M DONE " SOBBED
NIGHER e LET GO
YOUNG UN !

This is only one of the many thrilling incidents from the magnificent long
comblete yarn of schoolboy mystery and adventure, featuring the Chums of
8t. Frank's, which is contained in this issue.
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CHAPTER 1.

Anxious Daysl

“You wait until vou see it, myv sonsz!” he said hungrily, “I know my mater’s
hampers ! It’ll be a whacking big one, with heaps of plum cake and home-made
pastries and gingerbread. and scores of other good things, We're going to have

a feed this evening that'll make the rest of the chaps green with envy.”

“Well. I hope vou haven’t made a mistake,” said Church, in an uneasy voice. “Ilow
do you know it's a tuck hamper, anvhow? You're such a chap for jumping to con-
clusions, Handyv !” '

The famous chums of Study D at 8t. Frank's were bowling down towards the village
in Handforth's Austin Seven. Tt was a bright Novembér affernoon—a half-holiday—and
the conntrvside was looking fresh in the winiry sunshine,

EI}“'AHIJ OSWALD HANDEFORTH licked his lips.
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- SEARLES BROOKS

The Fu Chang Tong! Already Nelson Lee and
Nipper bave fell the ““ claws” of this dreaded

:5:,.";?2_5':"?" s | | Chinese society. And this week the Tong sirikes
r o again ; swiftly, dramalically ; plunging the popular
k= St. Frank’s Housemaster-deleclive and bis assistai!

into the adveniure of their lives,

“Don’t be an ass!” said Handforth. “Didn’t I get a letter frhn} my mater "rh?-:
yjuorning ?  Didn't she say that sh{r'disnnt :}ffl o big hamper yesterday? And dide't 1
'whone to the booking-office, and didn’t the clerk tell me that the hamper was waiting?
No mistake about all that, is there?”

“It sounds all right,” admitted Church. ’

“But you've been bragging about your giddy hamper for so long that somebody may
have bagged it,” pit ineMcClure, the Scottish junior. “That's the worst of you, Handy
—vou cun't keep quict about anything.”

But Handforth wasn't listening. The AustinSeven had jusl turned a bend in the lane,
and now Handforth was applying his brakes and setting his tie straight at the sameo
morment,

A group of cheery-looking voung girls were in sight. They were Trene & Co., of the
Moor View School, and it was naturally impossible for Iandforth to drive straight
past. A halt was distinctly necessary.

“IHallo, girls!” said Ilandforth, as he raised his cap. “Iow's thingz?"

Irenc Manners smiled. She was Handforth's particular girl chum, and he alwavs
amuscd her. The other girls were Doris Berkcley, Marjorie Temple, Mary Sumiuers, al
Phyllis Palmer.

“(roing to the station?” asked Mary, who was looking a little worried.

o Yes. How did you guess ?” asked Handforth, in surprise.

““'L'- met Nipper in the village,” {'E*I}]ICL! Mary. “He was with Mr. Lee.”

- i?-ut how did that tell you that I'm going to the station:”

Ir. Lee is waiting for a train, isn't he?" asked Irenc,

: “"We thoughl perhaps that
you were going to the station to see him off.” st ¥
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“1 didn’t know he was going away,”
replied Handforth indignantly. “ Well I’'m
jiggered ! IFancy not telling me!”

- '"“An aversight, no doubt,” murmured
Doris, with much gravity.

“I'm worried about Nipper—and Mr. Lee,
too, if it comes to that,” said Mary Sum-
mers. ‘‘Nipper tells me that everything 1s
all right, but I'm not so sure.”

“You mean those giddy Chinese rotters?”
asked Handforth.

“Yes,” replied Mary., ‘‘Nothing has hap-
pened for over a week, and there hasn’t
been a solitary sign of a Chinese in the
district. The police think that they have
been scared off, and that they won’t cowme
again. But when I asked Nipper point-
blank, he evaded any direct answer.”

“Well, it seems to me that the danger
is pretty well over,” said Handforth, shak-
ing his head. “It’s a pity, because 1 wanted
fo investigate the affair on my own. Mr,
Lee is himself again now—he’s got over that
whack ~on the hecad—and everything 1s
normal.”

“Ile seemed all right when we saw huon
just now,” remarked Phyllis Palmer,

“Well, I'm going down to the station—tn
colleet a big tuck-hamper,” explained
Handforth.

“Oh 1 said Irene, with mild interest.

.. “The sooner I can collect it, the better.”
continued Handforth.

_ | 1. “There’s nevor any
telling with those River House chaps. Ilal
Brewster’ and his crowd would nab thar

hamper like a shot if they knew anvthing
about it.” _

“I’ll bet they would,” agreed Doris.  “ It's
too bad, the way you boys raid one another's
" hampers,”

Handforth laughed.

“We raid theirs when we get the chance,
so we can’t grumble i1f they raid ours,” he
replied. “It’s a sort of give-and-take game.
On the whole, I think the St. Frank’s chaps
are the winners, Anyhow, Brewster & Co.
aren’t going to [F::t my hamper !"

“Is it a specially good onc?” asked Irene.

“A tip-topper,” replied Edward Oswald.
“Cakes and pastries and jam and biscuits
and chocolates, and all sorts of things. My
mater’s hampers are always first class.”

“Don’t,” said Mary, pained, *you're mak-
ing my mouth water!”

N the meantime, thore were two figures
I on the platform at Bellton Station.
They were pacing slowly up and down,
waiting for the train to come in. Both
were 1n overcoats, and Nelson Lee was smok-
ing his pipe,
“Think it’s safe, sir, for us to be out in
the open like this?” Nipper was asking.
“Safe? My dcar

' ] Niner, there’s mno
danger 1n the daylight,” replied Nelson
Lee. “These infernal Tong men are

creatures of the dark. They take no risks.
Since that dramatic affair of last week we
have taken due precautions at night, and

wo have moved about freely in the day- |

time, No, there is practically no danger

now,”

“Why are you going to London, guv'nor 7"

“I intend to make some inquiries at Scot-
land Yard,” replied Nelson Lee. “Down
here, at St. Franks, I feel somewhat out of
things. 1 enjoy the school life—1 am happy
to be the Iousemaster of the Ancient Houso
—but when an affair of this kind crops up,
Nipper, I feel that I must get back to the
hub of things.”

“But vou won’t be gone long, guv'nor?”’

“1 expect to be back by the %-ntc train this
evening.”

““That means that you’ll come back in the
dark,” replied Nipper anxiously. “I1 don’t
like it, sir. Wiﬁ you mind if I bring «
crowd of fellows to the station, so that wo
can form an escort for you——" .

“I require no escort !” interrupted Lue,
“Quite apart from that, you juniors will bo
in bed. Don’t you think I am capable of
taking care of myself, young 'un?”

“Ordinarily, yes, sir—but not now,” repiied
Nipper bluntly. “These mien of the T'u
Chang Tong are devils, Look at the way
they murdered that man last week—thinking
that he was you., That was done in broad
daylight, too.” '

“During a fog, Nipper,” said Lbe.
“And fog i1s almost the same as darkness,
sinnce it conceals, In bright weather such as
this there 1s no danger.”

But Nipper remained anxious and uncasy.
IHe could not forget those execiting cvents
of the previpus weeck.

Nelson Lee had been knocked on the Lcud
by a desperate eriminal, and the man had
changed clothes with him—only to be shot
down by the man of the Fu Chang Tong.
Nipper himself had been scized, too, and
only through the shrewdness of Waldo; of
tho Remove, had he been saved.

Since then the Tong men had disappeared.
But. there was never any telling., Perhaps
they would become active again., Evideutly
they were now lying low, waiting for the

scare.to blow over.

The Fu Chang Tong was a grim, relent-
less Chinese secret society. Years ecarlier,
Nelson Lee had incurred its enmity, and
both he and Nipper Mad been sentenced to
death by the Tong.

But the old Tong leader had allowed that
sentence to lapse, and Nelson Lee and
Nipper had been safe. Now, however, there
was a new leader, and this man was making
a determined attack upon all the Tong's
known enemies. The fact that Nelson Lee
had not moved a finger against the Tong
during the past few years made no differ-

ence. This new leader was set upon wiping
him out.
“You really mustn’'t look so scared,

Nipper,” smiled Lee. “I can assurc you
that I shall be safe enough. Here cones
the train, anyhow, and before I go I want
you to promise me that you won’t venture
out after dark this evening.”

Nipper grunted.
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“There vou are, guv'nor'!” he said,. “In]

oire breath you tell me that there isn't any
danger, and in the next you warn me not
to go out after dark! That proves that
von do think there's danger.”

“Tt is always as well to be cautious,”
replied Lee.  As I said before, in daylight
we are safe. Even if these men are still in
the district—which I doubt—they will cer-
tainly keep to their hiding-place during the

Nipper was about to make some remark
to Nealson Lee concerning them when he was
stavtled to sce one of the window panes on
the opposite side of the carriago shatter

itsolf to fragments.

C'rash |

The glass flew in all direetions, and Nelson
Lee at the same sccond lLicard something hiss
past his head. It fairly hummed, and it
struck the metal heat-regulator just behind

daylight hours.” | hiim, )

The ftraincamo AIIcin the sntmr:
rattling 1, and secon another
at the same WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S. cash of glass
time Handforth _ ‘ sounded, for tho

T

& Co. apprared
on the platform.
They had come
to bid Nelson
L.ee good-bye as
he got into the
train.

missile—a bullet

— had ricochet-
ted  fromi  the
neat - regulator
and had then

crashed through
the opposite win-

“Wo didn’t dow, missing
know vou “were Hi{t}ldforfth by
glm'ﬂg e Lopd: ml.]::rta m;)tr-hind
don, sir,” sai 5 v
Handiorth. Lim there was a

“T really wizened little
didn’t think it man, ﬂndld tth:
necessary to give man I EH:; ET;.}
you the informa- s:;gp%_r_w nnﬂél Cl:f}
tion, young €3 01~
man,” smiled l-a]p:j?d DHBI_tHS
LUE’L "-]' h}la“. I_-”} p l]..t Gml‘l. t?ﬂ‘r
back this even- g;ﬁ hi:plﬁc;ndn
ing, $0 you ' ’
needn’t  worry. nmlplhnl 1&3 thero
[ dare say you'll P 1
1:{!11 l[tll;l? tf ;}:;51!‘5 ens !("’m)c%acullffge‘:i
back."” Lee, leaping to

“You'ré only his fect.
Somiod Bl pat b ad
growle and-

;fpkrth. “I don't i:;i[m;?&at-—u hu',il:;{;
'l i J-D.Ll' S s knew that the
away like this, R =
You never know bullet a
wihat might hap- igfh:}nﬂedhi?ff ?}Tﬂ

1. Thos 14 ‘
E{F:;ncae :f;?r:ri . other man. The
will be after MR. JAMES CROWELL. whole thing hﬁd
r rhaps  Ths K - taken him by
you,  perhaps  The Remove Form-masicr. A severe mian, as suTprise,

“Well, Hand. @ rule, but generally just and fair. Respecled  Another nar-
forth, I'm afraid by all bis bovs row cscape !

I can't stand J g Before 1mp-
here  arguing.” ing on ‘to the

interrupted Nelson Lee. “This railway
company 15 courteous and obliging in most
things, bat it strongly objeets to having its
trains kept watting by schoolboys.”

Lee found an empty compartment, got into
in, and sat down.

There was a sound of commotion in tho
next compartment, and there was a loud,
gruff voice., Handforth & Co. and Nipper
on the platformn recognised the two wmen
vwho had cmerged from the next compart-
meut,

platform Lee took a swift look out of the

opposite window. There was not a living
soul within sight. There was some thick
trees beyond the other platform, and it was
possible that the would-be murderer had
been hidden emongs:t these.

Nelson Lee was filled with anger—anger
against hiwnself. He had made a blunder.
IHe had taken it for granted that
no attack would be made in the daylight.
It was obvious that his assailant had uscd

l a gun fitted with a silencer,
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And this perfectly innocent old man on |

the platform had received the bullet—per-
haps a fatal one!

CHAPTER 2.
Rough on Mr, Jiggs!

BIG, burly man, attired in a blue

A reefer jacket and a peaked cap,
IE&PE from the next compartment,

Sink my ancnor!” he roared.

“What’s this? Avast there, you lubbers!
Jiggs i1s sunk! Throw a line, blame ye!”

He rushed to the side of the fallen man

before any of the juniors could recover their

breath. Only Nipper, in fact, knew what
had happencd; Handforth & Co. were com-
pletely bewildered. They had heard the

crashing of the glass, but they did not know
as vet that 1t had been causcd by a bullet.

*Let me come ! shouted Nelson Lee.

Mr. Spence, the statiommnaster, came run-
ning up—and the guard, too, There was
qQuite a comruotion,

“Great Scott ! gasped Handforth., “What
happened "

"It was a  bullet!” snapped Nipper.
“Meant for the guv’'nor, too!”

“My only sainted aunt!” breathed Hand-
forth. -

Nelson Tiee was knoeeling beside the
wizened old man. He wasn't so old, cither,
when one looked at him closely. He was all

bones and-smew. And he, too, was dressed
in a fashion that smacked of the sea.

“May I look like a barnacle!” suid the
big man hoarsely., “He ain’t scuttled, is he,
mister 77

“No; he is only stunned,” replied Nelson
Lee, with relief. “This cut on the head is
not serious. The bullet merely grazed him
and bruised the skull. Ile will recover soon.
Here, boys, help me carry him into the
waiting- room. And one of you fetch me
some watcer.

“TI'll get some bandages,”
master, hurrying away.

The big man refused to let any of the
boys carry his injured companion. He took
the little man in his own arms and took him
to the waiting-room.

The juniors had recognised these two bluff
men as Captain Phineas Boom and Peter
Jiggs. They were both servants of Com-
mander Sawmpson Rudd, who lived on the
other side of Calstowe. On one famous
occasion Captain Boom had come to St.
Frank’s and had attempted to quell a
barring-out rebellion.

Captain Boom was an old merchant
skipper—a man who had sailed the scas in
_every type of craft afloat. In spite of his
sixty years he was as active as a man half
his age. His head was adorned with a mass
of curly red hair, with scarcely a grey one
amongst them, His face was ruddy and
weather-beaten, and there was an aggressive
tuft of red beard at the end of his chin,
Over his fierce-looking cyes there -were

said the station-

‘panion,

-ha.d time to look a,f your riggin

‘tain Boom.

immense bushy brows,
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“By grog!” he said in a deep, rumbling
voice. "I thought old Jiggs was sunk! 1
vhought he'd gone on his last voyage !”

“Irortunately the bullet had spent its
force,” said Nelson Lee. It was intended
for me, but it happened to hit some metal-
work on the back of the compartment, and

it ricochetted through the other window
and struck this man. '’ :
“He's a cantankerous little lubber, but I

wouldn’t like to lose him,” said Captain
Boom, as he looked down upon Mr. Jiggs.

"Settin’ up house together, we¢ are. 1t
would be a pity 1if Jiggs went to the bottom
before we got into harbour.’

"He won’t go to the bottom,”
Lee. *“This 15 only a minor injury.
that’s better, Mr. Spence! Thank you!”

Water and bandages had been brought,
and the rapid flow of blood was soon
staunched. Mr. Peter Jiggs’ head was
bound up, and then Nelson Lec¢ pulled ouf
s brandy-flask.

“ Avast, there ”” said the skipper,
that you've got?”

“Brandy.”

replied
Ab,

“What's

“Might as well give him babies’ food,”
sald Captain Boom. with contempt. " Grog

18 what he wants—rum !” .

He produced a buge flask of his own, and
forced a quantity down Jiggs’ throat. That
raw spirit was potent, for within a minute
the wizened little muan was half sitting up,
looking about him in bewilderment out of

his keen, deeply-sunken eyes.
" *“What happened, cap’n?”’ he asked
dazedl

You lio back on your bunk and don't

azk any quvst:mn replicd Captain Ilnm.l
grufly. “You ain’t hurt much, Jiggs

By this time the train had ste,auu_d out
of the station, the guard having satistied
himself that there was no danger from those
Lroken windows, and he had carefully locked
the compartment door. Mr. Bpence had
}}lﬂllllht‘d to muake a report on the- mudvut

“You've missed your train, guv'nor,” said
Nipper. .
“1 know, and it doesn’t matter now,” re-

“I feel that an explanation is

plied Lee. ‘
Boom—and to his com-

due to Captain
too.”
“An accident, wasn't it, sir 7 asked Cap-
tain Boom. “Why, sink my rum rations!
[t's Mr. Lee, from the big school, isn’t 17
I was so took by Jiggs’ injury that I hadn’t

¥ !!l

“Yes, I'm Lee,” replied the [amous
schoolmaster-detective. “And you are Cap-
I’'m afraid that somebody tricd
to murder me, captain, and f]mt the bullct
struck your frmncl hy mistake.’

g’ - lqntf as he amn’t scuttled 1t won't
matter so much,” replied Captain Boom.
“He don’t seemm much hurt now, low d'ye
feel, Jiggs?” :

The wizened man groaned.

“T don’t feel none too well, and it’s no
good sayin’ I do,” he replied gloomily.
“Feels like my hecad is busted.”
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“Nou wasn't holed below the water-line,”
replicd Captain Boom., *“Laucky thing for
you. too. That bullet might have capsized
o,

. Bullet " repeated Mr. Jiggs. “Was 1
hit by a bullet? Who did it?”

“Some swab who meant to hit Mr. Lee.”

“It wasn't a nice thing to do—and it's no
good saying it was,” muttered Mr. Jiggs.
“Specially as I was hit instead o' Mr, Lec,
But there, I was allus an unlucky one.”

“I don’t know about being unlucky,” said
Iandforth., "It seems to me that you were
lucky. That bullet might easily have killed

you.”
I won't recover, crrn-mml Mr.

"M:[-hhf
Jiggs. Im all shogk up, and it's no good
I am’t!”

"

suyin'
able to
B and Nelson Lee was
quite satisfied that his injury was
superficial. e would probably have
a headdche for some hours, and he would
carry a scar; but there was no danger of
bim suffering any permanent injury.

“My Austin Seven's outside,” said lland-
forth cagerly, “If vou'd like us to take Mr.
Jiggs anywhere, Captain Boom, just say
the word. It wouldn’t be fair to make him
walk.”

The bluff old skipper looked doubtiul,

“What do ye suy. s Y he  asked.
"’l;uut far, an’ vou'd be sufer walkin', I
reckon.”

“I leave 1t to you,
resignedly,

“Then ye'd best walk, ve wizened lump o’
tarpaulin,” replied the skipper. “1 don't
Lold with these noisy eraft, with their
blamed injines, They no sooner have ye on

than you fall off.”
“It's not a motor-bieycle,” said Handforth

UT before long Mr. Jiggs was
get on his feert,

cap'n,” said Mr, Jiggs

indignantly. ““My Austin Seven is a car !”
“Reckon I'd better ride, cap'n,” said Mr.
Jiggs., My legs ain’t nonc too steady.

Not that I trust these schoolboys,” he added
suspiciously.  *Young t(:llDl“- that's what
they are. No good sayin’ they ain't! Still,
scein’ as I'm a sick man——-"

“How far do you have to go?” inquired
Nelson Lee.

“Qut tlnm:gh the village on the Caistowe
road,” replied Captain Béom. *That's our
course, mister, Bellton Chase 1s the name o
the house.”

“That’s

“Bellton Chase ! said Nipper,

Mr. Hewitt's place.”
“Mr. Hewitt and his mother bave gone
away,” said Nelson Lee., “I understood

that Bellton (‘h:ﬁc had been purchased by
somebody else.”

“That’'s me, nodded Captain Boom.
“Me and Jiggs are goin’ to live there.”

“You have left Commander Kudd's ser-
vice, then®” inquired Lece.

“Sink me fer a shark! Didn't yeu know,
mister 2" asked Cap tain Boom. “Com-
mander Rudd is safe in Davy Jones’ slocker.
Old David’s got him at last. Died four

LR

-

7
weeks ago. Tt sort o' left me an” Jiggs at
a loose cnd, driftin’ about like a couple o
derelicts.  So we've bought Bellton Chase,
and I reckon we shall live there until it's
timo for our last voyage, too. It's all fixed
up, an’ rcady for us to go into.”

“Then you must allow us to escort you
home,” said Nelson Lee.  “Handforth, you
had better take Mr. Jiggs in your car.
Captain Boom and I will walk.”

R, JIGGS was really feeling very
groggy, and he was grateful enougle
for the ride.

He was placed in the
seat next to the driver, and Church
and MeClure got in the rear.

Nippor decided to walk with Nelson Leo
and Captain Boom.

Ho was not particularly interested in tho
fact that Commander Rudd was dead, and
that his two old servants had bought Bellton
(‘hase and had decided to settle down there.
Nipper was thinking of thut attack upon
Nelson Lee.

