.
thus *—against the sender’s name.
nalurally easier for me to answer.
—for yours, but yours first,

OW, look here. About this offer of
N mine to send my autographed photo
in exchange for “‘any old snapshot ”

of you. 1 ecan see that I shall have

to be a little more explieit.
I had made it plain enough, too. Buf some
of you readers are a bit like old Handy—
}'Ou‘we ta,ken my remark too literally. When
I say “any old snapshot,” I mean it in the
sense that the expression is generally used.
I don’t mind, for example, a snapshot that
is a bit grubby, or one that includes a pal,
or a sister, or parents, or anybody else, for
that matter. But I do draw the line at snap-
shots that were taken during infancy. You
may not believe it, but two or three hopeful
rcaders have sent me photographs of them-
selves when they were babies in arms! Well,
of course, this sort of thing 1s a bit too steep.
I wonder what those readers would think
if T sent them a snap of myself in return,
revealing me in the full glory of a velvet
knickerbocker suit, and mounted on a rock-
ing-horse? T don’t mind a photo that is
one year—or even two years—old, but I
don’t think you ought to send me one dated
earlier than this. Best of all, I like up-to-
date nhotorrr&pha—palt1cular1y as I am send-

ing, in rcturn, onc of my own very latest
portraits.
* * #*
N. Baigent (Lymington), Stanley Ellis
(Manchester), Ben Verwey (Wellington,

S. A, W, L::fpr (Bl&ckpoo]) John Dunbar

(Highbridge), Charles Dainty (Edinburgh),
Gordon McGregor  (Newcastle-on-Ty ne)
George Gardener (Romford), “R. P.”*|
(Dover), Arthur C. Waller (E. Melbourne),
Allen Neilson (Harris Park, N.8.W.),
“Horatius ”* (Manor Park). “The Iron
Horse 7 (Battersea), Alex. Wilks (Chelten-

c/lo The Editor,
LONDON,
personal attention, and all will be acknowledged in these columns.

And I thought ]

All letters should be addressed to FDWY
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The
E.CA.  Every letter will have my
Dut please note

the acknowledgments cannot appear for at least six weeks after the letiers
Letters of very special merit will be distinguished b_; ¢ star—
Com munications which indicate writer’'s age are
My photo exchange offer (miné—autographed
please!) 1sstill open.—E. S. B.

ham), Cecil Hands (Birmingham), R. Rad-
more (Woodlands, Hants.), Bert Le Cocq
(Alderney, C.I1.), W. G. Marsh (Islington),
V. M. Grossmann* (Seaford), Alan C. Robin-

son (Walthamstow).

L4 * *

Joining the League, Stanley Ellis, is the
simplest thing in the world. You tell me
that you have lent lots of back numbers to
friends of yours—but that isn’t any good.
What you have to do is to buy one exfra
copy of the current issue, and give 1t away.
Give it to anybody who isn’t a reader. Just
get him (or her) to fill his (or her) name In
(on the form provided), and then send this
form, with the one out of your own copy, to
the Chief Officer. What can be easier?

* * W

Any big stationer or printer, W. Lister,
will bind your “Nelson Lees ” for you, and
the charges for this kind of work depend
upon the quality of the binding. You ought
to get quite a good cloth binding for two
shillings or half-a-crown.

= * x

The Moor View girls first appeared in No.
436 (Old Series), and the story was called
“A Rod of Iron,” Gordon McGregor. P
rather think it is out of print now, however,
as it was dated October 13th, 1923.

* * *

I don’t agree with you, “R. P.” Your
sarcastic suggestion that we should call the
| Old Paper by the name “Irene’s Weekly ”



36

. merely indicates that you are lacking in a
sense of humour. I don’t think many
rcaders will agree with you that the Moor
View girls are featured too much in St.
Frank's stories. I will quote a sentence of
your letter: “I feel assured that if you put
the tnatter to the vote, you would find that
the Moor View girls are not wanted at all.”
Well, there it is, “R. P.”—I’ve put it to the
vote. I quite agree that the majority of my
readers are boys—but I certainly don’t agree
that boys dislike reading about girls now
and again. The chapters of ‘“Roman Gold ”
to which you refer—where Browne and
Stevens pay great attention to Irene’s sister
—were written in a humorous vein, without
the slightest intention of creating a love
interest. But you don’t seem to have
noticed the humour. I hope all the other
readers aren’t like you! You go on to say:
“I am properly up the pole about it.” Well, .
old man, I rather agree with you there,
although I don’t think you mean what I
mean. You say that I spoil the whole of my
storics nowadays by bringing in the girls.
" Well, T don’t agree with you.
E g

¥* *

My remarks at the beginning of this chat,
Cecil Hands, will answer the question you
ask. Yes, that photograph of yourself, in-’
cluding your cousin, will do splendidly—
providing you aren’t in your perambulator.

