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v| With every story of this
{ remarkable series, the subtle
| craft of Yung Ching’s enemies
is working with greater in-
tensity of peculiar Oriental
ingenuity which often baffles
[ | the Westerner unacquainted
| with the ways of the East.
1“ The Fiends of Fu-Chow”
fully justifies its title as being
a story of breathless excite-
ments and of unsurpassed
detective interest. By the

Chinee,” *‘ The Yellow Grip,”
‘“ Archie in Chinatown,’’ and
many other fine stories.

. A—

1 Author of ““ Yung Ching, the |

1
(THE NARRATIVE RELATED
THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER).

CHAPTER 1.
HANDFORTH FLARES (P!

: ¢ OW4Y" asked Churchi doubtfully.
" Handforth glared,
“Why not?’ he demanded.

* Apything to say?”

“ All right—keep your giddy hair on!"
crowled Church. * For gootiness sake dou't
start a .row over nothing, Handy. If yonu
want to try the lamp now—try it! Clurey
sud T mean to buzz out on to Little Side.”

*““You bet,” said McClure. “We'll be
ofl."”’ ,

Kdward Oswald Handiorth gazed at iz
chiums ferocionsly, This, of course, was quite
a mnatural expression “of his,~and Chureh aund
MeClure” had expected it. Life in -Study D
was somewhat hard.
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St. Frank's was basking in the sunlight of
the May evening, and tea was over. Natur-
ally, Church and McClure wanted to get out
of the Ancient House and on to the playing
fields. As a rule, Handforth was just as
eager as they were, but on this particular
occasion he was possessed with what Chureh
amd McClure privately termed one of his
dotty ideas.

As a matter of fact, Handforth had been
to the village just before tea; he had gone
on his bicycle, and while passing the iron-
mongery establishment presided over by Mr.
Sharpe, he had noticed a new kind of bicycle
lamp in the window. Handforth had bought
it—not because he wanted a bicycle lamp,
dut hecause it took his fancy. - He had
about three lamps already—although two of
t1hem were adorning the machines of other
juniors. Handforth was -fearfully careless
with his property.

*“ Oh, you'll he off, will you?"” said Hand-
forth, after he had finished his glare. ' S0
you think you’re going to clear out and
leave me to experiment with this giddy lamp
on my own?’

“Well, it's
girufily.

“* What's that got to do with it?”’ roared
Handforth. **If you don't try to he more
pally, I'll jolly well slaughter you!”

“ Just to make me pally?”’ asked Church
sar<astically.

“ And don't try any rotten jokes!" sneered
Handforth.
study who can make jokes—and that's me!
I'm mnot boasting, or anything like that, but
you know jolly well when I make a joke
it’s enough to make the whole giddy build-
ing rock!”

| don't
McClure.
without any

vour lamp,” said Church

know about jokes!” said
“* But sometimnes the =tndy rocks
iokes being made! But we
don’t want to argue. If you're going to try
this lamp, let's get it over! It looks a
mouldy fort of thing to me——"

e li:llif‘

“*That is, at first sight!” added McClure
hastily, *'1 expect it's a jolly fine lamp,
really.” - |

“If it wasn’'t a jolly fine lamp, 1 wouldn’t
have bought it!"" said Handforth - gourly.
“Jt's a special sort of thing. Burns oil!”

““Most Jamps burn water, suppose?’
suggested Chrurch innceently.

I

** Of course not,” said Handforth. ** They
_burn—--  You blithering ass!” he roared,
sptdenly realising what Church had said.

"““How the dickeus can a lamp burn water?”

“I don't know,” said Chureh, grinning.
““ But you just mentioned that thiz lamp.
burns oil—and that implied that all other
lamps burnt something else!”’

Handforth smiled pityingly. .

"My hat!” he exclaimed. * Months ago
1 said that you ought to go into the County
Aeylun—and now I jolly well know it! One!

4

‘** There's only one chap in this |

of these days I'll take you there myself!”

‘““ I suppose you know the place?’’ asked
McClure,

“|Of course I do—I've been inside it, you
ass!”

“That's what I thought!’ said McClure
significantly. |

Church noticed that McClure had edged
slightly nearer to the door before making
that insulting remark. But, as it happened,
IHandforth didn't notice anything particu-
larly insulting in what McClyre had said.
The implication was quite lost upon Handy,
who could be very dense when he liked—
and sometimes when he didn't like.

“Don’t try any more rot!” he said curtly.
“ This lamp is something special. It's got
two glasses—one at the back and one at the
front. The idea, of course, is so that you'll
be able to see if it's burning properly while
you're riding. Never any troubie—"'

** But the .back glass is red!” said Churcii.
**That lamp looks to me like an obsolete
thing. out of the Ark! They used those
lamps when cyelists were compelled to show
a red light—years ago! You're supposed to
fit it on to the front fork—not on the head

at all.” :

“The head!” said Handforth. * Oh, you
mean near the handlebars? Don’t talk rot!
Do you think they'd spoofc me like that?
Huh! I've never met the chap yet who
could swindle me! 1I'll ‘bet he wouldn't
swindle me twice—he'd be in hospital for a
year after the first attempt!”

Church and McClure sighed, and waited.

**Now, first of all, we want some o0il,"”
went on Handforth. “ I meant to get scme
f 01l in the village, but forgot all about .it.
We must have some gcod oil—— Clear out,
you fat idiot!”

The last remark was politely addressed to
Fatty Little, whose head bhad just come
round -the doorway. Fatty, by all appear-
ances, was on the prow!., This was one of
his favourite cccupations when he was stony.
He generally waited until tea was over
in the junior studies, and then made a swift
round, accepting the leavings with gratitude.
Fatty’s only grumble was that there were
hardly ever any leavings to accept.

‘1 was just going to ask——"

“Don’'t!’ interrupted Handforth curtly,
** There's no grub here—these greedy fat-
heads have scotfed it all up!” |

“Well, T like that!”’ said Church indig-
nantly " You polished off half tiue sar-
dines and nearly all the bread-and-butter,
and Clurey and I, .didn’t even get a smell
of the cake!”’ -

‘““Oh, don't quibble!” :aid Handforth im-
patiently. *‘* What does it matter? There's
ng‘;thinn here for Fatty. We must have that
G.l __l! ;

- 011?77 repeated Fatty Little.

“Yes parrot, oil!” -

“T've got some!”’ said Fatty.

*“ Plenty
of it!”

** Anybody can see that!" retorted Hand-



torth, at Church and McClure for

applause.

CAzZIing
**Plenty of fat, anyhow.”
Both Church and McClure suddenly burst

into a roar of laughter. Anybody else but
Handforth would have noticed that it was
to0 loud and forced to he spontaneous, But
‘Handy had made a joke—and it was up to
Church and McClure to appreciate it. It
saved a lot of trouble. Indeed, that laugh
restored complete harmony in Study D.
Handforth beamed.

““Jolly good that!” he chuckled.
got pienty of cil, eh? Did you hear what I
said? I told him that anybody can see it!™

““Of course, a chap needs a quick brain
to say things like that,”” remarked Church.
“You know, a brain that any ordinary
fellow couldn't possess. What about buz-
zing out to Little Side, Handy——"

‘““ Not until I've tested thls lamp!™ said
Handforth obstinately.

Church groaned inwardly. His flattery had
bheen for notlnng, and he was sorry that he
had -.poken at all. Then Fatty Little ap-
peared again, and this time he was carry-

“Fatty's

ing a !ar"e open tin uhich contained a
thu,k "luev looking mass of the <olour of
treacle. ~He put it on the table with a
bang.

““There you are,” the enid. “ Take as
iuch as you want.”

‘““* What the thunder’s this?”" said Hand-
forth, staring.

“ 01"

*“0il!” howled Handforth. “ Why, you—
yvou babbling lunatic! What's the good of
this stuff to put in a bicycle lamp?”’

‘““ A bicycle Iamp!” said Fatty Littie
blankiy. “ I thought you wanted to fry
bomethmﬂ‘” .

“*Ha, ha ha!”

“ You uhot!“ said Handforth. ‘ Take the

-muck away! Anyvhow, do you think we'd

frying it in that
Phew! What a

ruin any food of ours by
‘horrible-looking mass?
frightful whff!”

“It's good enough!’ said Fatty. *“I've
only used it in the frying-pan about ten
times!"”

‘““Ten times!' gasped Church faintly.

“ Well, perhaps twelve!"' admitted the fat
boy. “It's joliy rich now! I've fried
kippers in it, and steak, and pancakes, and
haddock. and sardines. They were a bit
equiffy, so I thought it better to fry ’em
up. That's what I aiways do with rocky
esgs, too. You can't taste the flavour when
they're fried in oil, but they go down just
as well. You can borrow this oil if you
want to cook something.”

Handforth clutched at the table,

“ Take—take—it—away!” he panted de-
liberately. ‘It looks bad enough, but the
smell’s too horrible for words! You—you
savage! You cannibal! Anybody who can

cat anything fried -in that poison ain’t fit

| R4

to live in decent society!
Fatty
ll]t

Little looked mjured.

shows how much 3you Enow about

| delay.
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cooking!” he said contemptuously. *° Why,

that oil's just prime! It's got a lovely

flavour! Even if a bloater isn’t particularly
good, you wouldn’t notice anything after it
was fried in that!™

“Clear out!” roared Handforth hoarsely.
“I'm feeling sick! I had sardines for tea,
and that rotten oil fairly gives me a turn!
Oh, my goodness! Chuck him ouf, you
clmp*

Handforth clutched at his throat Then,
suddenly, he became rigid. He stared at
the can of oil in a f*mcmated kind of way,
and noticed that a few drops were trick:
ling down the outside cf the tin. His face
arew redder and re&der, and his eves bulged.

* Look—lcok what you've done!” he thun-
dered violently., ‘* Right on the top of my
exercise book! All that filthy grease has
trickled down—— 1It's ruined! It'll stink
the study out for weeks!”

Handforth seized the can of oil and hurled
it at Fatty Little. It was only by a miracle
that none of the contents fell in the study.
But Fatty dodged with astonishing speed.
considering his bulk. And the can of oil
shot throu;,‘] the open doorway and alighted
in the centre of the passage, on the smooth
oilcloth. It struck with a thick squelch,
and Fatty gazed at it dumbly.

‘““ All my oil wasted!” he gasped wildly.

He rushed out of the study, and gazed at
the pool of ¢il with such sadness that it
was rather surprizing the tears didn't come
into his eyes. A moment's giance assured
kim that the bulk of the lost treasure couly
be retrieved—with the aid of a big spoon.
He hurried away to his own study, taking
the empty can with him.

But Fatty happened to glance through
the doorway of Study M, which was open.
De Valerie and Somerton had just gone out.
And, lo and behold, a large cake reposed in
the centre of the table. In a very short
time it reposed in quite a different place.
And just as Fatty was brushing the crumbs
away De Valerie and Somerton returned.
Fatty thought it wise to beat a retreat hy
means of the window. He thoughtlessly
dropped the cilcan behind the couch. De
Valerie and Somerton were puzzled for at
least three days regarding the strange and
overpowering odour which unaccountably
pervaded their domain. Only an inch by
inch search—resorted to in ‘desperation—led
to the discovery of the can. The mystery
of the missing cake was never really satis-
factorily cleared up.

Fatty, being compelled to flee, went out
into the Triangle and did not return. 7Thus
the pool of oil lay in the centre of the
Remove passage-=a horrible trap for any un-
wary fellow who happened to come along.
The Remove passage, however, was prac-
tically deserted just now, since nearly all
the juniors were outside enjoying the sun,

Within Study D, Handforth waa stil! de-
termined to try that lamp without any
As a matter of fact, he didn't really



He was fed up with
it. But bhaving stated his Intention of test-

want to try it at all.

ing the thing, it had to be done. He
couldn’t let Church and MceClure ¢row over
him. The idea wasn't to be thought of.

““ There’s plenty of oil in the bike shed!”
he growled. ‘“ You chaps stay here, and
I'll go and fetch it.
while I'm gone, 1'll pulverise you! But we
might as” well get the thing done with at
once,”’

Church and McClure said nothing. But
they decided, after short consultation, to
remain., They were both .rather short of
cash, and it would be somewhat unwise to
get Handy's rag out over a trifle.;

Handforth went to the bicycle shed via
the study window. It was much quicker,
for he was out in the Triangle in a2 moment.
Using the study windows as though they
were doors was quite against echool regu-
lations. But Handforth took utteriy no
notice of that. And it was a regulation,
after all, that was winked at._ generally
during the fine weather.

Handforth was soon back, carrying one
of those small oval cane of burning oil that
one can purchase at any cycle shop.

“Found it on one of the shelves,” le
anpounced. ‘' Seems a bit thin, but this oil
renerally is. I don’t know who it belongs
10, but he shouldn’'t be such a careless ass
#s to leave it lying about. I'll fill the can
up later;, anyhow.” '

Church and McClure wanted to get the
thing over quickly, and they didn't argue.
Handforth unfastened +the lamp, took out
the container and the wick holder. Then he
,n_.']ncceded to fill the lamp from the can of
vil,

** Looks jolly thin!" eaid Church. ‘1
don't believe it's oil at all. Why, you ass!
It's petrol!”

‘“ Petrol!”” repeated Handforth. - Don’t
he a hopeless fathead! Cau’'t you read?
Here it is—on the can—*' Brightbeam Burn-
ing Oil." It ought to be good stuff—-"

" Somehody must have taken the oil out
and filled the <¢an up with petrol,’”” zaid
Church. * Lots of fellows do it. They use
petrol for cleaning tyres when they've got
puneture——" ‘

‘““Oh, don’t bhe idiotic!"" interrupted Hand-
forth, ‘Do you think I don't know oil
when I see it? 'That’s it! Now we’ll soon
«ce¢ how she goes!”

He fitted the lamp fogether, turned the
wick up, and then applied a match. At the
last moment, Church seized the c¢an of oil
and threw it out of the window. He wanted
to be on the safe side, :

Pop! »

The instant Handforth applied his match,
the lamp seemed to go off into a flare. In.
rtecad of the wick lighting in the usual way,
the whole inside of the lamp burst into
flame. This was not at all surprising—for,
of course, the stuff certainly was petrol,

Handforth probably knew it all the time |

If you dare to bunk

—at least, after Church had mentioned it.
But he was such an obhstinate beggar, that
he wouldn't admit it. And he hadn’t the
faintest idea that the results would be so
disastrous. Handforth’s knowledge of petrol
was not very great.

t' Look out!” gasped McClure.
E A

“Bunk!” roared Church,
thing'll explode——"

‘““0Oh, don’t get into a panic!”
Handforth.
got to do is to keep calm!
great pip! Look at it!
get some water!l It’s flaring
spreading!™

' Jolly calm, ain't you?”’ snapped Church.

The lamp, once being alight, flared like a
toreh. The petrol bubbled out, spurting
fire all over the table. Then, suddenly,
Church howled.out an urgent warning. He
dashed across the study, shielding his face
with his arm, McClure did the same. Hand-
forth stood looking at the lamp at fairly
close quarters,

““ Smother
“The blessed

snapped
‘“It's safe enough—all you've

I'm calm! Why,
Get some water—
up! 1t’s

“Come away, Yyou madman!” gasped
Church, .

Handforth turned round grimly.

‘“A madman, am 1?7 he ehouted * Why,
“Uu mEE

Ba-a-ang!

Handforth's voice was drowned by a tre-
mendous report—and it was lucky for bhim
that he had turned round to look at Church.
If this had not heen the case the burning
spirit would have spurted all over his waist-

L coat, and the flames would have risen to his

face, scorching him badly.

But, as it was, Handforth had his rear
to the lamp at the crucial moment. And
fully half the petrol out of the lamp came
in one jumping spurt on to his bhack—and
it wae alight!

At the same time, burning petrol was flung
all over the room. The table was alight,
two chairs were flaming, the hearthrug was
alight, flames licked up the walls, and for
one horrifying second it seemed that the
whole room was about to huret into a tragic
conflagration.

The lamp, of course, was burst to atoms.

But Handforth saw none of these things.
His whole "attention was engaged upon him-

self. He staggered ~as the explosion
occurred. A blast of hot air shot round his
neck, then something scorching scemed to

curl up towards the back of his head. He
gave one frantic look over his shoulder—and
jumped about a yard. :

‘““Help!” he howled. “I'm alight!%

There was no doubt about it. Handforth's
rcar portion was in flames. He was like a
blazing torch. He caught a glimpse of him-
seif in the mirror, and he had vyisions of
flaring up and perishing amid the fire.

The heat was intense, and Handforth

' leapt about wildly

‘“ Help—help!” he hooted. “I'm on fire!”
He. didn’'t know what to do. DPanic scized

1
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him. He dashed to the door, wrenched it
open, and dived into the passage, bellowing
for assistance.

— e —

CHAPTER I1I.
THERE'S MANY A SLIP!

ANDFORTH arrived in
H the passage in one
l bound,’

But it was the
only bound he took. His
intention—if he had any lucid
intention—was

| - _ to fly down
the corridor. This would certainly have

ended tragically, for the rush of air would
have set his clothing alight in real earnest,
and the resultant burns would have been
not only serious, but intensely grave. Such
a thing might have cost Handforth his life.

But Providence took a hand in the matter,

Handforth’s first step in the passage
landed him fairly and squarely in the thick
pool of Fatty Little's precious oil. And that
pool of oil was as slippery as glass—for it
lay upon smooth linoleum. Ilandforth’s foot
simply shot away from him, he skated wildly
for a foot or two, lost his bhalance, and sat
down in the passage with a fearful thud and
a gickening squelch,

And out went the fire!

The thick, cold oil acted immediately as a
fire extinguisher. Cold frying oil will not burn
at all. At least, it won't burn under these
present circumstanees., For Handforth sat
in the oil and flopped over -backwards—thus
immediately smothering all trace of the
flames, IHis very weight and bulk squashed
all the life out cf the freshly started fire.

He lay there, groaning faintly. He had
struck the floor with such force that he was
rather hurt. Besides, the smell of that oil,
mixed with the petrol fumes was calculated
to overcome anybody. Handforth was dazed
and feeble. He had awful vizsions of Kippers
and haddoecks and squifly sardines bhubbling
and boiling in a pan of burning petrol.

Thev he sort of came to himseif, and sat
up. .

*“ Great pip!” he muttered faintly.
I'm dying!”

Just for a moment he believed that he
waa nearly dead, and he was quite con-
vinced that every inch of skin from his back
was burnt off. He didn't even try to get
to his feet. He felt that it was too much
for him.

‘““ Help!"™ hLe moaned., ‘' Help!”

But nohody came to his assistance.

i I_‘

“ You—you miserable rotters!” roared
Handforth, with surprising vigour for a
dying youth., “Can't you hear me? 1'm

nearly dead! Come uand help me ‘before 1

peg out! Ow! Yow! What a horrible
death to die!”
Church and McCiure, to tell the truth,

were the real heroes of the moment,

They
had no {time to waste

cn their reckless |

‘““ Help!” gasped Archie, ‘‘ Qad-
zooks ! | mean to say—,’’ He clutched
desperately at the air and then———-

g — eSS

leader—who was the root cause of all this
trouble. But for the extremely -creditable
presence of mind displayed by Church amd

MeClure, the Ancient H{:-u_se would have
been fairly ablaze that evening.
The two juniors could not have been

blamed if they had dashed.out of the study
after Handforth—leaving the flames to do
their worst. -But they held their ground—
and kept their heads clear. _

A spurt of petrol had fallen upon Church’s
armm, and he beat it out hurriedly—for, o1
course, the petrol was blazing. Another
spurt had set light to MecClure’s trousers.
He beat this out, too—quite a simple pro-
cess, for the spirit had not time to spread,
or to gain any hold.