It rencwed all his old fears; and Nelson
Lee himself, too, was startled. Hn knew
that he had miscaleulated. He had not be-
licved that the Tong men would dare to do
anything in the open. They were getting
‘bolder, it seemed.

=] hr:lrpr:: that Jiggs will allow me to make
some sort of compensation,”. Nelson Lee was
saying, as they walked along. “He has had
a nasty jolt "

““Avast there!” broke in the captain, "It
was an accident, wasn't 1t ?"”

“An accident that Jiggs was Lit, yes.”

“UThen he won’t want no compensation,
mister,” e 3

growled Captain DBoom,

he wants it, I won't let him have it.
salvaged, and he ain’t come to any
tic-lar harm. What I'm wonderin’
the bullet ’it him at all.
fire at you, Mr. Lee?”
Nelson Lee explained how the mishap had
occurred, and after that he thought it advis-
able to give Captain Phineas Boom a few
details concerning the present situation. Ho
told him of the enmity of the ¥u Chang
Tong. Captain Boom rumbled deeply in his
throat when he had finished and nodded.
“I know 'em !” he said. “Didn't I sail the

He's
par-
15 how
Then, again, who'd

China scas for nigh on fifteen years?  Cun-
ning, dangerous dev:ls, them Chinks! An’
I know what them Tongs are, too. Once

they've marked yo down there ain't much
| chance. No good sinking these agents,
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either. The onlv way is to wipe out the
organisation altogether. You want to get at
the man in commaad—the skipper of the
whole fleet.”

“That was wny 1 was going to London—
to have a conference with the big men of
Scotland Yard.” said Nelson Lee. “1 shall
have to go by the next train now, and that
leaves me plenty of time to accompany you
howme.”

HEN they arrived at Bellton Chase
W they found  that Handforth’s
Austin Seven was outside.

The Chase was a comfortable,
old-fashioned house, some distance up the
Caistowe road, and standing quite by itself.
It was interesting to know that Captain
Boom and Mr. Jiggs had decided to secttle
down here. .

Handforth & Co. were in the hall when

the others walked 1n

“He's all right, sir,” said Handforth,
referring to Mr. Jiggs. “We took him into
onc of the rooms and laid him on a couch.

He said he wanted some more grog.”

“Best not give him too much, or he won’t
be able to steer straight,” said Captain
Boom. “I'll go an’ look at him.”

Nelson Lee turned to the chums of Study
D.

“Thanks for your services, Handforth,” he
said. “Your little car has come in very use-
ful. But I don’t think we need bother you
any further. - You might as well be getting
alone with your own business.”

“Sure we can’t be of any more help, sir?”
acked Fdward Oswald.

“%uitn sure.” replied Lee. “And there's
another thing, boys. Don’t say anything
about that attack. We don’t want the whole
s<chool to be talking about it. It would only
canse another sensation—and that's the last
thing I require.”

“All right sir—you can rely upon us,”
said Handforth. **What about vou, Nipper?
(,‘:miing? Plenty of room for you in the
bus.” -

“T'hanks all the same, but I'd rather stay
with the guv'nor,” replied Nipper. “If you
happen to meet Tommy Watson or Tregellis-
Woest. tell them that everything's all serene,
and that ['ll see them later.”

“Right-ho!” said Handforth. “You
wouldn't like me to investigate, sir?” he
added, looking at Lee. “I thought about
going to the other side of the station so that
I could look for footprints. There’s just a
chance that 1 might get on the track of the
rotter who fired at you.”

Nelson Lee managed to
straight.

“It's very good ot you, Handforth, but I
wouldn’t dream of bothering vou,” he said
gravely. “If there are any investigations
to be made, I will make them. You boys
had better carry on with your usual affairs,
just as though nothing had happened.”

And the chums of Study D went—Hand-
forth feeling disappointed,

keep his face

CHAPTER 3.
The Vanished Tuck Hamper!
“BETTEH go and collect that hamper, I

suppose ?” said Church casually.
“Not a bad nodded
McClure.

They were sitting in the Austin Seven,
waiting for Handforth to drive off. But
[Tandforth had not yet even started the
engine. Ile was sitting back in the driving-
scat, looking thoughtful and worried,

“ Blow the hamper ! he grunted. “There’s
becn another attack on Mr. Lee's life—and
he won’t let me investigate! What rot] I
might be able to get on the track !”

“Too bad,” said Chureh, shaking his head.

I might find a clue!”

“Hard luck, old man!” :

““And all Mr. Lee does is to pack me off !
sald Handforth. indignantly. “He docsn’t
seem to realise that he’s in terrible danger 1

“Of course not,” said Mae. “When. a
man has o bullet fired at him he doesn't
think of anything at all. How can he pos-
sibly imagine that he is in danger ?”

“You silly ass! Are you trying to be
funny 17 asked Handforth, frowning.

“Oh, let’s go and get that hamper,” said
McClure.  “Mr. Lee says ho doesn’t want
you to investigate or. to take any notice of
what has happened, and it's up to you to
respect his wishes,”

“It doesn’t always do to take people at
their word,” replied Handforth, “Mr. Lee
is obstinate—that’s one of his faults. Many
a timo I've suggested that 1 should help him,
and he refuses. Don’t you call that being
obstinate 7"

“1 call 1t being sensible,” said Church
tartly, “My only hat! Isn’t it bad enough
for these Chinese Tong men to be up against
Mr. Lee and Nipper? Do you want them to’
mark you down, too?”

Handforth started.

“Me?” he said,
down 7"

::*&;’ES.H

“Why should they mark me?”

“If you help Mr. Lee and Nipper—at
least, if you do 1t openlv—they w:ll rocognise
you as a new enemy, replied Church,
*““And then, before“you know where you are,,
you'll find yourself dead!”

“How can T find myself 1f Um dowd, ass ?”

“Well, somebody else will find you, then,”

‘“Great Scott!” |

idea,”

k]

staring,  “Mark me

“It wouldn’t be fair to us, Handy,” said
VcClure. “You mustn't leave us in tho
lurch like that. What should we do in

Study D without you? Think of the peace
we should have—-"
i Eh?j" "
“I—I mean, think of the misery,” said
Mac hastily. “It wouldn’t be any consola--
tion to you if we made a practice of going.
to your grave and putting flowers on it.”
“My—my grave?” gasped Handforth,
“Well, I suppose you’ll have a grave if
you’re murdered,” said Church thoughtfully.
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Crash !

The window ol the compartment shattered itself into fragments, and at the same momeént

Nelson Lee [elt something hiss past his head !

- ]h—;ul pe
I'.:I“G\

‘Not always,”

ople generally have graves, rou

argued Mae, “These Toug

nmien might take Handy out to sea some-
where, and drop him 1n sixty fathoms of
water., And even Handy couldn't expect us
to take a boat out everv time and put
flowers in the sca over the fatal spot.”

Haundforth shivered,

“Haven't yon chaps talked enough about
my being killed " he asked coldly.  ** Any-
body mught think that you were keen on

it—just for the novelty. As for these Tong
men, I don’t care a snap about them!"

“You're safe now, but vou won't lu'-
if you dn anything to thwart them,’
Church. “They'll be down on you like a
ton of bricks. Ior goodness' sake, Handy,
bo sensible ! This 1sn't an ordinary case—
it's fearfully exceptional. Mr., Lee and
Nipper ave in deadly danger, and 1if vou
butt in von'll do a lot mere harm t} an
=rnnr] Lot's go and collect that hamper.

“I've lost anterest in that hamper tw.,.“
sard Handforth tartly,

‘We haven’t,” said Church. “It's prac-
tically tea-time, and we shall only get back
to St. Frank's &

“Oh, all right!”
“We'd better go, 1
it's pretty rotten!”

He started  his engine,
and let in the eluteh,
Lowied off towards the

Handforth,
All the sawme,

grunted
Suppose,

engaged the
The Austin
stalion.

gear,
SeVen

safe .
said

arrived, Iandforth jumped out, leaving the
engine running.
here, hf: saad. “I'll

‘You chaps stay
e out with that lmmpcr in & couple of
jiffies.”

Church and McClure waited.

LB

They knew

that the hamper was there, because they
had scen it carvlier. Handforth had been
about to colleet it when he had spotted
Nelson Lee and Nipper on the platform. And
after that, somehow, the hamper was over-
looked.

“I've come for that hamper,” said Hand-
forth, as he went to the half-door of the

|

When it |

parcels oflice,
‘Hamper?"” said the clerk, looking round.
“ I o

“Which hamper?"”

“ Somebody’s shifted it,”

said Handfortl,

looking on the floor., *“ It was lying over
there, in that corner, about half an hour
ago. Dou’t you remember? I was gmng to

sign for it when I was called away,
“That's right,” said the clerk., * Just be-

fore that rummy business when the carriage

window was sinazhed? The hamper's gone

now."

“T can sce that, can't I?” saide Hand-
forth, “ What have vou done with 1t?"

“It was collected by those girls,” said
the clerk. “Didn't you know?”

“leirls 1 velled Handfortl, “ My

tH i

hamper!
“They signed for it and took it away,
said the clerk, grinning., “Said that you d
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understand, and that it was quite all serene.
lt I’n’aturally thought that you knew all about
it. 3
Church and MecClure came running in, at-
tracted by Handforth’'s shouts,
. “What’s happened ” asked Church breath-
lessly.
“1he
raided 1™’
“My hat! Then those River House chaps
have done us in the eye, after all!” said
McClure indignuntiy‘.’ “Is it too late for

us to _chusc them
“River House chaps be Dblowed!”
girls did this!”

hamper's gone—bagged—boned

sald
Handforth. “The

“Four of them, there were,”
clerk., “One of them was Miss
and the others——"

“Don't trouble—we know who they were!”
said Handforth bitterly. *They came here
and boned my hamper, you chaps!”

:“Efnd luck to them!” said McClure.

Shi™

“They’ve got just as much sense as I
always supposed them to have,” went on the
Scotch junior. “You asked them to raid
your hamper, Handy—you absolutely put the
idea. into their heads!”

“You fathead! I didn’t tell them to
burgle my hamper!” roared Handforth.

“Perhaps not. But you told them that
the hamper was at the station, and that
you were afraid of the River House chaps
bagging 1t,” said Mac, ““When they found
that we didn't come back they must have
known that there was some delay, and so
they trotted here and calmly grabbed the
hamper for themselves,”

“It's all your fault for gassing,” said
Church tartly., *It ought to be a lesson to
vou, Handy, not to open your mouth too
wide,  There's an old saying that silence is
golden.”

Handforth could hardly believe it. He
went to the parcels office again, gazed for-
lornly at the various packages on the floor,
and asked the clerk to show him the book.
{-‘m:i there, sure enough, was Irene’s signa-
ure.

“It's the last straw ! said Edward Oswald,
taking a decep’ breath. "Irene, you know!
I could understand some of the other girls

BE

bagging my hamper—but Irene!

said the
Manners,

“You've got to realise, old man, that
those Moor View girls are even more
dangerous than the River House chaps,”

said Church, shaking his head. *They're
getting worse and worse! They're becomn-
mg more daring every day, and before long
they’ll be raiding us in other ways, prob-
ably. We know that they can play japes
on us, but this 1s the first time theyv've
“jumped’ any of our hampers.”

HIEYe went outside, ¢limbed into ithe

I Austin  Seven, and drove forlornly

back to St. Frank's. They had

counted on such a fine spread for

tea, ton, Chureh and MeClure were voluble,

but Handforth was silent, Io secmed to

realise, now, that he had been very unwise
in talking so much,

-

said Church.

| raided the hamper, and 1it’s theirs,
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“Well, I suppose we shall have something
else for tea?"” asked Church, after the little
Austin  had been put away. *You've:got
some money, Handy, haven’t you?”

“I don’t want any tea now,” grumbled
Handforth. *“My appetite’s gone. What
with that shooting affair at the station,
and the burgling of my tuck hamper——" .,

“There you go again—gassing, as usual!”
“Didn’t Mr. Lee warn yon
not to talk about that shooting business?”

“By (George! I'd forgotten!”  said:
Handforth. *'All right! Let’s go along to
the tuck-shop.” ,

But before they got to the school shop,
Harry Gresham ﬂuiled them, and sang out

that HHandforth was wanted on the tele-
phone, 3

“My only hat!” breathed Handforth ex-,
citedly. “It must be Mr. Lee!l. He wants_
me to help in an investigation,” 1

“A  sweet, feminine voice,” grinnedﬁ
Gresham., 1 rather think it’s Irene on th'?*;

phone, Handy.”

“Oh, Irene!” said Handforth,

“Disappointed ?” asked Harry. “By Jove!
Are you sweet on some other damsel? Who
1s 1t this time? The new waitress at the
Japanese Cafe?”

“Idiot!” snapped Handforth, X

He went indoors, and Church and McClure’
followed him. The telephone-box 1in the
Junior Common-room was standing open,
and Handforth dived in and lifted up the
receiver,

“Hallo!” he growled suspiciously.
“Oh, is that you, Ted?”’ ecame Irene’s
voice, singularly sweet and innocent. * You

got back from the village all right, then?”
“T.ook here, Renie——"" began Handforth,
“We girls thought that you and your
chums might like to come to owr school for
tea,” said Irene blandly.
“Wha-a-a-at 1” _
“How about it?” went on the girl
“We've got a really ripping spread here,
you know—plum cakes, gingerbread, home-
made pastries, and all sorts of nice things,”
“He?p!” breathed Handforth faintly.
“So we thought that you might li]‘-’m to
join us,” suggested Irene.  “You know, Ted,
that vou are perfectly welcome, and a num-
ber of your friends, too. Will you come?” -
“Thanks awfully,” said Handforth feebly,

CHAPTER 4.
The Mysterious Ali!

L W ELL?" asked Church and MecClure,
m  one voice, as Handforth
emerged from the telephone-box.

“She’s invited us to tea,” said

Handforth sheepishly.

“Well, that’s not so bad,” said Church.

We shall have some of your tuck, anyhow,

Handy.” _

“Think of it!” said Handforth, with @«
gulp. “My own grub, you know! Inviting
us to a special spread—and it’s all mine”

“No, it isn’t,” said McClure. **Those girls
That’s

il
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one of the rules of the game. And it gives
ns the right, by the way, to bag any of
their hampers if we happen to spot them!”

“ Yes, rather!” said Handforth, recover-
ing his spirits, “They’ve started this
business, and we'll carry it on. 1 told Renie
that we would go, so I supposec we'd better
get upstairs and change.”

“Change ?” asked Church.  “What for?
Don’t we look all right as we are? And
didn't you say auvvthing to Irenc about Ler
boning yvour hamper ?”

“What was the good?” retorted Hand-
forth. “She knew I knew it, and I knew
that she knew I knew 1t.”

“Eh?”

“And, of course, we've got to change,”
said Handforth.
“We can’t go to tho
eirls’  school  like
this. We've gob to

meo to tell you that he’s quite O.K., and that
vou mustn't worry. Won’t that satisfy you?”
“Did he say when he'll be back ?”

“No, but I don’t suppose he’ll be long,"
replied Edward Oswald., “ By the way, how
about coming along to the MoorView School
Irene’s invited us to a big feed there. As a
matter of fact, it’s my feed, because the girls
burgled my big tuck-hamper from tho
station.”

“Thanks all the same, but I don't think
we'll go,” said Watson,

Handforth & Co. went upstairs to change,
and Tommy Watson and Iregellis-¥West

looked at one another.
“There's something funny about this,” said
Tominy grimly.

““Didn’t you mnotice how

gueer Handforth
was looking  just
now? He knows a

lot more than he'd

et into our best say.”
togs.” “I believe vou're
right, Tommy boy
S they went —1 do, really,” said
A through the Sir  Montie.  “It
lobby  they wouldn't be such a
were € o u- bad idea for us to
fronted by Tomuny F(;p along. to ti_::a
Watson and Sir . “hase and make
Lancelot Mont- St, Frar_[k’s ! SO me inquiries.
pomery  Tregellis- What do you say?”
West. ~ Both of What a sensation its appearance causes. “I say_ yes,” re-
Nipper's chums | Apnd what a sensation, too, when it be- | Plied Watson
were  looking | comes known that the armoured car has | Prowptly.
g ., | come to take away Nelson Lee and Nipper! .
“I say, Handy,” L : : T was pgetting
aott TWakisn. “ Heorve For the popular Housemaster-detective dusk whén
vou seen Nipper and his assistant are leaving St. Frank'’s. Watson and
anywhere about ?” The DMenace of the dreaded Fu Chang Tregellis-
“Oh, yes, that ra- | Tong has become so acute that it is not | West went down
minds me,” said | safe for them to remain at the school. the lane on their
31 L e d, forth, Nelson Lee v, the Tong! The next | Way to DBellton
‘Nipper’s  at  the | episode in this grim battle is vividly told | Chase. _
Chase.” in- next Wednesday’s enthralling yarn, The short
“Where? : g "’ November after-
. . entitled : . s welcls
Bellton Chase— noon wus drawing
%}mt nH](l place “"t};era “THE PERIL OF THE| toa nlusic. and tlht.ill-ﬂ
Mr. Hewitt used to was a damp, chilly
live,” said Hand- YELLOW MEN!" mist rising from the
forth. “It's been river,
taken by Captlain o In spite of them-

Boom now.”

“But what’s Nipper doing there, dear old
bov 7" asked Sir Montie, 1n surprise.

“Mr. Lee's there, too,” said Handforth.

“Ie can’t be,” put in Watson. “Mr, Lee
went to London by the afterncon train.”

“He didn't go,” said Handforth vaguely.
“There was a bit of a mishap. Mr. Lee
went to the Chase with Captain Boom and
that old pal of his, named Jiggs. Nipper
went, too.”

“A mishap?"” repeated Watson, with a
start, “Do—do you wmean that there was
anothor attempt on Mr. Lee’s life? Or on
Nipper's life 7

“You shouldn’t ask so many questions,”
replied Handforth, who badly wanted to
blurt out the whole story. “Nipper #sked

selves, the juniors could not help feeling
nervous as they went past the gloomy ex-
panse of Bellton Wood., There was little or

no danger, but they could not help ro.
membering the exciting events of the
previous week,

At first the headmaster of St. TFrank’s

had thought about confining cveryvbody to
gates after dark, but Nelson Lee had per-
suaded him not to make this drastic order.
The ordinary run of seniors and juniors had
nothing to fear. The Tong men, reientless
as they were; would not menace the ordinary
schoolboys.

“Nipper's dotty !” sald Watson gruffly,
“Ie ought to have got back by daylight,
Ile must be off Lis rocker to stay at the
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Chase until after dark. Anything might
happen to him on the way home. Lots of
fellows are saying that there’s no danger
now, but I don’t believe 1t. Those rotien
Chinese are lying low on purpose, and they
nright do something awful at any hour.”

"Perhaps we can persuade him to come
back with us?” suggested Montie,

HYE two juniors arrived al Bellton
I Chase, and they were not impressed
by the look of the old house.

In the deep gloom of the wintry
evening it looked menacing and sinister,
Hardly a light was showing, and, although
there was a fanlight over the door, it was
quite dark.

“I don’t like the look of this place,” mut-
tered Watson, as they waited after ringin.
the bell. “I wonder if Handy is right?
And how do we know that Captain Boom 1s
roally here? Perhaps Mr. Lee and Nipper
have been murdered by this time!”

““Really, old boy, thcres no need to be

gso frightfully pessimistic,” whispered Sir
Muntie. “Hallo! Somebody appears to be
coming—— Begad |?

The door had opened, and the two juniors
found themselves confronted by a strange
fizure. There was a light 1n the hall now—

a soft glimmer from a small oil-lamp—and
d:mly Tregellis-West and Watson could see
a slim, lithe figure attired in a quaint
Oriental garb. His skin was deep brown,
and he was smiling at them, showing two
lines of pearly tecth.

“The young sahibs require something’
he asked, in a soft voice.

The two juniors were very startled. They
had hardly expected the door to be opened
by an Indian coolic. For apparently that
was what this man was, A Hindu of some
kind, or, at least, a native of India.”

“We want to know if Nipper s here,”
said Watson bluntly.

“Nipper 77 repeated the other. ‘“Alas, I
fear I do not understand ! Ah, perhaps you
mean the white sahib bov whe came with
my master and Sahtb Lee?”

“Yes:; we want to speak to him,
Witson,

“No longer is he here,
“But here iﬁ my master,

you better.”

“All right, Al,” came Captain Boom’s
deep voice. “More St. I'rank’s boys, eh?
Sink my anchor! What is it now? Come in,
you young lubbers—come in!”

Watson and TregellissWest  recognised
Captain Boom at once, and they felt reas-
sured when he ushered them into a very
comfortable living-room, which was strangely
reminiscent of a ship’s eabin. There were
padded lockers round the walls, and there
were low beams overhead, reminding one of
a deck.