*

* *

Laurence Stanley Elliott (East Ham),
Winifred Stevens (Leytonstone), R. A. J. A.
Glecson (Limerick), Fred Grifin (Notting-
ham), F. Laurence Murdin* (Northampton),
“Peggio ”* (North Shields), Eric Jackson
(Liverpool), Geoffrey B. Grimaldi (Man-
chester), “Jean ”* (Widnes), *“Sarcastic ’*
(Oldham), L. Strachan** (Forest Hill), S.
Tall (Bristol), John Clay (N. Camberwell},
Maurice Bourne* {Okehampton), C. Tucker
(Westbury), S. H. Sutton (Tidal Basin),
“Geoff. F. P.” (8. Croydon), Muriel Tre-
mayne* (Rochdale), A. W. Cowgill (Leads),
Geraldine Donovan* (Wellington, N.Z.).

* # *

There are exceptions to every rule,
“Jean,” and I shouldn't think of “ticking
off ” anybody for writing to me in pencil
if they are in hospital. I'm not quite so
hard-hearted as that. I have stated in these
pages that it is a bad habit to write letters
10 EFemnl-—ﬂ.ni:l so it 1s, if the writer is hale
and hearty, and too lazy to use pen and ink.
Being in hospital is quite a different matter.
Incan stand as many of your letters as you
wish to send me—and T could also stand that
Fhotogra.ph you speak of. Hurry up, and
et me have it in exchange for mine.

* * %

Here’s a letter that struck me as being
rather humorous, and I feel inclined to guote
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it in full, as it deals with the Moor View
girls, and also the subject of writing in
pencil. It comes from Oldham, and here it
15: “Dear Brooks,—No excuse for pencil;
it’s a waste of ink, writing to you. You
don’t answer them, Hear a saxophone

layed before you run it down. You don’t
%now what you are talking about. Why

on’t you introduce more girls? We haven’t
had enough of them, have we, you poor fish?
The ¢ Nelson Lee Library’ i1s a boys' paper.
Introduce some more storms that can wreck
a camp—they are quite possible in England,
I don’t think. Brighten your ideas up & bit
—vyou’re getting awful lately. I think it’s
time you retired. Answer this if you can.
Yours, SARCASTIC.” What about it, you
Oldham readers? ‘‘Sarcastic” will notice
that I have given him a star. Don’t you
think he deserves one? Look at the amount
of lines he has enabled me to fill.

* * 3

I hope you are enjoying the Summer
Scries, L. Strachan. To quote a part of
your letter: “Travelling 1s calculated to
broaden the mind. The majority of young
people like to travel, and if we cannot travel
in reality we can do so in our reading. [
«can honestly say that I have never met with
such good literature as contained in tho
“*Nelson ILce.” The stories instil us with a
sense of justice and fairness. Just the same
as bad literature can ruin a person, good
literature acts in the reverse way, and I will
alwayvs say that the * Nelson Lee’ contains
the very best.” Thanks, old man! I always
do try to make my yarns true to life, and
when I take my characters into a strange
corner of the world, I make sure that my
facts are correct. Now and again, perhaps,
[ may make a mistake—1I should be a pretty
wonderiul sort of fellow if I never made a
biunder!—but I know that when I do make
tese mistakes I am forgiven.

3 * *

Here is a bit of a letter from Muriel Tro-
mayne, and I rather think it forms a reply
to “R. P..” and * Sarcastic,” above: ‘I
am certain that I should never weary of
reading tales that bring boy and girl friend-
snips so closely together. I hope that Irene
& Co. will be in your stories as much as
possibie, without giving any trouble to thosa
fellows who rezard our sex with sour faces.”
That’s the style, Muriel! I rather think we
can take it that those fellows are very much
in the minority, eh? I am jolly well sure
of it—because I know that the mass of my
readers are sportsmen, :

b
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By ARCHIE GLENTHORNE.

Algernon Fitzpercy receives a great shock
when his Uncle George tells him that he will
have to earn his own living.

Ile goes to the Blackfriars Boxing Palace
with his two special friends, Lord Bibbington
—known as Bibbles—and the Hon, Eustace
Caxton, to see the fight between Young
Algy, an unknown boxer, and Liverpool Luke.

Young Algy is unable to fight, and Alzernon
Fitzpercy takes his place. He does quite well

AYFOESE NN OERRINNROONFEONNENGASNERT

Old Algy’s Busy Morning!

NDER no cires. or conditions could this

l ' be called Algy’s lucky day. Abso-

lutely not. The poor old egg was

feeling pretty pipped as he legged it

towards the good old Manor, with Aunt
Martha on the off side.

I mean to say, it was pretty frightful for
the poor old cheese. In the dire extremity
of the moment—in other words, owing to the
fact that Uncle George had cut off the good
old allowance in its primec—Algy had felt
compelled to get something going. And it
had seemed to him a ripe sort of scheme
to accept Bill Huggins’ offer to go into train-
ing, with the prospect of a big fight—with
vast dubloons attached thereto—in i'.e middle
distance,

(Now read on,)
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WHAT HAPPENED LAST WEEK: *

—so well that Bill Huggins—the injured
boxer's manager—offers to train him. Algy
accepts, but is dismayed when he learns that
the training quarters are situated at Barton
Priory, for that is where his stern Aunt
Martha and TUncle George live! During a
training spin, he meets Aunt Martha, after
a little accident. She does not recognise him,
but orders him to go home with her, to receive
attention,

But it wasn’t panning out quite so price-
lessly. :

In the first place, it had come as a stab
in the gizzard to Algy when he discovered
that Bill’s training quarters were at Barton
Priory, the very village where Uncle George
and Aunt Martha lived.