“The

“Good heavens!”
room's on fire!”

“ Quick—the mat!”" panted MecClure,
‘“ Anything—take your jacket off! I'll do
the same! Tf we're quick we'll put it out!”

“ Good idea!"” said Church huskily.

And there, standing amid the flames, they
tipped off their jackets. The table was
burning with high, leaping flames. Other
flames licked up from the floor and from all
parts of the room, But peg_rol is queer stufl.
It is possible to pour pefrol on paper and
light it. The petrol will burn fiexcely, and
if smmothered at once, it will be found that
the paper is not even scorched. It is the
apirit that burns first--not the article upon
which the spirit is poured.

And, by acting on the instant, Church and
McClure saved the situation, :

They used their jackets with =« will, and

gasped Church.
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every fime they whisked the
clothing down the leaping flames
heaten out. Almost before they realiced it,
the whole fire was ‘extinguished,

The only sign of it that remained was a
thick haze in the room, a large number of
hlacks, and a most overpowering smell of
fiimes., The tablecloth was still smouldermg,
and it was utterly ruined.

'Thig, indeed, was the only articie that had
“veally caught fire. Several large holes were
burnt in it. But the damage was slight,
for the tablecloth had only been worth a
shilling or two at the most.

“Thank goodness!” said McCIure fer-
vently. * I—I thought it was all up! Just
imagine what would have happened if the
ronom had really caught! Why, we should
all have got the sack—as surc as suns!”

hurch nodded shakily,

*“ Rather!” he agreed. *'‘Oh, what an ass
Handy is! 1 t-uld him it was petrol before
he lit it! If we're lueky, nobody will ever
know anytluug about this! Open the win-
dow wide, to let the fumes out! We might
he able to hush up the whole giddy bhusi-
ness !’ -

\ek,(;lme flung the window
And he was just pressing out ¢me or two
smouldering sparks of the tabletloth, when
bhoth he and Church became aware -of moans
from the other side of the deor.-. They
lonked at one another blankly. |

““Handy!" exclaimed Chureh, thh a-catch
in his voice. ‘‘* My—my only hatt T've just
remem-hored' He was all flaring when he
went out! 1‘erhaps—1urhaps he was burnt
np  outside the door! He-—he midht be
dymg————

“Don't!" muttered McClure thickly.

They dashed to the door and wrenched it
open., In the tense excitement of the
moment —for hardly a minute had elapsed

open wider.

since the explosion--they had. . overlooked
Haudforth. But there, as they tore the
door open, they could sce Handy lying on

the floor.

* You—you traitors!”’ he shoutied.
_von see I'm dying?’’

Church and McClure stared. Handforth
- didn’t look as though he were dyving—and he
didn't sound like it, either. They assisted
him to his feet impulsively—without waiting
to find out why he had failen.  They found
it out ae soon as they touched him, for
their . hands became semothered in thick,
greasy oil,

“0Oh, my goodness!”’ said Church, in dis-
gust. “Tt’s—it's that rotten oil of Fatty's!
I'm smothered all over——

“ What does the oil matter?’ demanded
Handforth, as he staggered into Study D,
“I'm burnt up, you fathead! Rush off and
ring up the hospital! Tell them to send an
ambulence! 1I'm done for!”

He sank down into the easy-chair—at
least, he was just going to, but Church

ulled him back. There was no reason why
he easy-chair should he ruined. Handforth’s

He gazed at them ferociously.
“Can't

were |

l

‘ruined

|

too awful for

coundition at the rear was
words! -
“* Hold on!" said Church hastily. *' You

can't sit down like that——"'

“I'm nearly gone!”’ moaned Handforth
feebly, ** Can't—can’t you understana? 1
gha'n’'t last more than half-an-hour—— Why,

what the dickens—— Look—look at that
lamp! And it was new this afterncon!”’
Handforth's weak voice suddenly became
as strong as a tempest. It whirled through
the study like a gale. He had just caught
sight of the bicycle lamp—or, to be exact,
the remains of it. The thing lay on the
floor, nothing but a blackened, twisted mass
of suap iron. It was hardly recognicable
as a lamp at all.
‘““You—you rotters!” sghouted Haudforth
unreasonably. ‘' Look what you've done!”
“We've done!’ howled Churc¢h, with in-
dignation. ' =
** Yes—you've smashed that lamp to bits!™
Church fought for words, but they
wouldn’t come. He tried to say about a
hundred things at once; they all fought for
utterance, and ev ery nne of those things was
of the utmost importance. But Church
merely choked. His vocal chords failed, and
he stood there guiping.
But Mc¢Clure was not quite so indignant.
“*Hold on, Handy!” he eaid gruffly.
““That’'s a nice thing—accusing us of busting
the lamp up! It’s a lucky thing the whole

school isn't on fire! As for you, I don't
believe you're even scorched!”
‘*“* Not scorched!” =aid Handforth, “I'm

burnt up at the back!™

** Well, your clothinz is all r:"ht—euept
for that ghastly oil,” replied McClure.
“Your trucks are aound and your jacket's

in one piece. It must have hecen imagina-
tion, Handy.” :
And it began to dawn upon Handforth

that he had imagined things. He certainly
couldn't feel much pain in his rear. And,
surely, he would have heen in agony if those
burns had been real? The petrol had flared
up, but Handforth had sat in the oil so
promptly that his clothing was not even
ccorched. It was ruined, all the same, The

0il saw to that.

However, it was far better fo have a
suit of <c¢lothes than to have no

further use for clothes at all! But Hand-

forth didn’t quite Jook at it in this light.

Being a boy, he couldn’t realise that he had
been very near to tragedy.

But he cooled down somewhat, and soberly
came to the conclusion that he had bheen
eeveral kinds of anass to put a match to
the lamp. But to have admitted this to
Church and McClure would -have been im-
possible. Handforth didn’t even think of
doing such a thing.

And, in the meantime, trouble was brew-
ing outside. It hadn't quite come to pass,
but it was certainly brewing. It wasg, as
Archie Glenthorne would have remarked, in
the offing.
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And it was Archic himself, as a matter
of fact, who started the ball rolling.

He had heen in his study for some little
time —clezantly reclining on his soft lounge,
- glancing thmuzh the pages of a weekly pic-
torial. And then, suddenly, the door of his
study liad shaken and a booming report had
sounded. It wouldn't have been s0 notice-
able, only Archie was very quiet.

“*I mean to say, loud thuds, and what
not!"" said Archie, adjusting his monoele and
gazing at the door. It appears that some-
thing has happened. Absolutely! Most
dashed disconcerting! Fairly puts a chappie
off his stroke!"”

Archie decided to investizate. He ‘had
~certainly heard an explosion. He knew that.
He was also aware that most of the fellows
were out in the playing fields. The studies
were nearly all deserted. What could be
the reason for that sudden bang?

Archie sallied forth, and passed down the
Remove passagze. He was attired with all
his usual elegance. And the Remove pas-
sage was dim, for the dusk was setting in,
and not a great deal of light peénetrated
into the corridor-—which was dull at the
best of times.

Archie strode along languidly.
‘of his feet struck the danger zone,
continued going,
pletely upset. :

Before he <ould even realise that any
danger existed his second foot touched the
~oil pateh. And both his legs whizzed up
into the air. They flew from under him
@$ though he had suddenly struck a glassy
Ppatch of ice.

Then one
) His foot
and hiz balance was com-

““ Help!” gasped Archie faintly. * Gad-
zooks! I mean to say——"

He clutched desperately at the air and
then— .

Thud! Splosh!

Archie landed in the oil with a horrible,
sticky, glugging sound. He wasn’t hurt
much, but the horror of the moment was so

great that he nearly fainted on the spot.
He knew that a disaster of paramount im-
portance had occurred. That sticky sound
told him that tragedy had befalien his
gicrious clothing.

And one glance as he sat up—one touch of
his hand on the smothered floor—one sniff
up his nostrils—and he knew the woret. His
breath came and went in great gasps of dis.
“may.

“* This,””
ous!”

Archic was in a fearful mess—so fearful
that he couldn't quite realise the terrible
nature of the catastrophe at first. He only
knew that everything he touched was oily
and sticky. The very thought of getting to
i:@s feet without assistance did not occur to
him.

S0 he lay there and shouted.

* Help!” he ‘howled. “I mean to say,
Ktndly rally round and do the old rescuing
ptunt: Large assortments of 8§.0.8.! Phipps!

he wailed, *'is absolutely poison-

P .

Dash it ali! Proveed to save the.
old soul!”

As it happened, Phippes was not very far
off, and he heard.these frantic appeals. He
came hurryineg down the corridor, and then
caught sight of Archie lying full length on

the floor. Phipps hastened onward.

“Is anything the matter, sir?” he asked,
as he approached.

““ Matter!” gasped Archie.
lad, don't be such a bally ass! I'm wallow-
ing—positively and absolutely wallowing!
The whole thing is most dashed foul! 1've
never—gadzooks!”

Phipps had arrived,

Phipps!

“ Phipps, old

And Phipps had noct noticed anything
peculiar about the floor. "He oniy saw
Archie lying there, and vaguely wondered
why he couldn't get up. Phipps didn't
;}'onder for long. There was no necessity
or it.

The truth was obvious. TFor Phipps
slithered even more violently than Archie
had slithered. And it so happened that

Archie was making an attempt to rise at the
same moment. The unfortunate Phipps
met with worse disaster than his young
master. He collapsed with a fearful thud,
sprawlied over Archie, and his fce descended
into Fatty Little's prized frying oil.

It was perhaps just as well that Phipps
found speech impossible at the moment—
or Archie migit have heard a few extremely
strong remarks,

All that Phipps could do was to gurgle and
aplutter., And Archie sloshed back into the
oil with more wallcwing than ever.

““Great absoiutely heavens!” said. Archie
faintly. *“ Dash it all! I mean to say,
Phipps! What? What? Kindly remove the
old carcase, Phipps! I doubt if I shall sur-
vive, don't you know!"”

Phipps- found his voice.

“* How—how did this happen, sir?”
claimed thickly.

‘* Be sensible, Phipps—be bally sensible!”
protested Archie. ‘“ You don’t think 1
poured the stuff down and then staggered
into it, do you? My clothing, and so forth!
Ruined, you know! This is an occaston for
weeping and wailing, and huge quantities of
teeth gnashing!”’

‘““It seems to me more the occasion for a
bath, sir!"" said Phipps.

'** Absolutely!” agreed Archie.
lad!"”

Very gingerly, they managed to pick them-
selves up. Then they trailed away towaras
the staircase, leaving drips of oil behind
here and there. They vanished into a bath-
room, and various sounds of splashings came
from within.

In the meantime, the Remove passage was
deserted once more.

Fenton, of the Sixth,

he ex-

‘““ Brainy

came hurrying

| through in order to reach the lobby quickly.

He reached the floor. far more quickly than
he reached the lobby. Fenton was hurry-

{ing—and the only ptty of it was that there

- \

L -
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was nobody there {to wateh,  The wey he
went up into the aiv was absolutely Featti-
ful. His feet ehot from undcer him, and he
vractically turned a somersanlt and came
down on thie hack of bis head, Fonton stag-
rered  wildly  wup, slithered again, and  =at
dewn,

“ Good heavens!”” he said faintly,

And it certainly was a startling thing to
happen to a fellow who was unsuspicious of

«uch a stark peril beine abroad. Fenton
managed to get to his feet at last, and he .
was ahout to openn the door of ‘-fud\ D -

baving dark suspicious regarding this apart-
ment—wlhen  the figcure of  Mp,
appeared,

Fenton held up his hand urgently,

* Stop, «ir!? ho exclaimed,  “*Just a
mement. sir-——""

“And why shonld T stop. Fenfon?? de-
manded Mr, Crowell, who appeared to he
ma temper.

“You'll slip over, sip—--"'

“ Nonsense!” snapped Mr. Crowell, eurtly.

There iz no earthly veason why I sheuld
«hip over. Pah! Pooof! What is this dis

casting smell of petrol and oil and burn
o -oh! What «n earth—— Whooooph -

Swight ~squeleh-—thud !

M, Crowell sat down witlhy tertific furce
near Fenton's teet, aml he uttered szeveral
frendish yells, TFor a Foin-master this was
decidedly wndignified;  but Mr, Crowell was
i be exensed.

At the same time, he haed on'v hims=elf 1o
riame. Fenton bad given him o a distinet

warning, and if Mr. Crowel; lad nor heen in

ere of his tantroms--as the juniors  dis-
respectinlly  termed  his  little  periads  of
tonchiness —-he would ave pavscd and waited.
Rut 1t o happened that he Teorm-master
nad boen compelled to spend his time  at
c-holastic duties when he eallyv wanted to

re engaged on diterary work-— and this alwavs
tiad the cHfeet of shoitening ivis temper.
“Oh! I-I'm eorry, sir!”" exclaimed Fen-
tem, with a gulp, hui. but 1 warned you
" [1 lenty ef time

"Upen my  :oul!”
fabntiy. **“ What—what
tnin?  What chastly substance is this T have
Fallen into? Oil, by ali appearances- =ticky,
messy, smelly oil—--"

“ Yes, that's what
<aul Penton,
remps have doine it on purposc-

At that very moment the door of Study D
cpened —just as Mr. Crowell was stascering
to hiis Jeet, with Fenton's aid. As Chuareh
sl MeClure said, Handforth furiy  asked
for i,

They had heard Mr, Crowell's voice, and
nad suggested an immediate retreat by way
of the window, But Handferth was as ob-
«tinale as ever,

“* Rot!” he zaid.

gasped  AMr., Croweil

does this mean. Fen-

it scenrs to o, eir,”
“1 expect fome of tlu«f’ VOouny

Wiy sheuld we bunk?

I

;1hl{‘: l'l‘l]? l

We duin't shove that oil down in tha
I}‘I\.;Igt\_ "t

“You fathead!” ~n.*p]u:d Church. = You
cthrew the can at Fatty—--

A pare  accident!”  eald  Handla:th
eruilly,

He opened the door, and was certainly
rather startled when le saw Mr. Crowell's
condition. Fenton was not looking particu-

Lirly elean and tidy, either.
had nearly vanished, for the bulk of its
original expanse was fairly, evenly dictri-
buted hefween  Arehie Glenthorne, Phipps,
Fenton, and Mr. Crowell. And the odour in

Thiat pool of il

Crowell | the passage was not particularly grateful and

comforting,
o ‘l\ h:ln! “l II(I -"?;”.11
thing wrong out here?”
Anything wrong!” echoed I"vntun anarile,
‘You confounded young sweep! What's all
suppnse you know somethinz—-—-

112

Handlorth, ** Any-

\h! You're smothered in the stull yvour-eif!
What's the game?”

"Leave this to me!™ eaid Mr. Crowcdll
thicklv, 1 will du:z! with Handforth. Bow,

what have you to say?’" he barked vielentiy.
Handfortir leoked avarieved.
“No need to talk like that,

] LB ]
S1——

What have you to say?” thundercd My,
Crowell,
“Why, I-T don't know what you mican,

sir,” stuttered Hondiorth, robbed of his usual
confidence. * You—you see, somebody conme

in with come oil, and spilt it—— I-1 mr;m,.-
it got upeet, somehow-—"

“ Enough!”’ roared Mr. (Crowell. ]In.
forth, yon will write me a iimus:unl Hue-!""

“What!” panted Huandforth feebly.

A thous=and lines, «ir!"" stormed the Form.

miaster, " Farthermere, you will clear up
t this ci-wr eoful mess at onece —with yonr ol
hond=! I &hall meuire  further nto 1S
matter when 1 am in a4 more fit state to
do 0!’

And Mr. Crowell turned en his heel inonder
to etride away. In his fuary he foruoot il
pool  of oil, slithered wildly, and 't was
only Fonton’s prescpnee of mind and  switt

Coff light!y ! he said curtly,

 for days and weeks—and now it had arrived?

action that saved Mr.
anothicr somersault.
Onee ont of the danger zone, however, Mr.
Crowel] <talked avay, and Handforth looked
after him with anger and indignation fight-
ing for Mhu---inn on his countenance, i'cl-
(o was garim and celd.
“and yvon ean recekon that

Crowell from twining

.

vou've been hod
T was expect-
ing Mr. Crowell to report you for a public
floceing. 11 this mess isu't cleared up by {he
time 1 come down-—loeck out for yourselt!”
The sehoal ecaptain stulked gingerly awiy,
and H.md]mtlt almost choked,  Within Sty
D. Church and MeClare silently and ferv tly
embraced each other., At last they had some-
thing to he happy over. Handforth had :r 'k
it in the neek! He had been asking for |t;



CHAFTER [11.
ME. SHARPE IS BLUNT!

ANDIFORTIT glared .“ﬁ
his  chwins suspiei-
ouzly at he re-entered
the study. .‘mmehuv
or other, they Jdooked rather
too innoeent for his  liking,

W henever Chureh and MceClure
II"I]ﬁf‘Eﬂf there was generally =ome-
And Handfort cuessed thot

leolked
thiing behind it.
they had been discussing him.,

“Well?". he demanded, iike the explosion

¢f a bomb., " What the dickens ure vou
staring at? Yon ought to he jolly wleasad
with yonrzelves! (uousing all thiz mesz, and
ruining my clothes, and—'"

“Well, I'm blested!” interrnpted .. Chiureh
i :rrnmth. “We ecaused it! Why, you

#83, It was all vour fanlt for putting petro!

in the lamp! I it hoedn't heen for us, the

whole school would have been on fire by (his

time! You ought to think yourself jolly

Jlueky that Crowell didn't come in here!””
Handforth snorted.

“ Weil, you can elear up that mess out-
zida!" he said.

“0h, ean we!" zaid MeClure. * (Crowell
toid you to do it—"

“If you don't met busy on the joh Il
punch you until you ecan't see straizit,”
bellowed Handforth, “I'm mot going to
etand any insubordination! And mu.l have

to pay for a new lamp, too!

Churclh looked at MeClure, and MeClure
looked at Chureli. They were just about fed
up. They were in that condition when thev

didn’'t care what happened. And for Handy
to take up this attitude was a bit too much
for them, |

“It you think you're ¢ to =iart on
uz, youn'd better think again!" shouled
Church aggressively. “ You bhlezsed buiiv!
We're not standing any rot from you! You'll
have to clear up that mess yourseli!”

Handforth gulped twice, and then lLurled
himszelf forwaid.

‘*“ Al right!”’
asked for it!"

H:mdforth intended annihilating his chims
on the spot. Bu{ for once they were ready.
They had no sceruples. Handforth had cone
Peyond the limit—and Church and MeC.ure
were aroused. It took a tremendous lot to
1mlhe them, but when they did ze:r into

that condition it was a poor look-cut for
Hand

(Lmhh-—hiﬁ'———h;mg ~thud!