Nelson Lee was in there—and so was Mr.
Peter Jiggs, looking rather Ul and weak,
with a bandage round his head.

VRE

r

replied

»

replied the coolie.
IIle will speak with
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“Sink my rum-rations!” growled the
skipper. “ There’s no need for you youngsters
to look at .‘lh m that way. Suspicious of
him, ain’t you.’

" Nun-nn, sir ! stammerced Watson.
least, not now."

“But you were, eh?” continued Captain
Boom. ‘“Ali is all right. He’s trustworthy
and he’s faithful. Ain't he, Jiggs, you old

land crab?”

“There’s nothin’ wrong with Ali, an’ I
ain’t sayin’ there is,” replied Mr. Jiggs.

“I'mn afraid that you boys are suspicious
of anything unusual,” put in Nelson Leo
dryly. “ But Captain Boom is not quite the
same as any other man; he does not have
the same kind of servants. Why are you
here, my boys?”

“We came to sce Nipper, sir.”

“Then I am afraid you will be disap-
pointed,” replied l.ee. “1 am making some
special plan, and Nipper has been placed in
a position of safety. 1 do not want any-
body to know where he is—not even you.’

“But we're his chums, sir,” protested
Watson.

“Begad, yes! He's never had any secrets
from us, sir,” said Sir Montie.

“In this instance, however, I must 1nsist,”
replied Nelson Lee quietly. * Nipper, no
doubt, would be only too willing to communi-
cate with you, but the danger is so great
that I cannot take any chunccs. His where-
abouts must not be whispered—must not be
known to anybody at the school Not even
to you. And the same remarks apply to
mysclf. In a very short time I shall have
vanished, just the same as Nipper. But, you
may be sure that we shall both be safe.” .

‘““Is the danger so great, then, sir?” asked
Watson. .

“The danger 18 very grave, indeed,”
replied the detective, *This afternoon there
was another attempt upon my life.”

“Begad !” p

““1 can sce that this comes as a surprise,
to you,” nodded Lee. “(Good for Handforth !
He has not been talking. 1 am telling you
this in striet confidence, boys, and 1 hope
you will respect it. These Chinese enemies’
of mine have become active—during the'
daytime now. It is thcrefore necessary for:
me to be extra careful, and to gthgucu'ds
Nipper's life as well as my mt.n ol

“Wont you tell us what vou're going to-
do, sir 77 asked Watson eagerly. p

“I am afraid I ecannot do that,” said L('E
“You must trust to me, and you must now
o back to the school and wait with what
patience ycu possess until I am in a [Joaltmﬂ
to come back, bri mglng Nipper with me.

“1 suppose you're going on a ship or some-
thing, sir?” asked Watson, with a shrewd
glance at Captain Boom. *“Is that it?"

“Avast, there!” pgrowled the skipper,
““ None of your questions, my lad! Sink me,
but you're too inquisitive 1”

Nelson Lee would not give the two boys
any satisfaction; at least, he wouldn’t tel

. (Continued on pruge 14.)

“ At
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Tle subject of the professor’s lectuie on

011011,

Professor Puddledztch ¢
Lectures !

“unnatural bistory” this weck 1s the

And when you read 1t you'll all cry—with laughter !

By Reggie Pitt
LECTURE 6—THE ONION

PUDDLEDITCII

about a lady, the Princess Al Pop-Khorn, who

ROFESSOR - was | The particular poem I am thinking of was
P already stationed on the rostrum when

the Fourth-Formers of St. Sycamore's

trooped in for their weekly hour of
boredom. The lecturer’s table resembled a
greengrocer’s stall, being liberally sprinkled
with onions of assorted shapes and sizes,

The boys having seated themselves, Pro-
fessor Puddleditch coughed slightly, puffed
out his cheeks, slung his wobbly spectacles
astride his nose, and commenced his discourse.

“'llus morning, gentlemen,”” he quawred

‘we are going to speak of the lesser-known
faﬂts in connection with a common fruit, to
wit, the onion. The onion,” he ropLated,
turning over the pages of his encyclopedic
dictionary, * the onion—a noun; a federation
or coalition of things; a—tcha!—I beg your
pardon—that’s ‘union.” Let us try agair.
O-N: O-N-I: here we are, Onion, or Tear
Flower (lacrimosus flora); fruit of the Onion
Tree. A comestible nmch estecmed in Italy,
but severely sent to Coventry in Mayfair.

“T shall speak at some length on the
matter,’’ stated [he professor in a twittering
squeak which always heralded a professorial

witticism, “for, if we cut the subject, it would
mllv lead to tears, Now, boys! Come, come |
You must not be too hilarious!”’

Pain rather than hilarity was the general
expression of his audience, but the professor
continuned joyfully.

““We find that the onion was first mentioned
ia fable by IHaroun-al-Raschid, I believe, in

his ancient book of Potty Persian Poems. |

was =0 cold and stony-hearted that she never
shed a tear,

““Her old dad, the Caliph of Kings Kross,
offered a prize to anybody who could make
the lady cry, by fair means, of course. Bang-
ing her on the head with a brick and other

hke contrivances conducive to tears were
barred.

‘“ After sundry minor poets had failed to
move her {although their efforts at rhyming
would have made a cab-horse sob bitterly), a
mhbbier thought he would like to have a
shot.

“Making a list of all the funny stories he
knew—and he had a memory exccedingly
elastic—he sat before the Princess Al Pop-
Khorn and rattled off these alleged comic
tales in never-ending succession, For forty-one
days the Princess stuck it like a martyr, but
when the cobbler, having exhausted his stock
of jokes, began all over again, she threw up
her hands and cried for mercy.

““Her copious tears fell into a piece of Dead
Sea fruit, which, as you all know, is hollow,
and the cobbler, hastily screwing on the top
half of the said fruit, thus bottled the teara
for ever, and planted them in the palace
grounds. The fruit grew and spread, and
the Caliph, after seratching his head thought-
fully, said: * We will call this fruit an onion,
that he who cuts it may shed tears in memory
of the Princess Al Pop-Khorn."”

(Continued on page 42.)
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J (Continued from page 12.) .
them where Nipper was, or where he in-
tended going himself. Tregellis-West and
Watson were invited to leave at orce,
and although they weie relieved they were
still anxious. f
They were escorted out by the coolie, and
they could not help looking curiously at that

grinning brown man. He was such a quaint
character to find in this little village house
that they regarded him with vague distrust.

“I wonder if that Indian chap is really
all right?” muttered Watson, as they
trudged along the road back to St. Frank’s,
“Captain Boom may trusi him, but I’'m not
so sure ! Supposing he’s in the pay of those
Chinese Tong men?”

. ““1f he was, Mr. Lee would know it,” re-
plied Sir Montie. “ Begad ! We needn’t
bother ourselves. about that coolie chap.
I'm worrying about Nipper. I wonder
‘where Mr. Lee can have sent him to?”
HEN they arrived at St. Frank’s
W they were questioned by a crewd of
: fellows in the Ancient House lobby.
It seemed that some rumours
had been :getting about. Handforth hadn’t
been talking, because Handforth. had gono
.off to the Moor View School with a number
of other juniors.

“Mr. Lee and Nipper won’t be back for

a while,” said Watson. “They've gone
- away.”

“Gone away ?” repeated Hubbard, * Well,
“perhaps it’s the best thing.”

“When will they be back?” asked De
Valerie.

“We don't know, but it may not be for
some days,” replied Watson. “1 expect Mr.
Lee thinks there’s too much danger here,
so he's taking precautions,” . |

“Scared, eh?"” asked Bernard ITorrest,
with a sneer in his voice.

“¥You can’t help being unpleasant, can
you ! asked Sir Montie, adjusting his pince-
nez and eyeing Forrest with disfavour. “I
suppose 1t comes natural to you.”

“Unpleasant be  hanged!”  retorted
Forrest. “The thing's ngvinus, isn’t it?
Mr. Leo and Nipper have cleared off, and
they'ro going into hiding somewhere. Scared
stiff.”

“And you’d be scared stiff, too, if you

had a gang of Chinese scoundrels after
you,” said Hubbard, with a sniff. ““Come
to think of it, Mr. Lee’s jolly wise. Now

that he has gone, perhaps those rotten
Chinks will clear out of the district,”

“Let’'s hope so0,” said Teddy Long
nervously. “It makes o chap afraid to go
out in the dark.”

[Porrest laughed.

“You’'re afraid to go out in the dark, any-
how—Chinks or no Chinks,” he said. ‘ But
1t’s just as well to have an excuse, Long,
isn’t rti”
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FU CHANG THE TERRIBLE! |

 wishing to be questioned further.

Tregellis-West and Watson moved on, not
Bernard
Forrest, it seemed, was unchanged.

He had come out of the sanatorium only
a few days earlier with his arm in a sling.
That arm had been broken in a fall from
the top of the Ancient House some weceks
since. Forrest had had a close call then,
and because he had met with his accident
when performing a genuine deed of bravery,
Dr. Nicholls kad forgiven him his sins.

Forrest was having another chance; but,
according to all the signs, he was the same
cool, sneering, insufferable cad as of old.

CHAPTER 6&.
An Unexpected Capturel

e ELL, cheerio!” said Irene Man-

W ners brightly.

“We're glad that you chaps

have had such a nice feed,”

added Doris, with a chuckle. ““One of these
days, perhaps, we’ll invite you to another.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l"” .

The other girls chuckled delightedly. The

joke was on Handforth, and Handforth had
sufficient sense to take it all in good part.
He grinned as cheerfully as any of the
others.
- They were standing in a little crowd out-
side the main doorway; of the Moor View
School, and Irene & Co. were gathered in
the lighted hallway.

Handforth had taken a number of fellows
with him in addition to Church and
McClure; for Irene had told him that he:
could take all his friends, and he saw no
reason why they should not share in the
contents of his hamper. In a way, he had
had a bit of his own back on the girls.

Vivian Travers and Jimmy Potts, and
Fullwood and Russell, and Waldo and Archie
Glenthorne were there. Now they were
faced with the walk back in the dark to St.
Frank’s. Not that this was much of an
ordeal, for the distance was only three or
four hundred vards. However, since the
dramatiec happenings of late the juniors
were becoming reluctant to be out in the
quiet lanes after darkness had fallen.

“Well, it was a jolly good feed,” said
Jimmy Potts comfortably.
“Oh, absolutely,” agreed Archie. s -

mean to say, a priceless dip into the good
old nosebag, what 7"

“You'll have to let us know, Ted, when
vou're expecting your next hamper,” said
[rene demurely.

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

“You can chuckle!” grinned Handforth,
“When I get another hamper I'll keep it
to myself I”

“You greedy thing!” said Irene indig-
nantly.

“1 don’t mean the hamper—but the facts
about it,” said Edward Oswald. “ Anyhow,
I won’t let you girls get your hands on it}
I never dreamed that it was in any danger

A from you !”
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“It only shows, Ted, that you can never)

tell,” satd Doris, wagging her finger. “ We
girls aren’t half as harmless as we look.”

*And you don’t look very harmless,
cither,” remarked Travers,
There were many chuckles, and then

they all bade one another good-night.

On the whole, Edward Oswald llandforth
was feeling fairly satisfied. It was like the
cheek of these girls, of course, to appro-
priate lhis tuck-hamper; but it was some con-
solation, at least, to know that he and his
chums had had a goodly share of the nice
things. In addition, they had had the
added enjoyment of Irene & Co.’s company.

“Pretty good, taking it all round,” re-
marked Jimmy Potts, as they commenced
walking home. “ DBy jingo! It's dark to-
night 1”7

“Cold, too,” said Travers, pulling his coat
more tightly about him. “Hope we don't
meet any mystertous blighters with yellow
faces !V

“Cheese it !" protested Church.
men haven't any grudge against us.”

“All the same, they may be lurking
about,” said Travers. “You never know—
and mistakes are always possible.”

Ho was speaking jocularly, however, and
nobody took much notice of him.  The
majority of the fellows were level-headed,
and they did not allow their imaginations to
run away with them. On a dark night like
this it would have been easy enough for some
of the other St. Frank’s juniors to got into
a highly nervous state,

“The more tuck-hampers you get, Handy,

the better,” said
Harry Gresham
lightly. “And I hope
that Irene & Co. re-
peat their per-
formance of to-day.
That feed was first-
class i

“The cakes and the

yastries  were particu-
arly good,” remarked
Fullwood reminis-
cently. It wouldn’t
be so dusty if
Brewster & Co. 1n-
vited us to a feed

after they had bagged
one of our hampers.”

“I dare say the girls felt rather guilty,’
sald Russell, with a grin. “ 8o they invited
LS

“Just a minute !” interrupted Waldo, in
a low voice. * I thought I spotted-—--"

With a lightning-like movement he darted
to the side of the road, leaping upwards at
the same time. He coaught hold of a tree
branch whieh was a considerable height
above the road. The others watched nim in
amiarcenment,

Not one of them could have lecapt up in
that cat-like manner. But Stanley Waldo
was the son of the famous Wonder Man—his
scnses were abnormally acute. Ilis strength

*Those |

 ness of the night?” asked Travers.
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was astonishing; his agility a thing to
marvel at. And when he acted he invariably
acted with the swiftness of a panther,

Swinging on that branch, he suddenly
released his hold, and he vanished elean over
the top of the neighbouring hedge, alighting
in the meadow beyvond. It had all been
done within the space of two scconds.

" No, you don’t I said Waldo grimly.

He had been right, There was a figure be-
hind that hedge., He had caught the merest
glimpse, and he had heard the faintest of
sounds. Only his eyesight and his hearing
could have detected these significant sigus,

“Who are you, and what are vou doing
behind this hedge?” demanded Waldo sus-
piciously.

His grip was like 1ron, and his captive had
no chance of getting awayv. Ior the first
moment or two he struggled, then he gave
1L up. I

ngdo. peering forward, was astonished to
find himself looking inte a brown, clean-
shaven face. It was the face of Ali, Captam
Boom's queor Indian coolie servant |

1

Waldo.

DO no' harm,” muttered Ali sullenly.
“Let me go, sahib.”
"I want to know who you are, and
what you are doing here,” replied
“Come along, we'll go through thia

gap. Any of you fellows got a Jight? I've
got a rummy sort of capture.”
“I do no harm,” said Ali again. “Only

go for walk without got-
Please let me go,

“Great Scott !’
cjaculated Handforth,
as he struck a match
and held it aloft.
“Who's this ? By
Georee! A yellow
man !’

“Ali not yeliow
protested the coolie in-
dignantly. *“Al
brown.”

He looked different
now, Ie was dressed
in a thick, heavy over-
coat, and an ordinary
tweed cap. The
juniors gathered
round, marvelling at
Waldo’s remarkable swiftness of action, and
they stared with suspicion at the captive,

“We'd better hold this man and take him

to the police,” said Handforth excitedly.
“I'll bet a term’s pocket-money that he's
in league with those Tong men! He's onv
of their agents—spying on the schooll”

“Looks hike it,” said IFullwood.

“In a word, a pretty foul sort of blister.”

Al struggled.

“I do no harm,” he repeated,
of Captain Boom.”

“And 1s it usual for Captain Boom to

keep servants who erawl out in the black-
" And

out for a walk. I
ting in trouble, ¢h?
salub.”

14

“71 servant
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do Captain Boom’'s servants wear rubber-
soled shoes?”

“By George!” said Handforth. * Rubber-
soled shoes, eh? That proves that he's up
to no good! He’s out on the prowl—spying !
And'1 happen to know that he’s not one of
Captain Boom's servants.”

“How do you know?” asked Gresham.

“Captain Boom has eome to live in the
district—he’s bought Bellton Chase,” re-
plied Handforth, “I went there this after-
noon with Churchy and Mae. This Indian
rotter wasn’'t there then.”

Al breathed hard,

“Because you not see me, sahib, you think
I not there,” he said. “I Captain Boom’s
servant. No harm. You let me go, young
sahibs "

“No fear!” replied Handforth. “We're

oing to hand you over to the police, my
ad—on suspicion of being a desperate
character., Loitering with felonmious intent,
by George!™

Heavy footsteps sounded on the road, and
the jumors turned, startled.

“Belay, there!” came a gruff voice. “Sink
me for a wall'eyed porpoise! What's all
this?”

Captain Phineas Boom himself appeared,
truculent and aggressive.

“It's. Captain ﬁuem 1” went up a general
shout.

“And I want to know what ye're doing,
ve young lubbers!” said Captain Boom.
“Take your grappling-irons off that servant
o mince! Set him adrift, durn ye!”
Handforth was rather taken aback.

“Is this—this man your servant, Captain
Boom ¥ he asked, disappointed.

“By grog! Haven't I ‘just‘. said so?”
rumbled the old skipper. “Ali is as trust-
worthy as my own right hand. Can't he go
out for a little cruise without you young
landerabs gettin’ your claws into him?”
A]‘:Young sahibs not understand,” muttered

i.

He was released, and he went nearer to
Captain Boom, who placed a2 protecting hand
upon his shoulder.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth.
“We thought that this Indian chap was a
member of the Tong, sir!”

“Tong ?"” repeated Captain Boom. ‘May
I be mistook for a bargee! What’s all this
about & Tong? Don’t T tell ye that Ali is
my servant, and that he's honest? Ali knows
nothing about any Tong. You'd best get
them ideas out o' your heads.”

“Where were vyou, sir?” asked Travers
suddenly.

“I?7 Why, I was standin
twenty fathoms along the channel,’
tain Boom, jerking a thumb over his
shoulder. “But, by all the hurricanes,
what’s it got to do with you? Can’t a trim
craft be abroad at night without a lot of

oung pirates holdin® him up and asking
ﬁim questions !

“Well, it seemed a bit rummy, that’s all.
Captain,” said Travers. *“I mean, you
weren't on the road in the ordinary way—

at anchor
sald Cap-

¥

and neither was this servant of yours. Wera |

| likes 7
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you waiting for somebody? Were
watching something 7”

“Avast!” growled the old sea dog. “You'd
better up anchor and set sail for harbour,
durn ye! And no more silly ideas about
this coolie boy o’ mine bein’ a wrong "un.”

He marched off, taking Ali with him;
and the juniors watched them go, mystified
and puzzled.

“Queer old bird,” murmured Travers.
“Do you know, dear old fcllows, there's
something rummy abont this. I'm not
actually suspicious of Captain Boom, but

he wasn’t particularly informative, was he?”

“There may be nothing in it, but it cer-
tainly seems funny,” said Tullwood slowly.
“Still, we mustn’t make mountains cut of
molehills, you chaps.”

“Well, 1t’s strange that Captain Boom
should have such a servant—and more than
strange that they should both be out in the
dark like this,” said Handforth, with decep
suspicion in his voice. “If you ask me,
there’s something queer going on.”

Fullwood laughed.

“If 1t hadn’t been for those Tong men,
and the faect that Mr. Lee and Nipper are
in danger, we shouldn’t have thought anv-
thing of this affair,” he said. * Captain
Boom 13 an old merchant skipper, and sarely
he can come for a walk in the evening if he
And if he chooses to brinq a servant
with him, what does it matter?’

“An Indian!” said Handforth darkly.

“Well, that’s nothing.,” said Gresham,
“Lots of old sea-dogs like Captain Boom
have Oriental servants. They get used to
them in foreign parts, and they bring them
home. Perhaps Captain Boom has had this
coolie for years. 1 think we'd better forget
the incident altogether, otherwise we might
make too much of 1it.”

“Good idea,” said Jimmy Potts. *Come
on! Let's get back! We've all got passes to
be out a bit later than usual, but unless
we're careful we shall overdo it—arf® that’ll
mean lines.”

They got to St. Frank’s without any
further incident, and it wasn’t long bhefore
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West heard
of the strange encounter with Captain Boom
and his coolie servant. Lots of fellows were
still discussing the matter in the Junior
Common-room—in spite of the fact that they
had almost decided to drop the subject.

“We saw that Indiarn merchant, ton,” said
Watson, frowning. "“We went down to tho
Chase to find out about Nipper, and tho
door was answered by that brown-faced
fellow.”

“If you ask me,” said Handforth, “there’s
something wonky about it. I’'m not so sure
of Captain Boom. How do we know that he
1sn't up to something squiffy 7"

“Begad! A ridiculous idea, Handy, old
boy,” said Sir Montic. *“Mr. Lee was with
Captain Boom—and that fact alone proves
that the captain i3 all right.”

“H’m! suppose it does,”
Handforth reluctantly.

“Where's Nipper now!” asked Gresham.

you

admitted

L]
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Sinister and eerie looked Bellton Chase in the wintry evening as Sir Montfe Tregellis-West anu

Tommy Watson rang the bell.
man attired in quaint oriental garb.

The door suddenly opened and on the threshold stood a slim, lithe
“‘ The young sahibs require anything ?** he asked in & soft

volce.