There was some sort of general idea ihat
old Algy was down in Aunt Martha’s will.
And if she ever discovered that he was train-
ing as a boxer she would grab the old foun-
tain-pen, yell for the family lawyer, and
strike Algy’s name out of the document,

And here was old Algy, on his very frs:
morning at Bill’s training quarters, stagger-
ing towards the Manor with Aunt Martha
by his side. The only really bright spot in
an otherwise fou! situation was that Aunt
Martha didn’t know him. But Alzy had an
idea that he couldr’t keep it up for long,
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Sooner or later, she would recognise him—
and then the fat would be in the fire.

In a way, Algy was feeling rather grateful
to that ditch. He was so clotted with mud
that his manly features were practically ob-
literated. But after he had had a bath, and
so forth, it would no longer be possible to
keep up the deception. So Algy regarded his
nnmediate future with misgiving and gloomy
foreboding.

And there was old Bill Huggins, too.
What about Bill? Before long Rill would
come on the scene, asking all sorts of ques-

tions. It didn’t matter which sray. Algy
lonked, he could only tee disaster. _
On: or twice old Algy thought about

making a break for it. But every time he
found Aunt Marth~’s gaze focussed upor him
like a couple of X-rays. And the poor
blighter couldn’t gather up enough courage
for the job. So at last they went through
the gateway of the good old Manor, and
proceeded to walk up the drive. And then,
with a kind of yelp, Algy leapt into the air.

I mean, he had a frightfully big surprise.
For, sauntering across the lawn, were old
Bibbles and the Ion. Eustace!

Aunt “fartha seemed rather pleased to
see them, too.- Of course, they were aiways
welcome in the old homestead. Well, 1
mean, one of them was L.ord Bibbington, and
the other was the Hon. Eustace Caxton—the
son of a peer. And as Aunt Martha was by
way of being a bit of a snob, she always
welcomed lads who came of the blood stock.

And it seemed to her .that they might
lrpake themselves useful for once in their
ives.

The poor chappies did their best to dodge
behind a rose-bush as soon as they saw her.
but it was too late. She bore down upon
them like a tank going into - :tion.

“I am pleased,” she remarked, “to observe
that you dear hoys have adopted the policy
o! early rising.”

“Oh, rather!” blithered Bibbles.

“It is rather a pity that Algy is not here,
zo that yon could set him a good example,”
went on Aunt Martha—without knowing that
Dibbles and the Hon. Lustace had come down
to Barton Priory especially to be near dear
old Algy. As a .aatter of fact, they were
up particularly early, :s they had an idea
that chappies training to be boxers usually
arose with the good old sun.

But the lads weren’t listening to Aunt
Martha at all. They were lookizg at old
Algy—and wondering what this blot on the
landscape actually was.

N._-.-.q-'

Rallying Round Old Algyl

F course, Bibbles and Eustace 1hcught
O the whole thing tio utterly utter for
words. Aunt Martha was actually
asking them to escort this mould

w yfarer indoors, snd to assist him wit
h': ablutions, and then lend him som- of
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their clothes. It wasn’t merely thick—it
was a species of outrage.

But, after all, Aunt Martha vas the hostess,
and they couldn’t very well hold forth in
the manner that the situation indic---d.

“What-ho! Rather!” said Eustace, pre-
tending to be frightfully bucked. “Leave
him to us, Mrs. Battersby.”

Did I ever mention that Uncle George was
cursed by the nam= of Battersby? Not,
really, that there’s anything wrong with the
good old name. I mecan, lots of really stout
chappies are named Battersby, in all proba-

pility. But there it was.
“I'm sure I can rely upon you dear boys
to treat this happy fellow with due care,”

said Aunt Martha. “I do not quite know
what has habpened, but it is evident that
he has met with an accident.” '

“Oh, absclutely!” said Bibbles, nodding.

“Moreover, he haz saved Christopher
Columbus’s life,” went on Aunt DMartha
kindly. “A brave action—a piece of won-
derful heroism. And 1 wish to reward him
in a fitting manner. After he has tidied
himself. and is wearing presentable clothing,
be good enough to bring him to me.”

And so old Algy was.ed off. with Bihbles
on one -ide and LEustace on the other—both
of these lads keeping their distance well.
There was something about old Algy which
displeased them. They were rather fastidious:
blighters, in a way, and Algy’s appearance
gave them a pain.

““A bit near the edge, what?” murmured
Bibbles, as thev flowed away. “I mean to
say, shovinz .iis ghastly article upoa us!”

“You frightful chumps!” hisse:! Algzy.
“Don’t vou know me?”

“Good gad!” said Eustace, halting in his

“tracks and staring at Algy. “V - don’t
fle(‘)I;lfO]:i’ mean to say——" _
“Ye-, rather!” breathed Algy. “ Abso-

lutely ! Aunt Martha doesn’t suspect a thing
—and I can give y:u my word that I wag
considerablv bucked when I saw vou two old

beans. Tt's ur to you to save my life,
laddies!”
“Great Tcott! It’s Aigy!”  breathed

Bibbles wonderingly.