Study D fairly shook with the noise of the
engavement, It was a swift batble. but it
was deadly. ¥For a few brief moments there

( Ty
LA Il-ﬂ

he thundered. “You'yve

was a vision of fists, flying jackets, and
reddened faces.
At the comclusion, Handiorthh lay. fuli

length on the floor, his nose purple, ane eva
half colosed, Hhis {lnt,hmrr dusty and dis-
arranged, and he looked just ahcut spent.
Church and MecClure stasoered outsids
throuzh the window. They were aoy un

J

1

) FIpELor,

fotichiesnd, Ty u‘. v means, Before succumbing,
li.m.--lfurth ol deadr ont o a large assortment
of  blows, iz chums  loogked decidedly
wreckad, _

AU toey Lad trivmaphed. They had sue-
cooded Ip qiu;;;;: Handiorth a good hiding.

There wouln be fearful ruetions afterwards,
of course, und it was quite likely that peace
would not Ye restored until several days had
clapsed.  Baut these little episodes were as
inevitable as the day and the night, They
simp!y Ll to come ocecasionally.

Handiorth peked himself up, zasping
granting, and addressing all sorts of viol enb
remarks to the furniture. He soon realised
the futility of thiz, and he further realised
that it w e him to clear vp the oil
in

W T
tire DasINge,
And a cold glitter came into his eyes as he
catzbt sisht of MeClure's cricketing hlazer.
[t was hanging on a wail, and Handforth -
grabbeal 1t Ir wusn't his usual custom to he
destruetive--bue just now he felf dangerous.

ile seized the blazer, went out into the
passaze, and proceedled to use the article of
clothing 4s a mop. He swabbed up the oil
o manner that was entirely satisfactory
to lumself, Mary Jane, the howsemaid, would
tiave used a fe.s strong  terms wg:trdnur
Handforth's ability it she 11 1d zeen the result
of his work.

Then andforth went npstairs and cleaned

himssll,  After o eomplete change and a
wash he fe't =0 much hetter that he was
auinzt cheerfil., But bhe frowned grimly as

e plannesd all sorts of dire punishments for

Churel and MeClure.
Of course, they were going ont of Study D
—4that waz the first tiing, He would chuck

them out, and never lef them cnter aguin.
Aiter whit had happenad it would be quite
‘mpossibie to have any further amiable rela-
tions witi them. In fact, Handforth decided

thar hencetorward he wounld not even cex-
chrange o =mule word, He would cut them
dead oun ali occaiions, He would act as

thouzhh tihey didn't exist,

He dezcended to Study
idea o hurling ail the
and MeClare m:: mto the passage.
ol as he got inside the door he a
causit =jght 01 that emazhed-up lamp. And
A ureat T ge¢  welled up within him. A
moment’s consideration would have told him
that the fault had been entirely is own, and
that it wasn't any 2aod blaming the lanh.
wut Huandrforth, impulsive a3 ever, grahbhed
up wreckage anid hurried out. There
2t be time for him to zet {o tle
efore tile shops closed  And he s
ol at full ‘rp"lf'f"i'l.

Bv the time he arrived at the ironmonger’s
he hiad settied on a fixed plim, and he Wi
icilv ~alm. Handforth had various moods,
amdd e wonld change from one to the other
without o moment’s warning. In  facy,
nobody Knew exactly how to take dim.

Ha enterad the ironmongory establishmend

Moo 3nacpe. IL wias cempty, except for the
who was in the azt o pulling

D with 1he cheerfnd
pmpsrt} of Church
But

again

HB

£
Lait
would in

villaga b

Ol



THE NELSON

Alr.
thin and bony, and it was somrthing of an

down the blinds, Sharpe was tall and
offort for him to be plecasant. He always
regarded the St. Frank's feNows with sus-
picion. Probably he bad reason to!

“ Just closing, Mr. Sharpe?’ =aid Hand-
forth briskly. ** All right; won't keep you
a minute. 1'd like a rew lamp m exchange
for this one.”

Handforth hanged the battered remains on
the counter. Mr., Sharpe  aajusted his
spectacles, looked at the wreekage, and then
looked at Handiorth.

“ What is this? he asked bluntly.

“That's the lamp you sold me to-day!”
said Handforth. * The bessed thing's mo
cood, and it's bustcd! Youn've got to give
me a4 new one: you can't swindle me, you
know, Mr. Sharpe!”

The ironmonger's face grew rigid,

“ How dare you?’ he barked. ‘' The m-
solence—-the impertinence! How dare you
come irto my shop and accuse me of swind-
ling to my face? . And let me tell you this,
young man'! I will not stand any dictation
()P T

“0Oh, won't you?” :=aid Handforth iecily.
¢ Well, this iamp wis 10 good; us soon as
T filled it stp and lit it the '{‘ilil}}l’ ciploded!
You don't call that a good lamp, T suppose?
1 either want a new lamp or my money
baeck!”

My, Sharpe suified heenly.

“ Good gracious!” he said,
petrol 7™

“ Yes, hut that'e nothimg to do with it,”
replied Handforti. ** No deecnt lamp ought
to explode as soon as——"

“ Really, my lad, J shonid advise you' to
Jeave as quickly as possible,” iterrupted Mr.
Sharpe curtly. @ canmot conceive of any
Loy beinz so utterly brainPess as to use petrol
in a bieyele lamp. The fact that it exploded
is entirely your own fault; you might have
expected it. 1 certainly refuse to have any-
ihing to dn with the matter. It is already
past the closing hour, 0 1 will bid you good-
evening.”’

Mr. Sharpe walke

“ Did you use

d towards the door and
iavitingly moticued Handforth to depart. He
had hbeen very biunt—and Handforth was
rather taken abuack. The leader of Study D
fiad no intention of dcaving vet.

“ Hold on!" he suid. = We'll
this, Mr. Siarpe!”

“ 1 have nothing forther to say.”

“Then [ have!’ said Handforth. &' Are
you gcing to give me 4 new lamp?”

“1 am not!”

“ You vefuse to do the vight thing?”

“1I absolutely refuce w0 do the wrong
thing,” retorted Mr. Sharpe. ** You have
utterly no right to come here and demand
2 new amp in exchange for that piece of
twisted scrap-iron. How you can have the
ampertinence {o make €iuch a demand s
beyynd my understanding.” |

Handfo:t giwred for 2 mement, and then
cooled down.

cee about

-

|-pointed nose,

[}
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““ A1l right,’”” he said. *‘ I'm staying herel
“What?”’ barked the ironmonger.
Handforth leaned against the ccunter.
“I'm staying here unti! 1 get a new lamp!”
he said calmly. **1f you think I'm going to
he diddled, you've made a blocmer! You've
pot plenty of iamps in the wmdow; you can
eu's’i.ly give me another! You'll sever notice
| Al
Mr.
aAnger.
““ You insolent young rascal!” he roared.
“You will leave this shop at once, and 1
shall consider it my duty to report the whole
matter to your headmaster! T have nuver
known such elfrontery in all my lifel”
Handforth didn't move!
“ Are you going?” demanded Mr. Sharpe
wildly.
“ Not until I get a new lamp——'
“ You ean only have a new lamp if you pay
for it,” eaid Mr. Sharpe. * You ueed not
imagine that this establishment is run for
philanthropic purposzes!”
Handferth ¢miled pityingly.
“ It won't hrelp you to trot out long words

Sharpe boiled with indignation and

1 like that!” he said. “ I know what ] 'm doing,

s

and I'm just about fed-up——

“ Unless you leave this shop within ruo
minute I will throw you out!'’ slroutcd Mr.
Sharpe hotly. *“ Do you hear me, sir? I will
throw you out!”

“ Good!” said Handforth, ** I'd like to sce
you do it!”

He clenched his fists, squared his shoulders,
and waited. He was just feeling ready for
another scrap. 1lle was like a bomb, and was
ready to explode at the first touch. He felg
that something had to happen in order to
relieve hig feelings. A serap with Mr. Sharpe
would be quite enjoyable. But Handforth,
although intensely reckless, had enough sen-e
to avoid starting the couflict himself, He

would probably have to stand on the carpet

later, and to admit that he had attacked
;th' }Sharpe on ‘his own premises would he
atal.

“Well, boy?" demanded the ironmonger,
‘““ Are yon going?”

“ Certainly,” caid Handforth, **when 1
get, that new lamp!” '

“ You—you Upon my word!” aasped
Mr. Sharpe. * This is insufferable! In my

own shop! Now, sir—nut you go at once:”

He approached Handforth aggressively, an.d?
with blazing eyes. Edward Oswald didn't
mocve a hair.

“Go on—touch me!”’" he tauntcd.
You daren’t!”

Mr. Sharpe chcked for a moment, and tln
swaore. X

“ Now!"’
shall see!”

He seized Handiarth and whirled him to
wards the door. At least, this is what Mr,
Sharpe intended doing. As a matter of fact,
ne cnly shifted Handforth about a eonple
of inches. Then something which felt like a
battering-ram came into contact with his

“ Huh!

he panted. “ We shall sce—we
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“ Yow—yarooooh!"

Mr. Sharp reeled ‘back,. howling violently.
He stageered right across the shop, tripped
over uan assortment of buckets and other
articles of ironmongery, and then collapsed
in o heap.

“XYou'll chuck me out, will you?
Handforth. * AH right—do it!"”

Mr. Sharpe was not in a position to do
anything at the moment. Just behind the
spot where he had fallen a2 large expanse of
nettinz was hung up—probably for display
purposes. It was cne of those string nets
for use on strawberry-beds, or blackcurrant-
hushes, to protect the fruit from birds. And,
in falling, Mr. Sharpe clutched at it.

The re=zult was disastrous.

He puiled the whole 1et about his eurs.
Tihere was o tearing, rending sound, a clatter
ol fafling kettles and sancepans, and the net
descended over Mr. Sharpe like a black cloud.

“Good!"” said Handforth eallously. ** Now
vou've got it!”’

Mr. Sharpe struggled desperately and
violentiyv. It was the worst thing he could
dstave done. If he had only Kkept his
Eead all would have been well. Ile would
ftave been able to extricate himself without
difficulty.

But by.strngeling he only made the posi-
tion completely hopeless. The mnet wound
itse!f round him in gripping folds. The more
T.o wriggled the more cntangled became the
Tet.

But somehow or other Mr. Sharpe man- |
aued to get to his feet. And there, roaring
and raving, he ctaggered about the shop like
a comedian in o -pantomime. He seemed to
f::ive made up his mind that he would do as
miuch damage as possible in the shortest space -
of -time. |

Handforth stood looking on with great in-
terest. Two or three village youths, happen
ing to pass by, and hearing sounds of strife,
loked in at the «oor. They admired the
performance tremendcusly—judging by their
grins,

““erves vou jolly well right!” said Hand-
fortr calmly. *“ This is what comes of trying
to swindle good customers! If you'd given
nie a new ‘lamp, instead of making a ot of
silly .lvsd, this wouldn't have happened.”

* teng—gug—Dbrrerrrrh i7" said  Mr, Sharpe
incolierentiy.

His course round the shop was well worthy
vatehine., Being wrapped up in the coils of
the net, he simply had no control over his
movements, And his shop was very much like
all other ironmongery shops—half the floor
space wias occupied by galvanised baths,
pails, watering-cans, garden tools, coils of
wire ‘netting, sieves, and so forth,

And Mr. Sharpe, staggering round, upset ]
pile after pile. Judging by the noise one
miecht have been excused in believing that
the shop was being wrecked, The din was
tercric. Mr. Sharpe reeled on like an all
destructive cyclone. But gradually he was

roared

it st

There was a tearing, rending sound, a

clatter of falling kettles and saucepans,

and the net descended over Vir. Sharpe
like a black cloud.

— —

was becoming loose, aud Mr. Sharpe felt that
he could find a wuy of escape.

And Handforth saw that it would not be
sufe for him to remain much longer. e
Jas thoroughly satisfied now. He considered -
that he hadhad his money's worth, and if he
remained the trouble might be very scvere.
Mr. Sharpe was worked up to such an extent
that he was capahle of any violence.

“Well, I"'d better be going,” said Hand-
forth casually., “ I hope that this'll be a
lesson to you, Mr. Sharpe. The St. Frank’'s
chaps are your best customers, €0 don't try
to diddle 'em!”

And Handforth calinly marched out of the
shop—leaving Mr. Sharpe fairly <obbling
with impotent rage. By ‘the time the _iron-
monger got free Handforth had vanished
into the gathering dusk.

He went up the road to St. Frank's in.the
aweetest of tempers. All hie hard thoughts
had gone. He was even disposed to forgive
‘Church and McCiure, and decided that he
would allow them to stay on"in Study D.

In fact, Handforth was-in his most - serene
mood. All the c¢louds had rolled away, and
everything—as he would have put it—in the
garden was lovely. Life was worth living
once more.

He was just pearing St..Frank's, and the
gloom was fairly thick owing to the clouded
sky and the dense trees which lined one side
of the road. And then, suddenly, Handforth
caught his breath in.

For a brief instant he caught sight of a
Jdurking figure among the bushes near the
-road. He 1ooked Tiard, and the figure

gotting free from his bonds. The netting-

seemed to fade. It vanished. And when



-Handforth hurried up he found that he was

absolutely alone. Had that figure béen a

reality, or really a trick of his fancy?
Handforth was convinced that he had seen

something. But why should it lurk there,
0o <ilent and etealthy? What could it
mean? :
* Great pip!”’ muttered Handforth
abruptly. “* A Chink!” - ,;
Tlie thought came to him like a blow. TIn

a flash all his detective instincts were on the

alert. Handforth had plenty of detective
instinets, but no detective ability. He was’
always ready to get on the trail, And he

fondly believed that he was smart at the.
game. He wasn't. He wias a hopeless duffer..

‘* A Chink!"’ repeated Handforth tensely.
* By George, I've got it! Queer things have
been happening to Ying Ching just recently,
and now his ¢nemies are getting busy again!
This is my chance to do things!"™,

Handforth recalled the thrills and ex-
citements of recent events at St. Frank's.
Yung Ching, the Chinese boy in the Re-
move, apparently had enemies of his own
nationality. These encmies, mysterious and
always lurking in the background, had made
yiore than one attempt to take Yung Ching's
itfe.
activitics of Nelson Lce, the Chinese boy's
enemies had been helpless. Their teeth had
been drawn—their jaws muzzled. " But now,
it seemed that fresh adventures were afoot!

And Edward Oswald Handforth was the
cnly one on the alert!

CHAPTER 1V.

THE TRUTH ABOUT YOUNG CHING!
said Church *soberly.
“¥You think -‘he'

“ R
be wild?"

‘“Raving!”’ said
‘“After what's  happened,
he'll do all =orts of mad
t make out where the dickens
Rats

(hurch.

things., I can’ |
he's got to—mot that I'm worrying.
to him! Let him sulk!”

Church and McClure were doing their
prep. in Study D. The electric light was
burning, for it was fairly late, and the eve-
ning had become thick and clouded, And

Handforth’'s chums were trying to make |

themselves helieve that everything was all
right, and that there was no need to worry.

As a matter of fact, they were very
greatly worried. They had heen expecting
explosions, but peace prevailed. Handforth
was not to be seen. He had completely dis-
appeared,

Church and MecClure were certainly fed up
awwith him, and they had shown. their hand
2or once. ‘Experience  told them that at
least two miserable days would foilow. But
»t ocouldn’t he helped. These thinge hap-
pened in life.

*0f course, it doesn't matter to us what

-

But for a week past, owing to the:

UCTIONS, of course,” {

the ass does, hut I wish he'd turn up,” =aid
McClure uneasily, ** What’es he doing?
Where the dickens has he got to? You
know, he’s a hopeless fathead when he gets
into.one of his moods, and there’s no telling
what——"

- " He's coming!” interrupted Church
riedly, bhut with relief,

The footsteps out in the passage were un-
mistakable. The door c¢f Study D shook
slightly, and then it burst open. Church
and McClure sprang to their feet and in-
stinctively clenched their fists. They had to

be prepared. ,

““0Oh, here you are!” said Handforth
crisply. **Good! Chuck those books aside!
E‘hq}'f’g work to do—we've got to get on the
rail !’

Chureh and MeClure stared. They hadn't
expected anything of this kind. Handforth
wasn't angry—he wasn’'t sullen—he wasn'V
anything that one might have supposed he
| would be. On the contrary, he was flushed
with excitement, in the very best of
'tempers, and seemed to have no recollection
of the recent strife.

“ What's the idea, Handy?'' asked Church
uncertainly.

‘“ Detective work!"" said Handforth brizkly.

“ What?"’

' ““Eh?™

- ““I've spotted one of those rotten Chinks!”
went on Handforth, lowering his voice.
“Quite by accident, you know, Lurking in
the bushes just near the school. I'll bet he's

hur-

waiting to stick a knife into Yung Ching,

or something of that sort.
coing out to collar him!"”

“0h!” =aid Church. = *“ But—but what
about——- l mean—I—I thought—— Well,

you see—

““0Oh, that rot?” said Handforth. ' The
bust up? That's finished. I had a row with
old Sharpe and I'm satisfied. We’ll say no
more ahout it. It’s up to you fellows to
back me up and follow my instructions.
We've got to follow this Chinaman.”
.Chureh and McClure were only too ready
to accept the position.

‘“ Right-ho,” said Church. * But where is
he? How did you find him?"

“Haven't I just explained?”’ demanded
Handforth. *°* You’re just as dense as ever!
This Chinaman’s lurking ahout outside,
among the trees, You know that Yung
Ching has got a lot of enemies. Well, this
rotter is one of them. Think of the glory
we shall get by capturing him. Buck up!”
- Church and McClure were not filled with
any great enthusiasm. But it was an enor-
mous relief to find that Handforth was him-
self and ready to carry on as usual.” His-
chums were quite willing to humour him,

** Detective ~work, eh?’ eaid McClure
eagerly, ‘*Good! It'l be rather ripping it
we collar this Chinaman—and you'll get all
the eredit, Handy.” '
~ Of course, Handforth’s chums had no con-
fidence in his story of a Chinaman.- At the

Anyhow, we’re

i

same time, the finest thing .would he: to
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gawaliow it, and lend him a hand.
‘hurried out of Study D with him and
emerged into the gloomy Triangle. Hand-
forth was fairly bubbling with keenness.

So they

The gates, of course, were closed, but a
little detail like thiz did not worry Hand-
forth. He led the way to the school wall,

and a minute later the three of them were
outside, crouching down against the hedge.
- " That’s where I saw him—just over
there!"”  breathed  Handforth, pointing,
“ Now what we've got to do is to remain
here and watch. The rotter's bound to show
timseif soon, and then we can spring on
him?!

Church and MecClure did not argue. Per-
sonally, they thought it c¢xtremely unlikely
that the alleged Chinaman would show him-
self just to oblige Handforth., The whole
thing was a mere waste of time, in their
opinion.

The three juniors were crouching in the
bed of a ditch. It was quite dry, and there
were ull sorts of ferns growing in profusion.
So it was possible for them to lie there In
concealment without giving any hint of their
presence to others. And, as it happened,
their vigil was not destmed to be a long
one.

- For after about five minutes had elapsed
their came the sound of a breaking twig.
Handforth gcipped Church's arm tightly.