“Goodness anly knows,” replied Tommy
Watson gloomily,
“Hasn’t he come back?
“He and our gallant Mr. Lee have gone
into  hiding,” melmtwd Bernard Iforrest,
who was standing by ‘the hreplace. " Didn't
vou know? The Remove i1s skipperless-
until Nipper chooses to come ont into the |
open again., These Chinese rib-tieklers, it
scems. have put a proper scare into—-—"
“You rotter!” grunted Handforth, glar-
ing. “It’s all very well for von to sneer,
but it's a good idea for Mr. Lee to lio
low. You wouldn't like to see him done
to death by these beastly Chinks, would |

1011‘?”

1’#:- ish ‘Hu- thought !" replied Forrest, *1I
entirely agree with Mr. Lee's poliey; only
T’m a bit disappointed. 1 thought that he was

made of sterner stufl.”

Nobody took much notice of Bernard IFor-
rest. Now that he had revealed himself in
his true colours, now that he was known to
be the old, insolent Forrest of former days,
everybody knew how to treat him,

The telephone-bell rang, and all cves were
turned upon the box. Iach Common-room

5l

at St. Frank's was prmldz-d with 1ts own
telephone, and cach {elephone was in a
sound-proof booth,

“NWonder who that can be " asked IHand-

forth,

“ Better go and aunswer it,” suggesied
Church.
Handforth went into the box and lifted

the receiver. X moment later his eyes lighted
up.

“You bounder!"™ he ejaculated. *““Where
the dickens are vou., Nipper?"”

0 N T 3 e - ”

Nipper!” shouted Watson, running up.

“Sovry, Handyv, but I can’t tell you exactly
where I am.” came Nipper's cheery voice
over the phone. “Guv'nor's orders. Is Wat-
about—or Tregellis-West®"”

soln anvwhore

g Thﬂ}"ri’ bath here,”

“You might bring one of thein te tho
phome.”

“What's the matter with me*” demanded
Handforth,

“You don't expeet me to go over a long

15t of vour defects on the h*h"]‘ihf}n(‘, o
yvou?"” asked Nipper, with a chuekle.
“There's so nmr‘u the matter with you,
Ilszh th.lt

“Ass ' inter rupted Handforth., “I meaun,

why can't vou speak to me?”

“It's too strenuouns,” replied Nipper. “De
a sport, and bring Tommy to the phone.”
Handiorth grunted, and came out of the

box,
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“He wants you, Watson,” he said. "“No
secrets, mind! If Nipper has made any
discoveries, I shall expect you to pass them
on to me.’

Tommy Watson wasn’t listening, He
entered the box, and grabbed the receiver.

“Hallo, Nipper!” said Tommy. “It’s
jolly good to hear your voice, old man!
Montie and I wondered what had happened
to you.”

“Nothing much has happened,” came
Nipper's voice. “I'm only ringing up now
just to have a friendly chat, and to bid you
good-night 1”

“Where are you?”

“Not very far off,” replied Nipper. “The
faet is, the guv'nor has decided that he and
I had better lie low for a bit, Things are
getting too hot.”

“It’s a good idea,” replied Watson. ‘‘ But,
dash it, I'm your pal, aren’t I? Surely you
can let Montie and me know where you
are 7

“Sorry, old son, but it’s impossible,”
replied Nipper earnestly. “I'd let you know
like a shot, but Mr. Lee has forbidden me
to tell you anything. I don’t suppose I shall
be at the school again to-night, but it’s
possible that Mr. Lee will be there.”

“We’ve seen nothing of him.”

“All the same, he may be there/’ said
Nipper. “I cun’t tell you exactly when I
shall come back, but it won’t be very long
Don't worry, and don’t expeet me until you
see me.

“It’s .too bad,” caqnplained Watson. “All
this seeretiveness, Trneun. Has Mr. Lee
discovered something about rotten
Tong men?”’

“1’ll tell you this much,” replied Nipper.
“Mr. Lee has a plan—a plan for trapping
those cnemies of ours,” continued Nipper.
“If it comes off all right, we shall soon be
back.”

“I say,” ecjaculated Tommy eagerly, “did
vou know that that coolie servant of Captain
Boom's has been round the school this even-
ing 7

“You mean that fellow Ali?”

li&?es.l!

“¥ou say he's been round the school 77

“Well, he was dodging behind a hedge up
the lane,” said Watson. “Waldo spotted
him and grabbed him. Captain Boom was
there, too. What does it mean7”

“QOh, nothing much,” replied Nipper. I
expect. Captain Boom was out for a walk,
and he was taking that Indian servant o# his
with him.”

“Does that Indian chap usually go for
walks behind hedges 7

“Perhaps he was scared of showing him-
self to you,” said Nipper. “Yon see, Cap-
tain  Boom must have known that yon
fellows were in a state of tension, and he
thought it advisable to hide Ali out of the
way—until you had passed. I shouldn’t
make any mystery of it if I were you.”

Presently Nipper rang off,
chums still puzzled and worried.

those

¥

leaving his’

And everybody in the Remove felt that
there was some secret game afoot |

CHAPTER 6.
After Midnight!

v APTAIN PHINEAS BOOM listencd
‘ stolidly and impassively as the big
clock of St. Frank’s chimed out the

solemn hour of midnight.

He was standing about a quarter of a
mile from the school, on a little ‘rising point
of ground which was surrounded by bushes.
He was hidden completely. And yet, by
parting the bushes, he was able to see a
lighted window of the Ancient House.

The old skipper had chosen his place well.
It was so situated that he could get pre-
cisely the angle he needed. And the window
he was watching was the window of Nelson
Lee’s bed-room. There was a light in it—a
soft, subdued light which was a mere blur
at this distance.

The rest of the school was in complete
darkness, Everybody had gone to slecp.
'There was only that one lighted window.

Overhead, the sky was overcast, and the
darkness of the November night was well-
nigh impenetrable. It was cold, too, for
there was a keen, biting wind blowing from
the north,.

Not that Captain Boom minded. He was
well wrapped up in a great overcoat, with a
thick muffler round his neck. His vigil
apparently had been a long one. But he was
evidently a man of much patience; he stood
there, motionless and silent.

Every now and again he bent forward,
applying his eye to the end of a long object
which was securely perched in the bush
which stood in front of him, The long
object was a big telescope,

And whilst that lighted window was cnly
a blur to the naked eye, it stood out in sharp
relief when Captain Boom looked througn
the telescope. He could not only see the
outline of the window, but he could casily
dist.lipguish the objects within the bed-room
1tsell.

He took another careful survey now.

He could see a corner of the bed, and just
a~tiny section of the fireplace. Between them
a big casy-chair was placed, with its back
half towards the window. There was a table
next to the chatr, and a reading-lamp was
standing on the table, shaded and softly
glowing, ’

“Nothing doing yct,” muttered Captain
Boom, under his breath.

With his eye applied to the telescope, he
watched the figure in that ecasy-chair. 1t
was the figure of Nelson Lee, and he was
apparently reading; for occasionally a page
of 2 book would be “turned It was a
peaceful enough sceno—the kind of secene:
that anybody might have expected to see.

Yet, remembering the circumstances, there
seemed to be something rash in Nelson Lee’s
behaviour. Not only was his back to the
window, but the blind was fully up. Surely
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he was being extraordinarily carcless.
Surely he was asking for trouble !

The quarter-hour struck, and the situation
remained precisely the same.

The minutes dragged by, and then the
half-hour sounded. Still Nelson Lee sat in
that "chair,. still he ocecasionally turned a
page of his book, and still Captain Phincas
Boom remained at his telescope, watching
with never a sign of impatience,

T was getting on towards one o'clock
I when Captain Boom suddenly stiffened.
Thore was something else for him to

sce now, and he gazed intently and
eagerly. A black shadow had appeared for
a second above the level of that bed-room
window-sill. It hovered, became tangible
again, and then revealed itself aa the
shadowy figure of a man. Another followed,
so that there were two forms perched on
the window-sill of Nelson Lee’s hed-room,
“I knew it!" breathed Captain Boom

exultantly. “I knew they'd come "

L again,

He was impressed by the remarkable
patience of the two figures on the window-
sill. They were evidently working with
extreme caution, and fully three minutes
had elapsed before they got through into
the bed-room. Then Captain Boom watched
them as they advanced upon that unsus-
picious figure in the armchair,

“Ah ' breathed the old captain.

Through the telescope he could dgtinctly
~—horribly distinctly—see what was happen-
ing. One of those figures had raised his
arm, and iu his grip there was a big, ugly
knife ! .

Down it came—down into the back of
Nelson Lee's sitting figure | '

A low, soft chuckle sounded in Captain
DBoom's throat. He had watched the tragedy
without turning a hair; indecd, it almost
appeared that he was pleased. e took a
delight in sceing that ugly knife stuck into
the back of Nelson Lee ! -

He continued to wateh, and he chuckled
The intruders were emerging—hur-
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riedly, almost as though panic-stricken. They
came' through the window, lowered them-
selves, and vanished into the blackness.

And in Nelson Lee’s bed-room the read-
ing-lamp still glowed, the fire still flickered,
and everything was quiet. But there was
no longer that figure in the chair now. It
had toppled forward out of =zight. The
intruders, apparently, had accomphished
their deadly mission.

Captain Boom removed his telescope from
its perch, slid it closed, and put it into one
of his overcoat pockets, Then he turned,
and a soft, low whistle escaped from his lips.
It was like the whistle of some night bird.

A figure materialised out of the surround-
ing darkness.  And before Captain Boom
stood the little brown shape of Ali, the
Indian coolie.

“Well, guv'nor ?” breathed Ali. _

“Just as we expected, young 'un,” whis-
pered Captain Boom. “They’ve been—they’ve
had their little surprise. And now, I think,
it will be our turn.”

“By Jove!” whispered Ali.
great stunt, guv’nor |
- And, strangely enough, the voices of Cap-
tain Phineas Boom and the Indian coolie
were the voices of Nelson Lee and Nipper !

SO the ‘‘disappearance ” of Nelson Lee

LH

“It was a

and Nipper was not very mysterious,

after all! Lee, as a matter of fact,

had made a speecial arrangement with
the bluff old Captain Boom, ‘
‘Nelson Lee had decided that it was time
No

for him to act on his own initiative.
longer would he be con-
tent. to wait, and to see
what the Tong men
would do. He was deter-
mined to carry the attack
into the enemy’s camp.
The unexpected arrival
of Captain Boom had
viven Lee an idea, and
with his usual briskness
Lee had lost no time in
putting 1t into operation,
To begin with, it was

necessary that he and
Nipper should tempor-
arily vanish. Therefore,

Nipper had become Ali,
the Indian coolie, and
Lee had become Captain
Phineas Boom. 1f, by
chance, they were seen in the neighbourhoed
by the ever-watchful Chinese, the latter
would not associate them with the pair who
had been marked down.,

It had been comparatively easy for Nelson
Lee to impersonate the genial old merchant
captain. or that bluff individual had many
characteristic features—his red hair, his
goatee beard, his lined, weather-beaten face.
his blue reefers and peaked cap. Lee, with
his skill in make-up, and with Captain
Boom in front of him, had accomplished a
clever impersonation. By the time he had
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finished, Mr. Peter Jiggs gazed at him in
awe, and had vouchsafed the opinion that
he was blowed, and that it was no good
saying he wasn’t,

There was no such impersonation in
case of Nipper. Lee had merely cgiwm
Nipper a bronzed appearance, and had put
him into different elothing. Nipper himself
had done the rest—he ia.d assumed the
character of the fietitious Indian with much
clovernoess.

So. in spite of appearances, neither Lee
nor Nipper were lying low. They were very
active—they were pressing the battle into
the enemy’s territory. It was Captain Boom
who was actually lying low. ¢ had pro-
mised to remain hidden until Lee had no
further use for his identity.

the

breathed Nipper cagerly.
“Splendidly,”
“Qur enial
rammed a wicked knife
my unfortunate cffigy.”

“T'll bet they got a shock,”
Nipper.

“No doubt—and by now they arc well on
their way back to their lair, wherever that
happens to be,” replied the detective,
“With luck, young 'un, we shall locate it
later on.”

Secretly, Nelson Lee had fixed a dummy
figure in his bed-room, seating it in the arm-
chair so that it resembled a real human
being. There was even a clockwork arm,
so arranged that it would turn the pages
of a book over at regular
intervals. Thus, in the
event of a watcher being
on the alert, he woula
take it for granted that

“HOW’ did the wheeze work, guv'nor7”

murmured Lee,
Chinese  friends
imto the back of

chuckled

the figure was really
alive.

“"What are we going
to do now, guvnor?”’

whispered Nipper,

“We must wait."”

“Haven’t we waited
long enough? Those
men have gone——"

“We must wait for a
full hour—and if we wait
two hours, all  the
hotter.”

“My only hat! Is that
necessary 77 asked Nipper

wonderingly.

“TI want to be absolutely ecertain that
those Chinamen have gone back to their
hiding-place,” replied Lee. “We cannot
afford to take any chances, Nipper—and,

strietly speaking, we should not be talking
now,”

They squatted down in the shelter of one
of the thick bushes, Nelson Lee’s ears on
the alert—ready to cateh the slightest sus-
picious sound.

“It's a pity we haven't got cars
Waldo, guv'nor,” breathed Nipper.

like
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THE ST.

FRANK’S QUESTIONNAIRE

Here are twelve teslers for you, chums—questions which refer to St. Frank’s and

11s members.

Give them the * once-over,” jol down the answers to those which

vou know, and then compare them wilh HJL correct list which will be given, togelher
with another sct of questions, next week.

—

. What is the name of the housekeeper at
the Moor View School?
What was the Moor View huilding before
it became a girls’ school?
What is the name of the stationmaster at
Bellton Station?
Where is the origina! site of the River
House School?
. Who are the occupants of Study No. 1
in the St. Frank's Modern House?
Who is the Welsh boy in the Sixth Form?
How are the St. Frank’s studies heated?
What is the name of Willy Handferth's pet
ferrot?
. Which junier at St.
an old sea captain?
. Who is the Lancashire junior
Remove?
What is the name of the Chemistry Master
at St. Frank’s?
. Where is the lighthouse, the beams from
which can be seen on a dark night at St.
Frank's, situated?

© SN®m o oA W N

Frank's is the son of

in the

-k ﬂ‘
ra iy

—— o ——— —=

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS :

1. Cornelivus Trotwood, 2. John DBustcr-
field Boots, Percy Bray, and Walter Denny.
3. Mr, James Crowell, 4. Pelton's Bend 14
a row of cottages, occupied by farm-workers,
up the lane which leads from Bellton to
Holt's Farm. 5. At the junction of the
DRunnington and Caistowe roads, at the end
of Bellton village. 6. The Plaza. 7. Morgan
Fvans. 8. Rupert Waldo, the Peril Expert.
9. Stephen Parry is a Fifth-Former board-
ing in the Modern House, 10, Thomas
(‘eorge  Parry. 11. Handforth; Chureh,
McClure; Gresham, Doots, Goodwin;
Tregellis-West, Fullwood, Nipper, Travers,
Pitt, This is the latest formation, 12.
Priscidla. ’

CORRECTION.—In Sept. 28th 1ssue the
West House Junior Common-room Telephone
No, was given by mistake as Bannington 78,
This should be DBanningten 76, The FEngat
House Junior Telephone No. 135 Ban, 78—
not 19 as stated in Oct. 5th issue.

Lee nodded.
" An extraordinary boy,” he said. * How
on earth he detected yvou this evening is
more than I ecan understand. You didn't

012

make any definite sound, did you?

“I didn't even move,” replied Nipper.
“Yet he must have spotted me—or heard
me. He was over the hedge like a flash,
and he jumped on me before I could dodge
After that, of course, I had to kcep up the
game and pretend to be Ali. Thank good-
ness, L’IID‘E chaps didn’t spot me through the
disgm e.’

“Yes; that would rather have upset mat-
ters,” agreed Lee. “It was a good thing
that I was on the spot. The boys were
puzzled, but they were not unduly suspicious,
And if our plans go well, Nipper, we shall
be able to resume our ;mrmaﬁ) identitics iIn
a short time.’

“Do you really think that we shall get
on the track of the Tong men to-night, sir’'

“I fancy we shall!” replied Nelson Lee
grimly.

CHAPTER 7.
The Lair of the Tong!

OOM~—BOOM ! #

B The school clock chimed out the

hour of two. The November night

had become more windy now, and

overhead there were masses of swift-movi ing
clouds.

Nelson Lee and Nipper were still in th'lt

thicket—still waiting. They had scarvcely

moved, or exchanged a remark, for a solid
bour. And nothing had happened to arouse
their suspicionas, hey scemed to have tho
night completely tn themselves.

“Well, young 'un, I think we can make
4 move now,’’ murmured Lee, as he rose to
his feet,

“Good egg!” breathed Nipper.

Their first task was a curious one. In-
stead of making straight for the school, they
worked their way mund getting thmugh
gaps in the hedges, and ﬂnﬂ.lly coming to

a halt at the long shed which was used as a
hm}ch, house—and also as a pets’ head-
guarters,

Nipper squeezed through a window, and
within & minute he was out again, bringing
an cxcited little spaniel dog with him on
a leash,

“Steady, old man—steady !
Nipper. “No barking, mind !
for you to do to- mglt, dl'l[] vou've got
L{ep vour wits about youw.'’

It wash't often that Nipper had an occa-
sion to put his little dog to any use. Bogz,
the epaniel, was as keen a fracker as any
bloodliound—he was certainly a far easier

whisperml
'lhmr: s work
to

dog to handle—and he was remarkably in-
telligent,

“Nm\ for the Lig test, guv'nor,”” said Nip-
per snfth 1l ﬁct that Boz will turn up
trumps.”

“Kverything depends upon his ability,”
said Lee,

Very cautiously they made their way to-

wards the Ancient Fouse. Lee, knowing
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the dangers that beset him, car-
ried his revolver ready, with the
safety-catch slid back. He was
prepared for any sudden
emergency.

They came to a halt under-
neath  the window of Lee’s bed-
room. There was ivy on the wall
here, and it was easy to guess
how  the s<coundrelly Chinaman
had climbed up to the window.
But Lee did not waste any time

in looking for footprints. He had
another plan in mind.
[Ie took a small metal box

from his pocket, opened it, and
remnoved a emall piece of rag.
As he did so, a strong odour of
stale tobacco wafted to his own
and Nipper’s nostrils.

“¥ere, Boz, try this, old man,”
whispered Nelson Lee. *““That’s

NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

: /, ik

right! Take a good sniff. You i
don’t like it, eh? I didn’t expect {E:gﬁgﬁ l:il;a tu‘i“:gct:;: atga:gg
gf:ll: ESIHNDW khen, see What you lighted window at St. Frank’s.
. T " "
Ho roplaced the pungent ras gt L, 1 'St U
into the box, and Nipper, pulling feure appreaching the umsus- "
at the leash, directed Boz over 8 P 5 :
pecting Nelson Lee as he sat in :

the ground immediately beneath
the bed-room window.

The little spaniel knew what
was expected of him, and he
sniffed the ground eagerly, ex-
citedly. After a few seconds he
pulled at the leash with all his
strength, whining in his throat.

“Ie’s got 1f, guv’nor!” muttered Nipper
tensely.

“Ho it appears,” nodded Lee. *'Let him
go ahead, Nipper.” '

Boz was evidently on a very strong scent,
for never once did he falter. He set off
round the Ancient House, still whinin
cagerly in his throat; and he almost bﬂ.rkeg
when he reached the high stone wall and
could go no farther. He stooed on his hind
legs, pawing at the wall impatiently.

Lee leapt up, got astride the wall, and
Boz was handed to him. A moment later
all three were on the other side of the wall,
in the little private lane which nearly sur-
rounds the St. Frank’s property.

Once again Boz went off, after sniffing
about for a mere second or two. Lee and
Nipper found it necessary to eclimb the
gate which led into Little Side, and here,
oa the damp grass, Boz made good progress,
fuirlv 1pulling Nipper along.

“He's on 1t, guv'nor!” muttered Nipper.
“1le’s got it, for a cert!”

“Well, we've always known that Boz .has
an excellent scent,” replied Lee, “ And this

articular trail ought to be quite easy for

im to follow.” .

“It was a ripping idea of yours, sir,-to
trick the Chinks like that,” said Nipper ad-
miringly.

*1 wanted Boz to have a good strong scent,”
said [ee grimly. ‘‘It wae easy enough for
me to sprinkle the carpet all round the arm-

his armechair ; saw the gleaming
knife ; saw it flash downwards !

chair with nicotine. solution. I put some
under the window, too, so the intruders had
to walk over it. Although the carpet was
dampened, there was nothing noticeably dif-
ferent, and i1t is natural that a bachelor’s
bed-room should smell of stale tobacco. This
scent ought to last for quite a while, and 1
haven’t any doubt that Boz will prove him-
self equal to the occasion. And once we
have discovered the lair of the Tong men, we
shall be in a position to trap them!”