“Take me up to one of the bath-rooms,
old boys, and let me get this foulness from
my person,” said Algy earnestly. ¢ And,
whatever ycu do, don’t let Aunt Martha
know who I am.”

Briefly ha explained the cires. iy the time
he kad finished, they were indoors rnd locked
in ths bath-room. Bibbles and Eustace were
inclined to grin scmewhat when they heard
the full yarn. It struck them as being price-
less in the extreme.

“A dashed silly thing to do—to dive into
that ditch,” said Bibbles. *‘What was the
recise idea, Algy?” .

“I dido’t know the ditch was tiere, you
grinning chump,” said Algy, peeved. “I
mean, I was into the foul thing before I
knew anything about it. Anything, if you
can understand me, to escape from Aunt
Martha. If she know: that I'm training as
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a boxer, I shall be unstuck. She’s got the
most frightful ideas about boxing, and all
that. One of these old-fashioned crcatures.”

“Well, there’s nothing to worry about, old
boy,” said Eustace. ‘“ As soon as we’ve draped
you in some dry clothes, we’ll smuggle you
out——"

“But Aunt Martha’s got eyes like tele-
scopes,” protested Algy.- “I mean, you’ll
never be able to do it, laddies! She’s bound
to be on the watch, and as soon as she
catches sight of me -

?You'll have to disguise yourself,” said
Bibbles brightly.

“Eh? I mean, what?” said Algy, staring.

“Why not?” went on Bibbles. *Don’t
you remember that rag we had here some
months ago? Amateur theatricals, and all
that sort of stuff. Well, I know where all
the wigs and whiskers and whatnots are
%{ept. Just as we left them, as a matter of
act.”

Algy stared at him with a wild sort of
hope in his eyes.

“Bibby, old cheese, how do you think of
these things?” he asked wonderingly. ‘“It’s
a brain-wave! T’ll dress up with whiskers
and various embellishments, and Aunt Martha
won’t know me from Adam!™.

Bill Huggins on the Scent!

pening outside on the terrace.
To be exact, Bill Huggins blew in.
Well, he didn’t precigely blow in—be-
cause it would need a kind of cyclone to
shift a hefty blighter like Bill. Just an ex-
pression, if you get my meaning. What really
happened was that Bill came striding up the
drive, and he happened to catch sight of
Aunt Martha on the terrace. So Bill, who
was a man who believed in getting straight
to the point, marched across the lawn, and
wasn’t very particular about treadingz on one
or two flower-beds en route. Aunt Martha
watched him with large quantities of
incense. No, that doesn’t sound right, some-
how. What I mean is, she was frightfully

incensed. Rummy language, ours!

Well, {_cre it was. Bill came charging up
with the light of .battle in his optics. Of
course, the old lad was harbouring all sorts
of unjust suspicions about Algy. Bill tho:ght
that the poor old chump had trickled off
home, as it wero. As soon as Bil had missed
Algy, he had assumed that the lad h-d de-
cided that the boxing game wasn’t every-
thing it had been cracked up to be, and
had deserted the force. So Bill had come
along to find out all about- it. Because,
don’t you see, Bill was pretty certain that
Algy would make a ripping boxer, and Bill
was after a big fight, with a hefty purse
attached to it.

So when Bill came up to Aunt Martha, he
gave her a sort of straight look, right in
the centre of the vision. Bill wa—.'t in the

[N the meantime, various things were hap-

' the trend.
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least afraid of Aunt Martha. She had a
weakening effect on most chappies—but not
on Bill. ‘

“Where,” says Bill, “is that dashed Algy?”

Or words, that is, to that effect.

“How dare you?” says Aunt Martha, giv-
ing him the cold eye. ““Who are you, my
man? What do you mean by forcing your
way In here and inquiring for my nephew in
that low, familiar tone?”

“My name’s Huggins—Bill Huggins,” says
Bill grimly. “I’m training Algy for a
fight—"

“For a what?” screams Aunt Martha.

“I’'m training him for a big fifteen-round
contest at the London Sporting Club,” went
on Bill. ‘“And I don’t want any nonsense,
neither! I brought Algy down here——7"

“Oh!” interrupted Aunt Martha, drawing
herself up, and looking at Bill v ‘th con-
siderable ferocity. ‘‘So you, sir, are the
boxer person? You are the man who has
established these—these disreputable training
quarters near Mr. Battersby’s property? I
would like vou to know that I have com-
plained to the Urban (- -.ueil, and s

“I didn’t come here to hear your troubles,
ma’am!” interrupted Bill. ‘“Algy has run
off, and—7" i

“You villain!” said Aunt Martha hotly,
and with various glares. ‘“You rogue! 1
mean, you frightful fright, how dare you?
I regard you as a blot on the landscape!
Boxing i1s a cruel, callous business. 1 won’t
listen to you. Not another word, sir!”

“There’s no need to ret excited,-
missus—"

““Not another word!” yelled Aunt Martha,
with more vim than ever. ““Leave these
premises! Go! In other words, scoot!”

I’m not absolutely sure that I’'m using the
exact words, sut I dare say that you’ll cather
As a matter of fact, I believe
Aunt Martha used different expressions to
these, but I expect they’ll do. After all,
a chaprie can’t be too precise, can he? And
as long as you gather the trend, everything
will be all serene.