“Yow! What the—""

s 1" hissed Handforth. ‘* He's
coming!”

-He stared intently. And, sure enough, a
minute later the bushes moved and a dim
fivure appeared. It was that of a man. 1t
wuas impossible to .see clearly in the gzioom.
but the juniors could make out that the
sfranger was

cautiously. _
~ Then, just as he was about to go back
into his place of concealment, Handfortlr
acted.

roared. “On him!"

In one leap Handforth was out of the
d:tch. Church and McClure, although some-
what startled by that beliow, came up to
thie scrateh admirably. They scrambled out
in the wake of their leader. Handforth,
hy this time, was.dashing across the road
to the thick bushes on the other side.

The lurking figure hesitated for a moment,
and then backed away into obscurity. But
that moment of heszitation had been fatal
for him., Hanpdforth reached the spot, tore
-through the bushes, and just caught a
"lmune of the man as he tried to get away,

“ Now!" he

‘““No, you don't!" roared Handforth.
“ Come on. you chaps!”
He grabbed fiercely, and managed to

secure a firm hold of the fellow’s coat-tails,
He pulled vieolently, and the man staggered
back, tripped, and fell full length into the
long grass. They were just free of the
bushes, and Handforth was able to jump
tpon his prisoner.

“ Hold his arms—and lie
sirotuted.

his  lega!™

staring up and down the lane

LEE LIBRARY ]

Church and McClure, thoroughly excited,
jumped on the captive. And with these
three sturdy juniors sprawled over him, the
man had utterly no chance. He lay thert?.
llelple&\

“What the thunder does this mean?” he
panted furiously.

“ You're my prisoner!” said Handforth.

“You confounded voung idiot!" said the

man. “ Let me go! What kind of game is
this? Let me get up, you young lunatic!"’

“My only hat!™ caid Church. *“* We've
made a bloomer!"”

“I knew it!" growled McClure.

‘- A hloomer?" repeated Handiorth.,
“What do you mean?”

““This ¢hap isn't a Chinaman——"'

“JIsn't he?”' said Handforth knowingly.

“ Do you think I'm spoofed by his talk? A
Chinaman can speak English as well as 1
can. This fellow's putting it on! He's a
Chinaman disguised!"’

“If you don't let me get up within two
seconds I'll make things hot for you!' ex-
claimed the victim harshly. You made a
mistake, you young dolt! Let me get up at
once!"” '

““* Not likely!” said Handforth. < You're
my prisoner, and you're going to be handed
over to the police. Lurking about St.
Frank's—trying to murder Yung Ching! I've
got you, and you're finished!"”

“ But—bhut Handy!"" breathed Church.
“ This chap is English '
“ Rot!”

‘““ He's white!"" persisted Church.

““ Disguise!” eaid Handforth, ‘“1f an
Englishman can disguise himself as a China-
man, why can't a Chinaman disguise hanself
as -an Englishman? That’s logic! If one’s
possible, so is the other! And this rotten
Chink is made up to look like a white man!”

Church felt rather.faint® He had nothing
to say. Against such an argument it was
absotutely hopeless to speak. And the cream
of the whole affair was that Handforth
really believed that he was correct. The un-
fortunate prisoner remained on the ground,
helpless, breathing hard and using language
of a certain strong description which did not
sound at all like Chinese,

** And you'd better stop that talk, too!”
said Handforth threateningly. “ 1 expect
you learned that language .around the
docks! Down Limehouse or ‘Bayswater!”’

‘“* Bayswater?” said Church,

“Well, it's wnext to Limehouse!” said
Handforth, who was very vague in his ideas
about the London guburbs. ‘* And 1'm jolly
certain that——

“ Cave!” exclaimed McClure suddenl}

Handforth glanced round, and then saw
two figures comuing along the lane. In the
first second he didn't recognise them—but
then he saw that one belonged to Neloon
Lee and the other to me. The guv'nor and
I had met in the village, and were coming
home together.

said Lee.

“ Good gracious!” Nelson

LY What is this?”
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‘It’'s  all right, sir,’” said  Handforth.
» l’xe got a prisoner here-a Chinaman!”’
'l‘hank goodness you xe come, Mr. Lee!
gasped - the prisoner, ‘ Please tell these
young idiots to release me! They must be

mad Y’

“* Mad, are we? said Handforth grimly.
* A1l right, my man, yon'll see! This gentle-
man is Mr., Nelson Lee, the famous detec-
tive! He'll soon snap the hracelets on you

and finish your game!”’

il?

Neleon Lee and I approached c¢lose, and
gazed down searchingly.
‘* Dear me!”’ said the guvnor. " What

have you heen doing, Handforth"”

‘1 think he's been making a hloomer, sir,”
said Church. ‘““McClure and 1 didn't want
1o interfere, but Handforth ‘Phl:: certain %

“0Of course I'm certain, sir,” said Hand-

forth. ** This chap's a Chinaman!’
Nelson Lee frowned, altiiough his eyes
twinkled.

“I'm very much afraid, Hand.forth that
your - usual impetuosity ha: led you into a
further blunder,” he said softly. ‘“ You will
releagse this prisoner of yours at once. It's
all right,
notice of this little ineident. Just a harm-
less miistake on the part of these jumiors.”
l t -.\iista};el” gasped Handforth. *' But—
mt——"

“Let me get up, confound yown,”’ eaid
Mclrose desperately.
- '*Stand up at once, Handforth,” com-
manded Lee.

Edward Oswald was staggered, but he
could do nothing but obey. Church and

McClure sprang to their feet, and Handforth
~ was thrown back, for the prisoner got to his
feet by sheer force—a simple task with the
weight of Church and McClure removed, He
stcod there, looking hot and disheveiled and

dusty,
** Infernal young ‘idiots!” He ‘said angres-
sively.

“ But—but look here, sir!"” gasped Hand-
forth, appealing to Nelson Lee. '“I'm right
—1 know I am! 1 saw this chap lurking
about among the tree:, and I know he’s a
Chinaman disguised as a white man——"’

" Do not talk so absurdly, Handforth,”
ipterrupted Lee., ‘1 will eee you with refer-
ence to this matter later on. You will go

indoors at once, and in future you had
better make certain before commitiing
another such biunder. It will not be safe

to walk about the public highways hefore
long."

‘** But look here, sir—"’
1 do not wish to argue, my bhoy,”

NSWE
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Melroee—you mustn’t take any

{ you.

| Lee was wrong!

i

i

i

|

| dickens, and yet he’ll swallow anything!

terrupted Lee. ‘' Go three of

Go at once!”

Handforth would probably have attempted
to continue the conversation, but Church
and MecClure grabbed him and forced him to
move. They were both red and seif-
conscious, and they felt very absurd.

‘*There you are—I knew it all along!™
whispered Church gruffly.  * You've mmp!y

made us look like a set, of fatheads! It's
a pity you can’'t show a bit more sense,
Handy, 1 knew the c¢hap wasn't a Chmd.-
man."”

*“So did I!" said McClure,

Handforth snorted.

“It just shows how easy it is for any-
hody to spoof Mr. Lee!"’ he said bitteriy.
‘“He’s supposed to be’asa smart as th?
O
course the chap was a Chinaman! I could
see it all the time—but he’s so jolly clever
that he’s esen hoodwinked Mr. Lee!”

Neither Chureh nor Mc¢Clure had any
weapons to battle against such an argument
as this. It seemed that Handforth really
believed that he was right, and that Nelson
Probably the opposite was
the case—hbut Handforth would never admit
himself beaten.

And while the three juniors went indoors,
Nelson Lee and I remained out in the lanc.

Handforth’s late priscner was standing-
before us, brushing himself down. He was
still looking somewhat indignant, but the
guv'nor’s presence made all the diflerence.
I had recognised him as an old acquaint-

indoors—all

ance. He was, in fact, Detective-sergeant
Melrose, a rising young C.I.D. officer, of
Scotland Yard. He was one of Chiel-

inspector Lennard’s best men.

‘“* Well, this is a surprise to me!”’ 1 said.
‘“What the dickens are you doing down
here, - Melrose? 1 haven’t seen you for

‘monthe.”

I daresay Mr. Lee can tell you all about
it,”” said Melrose. ‘" Anyway, I don’t like
your school <c¢hums, Master Nipper—and
that’s straight! 1 never came across such
fiery young blighters! Fairly jumped on me
and held me down! I'd rather have &
scrap with half-a-dozen drunks!”

Nelson Lee laughed.

'* Come, come, Melrose: don’'t exaggerate!”
he eaid lightly., ‘I half suspected that the
fauit was yours for showing yourszelf. How-
ever, no harm is done, so it doesn’t matter,
Everything is all right, I presume.”

©* Yes, sir—quict as usual.” :

‘“ Let us hope things remain quiet.”’

‘““I'm not certain that I hope that, sir.”
gaid the detective-sergeant. “I'm about
fed up with this business. Stuck here for a
week, spending all night in the wocde, and
never a sight of anything, It's the quiete<t
job I've been on since I joined the force!”

‘* Which only goes to prove that the
enemy has a great respect for the ma]eat:f
of the law,” smiled Nelson Lee. *“ The ve



fr.l‘. v tlltit ‘ r}“.

are on g..lmrd is quﬁiueut to
keep the Chinamen inactive.

A minute or two later we bade our com-

pranion  good-night and passed into the
Triangle. Bt 1 did not part from Nelson
iee at once. 1 followed him to his study,

and <loged the door behind me once I was
inside.

** Now, look here, sir,” 1 said firmly.
“ What's it all about? 1 should like to hear
the truth about this. Has Melrose bheen
hanging about St. Frank’s for a week?”

‘““He has.”

“And 1 knew nothing about it!" 1 sald
indignantly.

*“A  dreadful oversight on my part,
Nipper,” said Lee gravely. ‘It will pro-

bably interest you to know that Melrose has
ot five other men under him—and those

men are at present dotted about round the

gchool —watching from every point.”

**Well, I'm jizgered,” I  said. * And
they've been on this work for a week?™"

* Exactly."

““So that's why
haven't been in

Yung Ching’s enemies
evidence!” 1 exclaimed.
“*No wonder it's been a quiet week, sir!
But what's the idea exactly? You're not
proposing to Keep these Yard men on dutv
always, are vou?"”’

Nelson Lee sat down and lit a cigarette.

““It is the duty of the police to maintain
tuw and order,’”' he said. ** There have been
~ome grim attempts at foul play in con-
unection with Yung Ching, and it was abao-
Intely essentiat that he should have protec-
tion. For d¢he past week that protection
}.43 been provided. The result, as you know,
i3 entirely satisfactory. There have been no
siens whatever of the enemy.”

““In fact, things are getting dull,”” I
remarked,

““ In comparison to the previous adven:
tures, yes,” said Nelson Lee. *° Archie Glen-
thorne was the victim of Ching's enemies on
the last cccasion—when they took him to

Limehouse and used him as a hostage. And
events of that nature must not happen
again. These Scotland Yard men are uell

on the alert, and Fu Chow dare not act.’

€ 1 suppose they're only on duty at night?”’
I remarked.

" Melrose and his men do not come to the
vicinity of the schoeol until dusk,” replied
Lee, ** They leave their posts at the coming
of dawn. It is only during the hours of
darkness that these Chinese work their cun-
ning plans. During the past week I have
been able to pursue my own investications.”

‘“ Aud do you think you'll be able to meet
with any success, air?”’ -

“I am confident of success, replied
Nelspn Lee. ‘It will not be long hefore 1
shalf be in a position
Chiinamen and render Yung Ching safe from
any further persecutions. I have discovered,
Nipper, that we are fighting against two
separate factions.”

“I don't quite follow,

"

guv'nor.”

to round up these

“You may remember that two attempts
have been made to kidnap Yung Ching, and
at leasl: one attempt to murder him,” said
Lee. ‘" Now, it stands to reason that if
somebody is anxious to take the boy’s life,
he will not go to the trouble of kldnappm"
Those bent upon capiuring Ching are mem-
bers of the Yen Shan Tong—a powerful
Chinese Secret Society which has, I believe,
a well-established branch in the East End

of London."”

“But they don't want to kill Yung
Ching?"’

. No——they are anxious to capture him

alive and well,"”" replied the detective. * 1t
was for that purpose that Glenthorne was
opirited away—so that we should be com-
pelied to give up Ching. But the whole
thing failed—and mainly owing to the efforts
of Glenthorne himself.”

'*Yes, Archie came out strong, =ir,”" I re-
marked, *' I didn't think he had it in him.
But what about the attempts to murder
Ching?"

“They have been committed by Fu Chow
and his associates,”” replied Nelson Lee.
“ For 1 have every reaszon to believe that
Fu Chow himself is in this district and
directing the operations of his men.”

“You speak as though Fu Chow is snme
body important, sir?"’

Nelson Lee looked serious.

‘“Fu Chow is one of the most dangercus
men that China has ever produced,” he re-
plied, ‘““He is not only a cold-blooded
scoundrel, but he is amazingly clever. He is
a master of every form of devilry that man
ever devised, and he has an absolute hatred
for all the white rtaces. These facts are
well known, but Fu Chow is so clever and
elusive that it has been found impossible
to lay him by the heels. Indeed, the police
have never been able to obtain direct proof
of wrong-doing against him. Yet he has
stirred up more trouble in China and else-
where than a hundred other men. His
cleverness is subtle and secretive. One never
knows what to expect from -this arch-
criminal. And, for some reason bhezt known
to himself, he has set his mind upon de-
stroying this harmless little Chincse boy."”

“Well, 1 bet he won't get the better ot
you, sir!” I said confidently.

* [ wouldn't be too sure, Nipper,’” eaid
Nelson Lee quietly. ** Fu Chow is one of the
most cunning opponents I have ever battled
with. I am constantly on my guard, and
always on the alert. Yet I have been able
to discover practically nothing. The man
is almost uncannily cute.”

Nelson Lee said very little more, but when
1 left his study I knew quite weil that
the only real enemy was Fu Chow. I had
never seen the man—I had hardly ever heard
of him—but I was convinced that Fu Chow
was a power to reckon with. He was o foe
worthy of Nelson Lee's own wils,

And befere long I was destined to tmd
out the real peril of Fu Chow!

(Continued cn page :5.)
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F. JEFFERIS.

B S e

O Frank Jefferis and Joe MeCall
must be given fthe credit for

leading Preston North End to.

the Cup Final this season, for where
Joe i8 the brains of the Deepdale team
as a whole, Frank Jefferis is certainly
the guiding light in the forward line,
I'tke Joe, he is getting on in years, but
t! exe is still plenty of good football left
in him, and on recent form he seems
¢o0d for many more scasons yet,

What Jefferis’ real age is 1 cannot
tell you precisely, but 1 can hazard a
pretty shrewd gness, My records tell
me that Jefferis, at the time he was
playing for Southampton in 1908, was
twenty-one years or thereabouts, there-
fore, if that record speaks truly, he }
must now be thirty-five.
at  Fordingbridge, the little: village
which stands on the River Avon near
the New Forest in Hampshire, and in
his youthful days played with a junior
tecam called the Fordingbridge Turks,
from which he was secured by South-
ampton. _

In 1910, however, he had left South-
ampton and was playing for Evcrton,
and with them he remained until the
1920 season, whemn he shifted his
quarters to Preston. During the season
of 1911-12 he was chosen on two
occasions to represent his country,
against both Scotland and Ireland, and
also had the honour of playing in one
international trial mateh,” He is a
dashing inside-right who knows all
there is to be known about forward
play, and is a fine mainstay to Preston’s
attack., His one weakness, if he has a
weakness at all, i3 in front of goal,
though in every other department, of the
game he 1% as clever as they make 'em
Helght, ft. 9in, Weight, 11 st, 3 1b,

At

S

He was born |

4 »
W. JAQUES.

ILLIAM JAQUES, the popular
custodian of the famous team
which has its headquarters at
White Hart Lane, London, was bom
at Northfleet, in f{f*nr, and developed
his football with the Kent League team
-of that town.
In 1911 he was persuaded to adhibit
his signature to professional forms for
| Coventry City, and fer the next three
seasons he did herculean work betwecen
the City’s uprights. His prowess as a
custodian came under the notice of
Peter McWilliam, the ’Spurs’ manager
in 1014, and he lost no time in arranging
Juquﬁs transier.
. And so William Jaques came South
again, this time to play for the auto-
rats of London, and with them, though
not perhaps always conmstont he has
proved himself a gﬂalkeeper of the
highest; class. In the season of 1919-20,
when the Tottenham team won promu-
tion from the Second to the First
Division, he was present at every
League matceh, and he played on from
then consistently until the middle of
season 1920-21 when, for some un-
fathomable reason, he lost his form.
As a result Jaques was relegated to the
reserve eleven, and Hunter took his
place.

As luck would have it, howev er,
Hunter, in the middle of last season,
met with an accident which excluded
him from taking active part in football
for some time, and as g result Jaques
was once more called upon to take the
premier position between the sticks.
He did ; and so finely and consistently
has he pla ed since his reinstatement
that there has never been any further
question of his rclegation, Height,

-

ML) TR O o

5 ft. 10 ins., Weight, 12 st, 7 1b,
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IN THE L

HE doctor says it is wurly in the
season for the circus crop to come
up, but there is one coming next

Friday. He has given me half-a-crown to
£0 in on.

- The doctor is a bul--golly good brother.
Bully is vulgar ; it is all rite when you are
playing marbles, but not in a diry.

I am learning pretty fast nowadays; 1
study the circus bills to learn how to spell.
Sometimes it makes me late, but they are
more interesting than the second rveader.
. I can spell ** akrobat,” ** summer sault,”
an <evral more long words of witch I was
igrant Jast week.,

1 think if teachers would have circus
posters insiid of readers, there scollars.
would learn faster. It i1s a combination
<ireus and mennajury.

As the bills

say, children
can study
nachural his-
tory in all its
wonderful va-
rieties of ani-
muls, an ad-
vises teachers
an’ parenis to
give them a
holly-day.
To-day I
stood up to
do a sum in di-
vicion on the
blackboard ;
the scollars
begun to gig-
gle, and the
teacher said

i

I did not know what
was up till | looked

¥

el *0‘ Al
UL

dadl Roys
Dicrsy-

ON'S DEN “ S

A ——
“George Hackett, 10 marks for mis-
.conduck.”

¥ did not know what was up till T looked
at my sum. What did you think it was ?

A great big elefant with his trunk.

I spose I must a been thinking about
nacheral history. _

Papa says unless I have a good repor
this friday, 1 will not be allowed to go.

I hope he will give me money to go, for
I had to spend the half-a-crown docktor
gave me buying Charlie’s gack-knife—I
mislaid mine for Jimmy'= ball, witch was
the biggest.

The bucher has sold his pony to the
juge for his daughter. Papa said it cost him
moren the 8 pounds the pony would have
cost to repare damages when he got home,

That is alwas my luck. If enny thing
gose wrong about the house, it’s Georgie
did it. If I was fired from a cannon or a
bare back rider I would have an eazier time.

I should think grone up folks would be
afrade their children would run away an’
become tumblers or trappeas purformers
when they are made so retched at home.

There is the dearest little love of a pony
on the bills you ever saw, with a boy about
my size. 1 lay awake last night ever so long
thinking about it.