Nipper was aware of a thrill as he fol-
lowed behind the straining spaniel. Action!
He and his guv'nor were going after the
Tong men—instead of the ’Fon men being
after them! It was an exhilarating ex-
.perience. The lust of the hunt was in Nip-
per's blood, and there is no hunt quite so
oxeiting as a man-hunt.

There might be danger, too—frightful
danger. If the trackers made any blunder,
they would pay dearly for it. These

Chinamen were relentless and cunning, They
would mnot fail to seize their opportunity
if Nelson Lee and Nipper walked into
their hands.

Nelson Lee was not the kind of man to
sit still and wait for something to happen.
As for admiiting that these Tong men had
beaten him, the very idea of it was
ridiculons. 1lis only course was to take the
offensive, and he was doing so.

“Going towards Edgemore, by the look of

it, sir,” whispered Nipper, after a while.
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“8o it secis,”
to wonder what likely spot there 15 iIn Lidge-

“I am beginning

more, It's only a tiny hamlet, Nipper, vet
there has been no talk of Chinaunwn there.
Our enemies have never once allowed them-
sclves to be scen. Where ecan they be
hiding ?
whelming curiosity.’

“Same heve, sir,”  breathel Nipper.
“Iallo, we're going off at a tangent now.
It st be the trail. though—Boz is pulling
as strongly as ever.”

Iaving crossed two meadows, they soon
came out upon a country lane. It was the
road which led from Dellton to Edgemore.

LIBRARY OF SCHOOL

: : ] | into the ruins.
I confess T am Glled with an over- |
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Boz did not seem to be so certain here, for
he hesitated once or twice,

However, he soon settled down again, and
continued on his way along the laue, pulling
cagerly at the stout leash. But within three
hundred yards he was off the road once
more, padding along over the turf of a
neighbouring meadow. Soma
distance ahead loomed dark,
menacing clumps of trees, with
ghostly, jagged ruins in their
midst,

“The
Nipper.
waedor 1

Those old walls were the
rums of Edgemore Priory. It
was a picturesque place in the
bright sunlight, but gloomy and
ecric by mght. The country
people avoided i1t like a plague,
for 1t had the reputation of being

muttercd
Jovel I

Priory 1”
1L B y

haunted. As a secret hiding-
place, too, it had many advan-
tages.

As Lee and Nipper knew,

there were dungeons far beffeath
the ruins—quaint old vaults,
too. Down there 1t would be
ossible for a dozen men to live
mn secret—to hide during the day-
light hours, and to steal forth in
the darkness. And none would
know of their presence—none
would suspect.

But if they never appeared in
. the daylight, who was the man
who had fired the silent pistol at
Lee when he was in the train at
Bellton Station? Lee strongly
suspected that that' man had not
been a Chinese, but perhaps an
agent. It was difficult to know
anything definite. At all events,
sonicthing concrete was now be-
ing established.

Boz led the way straight to-
wards the ruins, but even now
Nelson Lee did not take any-
thing for granted. Perhaps the
trail would lead past the ruins—
perhaps it would lead towards
some other place. This was only
a bare possibility, but it had to
be tested.
we carry on, guvnor!” breathed

Our

“*Shall
Nipper.

“Qssssh 1”” hissed Lee. “No talking !
lives may depend upon silence 1”

With extreme caution they followed Boaz
It was now obvious that this
was, indecd, the end of the trail.  They.

halted, and Lee took the leash,

He went back some little distance, and tied
the leash to a sapling which grew close to
the ruins,  He bent down near the ground,
and fondled the little spaniel’s head.

“Quiet, Boz—aquiet |” he whispered, " Stay
here, old bov 1" '

Boz wagged his tail understandingly.
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“*No barking, Boz!” warned Lee.

The little dog wagged his tail again, and
the faintest of whines sounded in his throat,

“No whining, either,” whispered Lee.
“Stay here, Boz—and be quiet!”

He went back to the ruins; to where
Nipper was waiting. And for some moments
the pair stood there, listening intently, their
cves busy meanwhile.

Lee still held his revolver, and he was
grimly determined to shoot without a
sccond’s hesitation. Yet, notwithstanding his
precautions, he had an idea that he and
Nipper were fairly safe. The Tong men,
having failed, had gone back to their hiding-
place.  The trail which Boz had followed
proved this,

And now, perhaps, the vellow men were
sleeping, or planning some further move.

Lee could not see that any good purpose
would be served by staving on this spot. He
had made the discovery he desired; it
would be better to leave. There was no
violent hurry. Precipitancy might lead to
disaster.

Far better to go back to the Chase, snatch
some hours of sleep, and then return to the
Priory with a powerful body of police. The
Tong men would be trapped—they would
have no chance of bolting.

" And this, in fact, was what Lee decided to

0.

He placed his mouth close to Nipper's ear,
and when he spoke he hardly did more than
form the words with his lips.

“Come,” he breathed. “We Lave done
enough for to-night. Home !”

Nipper experienced a sensation of dis-
appointment. He had been hoping that he
and Lec would continue their investigations
—fhat they might discover something more
definite than this. However, he did not
question Lee’s orders.,  All he did was to
move forward a pace or two over the old
stone slabs which stretched away at his feet.
A few steps away were some old stone stairs,
leading downwards towards the dungecons.
He wanted to listen there.

But he had hardly taken three tip-toed
steps forward when he experienced an over-
whelming shock. One of those two great
solid slabs sagged away beneath his feet. A
gasping cry came into his throat, and he
tried to recover his balance.

Lee leapt forward, and at the same second
another of those stone slabs gave way.

It was impossible te avoid the trap.

Nelson Lee and Nipper went plunging
down into the unknown darkness!
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CHAPTER 8.

in the Hands of the Tong!

RASH !

‘ The two stone slabs, falling to-
gether, splintered on the floor of a
dungeon which was only just below

the surface. Lee and Nipper, mercifully, fell

clear of those masses of stone, and except for

a bruise or two were unharmed. They were

both sprawling on the floor of the dungcon,

and above them was a big square hole, just
out of their reach.

“(Guv'nor,” panted  Nipper, “I—I
wondered what was happening !” ,
“It's a trap, Nipper—and ¥ we're to

"

escape we must move quickly,
lecaping to his feet, _ +
“It's all my fault!” said Nipper, in dis-

said Lee,

may. ‘'l shouldn’t have moved forward like
that, But how was I to guess that the Joor
wasn't solid? I've been in the IYriory

hundreds of times, and I've always thought
that that floor was safe.” .
“Come—quickly ! said Lee urgently.

He knew that that floor had been safo
until now. 'The Chinese, without question,
had faked it up; rrobably they had loosened
the supports.

Perhaps they had only taken this step as a
precaution—not because they expected Nelson
Lee or the police to track them, but to warn
them in case any chance wayfarer should
wander into their hiding-place.

Nelson Lee did not blame Nipper for tho
disaster, It was pure misadventure—some-
thing which could not possibly have been
forescen, Yet it was a fact that Lee himself
had decided to retreat, and if Nipper had
only refgained from moving into the ruins
there would have been no mishap.

But even now there was a chance for them.
If only they could get away quickly tho
Chinese m'ght assume that a passing tramp
had caused the collapse of the stone slabs.

Nelson Lee leapt upwards, caught the edgo
of the stone flooring above and prepared to
haul himself up. Nippep did exactly tho
same thing at the same moment.

As events turned out, they could have
done nothing worse. It would have been
better to have stood their ground, and to
have waited. For hands came out of tho
darkness, and gripped them as they swung—
seized them as they were helpless.

Nelson Lee was pulled down, and he found
himself struzeling with at least three lithe,
powerful men., He had no chance to use his
automatic pistel. It was knocked out of
his ha in the first second, and it went
clattering over the floor. He was held down.
Nipper was dealt with in the same way,
two men handling him easily.

“Do not struggle, my frie&sis."-_ca.me a
voice out of the darkness. “¥You have no-
thing to fear; I have ordered my men to
capture you alive and unharmed.” .
“Guv'nor,” gasped Nipper, “they’ve got
- g '

(Continued on page 26.)
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Edward Oswald Handforth undertakes to answer, in bis own unique fashion, any

question ““ N.L.” readers care lo submit lo bim.

But, although of a certainly

the resulls will be amusing and enlertaining, the Edilor takes no responsibilily

for their veracily.

“ CHARLIE " (Walthamstow) asks me
some questions, and as he’s been good enough
to say that I’'m the most amazing chap he’s
ever heard of, I propose to answer them. The
first one is: How do I know when the dinner-
bell is ringing when I’m on the playing-fields?
Easy! I just keep an eye on Fatty Littie.
When I see him scooting into the school like
a barrel shot out of a gun I soon know that
it's grub time I am afraid I can’t tell you
how many miles round the Triangle s
square yards, [f it’'s a triangle, how can I?
Ha, ha! That’s caught you, hasn’t 1t?
Still, T know what you mean. And I also
know someone whose foot measures exaclly
‘a foot (no pun intended), so I'll get him to
walk along the edges of the Triangle, and
then I'll let you know the distance in feet.

“CURLEY " (London). Yes, I have been
to Switzerland, and 1 thought it a fine place.
Here's a tip if you're thinking of going there.
It’s rather hilly, so be sure to take a walking-
stick with you, 1 passed on your tie sugges-
‘tion to Archie Glenthorne as reqeested. And
I regret to say that Archie fainted on the
spot! .

“ AUGUSTAV ' (Edinburgh). My lucky
colonr is blue with pink spots. I’ve never
found my lucky number yet; although last
week, when 1 just missed a horse and cart as
I turned a corner in my Austin Beven, 1
thanked my lucky stars,

PHILIP CONROY (Twickenham) writes
me a half-page letter and then says he must
close because it’s tea-time. You'll never be
a success In life like me if you can’t think of
anything except your tummy, Philip. You're
about the fiftieth correspondent who has asked
me to kick Gore-Pearce & Co., and 1’'m afraid
my foot is getting rather sore by this time.
Still, by George, who am I to shirk such an
obvious duty? TI’ll go and do the dced right
now. SHorry I can’t send you my photograph,
It will be an awful shock to you, I know,

‘““PETER PAN " (Southport). Thanks for
your extremely charming letter. I agree with
your brother when he says that Irene is the

Write to Handforth, c/o the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, lo-day.

best and prettiest name for a girl. 1 consider
Dora is the second best. That 15 your name,
1sn’t i ?

“A GIRL READER " (Margate). Chris-
topher Columbus discovered Australia. I'm
not quite sure of the date, so 1 won’t give
it. 1 don’t want to make a silly mistake,
I’'m suve I don’t know whether Mr. Pycrart
is aware of the fact that he has a [emale
admirer, Who is this extraordinary - person,
anyway ! You said you'd send me twopence
for some chocolate if I answered those two
questions, so now I'm waiting for my reward.
And if it's all the same to you, I’d rather
you sent the box of chocolates than the
money. My birthday is on the 18th of April.
By the way, what’s the meaning of those
twenty-two crosses you put under your sig-
nature ? |

W. K. BROWN (Morpeth). There’s some-
thing wrong with your think-box, old man,
Nipper is not the best boxer in the Remove.
How ridiculous! You've slighted me and 1
feel hurt. Yes, 1 was very sorry when the
School Train trip came to an end. We ought
to have visited Morpeth, and then 1 could
have come and treated you to a bath-bun—
providing you’d lent me a penny. Stanley
Waldo i1s one of the best, and I like him,
Only one thing worriecs me where he’s con-
cerned, in fact. I'm aiways afraid he’ll pick
up my Austin Seven-and hurl it at Gore-
Pearce or Forrest.

“ BULLDOG BREED " (Crewe), Ilere's

"another reader who puts a lot of crosses uader

his or her name—twenty-eight of ’em thus
time. What DO they stand for? I’m sure
they don’t mean anything complimentary or
affectionate, becausalthis reader calls me
Pic-FFace, and says he or she has a weed
growing in his or her cabbage patch which
looks exaetly like my hair. The cheek! I
tl‘ert:.l.inl}' will not give yvour kind regards to
rene,

EDWARD OSWALD.
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FU CHANG THE TERRIBLE!

({Continued from page 24.)

The next moment he could have bitten off
his tongue, for he remembered that there
was still half a chance that they might be
mistaken for the grizzled old Captain Boom
and his coolie servant. As i1t happened, how-
ever, Nipper had done very little harm, for
Lee’s own voice sounded at the same time,
drowning Nipper's words,

“Sink me for a slab-sided landlubber |V
bellowed. ““*Avast, there! What's
game, durn ye?"”

“YVery clever, Mr,

he
the

Nelson Lee—but quite

useless,” said the silky voice from the dark-
11035,
e gave some rapud orders in another

language—apparently Chinese.  Lee and
Nipper were dragged through the darkness,
aud, having passed along a dank-smelling
passage, thc:, came out mto a wide wvault,
There was some illumination here—queer
lamps were perched on little ledges in the
walls.

Nipper recognised the figure of Yen Sing,
the man who had captured him once before.
Yen Sing was the leader of these Tong men,
and his English was as perfect as it could

b». He was rather a distinguished-looking
Chinaman, but his eyes were evil and
sinister.

The two prisoners were quickly rendered
helpless. Their arms and legs were bound.
Nelson Lee’s wig was removed, his beard
was pulled away, and his eyebrows torn off.

“It was good ﬂf vou, Mr. Nelson Lee, to
pay us a visit,” said Yen Sing smoothly.
“1 shall never cease to be grateful to you
for this favour. And you brought your
yvoung companion with you, too. He appears
to need a wash, but we will let that pass.

Nipper g'manmt They were recognised
—they were exposed, Them Tong men had
got them, and there was now no possibility
of escape,

“This call is very unexpected,” continued
the Chinaman, in his silky voice. “‘I sus-
peeted that you were indulging in some
trickery when I learned of the dummy figure
in your bed-room. DBut for you to come to
me here is indeed obliging of you. My
little trap was not set in tne expectation of
snaring two such distinguished vietims.”

“It was my fault!” said Nipper hoarsely.
“You can gloat all you like, you devil! My,
Leo 1.'-.01111:1111, have fallen into your rotte.
trap !’

“IHush, Nipper!” said Lee quietlv. “No
good purpose will be served by wrangling
with this man. Fortunc has gone against us,
You aro

and we must accept the position,
no more to blame than 1 am.”
There were six Chinamen altogether—Yen
Sing and five evil-looking companions. These
five men now stood back,

silent and 1mpas-

woodwork,

EVERY
BOY'S
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Something like a motor-cycle, isn't it?
If you are interested in motor-cycles you will revel in the 1930 HOBBY
ANNUAL, from which the above illustration is taken,

railways, model-making, fretwork, aeroplanes,
are just a few subjects chosen at random from this better book for boys.
You must have it—you'll treasure it for years.
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sive. They appcared to be waiting for He clapped his hands and in came
orders. They soon received them, for Yen | another of the Chinamen. Yer Sing spoke

Sing spoke rapidly and at some length,
Then, with a wave of his hand, he dismissed
all but two.

“I have given orders for your graves to
be dug,” he said smoothly, as he turned back
to Leo and Nipper. ‘I hate being melo-
dramatic in this fashion, Mr. Lee, but you
must forgive me this time. You have been
kind enough to visit us, and we must now
do our best to entertain you. It would
mmdeed be a pity to kill you at once. The
opportunity s too good to be missed.”

“"Torture me if you will, but spare this
boy,” said Lee earnestly. “He is not your
enemy, and never has been.”

“I regret that there can be no dist"nc-
tion,” replicd Yen Sing evilly. “You have
both given me a very great deal of trouble,
and you must not now attempt to deny me a
trifling hour of diversion. While your graves
are being dug, I shall amuse myself—and
for you, perhaps, it will be an entertainment,
too.” :

Lee had no doubt that torture was to be
" practised upon him, but he writhed at the
thought of Nipper suffering, too. These
Tong men would not be satisfied with merely
ending the lives of their victims .with one
swift knife-thrust.

Yen Sing was speaking to the other two
men, and they left without any delay. The
leader was now alone with the two prisoners,
and for some time he paced slowly up and
down the vault without speaking His evil
eyes were upon them, however, and he
allowed an expression of gloating triumph to
show in his face.

This development had come unexpectedly.
No doubt he had feared that Lee and Nipper
had escaped him, and now, 1n this unlooked-
for fashion, they were in his hands.

“You must excuse this delay,” said Yen
Sing presently. ' Certain preparations are
being made, and I am afraid they will entail
a wait.”

Lee made no reply, and though Nipper
wanted to shout out some fierce words, he
held himself in check. Of what use to rave
at this mocking Chinaman?

Yen Sing continued to pace up and down,
and he amused himself by, explaining to Lee
and Nipper that their execution was in-
evitable, The Fu Chang Tong had decided
that they must die—and the orders of the
Tong were relentless and inevitable.

After about ten minutes the figure of a
man appeared in the low arched doorway.

“*Splendid !” said Yen Sing “We are
ready. Come, my young friend, I need
you first.”

He motioned to the man in the doorway,
who came forward and seized hold of
Nipper. The junior was dragged out of
the vault. ‘

“If you are going to torture that boy—
began Lee hoarsely.

‘““Have no fear,” interrupted Yen Sing.
“The boy will suffer no torture.”

LR

to him, and this man squatted down beside
Lee. In one of his hands he gripped a
knife.

“Merely a little precaution,” explained
Yen Sing. “This faithful fellow will watch
over yvou until I return Be patient, M.
Lee. I shall not be long.”

IPPER found himself in another
vault, and this one was lighted by
sundry candles, dotted about here
and there, '

The vault was bare except for a heavy

wooden trestle which stood in the centre.

there was a kind of

however,
pulley arrangement, with ropes. And Nipper
saw that these ropes connected with a huge
chunk of stone, or granite, which rested on
the trestle.

Nipper’s bonds were _ _
looked round wildly. There was some idea in

Overhead,

removed, and ho
his head of making a sudden dash. But
Yen Sing, having come up behind him,
gripped his arms and led him across to a
farther corner of the vault

Here a rope was hanging dewn from the
roof, where there was another pulley.

“Now, my young friend, haal on this
rope,”” said the Chinaman. ‘Do as you arc
told, or you will be persuaded—and my
methods of persuasion will not be nice.”

Nipper gulped, and pulled on the rope. It
required nearly all his strength to lift that
great boulder from the trestle, but he
managed it. He hauled until the boulder
was high up against the ceiling.

“Good!” said Yen Sing approvingly.
“Wait ! Just one moment !”

He reached up, and with one slash of a
knife he cut the rope below Nipper’s grip—
so that Nipper had no spare length. He
could only just hold the rope by having his -
hands above his head, and the strain was
enormous. If he released his hold the stone
houlder would crash down.

‘“How long do you think you can stand
this strain?” asked Yen Sing.

“It’s too much for me,” panted Nipper.
“I ecan’t hold on to this for more than a

minute or two.”
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“A pity,” said the Chinaman. *I had
hoped for a longer spell of amusement. Tow-
Fre :
ever, perhaps your caleulation is wrong.’

He snapped his fingers, aud two China-
men ran forward, took the rope, and Nipper
was pulled back.

“There will be very little delay
said Yen Singz.  “We are ready
enterfainment.”

Nelson Lee was  brought in—cavried by
two of the Chinamen. Nipper stood against
the wall, horrified. Ile could not move, for
Yen Sing was by his side, gripping his arm
and holding, tco, the point of a kniie
against his breast. 1f Nipper attempted to
move forward he would be impaled.

“Guv'nor,” he gasped, “can’t we do some-
thing " _

“Keep your merve, young 'un,' replied
Lee steadily. “I1f we have to die, we will
at least die without making a fuss.”

H was placed on the trestle, right beneath
that great boulder. It swung ently to and
fro on its rope, immediately above Nelson
Lee's head. His feet were bound to the
trestle, his shoulders were bound. and a
further rope was tightened round his neck,
so that it was quite 1mpossible for him to
move his head to and fro.

“Fxeellent 1" said Yen Sing. “I sincerely
trust that my men will not allow that rope
to slip, Mr. Lee. It would be a pity to spoil
the effect by—"

“You devils—you devils!” shouted Nipper
hoarsely. “Guv'nor! They're going to let
that weight drop on you, and it'll kill you
on the spot.”

“Not so fast, bov,” said Yen Sing. “It
will rest with you whether your companion
dies quickly. Come! Reach up—seize this
rope. Good! Are you gripping tightly ©”

Nipper nearly choked with horror.

He had been forced to grasp the end of
that rope, which was almost out of his
reach. He was holding on for dear life now,
and the Chinamen had released their own
grip.

Nelson Lee understood, and Nipper was
sickened when he realised the fiendish, foul
nature of this diabolical plan.