Of course, Bill was decidedly pipped. Not
to say peeved. There was certainly some-
thing about Aunt Martha which gave him a
pain between the middle ribs. She wasn’t the
sort of woman you couldgargue with. Abso-
lutely not. Bill tried it on, but it was about
as useful as arguing with an untamed mus-
tang of the prairies. .

“Toook here, ma’am, I don’t want any
quarrel with you,” says Bill. *“ Algy has
skipped—and 1 want him back. See? He’s
in training, at my camp, and I don’t
wanb & :

“Stuff and nonsense!” interrupted Aunt
Martha fiercely. “Nonsense and stuff! I’l}
have the police on you if you c.me here
with any more of these preposterous stories!
I mean to say, what absolute rot! How dare
you suggest that my nephew is training to
be a common boxer? Shoo! Shoo! Go
away, you bad man!”

Old Bill began to realise that Algy had
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been right about Aunt Martha, after all.
And it struck him as highly improbable that
Algy was really here. Surely the lad wouldn’t
come to the presence of this female cf his own
accord? So Bill gave 1t up, and legged it
for the road. |

Taking all in all, the position didn’t seem
to be very much better.

Uncle George Says Something!
¢ OPPING !” said Bibbles admiringly.
l ‘“ Absolutely priceless!” observed
Eustace.
Thcy were gazing at old Algy.
There he was, the dear old boy, with whiskers
and everything. A brainy sort of disguise,
in fact. It was true that the whiskers were
slightly lopsided, but not so that you would
really notice. Anyhow, Algy stood a good
chance of getting away from the Manor with-
out being recognised. And that was all he
cared about.

““Now, Algy, the scheme is simple,” said
Eustace. “We’ll trickle out, and engage
Aunt Martha in a little idle chatter. You
skid through the back door, and make
various detours among the vegetables in the
kitchen garden until you get to the lane.
Once you’re out of the dragon’s stronghold,
you’ll be safe.”

“Oh, rather!” said Algy. ‘“But I've got
a frightful fear that Aunt Martha will spot
me, don’t you know.”

““Not while we’re about, laddie,” said
Bibbles. “You buzz off!”

Sa Algy buzzed.

And, do you know, he hadn’t gone half-
way across the kitchen garden before he ran
bang slap into Uncle George. Absolutely!
A frightful sort of shock for Algy, when you
come to think of it. There he was, escap-
ing from Aunt Martha, and who should he
run into but Uncle George!

“Upon my soul!” said Uncle George, star-
inz at Algy with considerable concentration.

“What-ho!” said Algy hastily. ‘“‘Having
a look round the lettuces and radishes,
what ?”

And, thinking of nothing better to say,
he pushed on. E

Uncle George gave him another stare, and
let him go. Algy was frightfully bucked
when he found that Uncle George wasn’t fol-
lowing. Obviously, the old boy had been
deceived by those whiskery hedges round
Algy’s chin. In due course Algy reached thao
lane, and proceeded to evaporate into the
horizon.

Meanwhile, Libbles and Eustace had been
collared by Aunt Martha in the hall. She
was looking hot and angry, ard the lads
had a sort of suspicion that an awkward five
minutes was about to chime.

“TI have just been insulted by a most vil-
lainous character!” said Aunt Martha. *“A
man named Huggins—the villain who is in
charge of the boxing establishment.”
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“Great gad!” said Bibbles bleakly.

“And this man had the audaocity to tell
me that Algy is training to be a boxer!”
went on Aunt Martha. “How dare hel
What absolute nonsense!”

““Oh, rather!” said Eustace.
what priceless rot!”

And then a sudden idea came to him—
one of those brainwave things.

“Oh, but just a moment, Mrs. Battersby !”
ne went on. ‘I suppose you don't know
that there's a pretty famous boxer known
as Young Algy, what? Same name as your
nephew, if you understand me.”

Aunt Martha saw daylight. At least, she
thought she saw it. Eustace’s statement was
perfectly true. Now and again, KEustace
found 1t possible to speak the truth, don’t
you know. But, naturally, Aunt Martha
took i1t for granted that Bill had been refer-
ring to a different Algy to her nephew.

“Of course, that explains it,” she said.
“How ridiculous! I shall see the local
policeman after breakfast, and I shall request
him to have a severe word with this Mr.
By the way, where is the

“] mean,

—Mr. Huggins!
brave stranger?”

““Oh, he went!” said Bibbles hastily.

““He went?” repeated Aunt Martha.

““ Absolutely ! said Bibby.

}And Aunt Martha had to be satisfied with
that.

Much to the relief of Bibbles and Eustace,
they were allowed to go, and they proceeded
to trickle round towards the old cabbage-
patch. ' .

And who should they run -into but Uncle

George.

“What is the meaning of this?” he asked.
“Not five minutes ago %passed Algy on this
path—Algy, disguised with whiskers! Hae
probabi’s; thought that he had {fooled me,
but——

“Great pip!” bleated Eustace. ‘Do you
mean to say that you recognised him?”

“What-ho!” said Uncle George.

Unecle George was grinning like a Cheshire
cheese.

“Great!” he chortled. “So Algy is buck-
ing up at last!”

The lads stared at him wonderingly.