Offen and offen I have been sent away
from table without any pie ; offen and offen
I have been sent to bed for some harmless
' aksident. .

Every buddy is down on me. I try to
| kepe out of scrapes, but this town is so
full of em I cannot help it.

Ime laffed at an’ ridiculed like I was the
worst boy on earth. 'The town counsel
threten to tax my father for 1 boy. The

|

at my sum.
3 : sturnly :

tax on a dog is seven and six ; they say the



tax on me
ought to be!
at least £1,000
a month,
£12.000a yvear.
I am going
out of town
bout a mile
to see the pro-
session come
in. Charlie
an“ me are go-
ing together,

Poor John-
ny,his leg will
not be well 1n
time for him
to go. T feel
real bad about
Johnny can't
go to the cir-
he must feel

i spent my half-crow"
on three plates of ic®
cream.

cus. I know gust how
about it.

Papa gave me half-a-crown last night
for doin errans, but I'm afrade I will have
to ask Bess’ beau what he would do if he
wanted to go an’ had not got the money
to go, because I spent mine for 3 plates of
ico cream, orange, venilly, and lemon.

I was s0 warm last evening I wanted to
see witch kind I liked best, and mamma
says I shall not ask for any more.

So I said to that telegraf oprator last
evening did he like circusses, an’ I was very
“very fond of them indeed, only I had no
money to buy a ticket. Iwish I had, He
said that was very sad, but he did not offer
me any.

I tell you if Bess marries him she will be
very sorry ; he is a miser. I saw him wink
at Bess when I refurd to the circus. No
gentlernan winks,

I had finally to tell papa T would weed
the garden 2 hours for half-a-crown, cause
Sam 18 sick what does our garden ; papa
agrede,

There was a shower to-day, so as soon as
I got home from school 1 worked like a
negro till tea was reddy.

Oh, how tired I was! I thought my
back was broke, but Bess said it was not
so hard as hop-scotch on a boy’s back,
witch shows how little girls know.

Papa went out after supper to look how
much I had done. Would you believe it,
dere diry, 1 had pulled up all the voung
unions and left the weeds, after he told me
so pertikular witch was witch ? It seems
as if I never would get half-a-crown to go |
to the circus.

* % * Dere diry, I may as well begin at

t10 beginning. The cirzu: has ¢omo and

ig

went like a butiful dreme. Charley and T
went out te meet it.

I tell you it was xeiting almost as if we
belonged to it, running rite alongside of the
band-wagon, then we would slow up and
let the hull thing go by.

There were rinosserosses, hippotmusses,
2 live elfants, a giraft which has such fun
swollowing, cause it tastes good all the~
way down, a friteful tiger, 2 fereful lions,
kept for the purpose of the felloe putting
his head into see would they bite, all kinds

'of wild animals, among which were sevrul

pretty girls, lots handsomer than Sue and
Lil, purched on the elfants’ backs, also on
those humpy creatures what gro camel's
hair sholls, whatever you call them.

It was much finer than the milentary
}:-ara-de last 4 of July. I mist my dinner ;

forgot all about it, watching the felloes
put up the tents, so when I got home I
had gust time to grab a piece of pie Betty
saved me ; she lent me a penny to buy
gingercakes to feed the elfants, and a half-
penny to buy a glass of lemunade, and then
I was oph like a streak.

I did not think what might happen
before I saw my home agane. DBess was
going in the evening long with you know
who,

I ast mamma was she going, but she
sald she did not care aboutf it. It was very
singler that people can live to be so old
as to take no interest in the circus when it
comes to town.

So I thought as I past by Peters’
grosery I would buy a nounce of red pepper.
I mite want it if 1 ever had to help make
catchup.

I got some cakes for the elfant too, and
then I went in
good time to
see the ani-
mals before
the circus be-
gun.

It was offul,
offul funny to
see the mon-
keys sneeze. I
laffed myself
most into fits.

The keeper
sald some noty
bad boy had
put peper in
their cage; if
he found out
who it was he
would put
him out an’
have him .

I went right up against
the top of the tent.
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arested. He was mad as he could be, so I
moved away, and went over to the elfants.
1 gave the large one a ginger-cake; he
seemed glad to get it, but elfants, like
republicks, are ungrateful (see my scool
reger) for he only just swallowed i1t when
sumthing 1happened to me, I-didn’t no
what—my teeth was shook liko I was
playing bones, an’ bang ! . .

1 went right up agenst the top of the tent
—1I expect that little Georgie would have
been no more, only he came down in &
carefull of tanbark which they were going
to put in the ring.

That trechrus elfant had got mad gust
because I put a leetle teenty bit of red
peper in his cake. His keper had a lot of
trubble getting him clammed down agen.

He sholke his fist at me an’ said he would
not care if I had got my head broke ; as
it was, there was a swelled place on it,
an’ I felt kind of queer, so I took my seat
and wated for the show to begin. I was
sick of heing kind to animals,

My headaked some, but I spent a delite-
ful afternoon. The purformance was first
class, no humbug ; the clown was rich. I
guess I blushed when he pointed me out to
the hull crowd and said : |

““ Why is this litile ehap like Jonah ?”

The ring-master could not tell.

" Coz tﬁe elfant throwed hnn up,’
his reply. -

Folks laffed, but lie must be ignorunt
of his Bible—it wus not an elfant threw
Jonah up. But no matter, 1 had a good
time. _

The traned pony was wunderful, and the
way those yung ladies went thru these
whoops was thrilling in the xtremie.

Oh, how 1
: envid the hittle
fellows that
turned those
summnmersets
an’ stood on
their father’s
head ; how 1
side because
my father was
not an acro-
hat.

I believe I
can stand on
his head gust
as well as they
did if he would
only give up

3

was

The licn began to waive | 104l estate
his tail and lick his|] and go into
chops. the circus biz-

ness; but he

» -

‘| behind the big

has no ambishun. When I am of age I can
| chose my own profeshun. '

My brane was not idol while the play
went on. My mind was made up. No more
being the lafling-stock of my native town.
No more being called a Bad Boy several
100 times a day. No more scool—no more
scolding. I would learn the ecircus trade.

I took my time. My plans were lade.

I played with the boys in the street -till

| bout 9 o’clock; then I sliped out to the

‘hotel stable, cut -cross lots, come out
tent, where all the wagons
stood that were not inside, an’ I cralled
in one of the wagons an pulled a cloth
or sumthing over me, so they would not
diskover me, an there I lay and waited.

- I must have fell asleep, tho 1 tride hard
to keep awake. When I awoke, the wagon

was 1n moshun.

I stirred a little, my lims were so stiff,
and then something growled ! My heart
stood still, then it went so fast I heard 1t
in my ears like a thousand of brick.

I did not dare to stir agen, but my legs
aked dredful. Pritty soon 1 turned my head
bout a ninch, an’ I saw a lion. I wasin his
' cage.

He lay there sprolled out, his nose on
his paws, his yellow eyes winking at me
like he thought it was a good goke.

I thought of mamma, an’ Lil, an’ Betty,
how good every budy was to me, an’ how
wicked I was to run away, an’ the lion he
wunk every time, as much as to say,
“Too late ; you oughter thought of that
sooner, little Georgie; wate till my
Preakfast-time. You will only make two
bites when I get hungry.” Oh, it was
friteful ! .

Time passed very slo. It got to be brod
dalite. The lion began to waive his tail an
lick his chops. I guess I fanted.

" When I come to my senses I was lying
on the grass. There were several men
around me ; the hull prosession had come
to a stop. Some budd}r had thrown water
in my face. I sat up an’ ast :

““* Didn’t he eat me up, after all ?

““ He came within a nace of it,” said a
driver. ‘‘ How in the name of wonder did
you come in ole Cicero’s den ?

I told him how I crolled in the wagon
cos I wanted to learn the trade. All them
rough fellows laffed an advised me to go
home to my mother.

I arrived home late that afternoon foot-
sore an wery. The folks were regoiced to sce
their bad boy back agane. Still, they

welkomed him like he was the prodigul.
son, : @ _



Thrilling New Serial.

THE BROTHERHOOD OF‘
THE SQUASHED

The Amazing and StaggermgAdventures
of the World’s greatest Criminal Detec-
tive and his Boy Assistant, Splinter.

By EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH.

NOSE

TRACKETT GRIM versus PROFESSOR FULLER CRIME—-—-
MASTER MISCREANT.

SYNOPSIS OF FIRST INSTALMENT.

Trackett QGrim 1is battling against a
terrible secret sociely, the Brotherhood of the
Squashed Nose. The leader of this great
ervmenal organisation is Professor Fuller
Crime, the greatest miscreant under the
sun.. Trackell Grim has been captured by
members of the Brotherhood, and bound
hand and foot to a gasworks container, at the
top. A bomb has been placed, with a short
fuse attached. TFkis fuse kas been ignited,
and the hissing spark 1is racing towards
the explosive. Trackett Grim {s in deadly
pertl. Now recad on.

e

The Nerve of frackett QGrim.

HE famous detective gazed in horrifie

T terror at the spark of the lighted fuse.

Yet he was perfectly and absolutely

calm, Something told him

attempt upon his life was futile. He was

equal to the occasion. Professor Crime’s
minions were no match for him,

The spark grew closer and closer !

Only twelve seconds now, and Trackett
Grin  would - be hurled into eternity.
Nearer and nearer to death was the great
detective ! DBut there was yet time for
him to save himseclf from this end.

He suddenly realised that others would
die if the explosion took place. The
surrounding district would be wrecked.
In the interests of humanity, it was up to
Trackett Grini to save himself.

And the spark grew closer and closer !

Like o flash out of the darkness came a
ruse to Trackett Grim. The master mind
had triumphed. In a trice, or even less, he
bent down and held his bound wrists s0
that the sparks from the fuse played upon
his bonds. The rope caught alight, and
burned rapidly,

[

l

that this |

|

1

And the spark grew clogzer and closer !

But Tmckett Grim’s hands were now
free. Even as the spark was about to
ignite the dynamite, the detective seized
the charge of explosive and hurled it down.

He knew that a deep ditch of water ran
round the huge container. Down-—down
went the dynamite. And then, just as it
was about to explode, it struck the water
and went under.

The spark went out ! The disaster was
averted !

On the Trail of the Brotherhood.

Trackett Grim breathed a sigh of relief,
and quickly unbound his feet. Then he
leaped down, and plunged into the ditch
of water. It was the only way to get down
in safety.

Swimming out, he landed, and then saw
the figure of a man lur king against a heap
of coke. This man moved away, uncon-
scious of Trackett Grim’s presence. He
had not seen the detective plunge down,

He was a member of the Brotherhood !

Walking off, he presently came to a road,
and strode along. Trackett Grimn followed,
chadowing the rascal with unerring skill.
He felt that this man would. lead him to
the headquarters of the great gang.

The scoundrel believed that Trackett .
Grim was accounted for, and that he
would never trouble the Brotherhood
again. How vastly he was mistalent ! For
Trackett Grim was even then at his Qeels.

Soon he came to a river. He passed.
down between the docks, and at length
arrived at a little landing stage. All was
dark and silent. The man uttered a
peculiar whistle.

And instantly two other men appeared,
as though from the very ground. They
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had ovidently been
rwaiting for their loader
~—for this man that
Trackett Grim  was
following was the chief
of the District Gang,
He rapped three
times on the woodwork
of the landing stage.
And then a strange
thing happened. The
stago sunk into the
water, and there, glis-
tening in the noon-
light, lay a powerful
racing motor-boat.

The  engine  was
throbbing, and a
masked man sat at the
wheel,

“Get in1” he said
curtly. * Weare going
now ! "’

The Ilcader of the

District Gang jumped
into the boat, and it
instantly made off into
the river. But Trackett .
Grim was not foiled,
as might be lmagined.
detective was ever ready,

He had divined what was about to
happen, and, quick as a lightning flash,
he dived into the river, and swam under
the Janding stage. Thus, when the
motor-hoat moved off, Trackett Grim was
following.

He was a marvellons swimmer, but,

This amazing

even so, he found it impossible to keep | W : Ve
‘brilliant with numerous electric lights.

pace with the motor-hoat for long. It was
shooting over the water, silent as a shadow,
at the rate of ninety-cight knots an hour.
Two great, curling waves, hissing and
splashing, rocked over the surface of the
river.

Trackett Griin knew that he would soon
be exhausted. And he saw that a long
rope was trailing behind the motor-boat.
He secized this, and he was hauled along
without effort on his part.

He was still on the trail,

Hour after hour passed, and the famous
detective hung on, always on the track of
his quarry. Trackett Grim never left the
trail. Once fairly on it, nothing could
make him forsake it,

And at last, after the motor-boat had
been travelling for some tiine in the open
sea, it turned towards some evil-looking,
flowning cliffs. At the rear of these clifis
there wers many caves to be seen,

The motor-boat turned towards some evil-looking,
frowning clifis.

———

Slackening speed somewhat, the boat
turmsd into onc of these caves, and pro.
ceeded along smoothly. There was plenty
of water. The darkness was so intense
that Trackett Grim could see nothing—
and he had eyes like a lynx,

The Underground River.

And then a strange thing happened.
Without warning, the tunnel becagme

They were suspended from the rocky roof.
The motor-boat proceeded along more
cautiously. now. The tunnel twisted and
turned. The watler looked like ink in this
strange place. |

Trackett Grim was thrilled. He felt tha®
he was learning the secrets of the Brother-
hood of the Squashed Nose. He was quite
fresh, 1n spite of his long swim, and ready
for any emergency.

And then a strange thing happened.

The tunnel came to an end. Buf, ag tho
motor-boat approached the solid rock, it
parted like massive doors, and the boab
passed inside. The doors closed to with &
slam in the rear.

The electric lights were even brighter
here. It was a huge cavern, but nobody
was within sight. The motor-boat &
across the surface of the water, and at
came to rest against o rocky ledge,



But the leader of the District Gang did not get
out. For, even at that moment, Trackett Grim
acted. With a spring like that of a tiger, he landed
upon the man’s back, and bore him, to t]'le bottom
of the boat. One frightful punch on the nose was
enough to knock him flat,

Then, in a trice, Trackett Grim changed clothes
with the raseal, and disguised himself so0 perfedtly
that he looked exactly like the leader of the District
Gang. It was impossible to tell the difference. And
so perfectly did Trackett Grim work that the pilot

The

a soul was

For, as
opened. in

And
the 8ecret Chamber of
the Brotherhood.

there beyond lay

had gone wrong., But wait !
amazing thing ?

Secret Chamber of the Brotherhood !
detective was about to enter the place where all the
big plots were hatched,

week’s hair

of the boat never suSpected a thing.

detective, thrilling with the excitement

this great chase, stepped upon the rocky ledge.
And then a strange thing happened,

of

The Secret Chamber of the Enemy.

As Trackett Grim landed, the motor-boat snapped
into a submarine. Sheets of metal covered it, and it
dived under water,
the completeness of the Brotherhood’s organisation.

He looked round tHe rocky ledge. He was alone. Neat

Trackett Grim was amazed at
in sight., Here he was, marooned ! Things
What is this new
Trackett Grim watched, a great door

the rock. @ And there, beyond, lay the
The master

——

(What happened to Trackett Grim in the Headquarters
of the great Crimenal Brotherhood ?
from the terrible stronghold ? Wait until you read nexi
-raising, awe-inspiring instalment.) |

How did he escape

The Patent Medicine Fiend.

By REGINALD PITT.

A Co’d in the Dose!

HE beginning of it was when I developed

a pretty rotten cold in the head.

My napper, to be exact, had been

feeling fairly wonky for a day or two, and

when my nose started off on its own, so

to speak—that 18, when it commenced

running awey—1L knew what was the
matter,

I had & ghastly cold, and Jack Grey
caught it beautifully. We were a beauti-
fully bright pair—sneezing and coughing
all over the blessed place. But we didn’t
want to report to the Housemaster,
 beeause he'd jolly soon shove us into the
Banny. :

Now, the sanny is all very well for
slackers, or when you’'ve really got some-

] thing the matter with you.

But a ecold,
after all, is just a cold. It seems dotty to
go into the sammy for a beastly cold.
Besides, it would put us out of the cricket
for about a week.

So we decided to say nothing, and trust
to luck, We had been pretty bad over-
night, but in the morning we were both
in a Yearful state. Other chaps refused
to come anywhere near us. It was the
hardest job in the world to make ourselves
seern all right in the class-room.

Well, after lessons, the Patent Medicino
 Fiend appeared,

He looked very much like De Valerie,
and he assured us that we were a pair of
fatheaded asses to go about with colds
when we could cure ‘em within a few

hours—just by taking a bottle of Lumley’s



Luxurious Lung Lotion. Y wouldn’t have
anything to do with it, but Jack fairly
jumpod at the idea. e buzzed down to
tho village and bought a bottle of the stufl.

Hoe took several doses that evening,
and wont to bed feeling better. I was
atill rotten, and began to think that I'd
been a prize duffer not to take the lotion,
too. -

In the morning, however, Jack seemed
to be a bit worse. I was just about the
same, and feeling groggy.  Then the
Patent Medicine Fiend arrived in Study E
again, This time he resembled Armstrong.

Ho told us that Lumley’s Luxurious Lung

Lotion was muck, and that we ought to !

take Colonel Cote's
Yonsummate Cough
Cure. It was abso-
lutely the right stuff.
I was firm, and held
off. Jack rushed to the
chemist’s, and bought
some of the mixture.
He took nearly  the
whole bottle that morn-
-ing, and at dinner time =
he was complaining of |

evening he thought he was _dying, and
pathetically asked me to wire for hia
people. But he rallied, and then the
Patent Medicine Fiend came to the roscue,
and said that he would cure Jack's paina
in next to no time. I wanted to hoot
Singleton out of the study on the‘spot-—
Singleton being the P.M.F. in this instance.
But Jack was in dire pain, and listened.
The Patent Medicine Fiend gave us a
glowing account of Tittle's Topping
Tincture for the Tissues, and said thet 1t
had cured his grandmother when she had
been given up for lost by half a dozen
doctors. _
The P.M.F. offered to go to the village
himselt. He went.
He camo back. He
brought the Tincture
with him, and Jack
took a double dose.
He took another dose
just before bedtime.

By then he was 1n
mortal agony, but
bravely held out, and
said that in the morn-
ing he would be all

. pains bencath his waist -
.coat. He didn't want
any dinner. 1 fairly
reveliod in a jolly good.

right. He could feel
the Topping Tincture
working. It was the
right stuff at last.

lot of grub, and felt
heaps bettor.
It was a half-holi-

But in the morning Jack Qrey
was looking rather green.

But in the morning
Jack Grey was looking

day in the afternoon,

and the Patent Medicine Fiend came
-across us in the Triangle. He had an
American accent now, and could be recog-
nisod as Justin B. Farman. Jack Grey
was looking very seedy indeed. He was
causing me some anxiety. .

The Patent Medicine "Fiend . laughed

contomptuously when he heard what Jack
had been taking, and stated it as his
opinion that there was nothing on this
earth to beat Potter's Perfect Pellets for
Pneumonia. They could cure a cold in
two shakes. Gee, weren’'t they made at
Milwaukee, State.of Wisconsin, U.S.A. ?
Wasn’t that' enough ? Potter's Perfect
Pellets were positively the only real goods,
and then some,
- Jack Groy was s0 struck that he lost no
time in trying the new remedy. I went
down to the village for him, becauso I
was feeling almost myself, and he lan-
guwished in the study..