There was no spare on that rope, so if
Nipper allowed it to slip it would 1m-
mediately escape his grasp. And that stone,
suspended above Nelson Lee's head, would
thud down—to crush the life out of him,

The great detective's life depended upon
Nipper’'s strength,

It was a ghastly situation. This fiendish
plan was simplicity itself, and yet a more
demoniac form of torture counld hardly
have been devised, Already the perspiration
was forming in beads on Nipper's face, and
his arms felt as though they were being
pulled out of their sockets. It required every
sunce of his strength to hold that stone in
position. The knowledge that Nelson Lee
would die if he failed now gave him an
added strength, but how long would it last?

Yen Sing spoke to his assistants, and they
vanished silently from the vault, Yen Sing

now,”’
for our
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himself stecod within a few feet of Nipper,
his bared knife still in his hands.

“So!” he said silkily. " An interesting
situation, My, Lee. 1 think you will agree
with me, eh? It will be amusing to dis-
cover how long this boy can muster the
necessary strength to hold that boulder above
your head!”

“Guv'nor,” panted Nipper, “I can’t hold

it long! They're going to make me kill
vou. Can't you arrange scomething with
him? Agree to anything © he wants—any-

thing! If you don't, I shall be the cause of
your death!"

“You had far better save vour breath,
voung 'un,” replied Lee steadily. “The FFu
Chang Tong has decreced that we shall die.
Thev have us in their grip, and theve 1s no
esedpe.  Indeed, it mught be better from
every point of view for you to release that
stone at once!”

“No, no!” sobbed Nipper,
until the end!”

“And T dare say vou will find a little more
strength,” murmured Yen Bing mockingly.
“Let me inform you that the very instant
vou release that rope my kmfe will bury
itself In your heart. So you will both dio
together.  Your graves are being dug even
now, and none will know of your fate!”

It was no ordinary torture, this, It was
the refinement of eruclty, Nelson Leo knew
that death would come to him sooner or
later. And if his agony was great, what of
Nipper's? Nipper had the fearful know-
ledge that when his strength gave out he
would be the direet cause of Lee's death,

And Yen Sing stood by, amused, enter-
tained !

“I'll hang on

CHAPTER 9.
The Surprisel
BUT there was one living creature which

Nelson Lee had forgotten, and which
Nipper had forgotten,
Boz!

The Tong men knew absolutely nothing
of Boz, and so they could not take any pre-
cautions, Yen Sing had sent a man out
into the open immediately after the capture
of Lee and Nipper, but there bhad been no
gsign of Boz then.  (There had been nothing,
And the Tong men had arrived at the ob-
vious conclusion that Lee and Nipper had
penctrated to this trap alone,

In a way, this was true—since Boz had
escaped.

The spaniel, npon hearing the erashing of
the falling slabs, had instinctively known
that something was amiss, At any rate, he
gave a wild leap, and the leash broke. Hao
arrived at the gsgr in the floor just as Lee
and Nipper were fighting desperately against
their captors. If Boz barked, nobody
noticed 1it; the little dog was wildly ex-
cited, mainly because it was impossible for
him to get down to the serap. Then, almost
immediately afterwards, the combatants had
gone. Nelson Lee and Nipper were carried
awayv, and silence reigned.
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Led by Nipper’s pet, Boz, the St. Frank’s party went on through the night. Would they be in time
to save Nelson Lee and Nipper, who were in the hands of the deadly Fu Chang Tong ?

Boz was a sagacious little beggar, and in | dark that he could see nothing at first.
his canine mind bhe must have known that “What's wrong, Boez, old son?” he called.
he could do nothing singlehanded. He Boz barked more frantically than ever,
turned tail and ran. He streaked off to- | He set up a terrific series of urgent barks,
wards St. Frank’s, and the mmre Willy called to him to stop,

Thus it was that the Tong man, prowling the more he carried on—until there was a

about the ruins, saw nothing of the spaniel. “*:‘f“,*“d unte ‘” his "OIC“ uih

g ey " o Willy lll‘f.‘lf.ll."{.H‘y. “lE.LHc:-, Lhuhlﬂ You
; It?'“t h? did ”f“h{m .51‘“1';1'. H‘ifd_”‘h_lt Rl“illk awake? You, too, Owen minor? Come on,
1o & COrmer ana XNiae nimsell away. ©1lmy sons! Nipper's dog is outside, as cx-
did something which was really brilliantly ;

He . cited as the dickens. Must be something
clever—considering that he was only a dog. | paidlv amiss, ™

He went straight to the wall of the Ancient “Why shaonld we bother?” asked Chubby
HMouse, and comn wnLu.E jumpmg up and | Heath sleepily. “One of the prefects nul
down underneath the window of the Third- go down and anieten the little beggar.’
Form dmmitun He created a considerable “You silly ass!” said Willy coldly. " 1t's
din, too—barkmg wildly, and in a higher- | somerhing different from 1hat. Did you
pitched key than usual, sure evidence of his | ever hear a dog bark so frantically before?
excited state of mind. I helieve that something bad has heppened 1o

Boz, it must be remembered, had lost no { Mr. Lee or Nipper, Boz has come along to
time over this business. He had gone back | warn us!”

to St. Frank’s ﬁmn | ¥ dgﬂnore l‘rluly a8 “Oh, draw it mild!” said Owen minor.
i“.“i a3 E.:.‘ Il'I'llth [ II:.IT-. WOlLll (1 JL] [}- “ I]_]I blil‘rl} | f]til‘q =00 tl].i!a“‘k: I I'i{_.' th{l-t 1I1 fl s, .

ak
And now he awoke the echoes of the night It's no good trymng to ”'“'-1“ you under-
with his frantic barking. stand,” sighed Willy, rapidly dressiug.

: hurrving downstairs with Biggles-
<should be the first one to avwaken. : 56

pe e e wade and Wilson when Willy & (o,
Willy was extraordinarily fond of Thire. ¢
: . streaked out of the Third-Forn: dor-
i el d 11 i H i s ad % = * 1 FTY [ L]
animals—an ¢ had o special mft pot mitorv. Handforth and Travers and Tonnny
for Boz., although Boz wasn't one of his own * v

. . | Watson and many othier Removites were on
{uﬂs:. He sat up in bed, shook the sleep from ! ;- Y 3
1

IT was natural, perbaps, that Willy Iand- I i DGAR  FIENTON, of the Sixth, iy
fort

i bts aodl ebeniod | their way down, too. In fact, half fthe
i e wren s | Ancient House was aroused.

My nn}ly hat !’ hn‘nmt‘teroci. That’s| Boz had st up such a din that he had
Boz! He’s outside this window, too! I |awakened the wreater part of the school.
4 . I T "
wonder what's up? Lights had sprang up in dozens of windows,

He got out of bed, ran to the window, and and people were coming out of the Waest
flung it open Ie leaned out. It was so Ll House and the Modern House and the Kast
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Iouse, too. There was no doubt abont it—
Doz knew how to do the thing properly.

Mr. Beverley Stokes, the Housemaster of
the West House, was one of the first to
reach the dog's side. Boz was running up
and down in a strange manner, IHe would
dart off at high speed, pause for a moment,
and when he found that noboay was follow-
ing he would come back. Then he would
bark, leap about, and repeat the whole pro-
cedure,

“The poor little beggar must have gone
mad |"” said Fenton sharply., “Ie might be
dangerous.”

“We'll go up to him and coax hLim,"” said
Mr. Stokes.

“Hold on, sir!” shouted Willy, rushing
forward, ‘“He's not mad! Don't you
understand? He's trying to make us follow
him. He wants us to go—and I'll bet that
Mr. Lee and Nipper are in trouble. Boz
has come back——-a{'tur some sort of mishap—
to fetch help.”

“By George! I believe he’s right. you

chaps!” ejaculated Handforth, startled, “I
once saw Rin Tin Tin—-"

“Bother Rin Tin Tin!”  interrupted
Tommy Watson breathlessly.  * Perhaps

Willy 1s right!
Boom, sir?”

“What do you mean, Watson?"” asked Mr.
Stokes.

“Why, Mr., Lee and Nipper were at the
Chase—Captain Boom's new place,” replied
Watson excitedly, *“ Perhaps Captain DBoom
will 'k:mw whether My, Lee i1s out or not

o« “ M.
Lee 18 out! No need to ring ur Captain

Why not phone up Captain

“Half a tick!™ said Willy grimly.
Boom—and to waste time like that! Doz
has got more sense than all of us put to-
gother! He's come back for help, and
we've got to look sharp! Have a look at
this, sir!*

“What is it, Iandforth minor?”

“Why, here’s the leash-—still fixed to his
collar,” said Willv., “It's broken at the
end—as though Boz had torn himself away.
This proves that he couldn’t have escaped
from the pets’ quarters, doesn't 1t? And it
proves, too, that he must have been taken
out by somebody. And as he was on a leash,
it looks pretty certain he was used for
tracking purposes,”

“I think you are right, young 'un,” said
Mr. Stokes shrewdly, “Good boy! That's
very sound reasoning of yours. We won’t
waste any further time.”

Just then a great shouting sounded from
one of the upper windows, and tho crowd
rushed to the corner of the building. They
found Hitchin, of the Fifth, leaning out of
the window of Nelson Lee's bed-room.

“What is it, Hitchin?” ecalled Fenton.

“There's something wrong up here!”
velled the Fifth-IFormer. “There’s a dummy
on the floor with a knife sticking in its
back [

“What ™

“1 nearly had a fit when 1 came in
went on Hitchin, “I wanted to see if My,

!-!!
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Lee was here, and I found this thing! Tho
window was wide open, teo."”

“Mr., Lee isn't there?”
Stokes.

“*No, sir—only this dummy !”

“Come!” said Mr. Stokes grimly, *We'll
see what Boz can do. This dummy looks
significant—it proves that Mr. Lee has been
active in the night.” '

More and more fellows had come down
by now, the majority of them only half-
dressed. Many of them were wearing slip-
pers on their feet, and these were some-

asked DBarry

what dismaved when the others started
streaming off in the darkness. But the

COMING NEXT WEEK!

MW W N NN WU e e Al e

crowd that went was sufficiently large; and
Mr. Stokes, realising that the position might
be serious, did not send any of the eager
fellows back. They might be needed.

Boz was as excited as ever. As soon as ho
found that the crowd was prepared to fol-
low, he ran out and sped up the road. When
he was well ahead he stopped, and then
walted. He had ceased his barking now,
and this was significant. It clearly indicated
that he had gained his end.

When the erowd got up to him, he would
whine impatientlv, then run on again, to
pause a little farther on,

“By George! lle's clever, that dog!”
said Handforth breathlessly. “He's leading
us to the place where Mr. Lee and Nipper
met with trouble. I'll bot they were dropped
on by the Chinese, and Boz bolted !”
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" Perhaps they’re both dead by this time,”
said Tommy Watson, in anguish,
" Don’t :;nu believe it,” replied Handforth.

“It wouldn't surprise me to find out that

that Indian coolie chap has had somethmg
to do with it. He may be Laptmn Bnom 5
servant, but I don’t trust him.’

“It’s no good theorising, dear old fellow,”
said Travers. “Boz is leading us to the
scene, and we shall soon know the facts.
Why waste breath in a lot of guesswork "’

And so. they went on through the night,
Boz leading im way. But not one of those
rescuers had the faintest suspicion of the true
situation |
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“THE PERIL OF THE
YELLOW MEN!"

Relentlessly the dreaded Fu Chang
Tong wages its fight against Nelson Lee
and Nipper, Its ruthlessness knows no
limit-——with the result that the safety of
St. Frank’s becomes involved.

And so the Housemaster-detective and
his assistant leave the school—in an
armoured car. But even then they are
not safe. Once more they find them- =
selves in the clutches of the Tong. And
this time. . . .

“The Peril of the Yellow Men!"” ‘
$

is the final story in this amazing series,
and it is undoubtedly the most exciting
of all !

“THE FOUR-LEGGED
EAGLE!"

This magnificent new detective serial,
leaturing Ferrers Locke and his boy
assistant, Jack Drake, is starting next
Wednesday, chums, and the opening in-
stalment is the real ‘‘ goods.”

Don’t mis_s it !

wavnnn ORDER IN ADVANCE!

CHAPTER 10.
The Torture!

IPPER’S agony was supreme,

N It was an agony of mind—an
agony which gripped him, which
clutched him. and Wh!ﬂh filled him

with untald horror. He knew that if his

fingers slipped, that if he made the slightest
move, that fatal rope would elude his grasp.

And down would como the great boulder,

to’erush the life out of Nelson Lee !

And if Nipper was in agony, what of
_L&E himzelf 1
" The great detective felt far more for

When the worst

Nipper than for himself,
the end would be mercifully swift.

~fAME.

But, during the interval,
feelings 1

Nelson Lee was suffering the most acute
tortures now—knowing, as he did, that
Nipper must bo in a state of appfr,llmgj
anguish. These fiendish Tong men could net
have thought of a more cruel torture than
this. 'There was nothung crude about it—
nothing which involved hot irons and
similar contrivances. The Tong men were
torturing their vietims in a subtle, cunnmng
way.

It seemed to Nipper that he nust have
been hanging on to the end of that rope for
hours. Yet, so far, he had not heen suffer-
ing for more than five or six minutes.- The
dreadful ache had gone out of his arms new,
to be replaced by a dull pamn. He was grit.
ting his teeth, and he was holding
desperately, dL*‘spulrmeg

Yen Sing stood by, just as before. He
said very little during thosc tense minutes.
He was watching, and he was epjoying hini-

what ot Nipper's

self. He was rather smiprised that Nipper
had managed to hold on for so long.
Privately, he had not given Nipper more
than four miautes at the outside, Bur

Nipper was made of sterner stuff,

The perspiration was streaming down lis
face, dripping from his eyebrows, from his
nose and from his chin, He felt at times
that the weight would lift him completely ¢!t
his fect. And there was no relief,

What was the good of it all? Nelson Lee
almost wished that Nipper would. come to
the end of his tether and succumb. If he
did that, the end would at least be swift,

Yen Sing was standing by, and Lee did not
doubt that when Nipper released his grip on
the rope the moment weculd be the boy's
last.  For Yen Sing would use that deadly
knife of his. No use to keep Nipper alive
wfter Lee had gone.

Even in this dire extremity Nelson Leo
had not given up all hope. At least, his
spirit was indomitable whilst his wits told
him that there could be no escape. He tried
ro loosen his bonds, having a vague 1idea
that he might be able to roll away if ho
could only free himself.

But how was it possible to free himself—
with the eyes of Yen Sing constantly on
him 7

It even occurred to Lee that he might find
it possible, by using every ounce of his
strength, to fling the trestle over. And once,
when Nipper gave an agonised gasp of
despair, Lee made an attempt.

He thought that the end had come.
(Gathering his strength, he made one
desperate effort to topple the trestle over—
but nothing hapgmned. A coft, silky laugh
came from the Tong man.

““An absurd assumption on your part, Mr.
Lee,” he murmured. ‘‘The trestle is secured
qnhd]jr to the ground. It cannot be toppled
over in that fashion.”

“You devil !” said Lee harshly. ‘“Haven't
you had enough 6f this torture? I am think-
ing of the boy—not of myself. Release
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hime ! Set
ordeal 1

Yen Sing shrugged his shouders.

“The mmatter is in the boy's own hands,”
fic said. “He has but to reledse the rope
and he will be at the end of his troubles.
Why should 1 interfere?”

He would have interfered quickly enough
if he could have known that rescue was even
then on its way !

But this fiendish Chinaman was certain,
in his own mind, that there would be nc
interruption. Thus he was indulging in this
“enjoyment.’” e might just as well spend
the time in this way., His men were digging
the double grave for the vietims, and while
this work was proceeding Yen Sing felt that
Le could dally, :

This very dalliance, perhaps, would mcan
rescue for that sorely tried pair, Yet, if
succour was to come, it must come quicf;!;_.n
Nipper was gasping hoarsely.  Ilis breath
was coming and going in gulps. e felt
convinced that his arms had been half pulled
out of their sockets. Mo hung on with the
desperation of the doomed. He knew that
he would be killed as soon as he released his
hold, and that merciful oblivion would
come to him as well as to his guv'nor; but
while there was lite there was hope—and
the instinet of self-preservation is paramount
in us all. It was sheerly impossible for
Nipper to release his grip deliberately.

So he clung on, his fingers bccoming
slippery, his guze fixed fascinatedly upon the
pulley over his head.  Fraction by fraction
the rope was slipping over the wheel—and,
with a gulp of horror, he saw that it had
slipped for mnearly an inch through his
fingors. There was not another inch of rope
to spare!

He gripped harder. end he prayed that a
merciful Providence m'ght send aid.

UTSIDE, in the night, Mr. Stokcs
called a halt.

“We don't know what lavs ahead
of us, boys,” he was saying, in an
carnest voice. “Mr. Lee and Nipper may
be in dire peril. We don’t know—we cannot
even guess. But 1t i1s imperative that we
should go forward silently, Let there be no
shouting—no conversation of any kind.”
“Just what I was thinking, =sir,” said
Willy. “If those rotten Chinamen have got
hold of Mr. Lee, it may be an advantage for
us to spring on them by su:prise.”

“See!” said Mr, Stokes, pointing. “There
can bo little doubt that Boz is leading us
towards the Priory rutns,  We must go
cautiously now, and 1 will lead the way
with vou, Fenton. The %hars can come be-
hind i1 twos or threes.”

““Go ahead, sir!”

“Yes, yes—let's hurry 1"

“Do you all understand?”
Housemastoes.

“Yes, sirl™

The seniors and the juniors were eager
and tense.  Somechow, they felt that this

him frea from this ghastly

asked the
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affair was indeed vitil., It was impossible
to believe that they could have been brought
liere on a fool’s ecrrand by that shrewd
little spanicl. And they were all gripped by
the tension of the whole situation,

¢ 9’'M done, guv'nor—I'm done!” sobbed

I Nipper,

“Let go, young 'un,” advised Lee,

his voice as steady as a rock. *There
is mo help for us now, Far better that the
end should come swiftly.”

“You are a brave man, Mr. Lee,” said
Yen Sing, with a note of reluctant admira-
tion in his voice. “I had expected you to
plead for mercy.” :

“1 plead for the boy—not for mysclf.”

“Alas! I am not in a position to grant
you any favour,” said Yen Sing. “I am
but a servant of the Tong, and it 1s for mo
to carry out orders. You are right in assume-
ing that no help can come to you. Indeed,
if you are to be rescued from this interesting
situation help must come within one minute,
For this boy is at the end of his strength,
You have only a fey more seconds to hive,
my friend.” =

“It’s a lic—a lie!” panted Nipper. “I’ll
hang on here for an hour vet! I'm not at
the end of my strength! I'll show you, you
foul heathen demon!”

There was almost a tone of exultation in
Nipper's voice, His hands were numb, and
he could secarcely feel his arms; yet he knew
that he had got his second wind, so to
speak. He was “good for another five
minutes, at least. The rope was no longer
slipping. He was holding it firmly.

A great triumph surged through him. It
was good to know that he was so far
victorious.

Yen Sing looked at him curiously. He
saw Nipper's strained expression, the glow
in his eyes, the defiance in his glance, and

the Chinaman felt his iuferiority. It sud-
denly drove him into a temper. Until now
he had been impassive—calm, immobile,

But he was irritated by the continued stub-
bornness of this boy.

“Inough!” he snarled. “1I am tired of
this farce! Release your grip!”

“Never |V shouted Nipper. “I'm not
afraid of you! You hound! You becast !
You'll have to kill me before 1 let go ot

this rope !

“Then I shall kill you!” grated Yen Sing,
“I am tired of waiting!”

Nelson Liee, watching, saw the Chinaman
raise his dagger. Lee iustinetively closed his
eyes. That weight was suspendeéd above his
head, and he expected it to come smashing
down at that moment,

But just then—at this crucial second—a
sound came from one of the ancient stone
passages outside,

It was the low, impatient whine of g dog |

Boz !

Nipper heard that sound, too. He and
Nelson Lee rewenibered, in that flash, that
they had left Boz inside. Not that there
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could be the slightest hope of rescue. The
faithful little spaniel could do nothing.

They hardly realised that Boz actually
saved their lives then. For Yen Sing held
his hand; he spun round, his face alight
with sudden alarm. If Boz had not whined,
that knife would have been thrust into
Nipper’s heart |

With two leaps the Chinaman was across
the vault, and he ran out into the dark
tunnel. His men, as he knew, were some
distance away—farther along in the
dungeons, where they were digging a grave

for the two vietims.
A The tunnel was dark, and there

was a stream of light slanting out
from that open vault doorway.

Mr. Stokes, with Willy and Fenton and
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West, were
advancing cautiously. They had  erept
down the old crumbling stairs, and they
had scen that light far down the tunnel-—
they had heard the voice of Yen Sing.