“And if Algy really succeeds in entering a
big fight, I shall be the happiest of men!”
went on Uncle George. “I’'ve always said
that the hoy had something in him—and it
1s quite clear that I was right. We'll keep
this a sccret, my boys—quite a secret! And
if Algy wins this big fight of his I'll take
nim into my business.”

And so there it was. Bibbles and Eustace
were frightfully bucked about it all. Whilo
Aunt Martha was kept in ignorance of the
zame, Uncle George was as pieased as a
sandboy. So it really scemed that old Algy's
iuck was about to turn.

(Wait until next week, and then see what
happens at the Big Fight! I mean, o0/d
Algy’s future depends wpon tt, and Uncle
(fcorge means to get a ringside seatl)
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Joining the Army.
HAMPTON chum asks where he
A should apply, as he wants to join
the Army. ‘He should get across to
his nearest depot—at Hounslow—

where men are accepted for all regiments.

A Compliment for Mr. Brooks!

G. Roscoe, of Edge Hill, is interested in a
cycling club. Those keen about it may like
to know that his address is 52, Tunnel ad,
Edge Hill, Liverpool. This correspondent
weighs in with a thumping compliment for
Mr. Brooks. I quote his remarks: “I will
tell you what I think about Mr. Brooks’
stories. They are the best, finest, healthiest,
most humorous, most wonderful, most active
stories of school life that I, for one, have
ever read!”

Bothered by a Bullyl

A Nottingham correspondent asks me what
he ought to do about a pal—or somebody who
is supposed to be a pal—who hangs about
him. The ways of this intruder are not nice.
He is a bully, utterly selfish, and an arrant
coward. In short, he is a rotter. My
Nottingham chum has the remedy in his
own hands. He had better tell the nuisance
to clear out—and see that he does so.

A Bunch of Queries.

A Manchester correspondent asks me why
postage stamps are sometimes perforated in
the middle. I think the practice has dropped
"out now. Sometimes this was done fqr
advertising purposes, and occasionaly to pre-
vent the stamps being used by those who
ought to pay for their own.

This chum inquires about the oldest roads’

in England. The subject is a wvast one.
There are the Roman roads, some of which
are in use to-day. Many lie buried. A
friend of mine has a section of road, dating
from Tiberius, in his back garden.
_Then there are the old Saxon ways—some-
times these were just cattle tracks, others just
the widened bridle paths from settlement to
settlement; still others were the old routes
of ‘the pilgrims across England from York to
Oxford, and Winchester to Canterbury.
The whole thing is worth close study.
There are “ways ”—some of which are con-

cealed these days by the silt of ages and the
growth of forest—which ran across country
from coast to coast.

Thin Arms.

A Bradford pal need not worry because his
arms are thin. He says he has a punch-ball
—it 15 1n constant use—boxing-gloves, and
Indian clubs, but though he takes plenty of
exercise, and includes football, cricket, and
tenmis in his programme, his arms remain
thin, and he is troubled about it. He has
strong legs.

It strikes me his nervy doubt about the
thickness of his arms is just a mare’s nest.
He is, on his own showing, as fit as a fiddle.
Then, again, he is short—4 ft. 9 in. As likely
as not he is intended to be a member of the
short army—and a jolly good army, too!

Should He Go To America?

I am asked by a loyal reader if he should
close with an offer he has had to go to the
United States. He does not tell me what he
is doing at home, whether his position is
good, etc., nor what his responsibilities are.
A fellow who is wanted to help keep the
home together must think twice before quit-
ting, however attractive an overseas offer may
sound. On the other hand, if my chum is
independent, and if the chance abroad s
really good, he might do well to take it.

_F

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

G. 8 Hills, 6, Cannon Hill Road, Balsalil
Heath, Birmingham, wishes to hear from all
Birmingham readers, and to join a club in
or near his district.

Philip Adams, 16, 5th Avenue, Fazakerley,
near Liverpool, wishes to correspond with
readers interested in sports photos.

B. Crown, 71, Grafton Street, Fitzroy
Square, Loendon, W., wishes to puchase Nos.
513, 500, 503, 501, 497-8-9, 495, 481, 473, 475-&
of the “N.L.L.”

E. A. Mittelholzer, Coburg Street, New
Amsterdam, Berbice, British Guiana, has
baﬁk numbers of the “N.L.L.,” 479-568, te¢
sell.

"C. Goldslein, 148, Queen’s Park Road,
(Continued en nex! page.)
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
(Continued from previous page.)

Brighton, wishes to correspond with Scouts
anywhere, particularly abroad.

H. Green, 56, Boston Place, Dorset
Square, Marylebone, London, N.W.1, wishes
to hear from readers in his district who will
holp form a camping club.

I. Goldman, 109, West End Lane, West
Hampstead, London, N.W.6, wishes to hear
from readers overseas to exchange stamps,
also from readers at home interested in
stamps, cigarctte cards and sport.

Geo. W. Collins, 71, Peabody KEstate,
Clerkenwell, London, E.C.1, wishes to hear
from readers interested in chemical experi-
ments. .

Ian C. Black, 4, Oakland Road, West
Jesmond, Newcastle-on-Tyne, wishes to corre-
spond with readers (especially Scouts)
interested in Pitman’s shorthand.