He took the Pellets, and wished he
b «dn't.

By tea time he had some more queer

pains within. = They increased. In the

rather green.

He couldn’t get up, and weakly asked
for poison to get him out of his misery.
I remarkod that he had been taking poicon
for days—that was why he was so bad now.

And in the end Dr. Brett was called
from the village, Jack was shoved into
the sanny, and there he lay, weak ond
feeble, for the best part of a week. And
the queer thing about it was that I had
recovered long before Jack went into the
sanatorium at all. And I hadn’t taken a
dose of anything.

When Jack came out, a shadow of hix
former self, he saw on the study mantel-
shelf an array of bottles, some of them
half empty. He wasn’t particularly
strong—but he was strong enough to take
those bottles and hurl thein miles away
into oblivion.

And Jack immediately started training
in the gym, so as to be ready for the
Patent Medicine Fiend when he appeared
next time !

THE END,



(Continued from page 15.)
CHAPTER V.

U CHOW'S APPALLING SCHEME!
]
T ELSON LEE walked
silently across the
Triangle, taking care

to remain in the deep
shadow of the Ancient House
wall. Qo stealthy were his
movements that it was well-
nigh :mpt)usnble to detect that any human
figure was moving.

St. Frank’s nself lay asleep.

It was dead of m;,ht—-—lﬂnu after the hour
of twelve. And Nelson Lee was venturing
out on his wusual nightly jaunt. He hud
done this kind of thing now for nearly a
week—he was playing the Chinaman’'s own
game—prowling about in the hours of dark-
NESS,

He had no fear that disaster would hefall
Yung Ching during his absence, for 1 wus
sleeping with the Chinese hoy and con-
stantly guarding him.

Lee already knew that Fua Chow’s men
were located somewhere in one of the old
workings of the moor quarry—long since
derelict and disused, = The detective now
made his way to the I]lOﬁdStEl")" Tuins.

By descending into the ancient vault, it
wias possible to enter an old tunnel which

led direct to the quarry. Jt was the
shortest route and the safest, since there
was no fear of heing seen by watching
enemies, "

At one time the other section of Chinamen
—the members of the Yen Shan Tong had
used the quarry. But they were no longer

there. Indeed, Lee believed that they had
given up the affair altogether—after the
Archie Glenthorne fiasco—and had coms

-

pletely left the district.

This certainly made matters less compli-
¢ated, but Fu Chow was the reul enemy,
and Fu Chow was still active.

Neison Lee descended the crumhlmﬂ cirs
cular stairs to the vault and arrived mthout
mishanp. Then, procceding in utter dark-
ness, he felt hlS way down the tunnel. He
had an electric torch on him, but did not
choose to use it. In a tunnel like this the
licht would betray him in a moment, even
at a great distance. And he knew the }
ground ‘well—he knew every twist and turn
of the tunnel. There was no necessity for
him to use a light.

To-night, somehow, Nelson Lee had a feel-
in? that everything was not quite the same,
Whether it was some slight difference in
the atmosphere he could not tell. But he
was convinced that others had heen using
the tunnel,

And then, while he was thmkmg in thie
way, he SAW a glow in the distance ahead.
And, at once, he knew what that glow por.
tended
tunnel with a light.

|

{no reason why his presence should be

and still,

Lee was glad that he was not us ing ‘a
light of his own—or he might have been
Petrayed as this other man was betrayed.
Fhe next moment the glow changed into a
pommt of yellow light—as the bearer of the
light turned a bend.

Lee kmew that he was safe for the
moment. He was so great a distance olf
that there was no chance of his being seen
just yet, But it was necessary for him to
act quickly and to find some place of con-
cealment.

Fortunately, there were plenty of places,
for the old tumnel was dotted with crannies
and niches at frequent intervals. Here and
there a hranch tunnel led off, but practically
all these were blind and led nowhere.

Nelsen Lee came upon one of these little
openings within a couple of yards, and
quietly slipped into it. He did not see any
reason why he “should retreat. There was
s1=-
pected,.

At the same time he pulled his revolver
out and cccked it. He wanted to be ready
for any emergency.

A couple of yards up the little turning
there was a projection, and Lee squeezed
himself behind this and remained ahsolutely
still. From this pasition he would he able
to see who passed. And he waited, silent
The - light grew stronger and

rather to his surprise, he saw
three Chinamen walk pass the opening in
single file. The first man was carrying a
lighted lantern and the others were bearing
heavy wooden boxes. Then they had. gone
from Lee's vision, and the shuffling sound
of their footsteps died away.

What could this mean? Why were theae
men going towards the =school carrying
hoxes? Somehow, Nelson Lee could "not
help<= being uneasy. Ile feared that some
fresh devilry was afoot—something he had
not yet got wind of. He was thankful that
he had come out to-night, for he would
probably be able to frustrate any scheme
that was set afoot. '

For a few minutes he waited, wondering
whether he should remain in concealment,
whether he should follow the Chinamen, or
take the opposite direction. I‘inallv he
decided upon the latter course, :

Going out into the main tunnel ag'im he
found that it was once more black and
empty. He continued eautiously on his way
towards the quarry. Foot by foot le ad-
vanced, using every precaution that he knew
of, and hLis movements were as silent as
those of a shadow.

He judged that he was rauly close to .the
quarry by now, and would soon emerge into
the wider cavern which gave exit to the
open air. He could tell by the freshness of
the atmosphere that he was near the énd
of his journey.

And then, just at this moment he collided

stronger.
And then,

Somebody was coming along the ] —suddenly and unexﬁectedly—-wlth. some-

thing soft, warm, and yielding,



26 e n%‘ ' H THB '“E'LSON

In the darkmess, he had run up against a
man ' |

The meeting was as much a surpriee to
Lee as it was to the other. The detective
had not been expecting such an event. But
tfe was on the alert at once and ready for
instant action, |

A few gabbled words of Chinese came to
his ears. Then, to his dismay, he found him-
self battling, not merely with one man, bhut
with at least three. This was a great deal
more than he had bargained for.

But the darkness was an aid to him, and |

he still reckoned that he might be able to
win free. But just then his hopes in that
direction were dashed to the ground, for
the cold light of an electric torch blazed
out.

The detective was dazzled at first, for the
ticht was flashed full upon him., But
managed to see that his first surmise was
correet. . There were three powerful China-

men fighting him—three yellow ruffians, who |

were as wiry and as hard as nails. And,
skilled as Lee was in the art of boxing, he
was not capahble of being victorious against
guch overwhelming odds.

He was half expecting the Chinamen to
use weapons—knives, possibly. But this did
not happen. The men had no intention of
killing their antagonist. And it really
seemed that they had ordersa to capture
Nelson Lee alive and unharmed. ‘

Still fichting fiercely, Lee was at last
borne to the ground. A sudden hook rouna
one of his legs tripped him, and he went
over heavily, two of "the Chinamen falling
on the top of him. |

That, of course, was the end,

Within & minute his ankles were roped
round. Then he was roughly turned over on
his back, and his wrists were tied behind

him. The great detective was hitter ana
angiy.
He had no reason to accuse himself of

carelessness. All along he had displayed
great caution and care. Such a misfortune
as this had been possible during every one
of his nightly jaunts. Indeed, he had heen
rather surprised that he had not en-
countered the enemy on other occasions.

But now that the meeting had actually
taken place—now that he was captured by
the Chinamen—he wag filled with a great
rage. Only a short time before he had con-
gratulated himself upon the fact tnat he
had carried vo light. And now, Ly some
trick of Fate, it was the darkness itself
which had led to his undoing.

But Nelson Lee had been in many tight
corners, and he did not give up hope. In.
dead, it was quite possible that this mis-
fortune was a blessing in disguise. For he
would probably be taken bhefore Fu Chow.
And he might be able to discover the plans
and schames of that master mind.

- Nelson Lee had other cards up his sleeve,
and, after the first feeling of bitterness had
passed, hie was calm and cool. And he felt
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almost anxious to meet Fu Chow. He had
- heard a great deal about .the man, and it
would be interesting to find out if Fu Chow
wag as great as his reputation.

For this Chinese criminal was not merely
an ordinary thief or murderer., For years he
had caused endless strife in the interior of
China itself. He had been mixed up in re-
bellions and uprisings. He had come to
England, and had been the cause of a great
many murders, and yet the police could
never lay their hands on him. For it was
impossible to find the necessary evidence.

Why this man should be down in this
quiet country district, near St. Frank's, was
a mystery. Why he should bring his men
here and make attempt after attempt to
murder Yung Ching was both extraordinary
and remarkable. :

Lee knew that there was something belind
it all—and perhaps he would now be able
to discover something of the truth.

He found himself lifted bodily and carrled
away down the tunnel towards the exit.
And very soon he found himself out in the
open air, under the starry dome of Heaven.
It was now just after one o'clock, and the
‘night was clear and absolutely still. There
was no moon, but the stars seemed to pro-
vide quite a brilliant light after the intense
blackness of the tunnel.

Nelson Lee was not carried very far. After
“going a short distance, his captors entered
one of the disused quarry workings. They
continued up this dark place for some few
minutes, and then turned a corner.

The instant change was astonishing.

From being in a dismal, smelly tunne!,
Lee and his captors turned into a kind of
apartment. 1t was hung with rich Chinese
tapestries and curtains. Two curious lamps
burned on a little table, and the air was
heavy with the &smell of some Kkind of
incense. -

The whole atmosphere was Eastern.

And there, squatting upon a pile of
cushions, was an impressive figure. It was
that of a Chinaman, He was attired in a
flowing robe—which, no doubt, was worn
over ordinary European clothing. But it
was not the man's attire which attracted
Nelson Lee's attention—it was his face.

The Chinaman himself was comparatively
small, and. indeed, wizened., But his face
was one which Nelson Lee would never be
able to forget. It was yellow, like parch-
ment, a mass of crinkles and furrows. The
mouth was a thin, straight line, the eyes,
almond-shaped and nearly closed.

But then, as Nelson Lee appeared, the eyes
opened, and Lee received a bit of a shock.
Whether it was a tricks of the light, or
whether it actually was a fact, the eyes
seemed to be luminous, like those of u cat
or a dog. They glowed in a strange,
greenish manner, and were filled with
sinister, evil fire. And there was something
so coldly impassive about the whole bear-

ing of the man that Nelson Lee felt a shiver



‘pass down his spine. It was the first time
he had ever experienced such a sensation
on gazing upon a fellow-man.

Lee's captors ect him upright upon the
floor, so that he could stand. They bowed
tlow before the man with the green eyes,
and murmured in Chinese, Fu Chow—for
tliis man was none other—waved his hand,
and half clgsed his eyes again.

** S0, Mr. Nelson Lee, we meet!” .lie said
softly.

“ Under circumstances entirely favourabie
to yourself,” replied Nelson Lee. *‘‘In a
way, Mr. Fu Chow, I am pleased that this
circumstance has come ahout.”

“ Your pleasure is slight in cowmparison to
my own,'' gaid Fu Chow silkily.

There was something about his tone which
imade Nelson Lee feel rather queer. His voice
was unlike any he had ever ‘heard. It was
simooth and soft, but, at the samne time, it
contained a kind of menace. And the words
were uttered without the slightest trace of
emotion.

** Now that you have captured me, I dare
cay you have every intention of doing some-
thing drastie,” said Nelson Lee calmly. *'1
o not pretend to under-estimate the danger,
Mr. Chow. At the same time, this meeting
i one that I have long desired.” : |

It 15 well,” said Fu Chow. 1 have
known for many nights that you -have been
watching, and your movements have been
noted. C(onzequently, it was simple to effect
your capture. You are a valuable man, Mr,
Lee. Yon have done much excellent service
“or your country. Your country will suffer a
great loss.”

“* In other words, you intend to kill me?”’

“ Did you expect anything else?” asked
Fu Chow impassively. * Yes, Mr. Lee, you
will die. Greatly as I regret this circum-
stance, there is no other courze cpen to me.
You will not zee the light of the dawn.”

““ Other men have used similar threate,
i"glr. Chow,” sald Nelson Lee, ' Yet I still
ive,"’
~“*Other men have blundered,” said Fu
Chow. “ 1 do not blunder. To-night is the
climax of all my pluans. Yung Ching, the
young lad of my own nationality, will perish
duning these hours of darkness. - You, Mr,
Lee, will share ‘his fate. But not quite yet.
My plans have still to he completed.”

Fu Chow waved his hand again, and
nttered some words in Chinese. The other
nien at once came forward, seized Lee, and
led him away. He wae taken inbto an adjoin-
ing cave and thrown down. Two of the
Chinamen remained on guard in the dark-

ness,
Nelson Lee knew well enough that Fu
(Chow had been speaking in earnest. The

idea was to kill him—and there seemed very
little prospect of escaping the fate which
Fu Chow had outlined. But why had this
Chineto fiend -allowed any respite? This
delay, indeed, ‘was Nelson Lee’s only hope.

It wonld have been simple for Fu Chow
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to order his servants to thrust a knife into

Lee's heart. But Nelson Lee knew some-
thing of the Chinese mind, and he quite

understood that Fu Chow cfid not want to

kil his vietim in a manner so direct. He
would  probably choose somelfing wmore

subtle—saomething with a hint of torture im
it. And it was this knowledge of the
Chinese muind which gave Lee a certain feel-
ing of comfort. Delay meant hope.

Lee wondered how long it would be before
the time for action came. He remembered
those men in the tunnel, carrying* boxes
towards the school. ‘What did that por-
tend? What cunning scheme was IFu Chow
intent upon putting into action?

And after atount an hour had elapsed,
Nelson Lee was hanled to his feet, and forced
ont of his prison and into the presence of
Fu Chow. The wily Chinaman was sitting
in exactly the same way, and it seemed that

he had not moved an inch since Lee’ llliad

first interviewed linm.

“1 have been in deep thought, my frier'nl.'-'
said Fu Chow s=ilkily. ** And [ have decided.
10 be merciful. If you will obey the orders
which are given you, your life shall be
spawed.”’

“You are very generous,”

“By no means,” replied Fu Chow. * It is
not my way to waste words. I will be brief.
Near your feet, .slightly to your left, you will
chaerve the emd o
you follow me?”

ITe pointed, and Nelson Lee looked. And
there, on the floor, there was the rope a3
Fu Chow had said. The end of it was raized
shghtly from the ground.

““* What of it?" asked Lee evenly.

“ That rope travels from this cave through

the tunnel to the very vauits of St. Frank’s!""

exclaimed Fu Chow softly. ‘' Even further.
There is a passage which leads from the
vaults to a spot immediately bhelow the
cellars of that section of the school knowrnr
¢ the Ancient lowse, This rope leads to

tirat spot—and the end of it is embedded in a

gigantic charge of that form of high explos

sive known as T.N.T.” |
" Nelson Lee felt as though something had
gripped his heart. | o

“ This rope is a Twzed”" he a=ked sharply,

Fu (Chow nodded. : .

* You are quick at jumping to the truth,
Mr. Lee,” he =aid. ‘' Exactly?! :
a fuse, and, once lighted at this end, thé
spark will travel rapidly along the tunnel
until, finally, it reaches that charge-of. explo-
sive. , rid
can save the whole school from complete
and absohute destruction. There is enough

high explosive beneath St. Frank’s to blow

every brick a mile into the air. Not a single

soul in  the whole duilding will eseape
destruotion. Instantaneous death i& inevits:
able, You understand$’ S RS

sald Nelson Lee;:

a black rope. See! Do

This Tope i’

Once ignited, no power in the world



Nelson Lee stared straight at Fu Chow.
** You are trying to alarm me,” he sald
steadily. “ You are bluffing, Fu Chow i

““ T have spoken the truth,” interrupted the
Chinaman; ““1I do not bluff. Yung Ching
must die, and he will die.
task to set the matoh to the fuse—and that
action will earn you your liberty.”

Nelson Lee said nothing. He was, in fact,
sick with horror. It was a side-light on the
incredible devilry of Fu Chow that he was
wiling to kill hundreds of innocent victims
in order to be sure of killing Yung Ching!
He was prepared to blow the whole of St.
I'rank’'s to atoms so that the Chinese boy
should be destroyed. Apnd Fu Chow had so
planned it that Nelson Lee himself must set
fire to the fuse which would brning death to so
inany.

“ Weli?"" asked the
“ What is your answer?’

“1 refuse,” said Nelson Lee curtly.

“ And vet refusal will mean death—tor-
ture,” purred Fu Chow. * This explosion
shall take place to-night, Mr. Lee. It
matters not whether you apply the mateh, or
whether I apply it myself. But it pleases
e to arrange things thus. Think carefully.
Apply the match, and life and liberty is
vours! Refuse, and you die—cruelly!”

Nelson Lee did not hesitate a moment.

“1 refuse!" he said quietly.

“That is final?"”

“ [t is finall!"

Chinaman softly.

It will be your.

! forward among his soft cushions.

CHAPTER VI
THE MASTER FIEND!
U CHOW smiled.

F His parchment - like
face went into a mass
of yellow crinkles. His

green eyes became almost

hidden by the mnearly closed
lids. And he bent slightly

“So!" he said, in silky tones. ‘" You
refuse? I expected as much—I was pre-
pared. However, Mr. Lee, I have a method
which will make you agree. You shall light
that fuse—and vou shall die! You have lost
your chance of living now——-"

““You hound!” interrupted Nelson Lee
harshly. “ You inltiman demon! What have

i “ Ah!”" he murmured.

those hundreds of innocent boys done to you
that you should murder them in cold blood
as they sleep? You are anxious to kill Yung
Ching—of that I am aware. But what plea-
sure will it bring you to destroy hundreds of
others?”
Fu Chow smiled again.

““ Not quite so im-
passive, eh? . I have succeeded in breaking
down your well-balanced reserve. You
wonder why I am willing to kill so many i1n
order to ensure the destruction of one? You
do not understand, Mr. Lee—you do not
appreciate the position. But I will enlighten

(Continued on next page.)
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you. Firstly, however, we shall see whal
can be done ahout llghtmg this fuse

“1 shall not consent, torture me a: _you
will,” interrupted Nelson Lee curtly. * No
matter what demoniacal devices you emplny
i shall not c¢hange!”

Fua Chow was silent for a few moments.

‘* Yes, you are right,”” he said at length.
**1 believe you, my friend. You are a man
of courage—a man of iron.- Torture will
not break your will—therefore 1 shall nct
attempt torture. It would be a waste of
time—and T have a better plan. A much
petter plan!”

Lee wae silent. Al this delay was help-
fil, ont there was very little prospect of the
detective being able to frustrate Fu Chow’s
fiendish scheme, The whole of St. Frank's
was asleep, and nobody would know what was
;.J)m;.': on,

Nelson Lee vaguely hoped that he might
he able to do eomething on his own account.
lle was bound, certainly, but an opportunity
might present itself at any minute, Then all
hope vanished.

For two Chinamen came forward with steel
manacles. These were clasped over Nelson
Lee’'s wrists, and they were so constructed
that it was well-nigh impossible for the de-
tective to move his hands, They were not
like the regulation ‘' bracelets™ of the
police force. They were far more efficient.