Now they saw the figure of the Chinaman
as ho came out—they saw the knife in his
grip.  And Boz gave vent to a savage,
threatening snarl.

“Come on!” yelled Mr. Stokes, making a
sudden decision, and he ran forward swiftly,
with the others at his heels.

In the vault Nelson Lee and Nipper could
hardly believe the evidence of their senses.
They heard that shout—they heard the thud-
ding of feet,

(C'ontinued on next page.)

ND it was here that the rescuers had
all the advantage.

——————
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“Courage !"” panted Lee.
ruinute, Nipper !
un 7*

“Yes, sir,” gasped Nipper with an cffort,
“I'm game !” .

He had felt the rope slipping in that very
vital second, but now, with a last despairing
cffort, he held tightly.

Rescue |

And they had never believed that any
kind of rescue could come! It was alinost
too good to be believed. But would it arrive
in time? It was a matter of sceonds now—
seconds only !

Yen Sing, in the doorway, knew that he

“Only one more
Can you do 1t, young |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

was to be thwarted—unless he acted on the
instant. That shout, and that rush of feet,
could mean only one thing. He turned on
his heel, raced towards the spot where
Nipper was standing. One thrust of that
dagger, and both Lec and Nipper would die.

Yen Sing raised his arm as he ran, and
Nelson Lee felt himself stiffen. e knew,
without the slightest shadow of a doubt, that
the Chinaman would recach Nipper before
any of the rescuers could get into the vault!

At least, any of the human rescuers.

Once again Lee had forgotten Boz! The
little spaniel came dashing through the
doorway. He fairly skidded round, and then,
with one tremendous leap, he rose in the
air !

Lec had never belieyed any spaniel to be
capable of such a leap. Boz flew through
space, and his bared fangs dug into the
throat of Yen Sing. With a wild, despairing
cry the Chinaman staggered over, dropped
his knife, and at the same second the vault
became alive with humanity,

“Lee I” shouted Mr. Stokes hoarsely,

“Never mind me—help Nipper!l’”” said
Lee, his voice cutting like a whip-lash.
“Stokes! Don’t you understand? Go to
Nipper !”

In one glance Barry Stokes took in the
appalling situation. He leapt across the
vault, and even as he reached up for the
rope Nipper's last ounce of strength left
him. Mr. Stokes' fingers closed round the
rope and he held tightly !

At the same moment Nipper sagged down,
his knees failing to support his weight. ke
rolled over and collapsed to the floor.

the trestle. The rope was released,

W ITHIN a minute Nelson Lee’s bonds
and the stone crashed down. And

were cut and he was removed from
now that it was all over, Lee was looking

or SCHOOL STORIES

pale and haggard—a strange figure, iudeed,
in Captain Boom’'s uniform and still with
somo traces of the disguise on his face,

“The Chinaman?” he asked., “Where 13
that Chinaman?”’

“He escaped, sir!” panted HHandlovth.
“Boz gripped him in the throat, but ha
somchow got away in the counfusion. We
were only thinking of vou and Nipper.”

“It 1s a pity,” said Lee, “Yen Sing was
the leader of these devils. There are other
Chinamen—farther down in the dungeons. I
possible, we must eapture them.”

“You stay lere, Lee—remain  with
Nipper,” said Mr. Stokes. “ You, too, vou
juniors. There are sufficient of us to tacklo
these Chinese hounds !

Mr. Stokes led a crowd of seniors out, and
Handforth looked dizzy, :

“I don’t understand !” he said. “Nipper's
all brown! Ile—he looks like that cooliv
chap—AlLL"”

“There was never any coolie,” said Nilson
Lee. “Ali was merely Nipper in disguise—
and I impersonated Captain Boom.  Our
plan was partially successful, but it nearly
met with disaster in the end.”

“Well, you'll have to thanks Boz for your
rescue, sir,” said Willy., “*It was he who
led us here.”

Nipper was surrounded by sympathetie
helpers. He struggled to his feet, then went
over to Nelson Lee and feebly gripped the
great detective’s hand.

“CGuv'nor,” he breathed, "I never thought
I should see you alive again!”

“It was a dreadful ordeal, Nipper, and
vou behaved just as I expected you to
behave,”” replied Iee quietly. “You wers
splendid!  Your strength and your deter-
mination and your iron will saved the lives
of us both !”

HI five Chinamen in the dungeon wero

I“ surprised and trapped. They hardly

put up any fight, and Mr. Stokes and

his helpers had little or no difficulty

in making a complete capture. These men

were roped together, and then they were
marched off to the police-station.

The adventure had ended in an absolute
orgy of excitement. The only regrettablo
feature was the escape of Yeu Sing.-

And Nelson Lee knew in his heart that
the battle against the Fu Chang Tong was
not yet over !

THL END,

Schoolboy Adventure, Mystery and Thrills !

“THE PERIL OF THE YELLOW MEN!”

Look Out for this Gripping Yarn Next Week !




Things Heard and Seen By
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

T. FRANK’S, as I have many times
S stated, 1s guite a few centurles old, but
the Moor View School has never been
deseribed by me as a place of any great
antiquity. G. . Bramley, of Hucknall,
wants to know if St. I'rank’s was built betore
Moor View. It was. Moor View 1s quite a
modern place. Not many years ago 1t was
merely a private residence knewn as the
Mount. Then Miss Charlotte Bond arrived,
and the old house was converted into a girls’
school. Sinece then there have been many
additions, until now the whole place has been
transformed. Moor View, of course, 1is
entirely independent of St. IFfank’s. The St.
Frank’s authorities have no control whatever

over the girls’ school.
* *
paper, he must, of

course, belong to the Bt.
Frank's League, and he must
apply to the Chief Officer.
This is in answer to (G. Rat-
cliffe, of Putney. It wouldn’t
be any good his writing to
me, as such matters are
attended to by the C.O., who
keeps all the League records.
G. Rateliffe also asks me if
Willy has still got his pet

*

F a reader wants an adver-
tisement put m  our

with |his

greyhound. I ecan assure
“(G 7 that “Lightning " is as
lively as ever, and he is often
seen trotting about St, Frank's
young nmstu# " z
G. B. HILL, of High Barnct, asks me
‘f a difficult question Who 15 my
® favourite character? I have been
through all the St. Frank’s chaps in
my mind, and I have come to the conclusion
that I have no actual favourite. 'T'wo or
three fellows are outstanding—fellows that I
thoroughly enjoy writing about, which males
them, I suppose, favourites, Willy Hand:
forth, that checky young rascal, seems to
spring to my mind first, closely followed by
Vivian Travers and Willlamm Napoleon

—

OUR READERY
PORTRAIT GALLERY

M. Aye Maung

Browne and Archie Glenthorne. I expect
Master Iill will shout in triumph when he
reads this, and ask me what the dickens I
mean by missing out Nipper and Handy,
especially—as he says—I use them in practi-
cally every story. If they're not my
favourites, wiry do 1 bring them in so much?
Well, Nipper is the jumior captain, and he
must be 1in, and Handforth is—well, he's
Handforth, and he simply won’t be left out.
It’s all very well for readers to write to me
and say that I ought to bring in the lesser
characters more often, I have beea accused
of making a feature of @ new chap, and then
dropping him completely. There’s a certain
amount of truth in this. I'm mot denying 1t.
It’s one of those things that
has to be. A new chap comes
to St. Frank’s—like Stanley
Waldo, for example—and for
a time he is quite a novelty.
Being a novelty, he occupies
the centre of the stage. When
this novelty is worn off, he
automatically drifts rnto
obscurity.  But now and
again something will happen
to bring him out of it, when
he will again claim the lime-
light. On the other hand, th»
fellow may never do any-
thing particularly noteworthy,
or be mixed up in anything
sufficiently interesting to re-
cord, and so he remains a
mere memory. Yet he’s at St. Frank’s all
the time. Just one of the crowd. Nipper
and Handforth and all the other prominent
juniors are always to the front because they

don’t allow themselves to be eclipsed.
* * *
being too old or otherwise to read the

St. Frank’s stories. Personally, I say:
What has age got to do with i1it? If my
stories continue to entertain, that's the only
thing that matters. Lots of readers, I believe,
are chipped into discontinuing the Old Paper.
They drop it, not bccause they have

-

RECEIVE many letters from readers on
that very controversial subject of their



wh

outgrown ”’ school stories, but because their
friends chaff them. I was therefore interested
in one particular letter I received this week,
It comes from an old lady of 68, and in one
}mrugraph of her letter she remarks: *'1I
1ave been rather amused at some of vour
readers thinking they are too old at about
18 to read the Oid Paper. I am 68 this
month, and 1 am sure I enjoy the tales as
well as cver the younger onces do.”

L »®

REGGIE PI'TT was such a rotter when

he first came to St, Frank’s (I hope

he'll forgive me for raking up his

past when he recads this) that the first
story conecerning him was called *The
Coming of the Serpent.” It was No. 170, old
serics, Stanley Chenery, of Biggleswade, has
asked me to give him the above information,
He must either be a new reader, or else a
carcless old one, for I have given this
information more than once since this
“Gossip " was started, He also wants to
know if Merrell and Marriott, of the Ilast
House, are still up to their old tricks. 1
couldn’t say exactly, I haven't heard any-
thing about them lately. Just a minute,
though! When I was at St. Frank's a fow
days ago 1 happened to spot that precious
pair, now 1 come to think of it, in a corner
of the East Square. They were both more or
less doubled up, and they were hugging their
hands under their arms. I expect they'd just
had a swishing. And this, after all, is
significant. I rather think they're just as bad
as ever,

*

RANCIS H. BURROW, of Tooting,
F wonders if Rupert Waldo could be
introduced into a Blue Crusaders story.

p Well, there are two reasons why this
can’t be done. Although the peril expert'’s’
son 13 at St. Frank’s, Rupert Waldo himself
1§ far too busy to turn his mind to football.
Besides, the Bluo Crusaders wouldn't have
him. He'd be too much of a good thing.
With his extraordinary powers he'd over-
shadow everybody else on the football field,
and transform the gamo into & one-man
entertainment. I have never licard of
Stanley's father playing football, but I am
sure that if he turned his mind to it he would
score goals at the rate of about one a minute,
‘And a man like this would be harmful to the
game. There's such a thing as being too
good. The Blues would win all their matches,
but this fact in itself would soon ruin them,
as the sporting spirit would be completely
taken from the game. Nobody wants to
watch a match, the end of which is a fore-
gone conclusion. It is for this very reason
that Nipper has decided that Stanley Waldo
1s not to be included in any permanent St,
Frank's Junior Eleven. He's altogether too
much of a stunt artist. And stunts on the

o »*
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football field are not good for the great |

game,

ALKING about Waldo reminds me of a
I letter from Dennis Bland, of Notting-
ham. He has asked me a question
that has probably occurred to many
hundreds of readers. Who, and where, is
Mrs, Waldo? 1 tackled this ticklish subject
when I saw Stanley last week, He tells
me that he has no reecollection of his mother.
She died when he was about two years old.
In his earlicr days Rupert Waldo was a
circus artist, and his wife was also connected
with the circus. No, she didn’t meet with an
acciaent, or anything like that, but died from
an attack of pncumonia, due to appearing
onec day in the ring just after a bad cold.
Stanley was placed in a home, and it was
many years before he even knew the 1dentity
of his father. For it wasn’t until Rupert
Waldo threw over his old crooked ways that
he made himself known to his son.

K a+ *

HERE is really no need for the detaila

l concerning study and Form to be
included under the portraits in our
“YWho's Who.” Charles Knight, of
Kettering, deplores the facet that this informa-

tion has been left out, but he needn’t
worry, for such details are given in tho
Questionnaire.

’ % ¥ ¥

you the subject of this week’s photo-

graph—M. Aye Maung. This reader

hails from Rangoon, in far-away Burma
—this only goes to prove the widespread
popularity of the NELsoN Lee Lisrary—and
he has been a staunch and satisfied supporter
of the Old Paper for a long timme now,

IT gives me great pleasure to introduce to

% w -
EONARD HILIL, of Tottenham, i3
I obviously a football enthusiast. He
asks me the formation of the St.

Frank's Junior Eleven, and whom 1
consider to be the best junior footballer. Re-
garding the first question, I cannot do better
than refer him to this week’s “Question-
naire,” where he will find the answer. The
second question is a real poser. Nipper and
Reggie Pitt are both very capable forwards;
Buster Boots 1s a tower of strength in the
half-back line; and then, what about Edward
Oswald Handforth in goal? It is extremelyv
difficult to pick out the most brilliant player,
After all, each one specialises in his own par-
ticular position, and therefore, taking that
fact into consideration, I do mnot think it
would be fair to say that one member of the
Junior TFleven 1is better than another.
Leonard informs mee that he plays the saxo-
phone, and that he would like to see Edward
Oswald Handforth possessing one of these
instruments. I'm afraid you'd be the only
one, old man. The mere thought of Hand
playving the saxophone makes me shudder,

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.



Don’t Miss the Concluding Chapters
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of this Popular Serial, Chums !

Ol ISLAND CASTAWAY'S,

- /{ARTHUR S.HARDY

The Searchl]

HE coral reef on which the castaways
I had found the wreck of the yacht and
which Tom Perry had christened
Esmeralda for the same reason, was
sichted in the middle of the afternoon, and
before the day closed they had reached it,
So strong had been the hurricane that it
had altered the configuration of the island.
Of the wreck there was no sign. Thousands
upon thousands of tons
of coral rock and sand
had been heaped ever
the spot where Kemish
lay buried, so that when
Tom went ashore with
the party that explored
the island he was no
longer able to find the
place.
Everywhere the island
was strewn with timber

Re-united! Al

and metal and debris
from the broken-up
yacht. But they could find nothing worth

taking away with them, so, after they had
searched the place thoroughly, they returned
to the Patamac and steamed slowly away.
For days after that they cruised the seas,
visiting - island after island in the hope that
they might strike lucky and come upon the
survivors. of the IKsmeralda. Tom had never
known exactly where the yacht had lain at
anchor on the day before lKva’s birthday. He
always looked upon navigation as tho skipper’s

Perry and his girl chum, Eva

Hanway, find their shipwrecked

parenis—but only after a series of

the most amazing adventures which

will leave readers gasping from
sheer excilenrent !

Qea islands look

South

very similar from a distance,
Yet by a great stroke of luck they found

Besides,

business,

the island. And, having sighted it, they
steamed close in and round it.

Eva and Tom were leaning on the deck
rail admiring the beauties of the tropical
foliage. Then, in a moment, as the ship sped
on, they came abreast of the spot where the
yacht had lain at anchor on that never-to-be-
forgotten birthday. Just
a change of the panor-
ama as the ship steamed
on, and they saw the
place where Tom had
run the outboard bocat
ashore, with the hilltop

long last Tom

showing above  the
trees. :
“Oh, Tom!" ex-

claimed the girl.

“That’s 1t!”" laughed
Tom, pointing, and then
he ran shouting to the
bridge.

The signal to etop was telegraphed to the
engine-room, the anchor chain ran out, and
the Putamac came to rest -almost where the
Fsmeralda had cast her anchor. The motor
pinnace took a party ashore, and Eva and
Tom climbed to the summit of the hill whence
they had watched the fog creeping up over
the sea after the Ksmeralda had fired her
warning gun.

Nothing was changed, save that the Pata-
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mac rested where the beautiful yacht had
been,

That night there was a lengthy discnssion
in the captain's cabin, and very carefully those
present threshed out the probable course Cap-
tain Stanton had steered after he had started
upon his vain search for Tom and Iva.

Was ityga day after they had been thrown
up on Scllwood Island that they had sizhted
ithe glow upon the sea which must have been
the burning of the Esmeralda? Was it two
days, or three? Neither Tom nor Eva could
say. Kven when they tried to strike the date
by using the finding of David Sellwood as a
guide, they could not be sure. .

They had lost count of time, so much had
happened, and Tom could.only venture the
opinion that it must have been on the second
night,

Captain Ibbotson marked the position.

““She muit have burned just around here,”
he said, pointing to the map. “‘But how far
the boats sailed before they struck an island
1 a problem. We’'ll be nearer solving it this
time to-morrow, I reckon,”

They sailed to the position Captain Tbbot-
son had marked. They were mnow within
reasonable  distance of a dozen charted
islands, all of which were known to be in-
habited. The Dbarometer was high and
steady ; the weather was hot,

“Pilot,” said the captain to Dickson after
dinner that night, “there’ll be some more
fiying for you to do to-morrow. I'll sail to
the first of the i1slands we have marked, and
make that our base. You ean visit half a
dozen others in the seaplane, and if you
and Ameson haven't something to report
before dinner to-morrow I shall feel sore.”

Tom leant eagerly forward,

“Look here,” he cried, “if there’s auy
chance of dad and Mr. and Mrs. Thornton
Hanway and my mater being found, 1 want
to be up in the scaplane, and I'm sure Eva
does,”

“You can’t fly a seaplane, boy,” said
“the captain, with a laugh. “Leave
- Dickson to report, and it there’s any news
he can fly you and Miss Hanway over after
he's located the castaways, and the ship can
follow., That’s sound common-sense.”

:1"0111’;&; face lengthened.

v Let's all go up,” he ventured.

The plane could never ecarry you. It
might manage three, but not four. And dual
control is safest.”

“I want to go up,” growled Tom.

They steamed to the selected island,
arriving early in the morning, and firing a
signal-gun as they approached the land.
There was no answering signal, no sign of
any castaways.

In the far distance eould be seen
smudge of another island.

There were plenty of islands dotted about
here, like jewels set in an azure sca. The
seaplane could roam from one to another
of them in no time, and since she was
equipped with reliable and working wire-
less, signals could be flashed to the ship
and messages picked up in a moment,

thﬁ

it to
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Viewing the distant land, Captain Ibbot-
son conceded a point.,

“Mr., Perry, he said, “it should be my
duty to keep you and Miss Hanway safely
abourd my ship. Bat the sea is calm, the
weather 1s perfeet, and I know T can trust
Dickson; so if you're bent on flving thero
with him, Ameson shall stand down, and
you and the voung lady can crowd into the
vacant cockpit.”

The seaplane was ready, and imumediately
after lunch was safely launched upon the
gently  heaving  ocean. Eva and Tom
climbed aboard and settled themselves in the
cocknit,

“Don’'t vou wish you were coming,
I}Hrc':” called Tom, as he leant over tho
side,

David Sellwood was standing up in the
boat which had carried Eva and Tom to
the scaplane, The ship's barber had shorn
his locks, and given him what Tom termed
a gaol crop. His straggly moustache and
beard had been properly cut and trimmed.
Ho wore the roughest suit of clothes that
could be picked out of the store aboard the
’atamac.

Fvery now and then Dave would lift his
hand to feel for the locks that had gone, and
he complained that the loss of his hair and
beard “made him feel draughty.” Xe wore
no boots, hating intenscly the discomfort of
them a..er going without for so long.

“No, I don’t, Master Tom,” he called.
“I'll see more of those new-fangled eraft
than I want when I get back to New York,
I warrant.”

Ameszon set the propeller whirling, and,
to the cheers of all uboard the ship, tho
scaplane taxied against the breeze till Dick-
son felt her lift. A moment later she was
soaring upward and rocking gently as she
banked, and then sped straight away for
that distant smndge, which was an 1sland.

Up and up they rose. Soon the smudgoe
took shape, and raced to meet the fast-
moving seaplane,

The occupants could sece everything on
the island distinetly—but there was nover a
sign of life, save for the. shore birds which
sereamed and eireled madly,

The flyers came down and waited for a
while to make sure that the island was
indeed uninhabited, Nothing happened, so
Pilot Dickson took the seaplane up again
and sought out another smudge.

And this time, long before they ecould
make out detail, they knew that the island
was inhabited. Somecone must have secen and
heard the approaching plane, for smoke was
vising up from among thé trees and spread-
ing far over the sca in a dense, black
widening cloud that gave a goodly imitation
of the burning of the bonfire on Sellwood
Island,

“Iive, I believe we are going to find your
dad!” shouted Tom.

“And mamma!” eried the girl excitedly.

Tom's lips sought the speaking-tube.

“I say, Dickson,” he almost shouted,
“they're there! They've scen wus. They
must have lit that fire as a signal! Let the

old bus out, boy !
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“Steady, Mr. Perry,” answered Dickson
through the tube. “Just throttle down, It
may be only a false alarm.”

“It can’t be. They've fired a signal, I
tell you, They saw us coming!”

Pilot Dickson’s gpaze was fixed ahead. As
they neared the island he saw something
which made him draw in his breath sharply.

“Mr. Perry,” he called through the tube,
“they’ve done more than that. They've set
the island on fire!”