Charles John Mead, 18, Ambrose Road,
Clifton Wood, Clifton, Bristo!, wishes to get
in touch with members in his district.

Conrad Basson, 83, Longfellow Street, East
London, South Africa, wishes to hear froin
rcaders anywhere, especially Dutch or Eng-
lish; also readers in France. He wishes to
sc¢ll old numbers “N.L.L. ” (old series) from
404. He would also like to hear from an
0.0. in his part of the world.

Norman Sealey, 251, Northumberland
Road, Southampton, wishes to correspond
with readers overseas. All letters answered.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

W. J. Perkins, 2, Clare Street, St. Heliers,
Joersey, Channel Islands, wishes to hear from
readers interested in Meccano clockwork
motors, etc. .

Harry Rhodes, 86, Tranmere Road, Earls-
field, London, S.W.18, is forming a club, and
would like to hear from readers interested in
the Wandsworth, Tooting and Earl:ficld area.

C. Leopond, “Nant Guyon,” Station Road,
Thorpe Bay, Southend-on-Sea, Essex, would
like to hear from readers in Australia.

D. Staynes, 60, Finborough Road, West
Brompton, London, S$.W.10, wishes to hear
from a reader who has the whole of the old
series, ‘“N.,I.L.,” Nos. 1-516.

A. L. Ardley, 39, Ledsam Street, Lady-
wood, Birmingham, wishes to correspond with
readers  anywhere, preferably overseas.
Interested in stamp-coliecting, and postecards
of geographical interest, also in astronomy
and the French language.

Smith Thompson, 40, Gale Stireet, Prince-
ville, Bradford, wishes to hear from readers
on sports and matters of general interest.
He has back numbers of the “N.L.I.»* He
especially wishes to hear from readers in
Tasmania, Cornwall, and Burton-on-Trent.

S. J. Felstead, 53, Westbourne Road,
Barnsbury, Leondon, N.7, wishes to
correspond with readers.

James Hair, 24, Ibrox Street, Glasgow,
would like to hear from readers in all parts
of the British Empire. All letters answered.

(Continued on next page.)

WARPATH !

ILLY HANDFORTH made a

terrific stir when he first appeared

at St. Frank's! It is some time
ago now, but his adventures are well
worth reading. They are told in the
splendid volume of which a small re-
production of the cover 1s opposite.
The cover 1s in colour, but you will
easily be able to recognise 1t on the
bookstalls. If not, ask your newsagent
to show 1t to you. It is now on sale in

THE

SCHOOLBOYS’ |
OWN LIBRARY

[WILLY ONTHE

-

Price Fourpence !

On Sale Everywhere !
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.
(Continued from previous page).

Ernest Bolland, jun., 44, Cartmell Terrace,
Darlington, Durham, would like to hear from
readers in Australia, New Zealand and South
Africa on any subject. _

H. McMahon, 50, Long Street, West
Broken Hill, N. 8. Wales, Australia, wishes
to hear from rcaders anywhere. All letters

answered. :
Pte. T. Walters, No. 5613398, M.G. Platoon,
1st Devons, Shanghai Defence Force,

Shanghai, would like to hear from readers
in any part of the world. :

Frank Rolfe, 100, Euston Road, Londoen. |
wishes to correspond with anybody interested |
in fretwork.

A. Broughton. 104, Warmsworth Road,
Ballig. Doncaster, Yorks, would like to hear
from recaders in his district with a view to
forming a sport-in-general club.

. Mervyn T.. Stephens, 14, Lansdown Place,

Clifton, Bristel, wishes to correspond with
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other members in his district and 1n Weston-
super-Mare or suburbs. |

B. B. Brewet, 2, Orchard. Lodge, Nether
Street, Finchley, London, N.3, would like to
hear from members in his district . with a
view to forming a club. '

W. 8. Hawken, 17, St. Austell Strecet,
Truro, Cornwall, wants to hear from
members interested in Pitman’s shorthand,
book-keeping or  commerce. He will

exchange views and give advice. ,

J. Reeve, 38, Parchmore Road, Thornton
Heath, Surrey. wishes to obtain copies of
Thne NEerLsox Lee LiBrary (old scries) from
the start. _

Josoph Carter., 12, Hamshire  Street,
Southsea, Portsmouth, Hants, would like to
correspond with a member of the League
living in Australia or Africa.

A. L. Noxom. 59. Manor Drive, Leeds,
would like to hear from readers who have
NeELgox Lee Lasraries before No. 386 for

zulo.

N
\ is all you pay for a 400A Mead *Marvel”
\d Roadster—the finest cycle ever offered
on such exceptionzally easy terms.

“MARVEL” No. 400 £4 19s 6d CASH.

We pack FREE, pay carriage and
¥ guarantee satisfacticn or refund your
money. Factory-Soiled cycles CHEAP.
Accessories at popular prices. Write
TO-DAY for illustrated Art Catalogue
and also for special offer of sample ¢ycle

aa CYCLE CO. Inc. (Dept. C 601).

SPARKBROOK, BIRMINGHAM,
Height Increased

In 30 Days. 5"‘ Course.