And not only were his wrists gecured, but
his ankles as well.

Similar stee! manacles were fixed upon his
ankles, and they were so tight that walking
would have heen out of the question. It was
even impossible to hop, for the Chinese had
constructed these matenmnq in such a way
that all the edges next to Lee's flosh were
eharp. The slightest exertion of any kind
meant intense and horrible agony. So long
#s he remained perfectly still no harmn would
come to him. Hope died within him. The
tast chance of helping himszelf had gone.

. Helpless in this way, he was seized, and

cratrried along the tunnel by four men. They
went without a word—without a pause. They
did not seem to tire, in spite of Leg’s
weight, but walked on like machines,

* And at the head marched Fu Chow, light.
ing the way. And Nelson Lee could see thut
black rope trailing along every inch of the
tunnel—an unbroken line. " There was no blufl
about this. The fuse was a reality.

“1 was a fool!" Nelson Lee told himself
bitterly. ‘ Melrose and his men are on the
ywabch ab St. Frank’s, and yet I gave them
no hint of my intentions.
warned them they might have come down
into this tunmel; but they have mo suspicions.
KEven Nipper Knows nothing. I simply told
him that I should be back by one. I gave
him no hint as to my plans.”

It really seemed to Nelson Lee that this
dreadful night was to be one which the
whole of England would remember with
horror. TFor St. Frank's would be blown

If only 1 had.

}

| perish, Mr. Lee.

to tiny fragments, and every soul would
perish! There could be no escape if Fu Chow
had spoken the truth.

And he had spoken the truth!

At last the destination iwas reached. Nelson
Lee was carried through the old monastery
vaults, and then straight along through a
low, narrow tunnel, which ultimately came to
a- blind end. This spot was only a compara-
tively short distance from the vault, and the
tunnel led in a direct line to it. At the end
of that blank wall there was a hidden door-
way, which led to the Ancient House cellars..

And, stacked .in the tunnel, there were
those charges of T.N.T. Nelson Lee knew a
great deal about explosives. One glance at
this charge caused him to shudder. It was
suflicient to wreck the whole countryside—to
destroy not only St. Frank’s, but to create a
local earthquake. Every house within a
mile would be razed to the ground by the
shock. There was no doubt or question about
it. Fu Chow intended making a thorough and
complete job of it this time. -

Nelson Lee could not help wondering why
this fiendish Chinaman  had gone to the
trouble of laying a fuse. An electric wire
and bhattery would surely have been better—
more modern? The switch, placed in the
quarry, would have needed but one touch—

rand St. Frank's would have gone to dust.

By using the fuse, however, a certain
amount of delay would be caused. - This, no
doubt, was Fu Chow’s reason for adopting
the plan. Once alight, the spark would travel
rapidly. But Fu Chow and his devils would
have a chance to get a couple of miles away
before the actual explosion took place.

And the fuse, after all, was just as certain
as-any other method. Once the match had
been applied, nothing but a miracle could
avert. the disaster. y

And Nelson Lee saw something else. :

In the wall there were iron stakes. \ml’
without delay Lee was propped against the
stonework, and his steel manacles ue"?;
ciaaped to there Fta]{tn At the most he could
only move a few incies forward or a “w
inches to eibher side.

And there, within ten feet, lay the chu.r;.za
of explosive. It was Fu Chow's plan, ev:
dently. to give Nelson Lee the exquicite pleu-.
sure of watching the lighted fuse as it came
along the tunnel. Lee would be able to sez
the spark travel to the explosive—and then
there would be no more of him. He would J*"
blown into nothingness.

**1 fancy that you grasp the idea, Mr.
Lee?"” said Fu Chow softly. * Pretty, is it
not? It will be somewhat exciting to wateh
the spark 't.ravelhn%{ towards you—creepmp;
closer and closer! ou shall be the first to
And that is as it should
|he 13

Lee did not answer. It seemer! to lum
that, words would be futile. '

“ There is one other little detail that I]'I'll:&t:
be attended to,” went on Fu Chow. “ Escapo
for youn is impoesible, Mr. Lee. Biat T'm &'
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man who believes in making sure. I leave
nothing to chance. And, should you straggle
—as a desperate man will struggle—it is as
well you should know that euch struggler will
bring instant death.”

IF'u (how's men were fixing a fine chain to-

Le2’s body, even az their master was speak-
ing. The chain was drawn taut, and the
other end of it entered a small box near the
charge of explosive. -

““ Remember,” eaid Fu Chow silkily, *f Six
inches of movement in any direcfion will
cause an instantaneous fuse to light—and
that will bring death at once. Be careful,
Mr. Lee—Dbe very careful!™

Lee's eyes gleamed.

““ What is to prevent me moving now?"” he
demanded. ** What is to prevent me moving,
and blowing you all to the deepest pit?

Tu Chow smiled.

““It would doubtless give you extréme
pleasure to blow us into eternity with your-
self, Mr. Lee,” he said. * But I know that
I am safe in placing such a weapon in your
hands. You will never blow St. Frank’s up of
your own accord. I know that much. There-
fore T am safe. And if I die—what matter?
A man dies but once. Should it come now, I
would not grumble, Indeed, T should Bayve
no ‘time for such a thinﬁ. But I will leave
vou, Mr. Lee—to your reflections :and to your
little period of waiting. Before so very long
vou will see the spark creeping alcng toward
you.”

“ Tell me one thing!” said Nelson Lee.
tensely. ' You desire "the death of Yung
Ching, and it does not surprise me that you
chould desire my death also. But why should
vou bring destrisction to so many innocent
victims?'

“Alh! You have tonched the subject I
intended referring to,”” said Fu Chow calmiy,
his strange eyes glittering with smouldering
fires. 1 will tell you why I have planned
things in this way.
Iraye Killed the boy with ease. With a little
patience and cleverness the task would have
Leén simple. But ‘do vou think I love the
Euglish?”

““I hardlyimagine s0," replied Lee.

‘I hate them all!™ said Fu Chow, the_first
touch of emotion revealing itself in his voice.
““I hate them—I hate all the white races. 1

.

shall not live to see it, but in a century or {

two - heance the yellow man will be predomi-
nant upon the earth. The yellow man will
come into his own—he will be the conqueror
of all*

i dream, I'u Chow,”

: said Nelson Lee
quietly. -

.-At  present—yes,”” agreed TFu Chow.,
“ Later it will become a Teality. And I am
one of :‘the instruments ordained by the gods
to start this Zreat movement. Shall I ignore

Had I so chosen I could:

1

1

them

- him,

1 The darkne:ss
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a chance to destroy hundreds of coming
white men? These boys will grow into fine
men—they are destined to be the fathers of
many children. At one blow I can wipe
out. One obstacle the less in the
coming struggle!”

““So you have deliberately planned to Kill
theze innocent boys?” asked Nelson Lee
grimly. *“*You have schemed matters in
such a way that Yung Ching will die, and
every one of his schoolfellows with hiin. You
are no man, Fn Chow. You are a demon
from the bottomless pit!"”’

““ It pleases you to indulge in pretty
language,” smiled Fu Chow. *' Well, well!
No matter! There is no difference. But time
is going, and further delay does not suit me.
I must leaye you, Mr. Lee. Your last minutes
will be interesting, no doubt. Do not fail to
watch for the spark!”

Again Fu Chow smiled. He hbowed, and
moved silently down the tunnel, his men
follewing. Lee could see them clearly as they
passed into the vault. Then they were lost
to view as they turned the bend, and passed
along the tunnel towards the quarry.

Nelson Lee became surrounded by pitchy
darkness.

And escape was out of the question for
The slightest movement on This part
would not only bring instant death to him-
self, but to hundreds of others. Never in
all his‘life had Lee been in such .an appalling
position! o

The horror of it was dreadful.

On many occasions the famous detective
had found himself a prisoner in the hands of
enemies. But he had nearly always had a
chance to help himself. Altlrough bound, he
had been able to struggle, and make a fight
for liherty. But what could he do now? Iow
could he ever hope to gain his freedom? To
move was impos:ible. And, in any case, he
could never have freed himself from those
steel manacles.

And so he waited.

The silence was like that of thie catacombas.
was something that could
almost ke felt. And there, within a few
yards of Lee, lay that terrible charge of high
explosive.

Very soon the spark would come creeping
along—it would appear in the distance—it
would grow nearer and nearer. And Nelson
Lee could do nothing to avert the appalling
disaster. He was absolutely helpless.

The mental agony of the situation was
ghastly. In vain Nelson Lee attempted to
devise some scheme whereby he could warn
St. Frank's of its impending doom. But
what was the use? Nelson Lee was as help-
less as though he were already dead.

But Fate was not going to allow this dia-
bolical crime!



CHAPTER VIL
IN THE NICK OF TIME!

‘ UARTER-PAST two!™
I murmured, frown-
ng. * And the
guvior s<till prowl-

ing oabout outside! This

won't do! 1 shall have to

- say a few severe words when
he turns up. Coming home with the giddy
milk!" '

I made these remarks to my-¢lf, for Yung
Ching was soundly asleep. 1 was sitting up
in bed in Nelson Lee’'s own apartment, for

The heat was intense, and Handforth leapt about wildly.

‘““* Help-!—help !’ he hooted,

both Ching and I were sleeping in the guv'-|

The
boy

idea ¢! this was that
would he conetantly

nor's hedroom,
the Chinese
guarded.

Nelson Lee had informed me that he
would bhe absent for a certain amocunt of
time to-night, but that he would certainly
return and jump into bed befare one. For
an hour or two I had been sleeping fittully—
in a kind of state of half-wakefulnese. But
now, as the school clock chimed out the
quarter, I was fully alert.

At first I thought the time was a quarter-
past one, but when I glanced at the
luminous dial of my wateh., [T found that
the time was two-fifteen. What had kept
Nelsgn Lee out so late?

It was mcst unlike the. gmv’'nor i{o say
he’d be in before one, and not turn up. I
had an uneasy feeling that something un-
toward had happened. I'm not going to
say that I was alarmed, hecauvse 1 had Bo

‘““’m on fire! ’—(See puge 1.)

real fear. T knew that Nelson Lee couid
be trusted to look after himself all right.
At the same thne, I had a feeling that
everything had not gone exactly as he had
planned; and it was qiuite on the cards that
Fu Chow’s men had =zcored a fewmporavy
victory. At all events, I decided that some-
thing had to be done. '
*Can’t allow this to go on!" T told my-
self, as I slipped ont of hed. ** Why, he
may not turn up all night, and_what shounld
I think of myself in the moming if I turned
over and went to sleep avuin? I've got to
look into this —mow!"”
Having come o that lost

decision, 1 1o

e e S P

time in slipping into my clothing. and then
I bent over Yung Ching. The Chinese boy
was in a sound, peaceful sleep, and tiere
was not much chance of him bheing aroused.
Yung Ching took cverything calmiyv and col-
Jectedly. It was almost impossible to roffle
him. He knew the dunger that threatened,
but he had such confidence in Nelson Lee
that he always went to sleep with  the
calm, care-free assurance of 2 bahy.

I considered that it would he quite <afe
to leave him alone for a minute or two.
The window was barred, and 1 could lack
the door after me. However, I had uo in-
tention of leaving Yung Ching by himeself
while I ventured outside into the night., I
had to find somebody to keep on gnard.

Accordingly, I <lipped alcng the corridor

'to the Remove dormitary, and a minute or

and
L

by & B

Were awarke
fellows were

two later three juniors
rubbing their ¢yes. 'These
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Montie Tregellis-Weazt,
Tommy Wat:on,

“ What's the game?” growled Wutson
sleepily. *“ It’s pust midnight, ain’t itI"

¢ Nearly half-past two,”” 1 said,

“ My only hat!”

“ Dear old bov, T must remark that the
hour is a frightiul one,”” observed =Sir
Montie. ¢ It is, really! Pray explain why
yvout have aroused uz at sueh a time?”’

“1 want help,” I replied. * But we can't
tatk  here—I don't want to disturb the
other fellows. Handy wmight wake up—and

then there'd he terrific commotion. Buck
up and get into vour things.™

They didn't argue, but swiitly dressed.
Pitt seemed to enjoy the prospect. Sir
Montie accepted the idea with his usual
sang-froid, and Tommy Waton grumbled
continuously as he dressed. But as he

always grumbled, we took no notice.
task now was to go to Nelson Lee’s bedroom

And. at last they were ready, and we
passed outside into the corridor. My first
again and peep inside. There was no sign
of the guv'nor. Yung Ching was still
sleeping, and cverything was quiet.

1T want you to stay here, Montie, andd
Keep vour eyes open,” I said briskly. 1
don’t suppose we shall be long, but what-
ever happeni, remain on guard until we
come back., Are you game?”

““Or course, dear old fellow," zaid Montie.

P — P

Reginald Pitt, un-.l’ “ But
-

LEE LIBRARY “

frightfully
you o want

hewildered,
nme to stogs

telt :IEUH{‘:_
“ Wiatzon

I'm most
wegad ! Why do
hera?™

“ Decanze Chingy mustn't he
and I'm going out" I rephlivd,
and Pitt are coming with mea.”

“Oh, are we?’ suild Pitt,
news!"

“ Ratz!™" sald Watson., “I'm not going!
A nice thing, fetehing us out of hed in the
middle of the giddy night "

“Don't arowl any anore!'” 1 ipterrupted.
© It's quite likeiy that the whole thing will
fizzle out, but there’s no telling. I'lm a bit
anxiotis about the guvnor. He said he'd
he in bed bhefore one, and now it's getting
on towards three. We'll slip ountside and
see if anyvthing is afoot.”

“ Good idea!" zaid Pitt. “T'm on!”

“ But how o we know where to find Mr.
Lec?"” asked Watson obstinately. ¢ What's
the good of going out in this darknesav
What chance have we got of finding Mr.
Lee? He might be down the lane, or he
might be over towards the moor, or he
might be on the towing-path, or he might
be—"

““ He might be in the Sahara Desert--but
he isn't!" interrupted Pitt. * Dry up, you
asz' Nipper’s quite right—we ecan’t do
hetter than have a look round. Jf Mr. Lew

(Continued on next page.)
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wants any help, we're the chaps to suppiy
it. Besides, it's a bit of an adveyture—uand
the (et life never did suit me!”

“Good, Reggie!” 1 said quickly. “* Let’s
W Dif™
‘But T don't see why we -hould—-"

ecan Watson,

‘ Cease thy
rupted Pitt
In other words., dry np!
one, and we will follow ™

I nodded, and passed down the
St Montie went into the hedroom,
mained on guard over Ching.  So
he was there., no harin couid come
¢ hinese boy.

So I felt quite justified in leaving,
amnd Watson followed, and, having
the ground floor, we got outside
short time, and paused in
hold a short consultation,

1 had popped into Nelson Lee's study,
to satisfy myself that he was not there.
Tue study was dark.,  Aud  now, we
pasised in the triangie, I mazed across the
apen <pace towards the higa wall.

““ Everything is as still as the dickep~!" |
whispered., " It's just that time of the nizhit

inter-
belay!
) wise

crumbier!”
Avast and
L.ead off,

chatter, O

severely,

Dussage,
and re-
bonyg  uas

to the
Pitt

reached
Bl a4 very
the triangle to

[ nst

B

wihien things seem uureal and a hit ghostly,
It won't be very long  before the dawn
begins to appear——-"’

“Oh, dry ap!”7 waid Watszon, glancing
cver lis shonlder. = It's rotlen out here—
chilly and r-:‘e;uiny.' Not that | beiieve in

chcats, or———
"What was asked Pitt abruptly.
S ENYTT casped Tonmny,
“Thought I'd ecateh yom

Ul T )
LJ'-]‘.-:

crinmed Reggie,

“ I didu't hear anvthins!” '

* Laok here, my son<—-don't 1ot 7 1 hroke
i, U I'm heginming to he mere alarmed
than ever.  And 1 don’t think we coubi
Gdo hetier than ciimb o over the wall and
prowl about thot shrobbery st across the
bane.

And what's the anal o doing thaty”
Pekol Wiateon,”

Wl T happen to know that a Seotland
Yard detective iocated there,’ T said,
" Detective-Sergeant Melrose, tle's  pot
ceveral other men pested tennd the sehool,
toer,  We'll have a chat with Melrose, and
he  raight able to  tell w3 something
aboat the guv'nor.” |

Is

]‘U

* Good idea!” ~aid Pitt. Procced, sweet
¢

We erept towards the school wadl, and i
a very short time we were over on the
other side. We anade =t o lttle mnoise
seramhbiing over, and 1 bhalf-expected to he
challenged at any moment.

Mcirese econld not have tailed to hear us
if he was on the alert. And when no chal-
lenece came [ thought that this was rather
eteer. Melrose had distinet orders not to
move, cxeept within a certain  restricted
area. How was it that he had ignored our
movements?

It was quite likcly,

of course, that he was

waiting until he knew something more de#
fipite. 1 was (nite certain, in fact, that
he wag cronching near by, w atchmfr our dim
fignres,

" L'w‘r"r-:!‘nf,!” I whispered softly, Ahnyy
there!"”

Deaid silence.

"“Are you there, Melrose?" T went on
softly. * It’s me—Nipper!”

"\TIII there was silenee,

" Why doesn’t he answer?’ | muftm;ed

“ He must be here! Look here, you chaps,

this looks pretty serions. 1T Iu‘pe that every-

thing's all right! But tlhe very fuct thdt
Melrose has left his post secms significant.”

I crossed the lane and went into the
trece on the other side. [t was just here
that  Handforth and Co. had captured
Detectlive-sergeant Melrose during the pre-
vious evening, I don't know what made me
penetrate into the trees and bushes. Perhaps
some instinet told me that it wax the best
thing that eould be done. My chums fol-
lowed eloze hehind, wondering why 1 should
to o this trouble,

But within a minute
HOVe Was a wise ohe,

and I hit my Tip.

we found that the

For, suddenly, 1 kicked against something
=olt- and yielding. [T pauszed, put my foot
torward, and then caught my breath in, 1
was kieking against a body! In a moment
I was on my knees, and 1 could feel the
warm forin of a man., He was breathing

steadily, and seemed to be in a deep sleeps
“ What are yon up to there?” asked Wat-

simy, from the rear.

"Quick!” T gasped. There's omebody
here--nneonscions.,

“ What!?

*Metrose, 1T believe!” | went on, 1
hnew something was wrong [’

inder the ecireumstances [ felt justified
in using my cleetrie toreh, although it was
unwise to show a light of any deseription,
Biat sommething had  to he done. There,

the blackness was pitehy.
pressed the switeh,

amid the trees,

I pulled out iy toren,
and the light played fully upon the imert
fienre of  Detective-sergeant  Melrose., He
wae not bound, as 1 had hali-suspeeted, hut
lay there in the grass, looking for all the
world like a dead man. Only his steady
hreathing teold that life waz still vigorous,
althongh dormant.

His face was pale, his eyes slightly open.
Quickly L pusited up one of the Lids, and
cazed at the eye. Then I caught iy

hreath in sharply.

“ He's been drugged!” T exelaimed tenszely.

** Heavily drugged, too! There's no chance
of him recovering for honrs! _
“Great ecodnese!? said  Watson shukily.

“ What—what does it mean?”