Leaning  sideways, 'Tom  could see the
island lying far below them with a line of
toam ringing the beach, It might have
measured, he calealated, about two and a
half to three miles across—a verdant and be-
jewelled gem set in a turquoise sca. From
some distance inland smoke was rising in a
cloud that ever thickened, and even from
1,600 feet up Tom could see red tongues of
flame leaping madly. The sight fascinated
bim. Whe had lit the five, and by what
mischance had it set light to the dense
growth of shrubs and trees?

Pilot Dickson planed dewnward {o mect
the sca, whilst the island grew bigger, came
swiftly nearer.

And then Tom could sce red flames run-

Eagerly Tom and Eva leaned over
the side of the cockpit and watched
the figures which came running
down the distant beach. And then
Eva suddenly gripped Tom'’s arm.
“ Look !’ she cried excitedly.
** There’s mother [ ™
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ning up the trunks of the trees and burn.
ing great gaps in the woodland. Spreading
with alarming rapidity, the fire, fanned by
a steady breeze, ate its way towards tho
shore in a remorseless advance which
threatencd to reach the sea itself,

A fog of smoke obliterated half the 1sland
and rolled over the ocean.

Eva also had been looking over the side.

“Tom,” she gasped, *‘if there are people
on the island, surely (hey will be burnt
alive 17"

“They would be safe to wiadward of the
blaze,” he answered, ““and then thore 1s the
beach. They should be safo enough unless
they lose their heads.”

- e et
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e knew what the girl was thinking, and
lightly though he spoke, he hunsclt was
anxious for the safety of the islanders,

Re-United !
TILOT DICKSON brought the scaplane
P down with masterly skill, the gentle
heave of the sea scarcely interfering
with his landing, and under tho pull
of the quictly revolving propeller he drew
a¢ near to the reefi as he dared.

Tomn loosened the safety strap, and, free-
ing himsclf, stood crect, stretching far over
the side. Dickson swung out and fixed the
little ladder. Eva rose and peeped over,
standing in front of Tom.

And as thev scanned the beach they saw
somo men and women come down: from the
fringe of palms to the sea, waving thelr
arms and shouting as they ran, They were
bearded men, and women with hair that
touched the shoulder. The sun had burnt
them a rich copper brown, but Tom kunew
that they were whites.

Some of the men wore frousers, some weird
garments made of grass—loose coats that
hung like over large macintoshes from their
shoulders, giving them a laughable ap-
pearance.

Some wore wide-brimmed home-made hats,
built out of dried leaves. The women,
almost without P}EEEFHDI], were clad in shupe-
loss dresses made of grass.

They were shouting in Inglish, cheering
madly. And back ef them Tom could sce
the advance of the ruddy glow, cating its

way towards the palm-fringed beach, The
heat of the firo was stifling.  Iven at that
distance Tomn could feel the perspiration

trickling down lis spine.
" The men and women formed a line on the
edge of the lapping sea, shouting a wild yet
happy chorus,

“Tom,” shouted Iva exeitedly,
mother 1"

She was pointing at a woman who had
waded almost knee deep mto the sea, IEva
was right. The woman was Mrs. Thornton
Hanway, and one of those bearded mnen in
outsize garments must be Thornton Hanway
himself, Tom supposed. and another he dared
to hope would be his father,

The women were easy to identify, having
no disguising hair upon their sunburnt faces,
and Tom swiftly singled out hiis mother,

Disdaining the ladder, he opencd the door
of the cockpit, and, throwing up his arms,
leapt in a wide arc clear of the floats to the
sca,  Coming up deftly from the dive, he
raced with swinging arms and flashing haunds
towards the shore. Breathleoss, he serambled
out of the sea, raced uon the beach aud
threw his arms around the neck of his
mother,

“Mater, dear old mater!” he
Lhuskily.,  “You’re safe—and . we're
Where's the dear old dad?”

Holding his mother away at arm’s length,
he saw tears streaming down her checks,

“there’s

cricd
safe !
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“Tom !"” sho shricked. “You're alive!
Oh, Tom!” And, toppliny forward, she fecil
fainting into his arms.

The miracle of his coming by scaplane,
bringing with him the promise of rescue, hud
been too much., But the primitive life upon
the island had hardened her, and by the
time George Perry had come up, his lips sct
tight and his c¢yes mowist, to grip the boy
by the hand, she had almost recovered.

The man and the bov gripped hands con-
vulsively.

“Hallo, pater!”

“Hallo, son!”

George Perry, whose appearance was
grotesquely suitable to the 5th of November,
cleared his throat and forced a grin, hiding
his heartfelt emotion with difliculty. IFor
a few moments there was stlence—a tense,
cmotional silence as the three sought fully
to grasp the mean'ng of this wonderful
reunton., Then:

“Tom,” cried Mr. Perry, “where's Eve

Tom leughed happily.

¥

“Fva's aboard the scaplane, dad,” he
cried,

But IEva was not. Following Tom’s
example, and heedless of any man-cating

shark that might have been scouring the
izland water:, she, too, had dived from the
scaplane into the sca and followed Tom
ashore in a masterly erawl that must havo
put up a world's record timeo at home.
Dripping as she ran, she dashed into her
mother's arms, Then, after a few moments,
Kva looked around for her father. Ile had
reccognised her, and his face was white be-
neath the copper tan as he came up.

“How are you, darling ?"” he cried as he
hugged her to him and kissed her fondly,
then stepped back to gaze upon her ador-
ingly and adiniringly. The girl's lips twitched
as she looked at her stalwart father, who
had grown bigger and broader. Mis long,
lank hair and the straggly beard and
moustache that marred the strength of his
ordinarily clean-shaven face, ticklod her sense

of the ridiculous, and she laughed up-
roariously,
“Oh, dad, darling,” she ecried, “what

wouldn't I give to sce vou strolling along
Broadway looking just like that ?"

“Kve,” he answered, waving a finger at
her, it 1sn't fair to make fun of your old
dad. As for Broadway and Wall -Strect, see
me wake 'em upr'when I get back.”

The ’planc floated cloge in shore. Pilot
Dickson called out from the ficat as he
clung on.

“You folk all from the
Esmeralda 17

“All," replied Captain Stanton, still wear-
ing the remains of his uniform, “save the
darn skunks who left us stranded here”

“Don’t worry, cap'n.,” shouted the pilot.
“DBarber, Cribb and the whole gang are
under arrest and awaiting trial,”

In the excitement of the appearance of the
rezeue  party and the reunion everybody

wreck of the
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scemed to have forgotten the raging fire.
But now they all realised their danger.
The heat was growing in intensity. Up
above the beach the coco-nut palms were
Haming like torches, and one came crash-

g down. The forest behind was a roaring
inferno.

Perforce the castawavs had to wade into
the sea up to the middle and plunge to cool
themselves.

“How are we going to get away from
here?” asked Thornton Hanway.

1 m flving back to fetch the rescue ship
now,” ecalled out Dickson.

Less than half an hour later the seaplane
was a speck in the far distance, racing
back to the liner, whilst Eva and Tomm and
the castaways were marching along the sandy
beach to get as far away from the fire as
wias possible.

The Patamac stecamed up in the cool
of the waning day, and her boats took the
castaways aboard. Before hair-cutting and
shaving and dressing was finished, and whilst
o special dinner fit for the civilised was
being prepared, the Patamac was heading
for home under full steam, the sparks that
crackled at the wireless heads flashing the
story of the rescue of the castaways to all
the world.

The story of the island castaways is ended.
You will, of course, remember the stir the
story made when David Sellwoed and Tom
Perry told it in the ‘'Saturday Evening
PPost,” and how the sensational talkie film
founded upon their adventures was made.

Sellwood and 'I'omi became dollar million-

4l

aires over that, and Eva has since made her
fame as a film star.

The day Tom and Eva were married, and
before they started for their honeymoon,
Tom drove the girl to the Jolly Sailor inn.
And there, in a sanded and raftered bar-
parlonr whieh was filled with smoke, he
found David Sellwood, well groomed but
wearing a pilot suit, looking no more than
fifty, and as strong as a British oak.

He was yarning to a group of seafaring
men who had gathered around him, and who
were hanging intently on his every word.

With a joyful wave of the pipe he was
smoking, David leapt to meet them.

“Good luck go with you and Master Tom
always, wmissy,” said the old whaler as he
bared his head. “You must forgive me for
not being at the wedding, but I'm shy of
company, as you know."”

“What yarn was Dave spinning you?”
asked Tom, as he looked round at the grin-
ning faces.

“l was giving them a crack about
shipmate, Daniel Kemish, the
best-hearted, most loyal pal a
had,” boomed David.

“Eve,” sald Tom a while later as he
helped the girl into their ecar, “you heard
what David said about Kemish? I am
more than ever glad I never showed him
Daniel’s letter.”

He steered the car through the maze of
narrow streets to more open ways, his blue
eves fixed upon the ribbon of the road ahead.

my
staunchest,
man ever

| And as the girl’s hand crept to his arm and

rested gently there, he smiled happily.

THE END,

AMAZING NEW MYSTERY

assistant, Jack Drake, of course.

STARTING NEXT WEEK!

You have all heard of that world-famous detective, Ferrers Locke, and his boy
Their amazing adventures have thrilled millions.
Yet never before has Locke struck a more baffling mystery than that whieh
confronts him when he comes up against the Four-Legged Eagle.
the Underground, he witnesses the murder of a foreigner.
becomes involved im a whirl of exciling adventures which will

AND DETECTIVE SERIAL

Travelling on
And after that he
leave readers +
gasping. Full of swift action and thrill-
ing situations, readers will simply revel
in this magnificent mystery and deteetive
yarn. On no aceount must you miss
the opening chapters of

THE |
FOUR-LEGGED |
EAGLE!

which will appear next Wednesday, ehums!
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PROFESSOR  PUDDLEDITCH'3 LEGTURESi

(Continued from page 13.)
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“No, Thompkins minor,”” said the professor,
“thie eobbler did not marry the princess. He
was promoted to be the Caliplh’s jester, but
the Caliph, soon becoming fed up with the
man’s jokes, one day kicked him down the
seven hundred steps leading to the front door
ol the palace, so that the cobbler, taking the
last pross of steps on his left ear, died from
sarache.”’

The professor absent-mindedly placed his
spectacles in the tumbler of water and tried
- to drink an omon. Discovering his error, he
picked up the tumbler and nearly swallowed
hiis spectacles. ~ After drying them on his
beard, lLe stroked his handkerchiei and con-
tinued :

“One of the several known species of onion
is termed the Spanish onion.  Sir Walter
Raleigh is said to have first introduced this
into Kngland, having captured a cargo frowm
4 gatleon sailine on the Spanish Main,

“Spring onions, another specics, are
migratory, and, like birds, appear to move
about in flocks or bunches. You never sce a
spring onton all on its own. They appear
in this country in early spring as the namo
implies.

“During summer they go south to Italy
where they are mno doubt called summer
onions, or, in the vernacular, * garlic da sos-
tenuto,” because of the long time the taste is
left in the mouth of those who eat them,

“These somewhat fragile flowers then
winter in the tropics at a place called Depot
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(pronounced de-pot). This is nigger langnage
for cauldron, and you will note there is mno

cireumflex  accent over the letter ‘c¢?;
therefore the final ‘¢’ Is sounded a3
in banana. . :

“The queer thing about these onions 13

(hat they all have whiskers; even tlie smallesd
baby ontou has this hirsule appendage. DMost
peculiav!

“Then there is the leek, which seems to
be a giant spring onion, The leek’s chief
claim to faine is that it was the national
emblem of Wales whateffer. DBut now, look
you, they have discavded the leek and adopted
the daffodil. Indeed, and to goodness, 1 do
not know why then, and wherefore.

“It is recorded by the Welsh bard, Talty
ap Pull, in his ‘Songs of the Celtic Cru-
saders,” that leeks were grown in those days
to such a sizo that they were used as weapous
by the warriors of Wales, and in the ycar
Eleven-hundred-dot-and-carry-one  many  a
slain Saracen was found with a mashed leek
bedaubing his dusky phiz,

“A leek may be used for a buttonhole—but
153 Not.

“And now,” said the professor, lapsing into
the Anglo-Welsh tongue, ““you may all diss
miss, look you, indeed and for shamo, wby
not?”

On tho last word ho barged against the
table and sent his collection of onions rolling
all over the platform. Needless to say, he
trod on one and slipped with one foot; tirod
on another and slipped with both feet, and
then gave as astonishing an exhibition of
imitation roller skating as you could wish to
see. The last roll sent him crashing over tho

edge, and he made his exit followed by
showers of Tear Flowers.
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A. A, Gavin, 100, Swansiton Strect, Geelong,
Vietoria, Awstralia, offers N.L.L., old and new
series,

Norman 8. Wilson, Jr., 29, Mozomecth Strect,
Bexley, N.S.W., Australia, wishes to exchange
back numbers of the N.L.L.

F. Harden Codd, ** St. Ronan's,” 24, MacLeay
Street, Potts Point, Sydney, Australia, wants
correspondents interested in stampa.

Eddie Paine, 118, DIlymouth Grove, Montreal,
Canada, wanta to hear from stamp collectors.

J. W. Pendry, Dursley, Dunsdon Avcnue,
Guildford, wants N.L.L. old serics 100—105, and
new series 120--148.

Leonard Saunders, 71, Manners Road, Southsea,
wunts correspondents,

Fdward Greasley, 82, Chapel Street, Ihstock,
Leicester, wauts corrcespondents; interested in
woodwork.

William  Philp, 15, Leeds Street, TLinwood,

Christchurch, New Zealand, desircs correspondents
in the Empire.

Sidney Raymaond Harris, Wearside, Stacey Street,
Bankstown, Syduey, N.S.W., Australia, would like
to hear from stamp collectors.

A. Barnard, The Downs Hospital for Children,
C. Block, 8utton, Surrcy, i#‘:tﬁtﬁ to hear from
stamp collectors.

Nelson Fairhurst, 1, School Tuane, Standish,
Wigan, Lancs.,, wanls readers in British Columbin
—VYancouver,

A. Gotham, 43,

Birmingham, dcsires
his district.

W. Warner, 58, East (iiove Road, St. Leonard's,
Exeter, Dcvon, wants to hear from readers in his
district, ’

LEH.“E A. W. Bowden, "“8t. Audries,” Little
John's Cross, lde, Exeter, wants to hear from
readers in his district. He is forming a club,

Members urgently desired for the World-Wide
Correspondence Club, which aims to foster
International Fellowship. Apply: Alan L.
Lambourn, Hon. Sce. World-Wide Correspondencs
Cilub, The Corner Stores, Shinfield, Reading,
Berks, England. Specially suitable for stamnp
collectors.

(1. Sithabaram, Treasury, Singapore,
Settlements, wants correspondents in
Kingdom, Australia, America, and Africa.

Arthur Thomas, 40, Searl Street, Petersham,
Sydney, N.5.W., Australia, desitcs back numbers
of the N.L.L.

Miss Irene Eastiand, 77, Radnor Yark
Polkeatone, wants correspoudents,

A. W. Kerry, The Green,
Stowmarket, Sufivlk, de-ires

Lernard  Road, Edgbaston,
footbull correspondents iu

Straits
United

Road,

Stowupland,
correspondents,
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with his Chuins.

A New Correspondence Club!

HIS week T am pleased to announce

I that T have had a letter from Sidney !
Juures Humplivey, u; Levtou, Londou.

who te’ls me that he wishes to form o

L T W TR R Iilf'“-'l y ‘1'1.]
That’s just s plendid. There's not a better
meane of cementing friendship among mem-

43

Here's his addeess of you want (o
trreite to him » The Chief E__J:ﬁ'f{*fr, “The
Nelson LeerLibrary." Fleetiray Honse,
I“t'{r'.r"r'nmfmr Streel, London, .04,

awre

the =ame. 1 have veplicd by post, but I
fo deal briefly wirh the guestion
My chum should wrire or apply per-
to the head u(fuu or agonts of any
of the shipping companies. the addresses of
which  will be found in the telephone
diveetory, By the way, Alice, do you know
that vou have to be twentv-eight vears af age

Propose
|'|'- L ] oot
-mm”

bers of the St. Frank's Lea i 111.1}1 by « |mm|. vou can becomi a stowawdess? This
really successful eorrespondence club. 15 a fact: and many of tho,companies have
Sidnesy zoes on to :ayv thut he propos=e: to | hig waiting lists. so vou will be well advised
cull thjﬁ cinh  the Greater London Inrer-lro write now with the idea of gerting your
Iurmna.u [I'n.n'i‘ﬁ.é[l;:fnl- ' natme on rheir books.
e L, AN - M -
e . ol Ry THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER Harry Williams—
terested. in  the Dear Cuier,—I am sure you will be Please Fflﬂte!+
scheme —and — Siduey pgorested to hear that through my {wo HOMAS WIL-
hopes thereil be g pisements which appeared in  the LEAM FIUTET,
plenty —1~1h::u?u write  WUarg Feo it J of 58. Union
to him ur 132, Farwer LNESon AP abrary, Wy pen-riends Street,” W est
Road, Leyton Lon. fiave increased in ngmécr to such an extent Kogatuh, . Ry dney,
don. E.10, enclosing a !f?c.u‘ I have found it necessary to fix up a e Boauth  iles,
stamped and il - filing system. Harﬂ'fy a mail goes by with- Ausiralia. has written
dressed envelope, and out bringing me in a letter from a new telling me that about

he will be pleused 1™ correspondent. Last week I received a letter eichteen months ago
send all "*'f{ urers full for the furst time from France. e heard from a
particiilavs of the club ! find that the Australians are exception-  reader named Harry
and how ta join it ally keen on corresponding—more than twenty- ~ Williams, — of  Stam-
Here's a _‘_h‘”’:“ tor e per cent of my letters are from them. ford Bridge or Stam-
“mi; *FIH;UIZ . .r_igilki:dj Your sfaun_c‘h Leaguc-ite, m‘f;t]n't}fil'“r‘el ':mt }S:;SE
:i?at;nd;:?m c,lul;l at the (Signed) 5. NeviLLE G} KIRFH’*N' :Tlfm I:! i'li;!l‘;ﬁ}: address.
moment, bur who are L. = ; S.F.L. No. 7547, He 1is dezirous of
keen to do so. And I (For this interesting letter, S Neville G. hearing from  thia
take this opportunicy Kirkman, Natal, South Africa, has been reader again., so if
of. wishing Siduev tne awarded a uscful pocket wallet.) Harry Wdliams ig
best ‘of lueck! ‘ reading this Chat—
&he wints & be a Stewardess! well, Thomas' address is mentioned above,

- LICE DERRIMAN, of West Norwood, | Concerning Manchester! .
A ;‘r}m I!maIﬂnli jaxaltljuin}*ed }the S, Hi{ﬂﬁ*g an ite_mf w}ll,iﬂl}]l Tiﬂﬁ interfl:t
rank’s League—although she con- gecretaries of football clubs in, the
fezses that ﬂl%e has been a reader of Manchester district. The Mossville
the Old Paper fer over ten vears—writes F.C. has a few open dates, and will

asking for advice. She 1z keen to become a
stewardess on board a liner, This iz a subject
that might possibly interest
readers—including bovs who have ideas of
Becoming ship's stewards, [or the principles

many other;

be pleased to play any local junior club;
| age. 141-15.  Secretaries should write to:
Manager, 94, Crosscliffe Street, Moss Side,
Manchester,

THE CHIEF OFFICER.
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Be a “Star” Driv-er

Fere's a c‘mnco fads, to drive vour own engines—on your own tlaCT Royal
t\;m-uv%--~5nnrt1nq along past all-clear smnal: Sturdy “locals " Etnppm” at
_E'~|d|i{l|h —standing 1o ltt the CXPress roar by W’hatcvrz‘ trains you like--
with you at the controis—you your own star driver., You can get “all: this
FREL—n exchange {or the coupons in every packet of B.D.V. cigarettes,
lverything you need to build a complete model rmluav Start s :sawng to-du_\.,

3 and get your friends to help you. ;
GET THE 100 PAGE GIFT BOOK WORTH 5 COUPONS
1 colains Al narticulars of the B:xﬂ{tl Lowle and Blﬂ.i’,’ model railway svstems. Wit

' BASSETT. |
LOWKE ENGINE

( nr“n\. Phlll'!"}b Ltd. (Gift Dr;"pt N.L.), 112, Coinmercial Btrw Lm‘:r]ml, L.i
|
375 |
COUPONS i
!

Jl_
RING “FICTORY"
ENGINEG
260
COUPONS
| BING - TANK GOODS BRAKE

ENGINE - VANS

CIGARETTES
COUPONS i COUPONS |
f-‘.df{:fﬁl.gﬁf-;k B “ _just like hand made” LATTICE GIRDER 4

CO: l SIGNAL |

| | ; = b ol I

65 | 10 for 6d. 20 for 111d. Plain or Cork Tips 105 |
COUPONS ]l Coupons also in every packet of COUPONS
— I B.D.V, Tobacco, 11d. per oz.
- |k NB.:
i- R
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