No Appliances. Ko Drugs. No_ Dieting.
*The Melvin Strong System NEVER FAILS.
Bend stamp for particulars and testimoniais.
—MELVIN STRONG., LTD. (Dept. 8). 10,
Ludgate Hill., London, England.

XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS!

SPARE-TIME AGENTS WANTED.

Fry's, Rowntree’s, Cadbury’s, ete. Good
Commission. No OQutlay. Particulars Free—

Samuel Driver, South NMarket, Leeds.

Completa

Stop Stammering ! S'f%J"Fer
ticulare FREE. — FRANK B. HUGHES, 7,

Bouthampton Row, London, W.C.1l.

All applications for Advertisement Spaces in this
publication should be addressed to the Advertise-
ment Manager, * The Nelson Lee Library,”” The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
selections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy and
Signaliing Branches), d4ge 15} to 163 years.

MEXN also are required for

SEAMEN (SPECIAL SERVICE) ... Apge 18 to 25,
STOKERS SR R el Age 18 to 25.
ROYAL MARIXNE FORCES Age 17 to 23.

GOOD PAY, ALL FOUND
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

to the Recruiting Siaff Officer, R.X.
Suffonk Street, Birmingham:; 121,
Brisiol; 13, Crown Terrace, Dowan-
hill, Glasgow; 30, Cuanning Place, Liverpool; 55,
whitehall, London, S.W.1: 289, Deansgale, Man-
chester; 116, Rye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne; or 6,

Orchard Place. Queen’s Park, Southampton.

Apply by letter
and R.M., 5.
Yicioria Sreet,

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.

fimple 7-day Permanent Home €ure for
either sex. Write at once and get full ‘particu-
lars quite PREE privately.—U.J.D., 12,
All Saints Road. ST. ANNE’'S-ON-SEA.

LUSHING

£2 00 wortlh cheap Photo Matermal, Sam.
= ples catalogue free, 12 by 10 En-
largement, any photo, 8d.—HACKETT'S WORKS,

July Road. Liverpool.
AND THE BIKE

= NOW svoue

1 suppiy the finest Coventry
built oycles on 14 days’ ap: fey
‘A proval, packed free andcearr. :
“\1 paid, on receipt of small de-
-1y posit, Lowest cash priceg. or
easy payment terms, Write 5N
for Frea Bargain Lists Now. Lgin

. ’mm = en@ THEWIRES LeRet 7 CYCLE DLALR

Printed amnd Published everiOWedneaday hyﬁghe tf’roprletors
vertisemesnt

House, Farringdon Street,

ndon, E.C.4.

o 18 COVENTRY.
The Amalgamated Presa, [td., The Flestway
Offices: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street.

London, E.C.4. Registered for transmission by Oanadian magazine post. Subscription Rates: Inland and Abroad,
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1: THE NELSON LEFE LIBRARY
“Duke of York™ Scale

o M, e Model Engine, in either
__r/:___...-n—_.:‘-‘—'-"_i'::______ o S~ GC.WR., LMS. o

L.N.E.R. colours, free for

a "_—\..__,_ 260 coupons. Tenders
-\lm; -___R - free of coupons unttl
= S - e— ; further notice.

SCALE MODEL ENGINE

as. sold by Bassett-Lowke Ltd., Northampton,

in” exchange for B.D.V. cigarette _coupons.
them in, when vour free U'lft \'.111 be im-

Ai&:o Ralls, Statmm Wagons, Carriages,

Bralkes, Vans, anallﬂoxea, Points, Sidings,
Tunnels, Slrrn*!,l% and every necessary pdlt
for the bulldmrr of a COMPLETE MODEL

TAILWAY. blmpl} collect the coupons
(found generally at the back of every packet)
of B.D.V. Cigarcttes, hold the coupons until
you have the requued number for the
engine, truck, bridge, etc., and then gend

.

: o"... -
o = ‘ o e

Send for the B.D.V. Train Gift Book To-day o
Every item for building up acomplete Model Railway is ' .".. Qz\ ;
illustrated and the number of coupons for each part is . e
shown. Just write your name and address on a pos¢- B Y PO
card (1d. stamp necessary) or use the coupon below : Ko 4&\‘{& ¢ :
which may be sent in an unsealed envelope, Postage }d., é H,;_*._ & £
and post to the add'ress on the coupon. o & 8"‘1\ :
Q -z-QS--\}%o :

0 ‘S\Q.‘PO g E

OV =

R ; E

oo QCQ\;\JQ = K g

ast ltke hand made o T :

»* &

10 for 64 Plain or Cork Tip. 20 for 111d. o (& :
» @ :

The Par!nershtp Coupons now in B. D.V. .o" QQ:Q' <~ . -
Cigarette packets are available in the Gift O o I -
in:) Scheme - QP N Sl g H
B B.I2G.12 * = v :

RSN ARG ARAACENORAASE RN R ERORYONEERASERARSOPRASARS SRS .‘

medlatolx forwarded to you, post OT carriage
paid to your door.
help you, the more coupons * vou
collect the more rrilfts you can secure.

(. arl

*

Also BING V ulmn I‘n(rmes, famnm (lucL-
work U'rains, ev euthmfr for building up %
a complete Model R ailw ay System

?
.ﬂl

“Get” _your fnendq lu'