“ It means that some devilry is afoot!” 1
<1id grimly. ** Those Chinese have done thig,
of eourse—-no doubt abont it. DBut what of
the gav'nor? Has he been drugged, tm)':
1f S0, it's up to us to save the situation.’

C1f the<e rotten Chinamen are acting like
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this, it means that they're after
Ching,”” said Reggie Pitt shrawadly.
you think we ought to get back—"
“*No!” I interrupted. *" I'm more
corned about the guv'nor. Chingy’'s in no
danger. Montie will Mok after him all
right, and he'll soon raise a commotion if
~anything su»plcmue happens. We've got to
Took for Mr. Lee.'
asked Pitt.

** Don't

* But how?"
know where to start!"

- Well, I happen to know that the guv'nor
has been in the habit of using that old
“tunnel,” I said keenly. * You Kknow, the
one that leads from the monastery vault to
~the moor quarry. Yoa see, these Chinamen
hiave made their headquarters out there
somewhere, and Mr. Lee has been using that
tunnel because it's the most direct route.
By Jove! Something's happened to him in
the tunnel, perhaps!”

This was quite a chance shot of mine, but,
‘a3 I have already related, it was a remark-
ably close one. At the eame time, it was
“natural that I should asszuire such a thing.
I had- considered the guv'nor's actions ra:h
for some time, and more than once I had
asked him to let me accompany him.

“We'd better buzz down into the tunnel,
then!" said Pitt briskly. '*Come on!"

** Rather!"” agreed Watson.

“ Hold on—whnhat aboutb
began Pitt.

- " We can't bother about him now—he
won't come to any harm!' I exclaimed.
*“ The grass is quite dry, and he must have
been lvmg here for two bhours already
We can attend to him later.”

And. without any more delay,

“We don't

this chap—-"

we hur-

ried back across the lane, and entered the,

stark and gaunt ruins of the old monastery.
The stone walls, jagged and broken, rose

up against the sky-line like grim sentinels.

The gloom hid the picturesque covering of
~ivy, and the ruins looked sinister. In the
~daytime they were extremely beautiful,
now they seemed eloquent of evil.

I half expected something to happen as
we picked our way through the strewn
boulders. But, apparently, we had the place
~utterly to ourselveﬁ And we progres.ed
on until we came to the opening of  the
circular stairway which led down to the

but

“vault, far below.
The ateps were of ston2, broken and
treacherous. But we had negotiated them

many times, and knew almost every stair:
and, in any case, I had that electric torch,
and, with this gleaming and iighting cur
way, we continued our downward course.

At last we reached the bottom. A sharp
turn to the left would now take us straight
into the vault itself.

As I made the turming, however, 1 gave

a startled gasp, for I became aware of some-
’thm«"r which took me absolutely by surprise.
Instead of a black opening yawming in front
of me, there was nothing but piles of great
boulders und stones, I stared, bewildered.

Yung )

con- |

came the guv'uor's voice.

“Great Scott!” T exelaimedd,

The entrance to the wvauwit was blocked
up. |

At first T thought that the roof had eal-
lapsed, and  the thing wus a  natural
-phenomenot:. A quick glance at the ob-
struction, however, told me that the en-
trance had heen blocked up  deliberately.
Each stone had been placed there by hand,
and jammed in so tightly that an Impass-

able barpier was formed.
Entrance to the vault was impossible.
“Why, what does this meun?” asked Wat-

son, pushing forward. * Well T'm jiggered!
The place i bunged up! We cun't get
through 4

“ There's some rotbten business afoot!™ 1
exclaimed, my voico. loud with anxiety.
““This tunnel was only blecked up over
night—it was all right yesterday. Some-

thing must have happecued to the guv'nor,
and these beastly Chinks are responsible!”

“Can't we push this harrier down?"
asked Pitt.

“*Try it!" I said grimly.

We pushed against the stones and
boulders, and they proved to be firm and
solid. It wonld have required a battering
ram to break down that obstrueticn. Lt

probably filled the
several yards.

And we stood there

And then, out of the darkness and the
stillness came a veice. It was so totally
unexpected that at first [ though my ears
were deceiving me. It sounded dim and far
away at first.

up whole passage for

silent and anxious.

* Nipper! Nipper!” it said clearly.

** What-—what was that?” I asked. *' Did
you hear anything?”

-* Yes, somebody called,”” replied Pitt
tensely. “ It s=ounded like Mr, Lee! 1t
may have heen funey i v

“1t wasn't!” [ sheuted.  Keep quiet,
you chaps. Guvpor—guv'nor!” 1  yelled
loudly. ** Are you thera?”

We remained still holding our breath,

“Yes, Nipper, amd not very far ofi,”
came Nelson Lee's voice, elear and distinct,
““1 heard your voices and lost no time in
making my presence krown., I have grave
news for you, and it is your task to save
St. I'rank’s from destruction!”

“What do you mean, sir?"
aghast.

* Listen—dn not interrupt.
you the position.” replied
darkness within the wvault,
everything 1 say.”

“Wait a minute, sic!”
“ Where are you?"

“1 am at the eud of the
which leads to the

I shouted,

and I will tell
Lee, from the
** Take heed of

I shouted anxiously.

little tunnel
Ancient House cellars,”
‘““Not a great dis-
understand that the entrance
is bhlocked?"”

tance off. I
to the vau!t
“ Yes, sir.
“ Then Heaven help us!” came Nelson
Lee's voice. “* These (hinese demons have

won, Nipper, we are beaten!”



sir!™ 1
“Why don’t you come

“ But—but I nnderstand,
sliosled hoarsely,
here?”

“*“Becauze I am secured hand and foot
by steel manacles, and [ am chained to the

don’'t

mx_ll of the tunmel!” replicd Nelson Lee
grimly, “That is the reason 1 cannot
come. And now listen to me.”

* But—but this is awful!” I shouted des-
perately. ** Did you hear, you chaps?™” 1
added, turning to my chums with a pale
face. ** The guv'nor's chained {o the wall,
and "can't move! And we can't get near
hml" =

“Listen to what Mr. Lec s
Pitt quietly.

**Fu Chow has gained the upper
caid Nelson Lee, from the gloom., “ 1 will
he brief, Nipper. Within a short distance
of me there is a charge of high explosive
which will send St. I'rank’s sky high, and
destroy every living soul within a radius
of half a mile! Fu Chow h.is laid a fuse
along the tunuel, and that fuse is probably
alight, and travelling rapidly towards us.
Fiy for your lives, there may
minute Jeft!"”

says!” exclaimed

I clutched at the wall and feared thnt I

should faint with tbhe ‘horror of it.
“You—you don't mean it,
<honted chokingly.
*“Good heavens, Nipper; you
I'd say such a thlr_l“r unless it w 28 absolutely

true!” shouted Nelson Lee. *How many
boys are \nth you?”

“ Two, sir.’ | .

““One of you give the alarm at once!”

f_-;dered Lee, his voice perfectly steady.

** Rouse the se¢hool, and get every living
soul cut and eclear away. ’J.‘]wy must not
wait to dress themselves, or take any
property. Amother of you will hurry to the
quarry and take others, If possible, stop
the lighting of the fuse. And you must |
hurry! Every second is of importance!
ileaven may be merciful, after all—you

have come in the nick of time!”

“ This—this is awful, vyou
panted. * Did you hear?"”

‘* Yes, the school’s going to he blown up!’
said Pitt. ** Look here, I'll rush ll]l at once
and give the wanung—'
“T'll come with you!” gasped W ;ltacm
I looked at them dazedly,
* But—but what about the guv'nor?” 1

chaps!” 1

asked thickly. ** He's—he's down here—
chained to the wall! Don’t you .realise,
you chaps? He'll have no chance—he'll be
blown to bits!”

“ My hat, yes!" breathed. Pitt hll‘-l-.lly

I felt that T was going mad.

“Guvnor!” 1 ;;llouted wildly. - What

about you?”’

“Therea no hope for me, '\lﬁper' ' came|-a
e occupants
of the school are saved I shall be satisfled.

back Nelson Lee's voice, ' If

1t is utterly impossible to assist me.”
”LB!“ b}!ﬂu 1 be killed on the spot, sir!
el y

hand,”

be only a

sir!" 1

don’t think

{ for three minutes—what then?.

nught just as well stay

oy, do you. realise that -this delay'

35

death of you all?” called
Nelson Lee urgently. * Never mind about
me—go! See about saving the others! I
tell you this thing -is ghastly—even mnow it
may be too late to avert the diszaster. f‘ﬁ
at once—go!”

** But you’ll be killed, sir——"

“ Tell your cnmpaniom to go and give the
warnmg!”" imterrupted Nelson Lee. ** Tell
them to hurry! Good-bye, my boys! You
can do nothing to help me; but T am thank.
ful that therc is a chance—-"

Nelson Lee broke off abruptly. -,

** Well, sir?” I shouted,

“We 1!-tﬂ‘ﬂt’£d our hearts thumping madly.

* Run—run for your lives!” came Nelson
Lee's voice, in a great shout of alarm, * It
is too late You camnot save the school! I
can see Lhe spark—the fuse is burning!
Within a minute the end will be here! Fly
for vour lives!' :

may mean tLhe

-—--i,.-—r-

CHAPTER VIII,
'U CHOW FOILED,

URING the next five
D seconds a  thousand

thoughts seemed to
surge through my
heated brain. Although the
space of time was a mere

trifle, my mind worked with
such rapidity that it secmed
that whole minutes elapsed.
mlht. possibilities of the situation came to
e
had told us that ‘he

Nelson Lee

had

| sighted the lighted fuse, it was near by, and

travelling rapidly towards him! = That
neant, in cold truth, that the explosion
would take place witlim a minute.

Of what use was a minute?

The guav'nor himself would
néthing. And we— ;

What about us? How should we fare?
Jt would take us.three minutes, at the very
least, to climb those circular stairs
to the suface. In other words, the
explosion would take place while we were
climbing. We should be buried alive. No
power on earth could save us from a
ghastly death.

Even supposing the explosion was delayed
We should
But should we be any
hetter off? This explosion would take place
before we could run a hundred yards.  And
the very concussion of it would kill us.. Of
what use, therefore, was it to run? We

‘down there. :

Only death seemed more appalling if we
waited for it. - To be rumning for our lives
would give us something to do—it would

be blown to

rcach the surface.

| take the ghastly nature. of’ the whole aﬂ’mr

awvay to some extent. :

I turned to Pitt and . Watson, snnd eaw
that they were deathly-pale. -

. Why don't you run?" I asked - t&nsely
“ What's the good?”. .asked Pit& Theres

'no timel”?



- “There's no time!

[n that moment of dire peril he was per-
fectly calm. Even Tommy Watson showed
no sign of panic. He seemed dazed by the
shock of it. But the pair were true blue—
critt to the backbone.

““ We've not going, 1 shouted.
stay here, and

shouted Lee,

guv'nor!"
We'll
end everything with you!"”
- *You are mad, Nipper!”

desperately. - * The fuse is burning more
slowly than I thought! There may be time
to escape!”

I don't know how it was, but somehow,
and quite suddenly, 1 seemed to go into &
kind of panic. The horrible cruelty of the
‘whole thing filled me with a wild fury. Why
should Nelson Lee be killed like this? Why
should we suffer the same fate? Why
should the whole school be blown into Eter-
nity?

Couldn't something be done?

Anything—anything—so long
active!

I turned to my chums with clenched fists

and blazing eyes.

I can't stand this!"" I shouted thickly.
‘“ Heaven will mever allow such a terrible
thing to happen! There must be a way to
avert it, there must be! And the only way
is to break down this barrier!”

“ But that's impossible!” gasped Watson.

“ We'll try—it doesn't matter if we half
Lkill ourselves!” 1 shouted. “We'll use
every ounce of our strength, and we won't
care how we're hurt! It's a chance--the
only possible chance!'

“ By George, you're right,”” said Pits.

He placed his shoulder to the
and pushed with all his strength. There was
o sign of uny movement whatever. 1 simply
fiurled myself at the obstruction. It felt as
though 1 had rammed a brick wall, The
shock of it numbed my shoulder, but 1 felt
the whole structure of stones and boulders
quiver. And from somewhere behind came
the clatter of a falling piece of rock.

“ It moved!” 1 gasped. ‘' Quick—quick!"

This time we hurled ourselves at the bar-
rier together—the three of us. With all
cut strength we heaved uand pressed and
pushed. Again and again we charged. 1
thought my shoulder was broken, but 1
didn't care. What did it matter? It was
simply a question of life or death.

Again we charged.

Crash—clatter—crash!

From the top of the tunnel a mumber of
boulders became loose and thudded down in
a cascade. And there, at the top, was an
opening! It was not Jarge enough for me to
pass through, but a& great hope surged with-
in me. I felt that minutes and
must have passed: but. actually, barely
thirty seconds had elapsed. In times of
peril such as this, seconds are like minutes,

“ Come on— the last time!” 1 panted
II(QRI'SGII-

Like one maclhine we hurled ourselves at
the obstruction. And, instead of heing
brought up short, with a jar, as hitherto, we

as we were
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barrier -

minutes

- &

V.

went clean throuch the barrier, and landed
in a mixed up heap on the other side.

The thing had collapsed!

““Hurrah!” 1 yelled madly.
through—we're through.”

Tommy Watson laughed hysterically.

“But what's the good?” he breathed.
“It's too late!" ' '

“Is it?"” snapped Pitt. * Look! Look!
There’s the spark—there! Can’t you see?
gfr;w?'ll-i.ng along the tunnel!  There’s still
ime!”’

He dashed forward, but ¢tripped over a
boulder, and ¢rushed to the floor. I was on
my feet by this time. The darkness was
pitchy—for my clectric-torch was out of
action, owing to the fall. But there was no
need for lights. Indeed, we were better
without one. For there, in the darkness, the
Tighted fuse glowed and sparkled and hissed.
We could see that spark travelling along
t.hie floor—making its way up the short tum-
nel. :

I ran like a lunatic. 1 didn't care whethey
I banged myself against the walls, whether
I tripped, or whether I half killed myself
My only thought was to reach that spark.
1:l()m?: second now, indeed, meant every-

HILZ.

As I fell headlong to the floor against
the epark, I clutched at the fuse. I
grasped it between my fingers, and even as
1 pinched at the spark 1 knew the futility
of such a preceeding. It is impossible to
extinguish a fuse by sudh methods.

“My boy—my boy!™ came a voice out of
the darkness.

“It was Nelson Lee's voice, filled with
hope and anxiety. And it was =0 close that
I was startled. Then I realised that the
gigantic charge of explosive was only a few
feet away!

Unless I
OCCUT.

Forcing myself to remain calm--for I
knew that the slichtest panic or undue haste
would muddie me and make me slow—I
pulled out my pocket-knife. I tore it open.
Then, seizing tie fuse, I held it firmly, and
slashed it through.

One ent was enough.

The thing was severed, and I hurled the
burning cnd of it back alomg the tunnel.
Then, faint and giddy, 1 lay back, gasping.

My gaze was fixed upon that spark. It
continued merrily for a brief space, then
vave a final burst, and died out. |

And from down the passage came a yell
of relief.

** Hurray!"
“It's out!"

There was no doubt about it. The fuse
was out, and Fu Chow’s diabolical scheme
was frustrated.

And now that the immediate peril was
over my strength seemed to ebb away. 1
lay there on the flcor of the passage, breath-
ing heavily. 1t was some moments before I
pulled myeself together and staggered to my
feet. .

“We're

acted row, the disaster would

recared Tommy Watson wildly.
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T knew that the charge of explosive was
stil near by. The very thought of it being
Ctlvere -‘was cnough to alarm me. Any blun-
dering action on my part might set it going
cven now. And we were in total darkness —
inky, pitchy blackness,

“Guvnor!” I said softly.
eir?’”’

“You there,

“ Yes, Nipper,” said Nels¢pn Lee. 1
hardly know what to =ay, my boy. Your
bravery was wonderful

“Jt wasn’t bravery at all, sir. I was

thinking of my own life as well as yours,”
-1 replied. ‘1 had to do something;
couldn’t stand still. But where are you?
1 wishh I could sce!”’ :

And just then a gleaming fazh of light
came from the vault, some distance down
the passage. My heart jumped. For a
second 1 thought that another fuse was
going, or that Fu Chow's men were at hand.
Then came Pitt's voice,

“Good egg!’ he exclaimed.
that torch of yours, Nipper.
works loveiy.”

“Oh, thank gooduess!” 1
it along!”

I was etanding up now,
felt almost dislvoented,
terribly, But I didn't care much. The
danger was over. We were safe—Nelson
Lee was safe—and the school knew nothing.

1 hurried along the passage o the spot
where Pitt and Tommy Watson were stand-
ing. They were both looking rather groggy.
They were dusty, towsled, ard their faces
were pale. But they were laughing. They
were laughing with relief, with joy. and
there was a touch.of wildness about them.

“1t can’t be true!” exclaimed Watson

“I've .found
It's all right:
said.- ‘* Bring

my shoulder
was aching

and
It

huskily. ** You know, we were going to be
“blown up! And—and iz it all right now—
seally? Is it safe? I1—I fee,l’ that we're

going to get a shock soon

“It's all right, my son; doen’t worry,” I
cxclaimed bI‘lHI\I} “ Give me that torch,
Reggie! We've got to go along and rescue
the guv’'nor. He'll know what to do after-

wards. Thank Heaven we wcre in time!”

I took the torch, and we turned back and
nade our way alnng the tuunel uptil we
came to the end. And there we halted, and
stared blankly at Ncison Lee. Although he
had told us that he was chained to tlle
wall, we were -Jmc-.d(’d at what we caw,

He was fixed in steel bonds, and he was
chained to the wall with such {ecurlt:, that
to get away was obviously hopeless

“Guv'nor!”" 1 said breathlessly.

““Yes, Nipper, you fipd me in a pretty
pickle indeed!” said Nelson Lee calmly.
“ How on earth you will release me 1 don't
know. But. nothing much matters nov«.
.The danger has been averted.”

“ What's this little chain, Bir#”
Pltb rexching forward.” - ; .
'_ xS ‘i’to " exclaimed Lee eharply.

“\Iy guodn%b!’ gasped Pitt. * “hat-ﬂ
what —

THE NELSON

I " By iingo, yes,

a&ked:

-

“That echain will -blow us.all to atoms il
you touch it!” interrupted Lee. *‘ At least,
that is what Fu Chow informed mnie. We
shall see. 1 was afraid to move even-a frac-
tion of an inch, for fear of setting off this
mremal device.”

I ul..k !'ed
- *““The awful Jemons!”’ I exclaimed furle
ously. “ Not content with chaining you up

here, they make it so tiiat you can't even
move! What had I better do, eir?”’

“1 think you carry a pair of wire- clippers
on you?"
sir!”

* Then emip that chain through as gently
as possible.”

I forked out a heavy pocket-knife—one of
those useful articles which contain all sorts
of other things in addition to hnives. There
was an arrangement by which wire could be
snipped through. The iittle chain was light,
and, very gingerly, I cut it throngh. The
loose end fell to the ground with a little
tinkle, and Nelson Lee breathed more freely,

"\ow we camn see about the rest!” he
sald. ‘" Don’'t go anywhere near the ex-
plosive, boys. Keep right away from it,
for it may be extremnely dangerous. Seco
what you can do with these Dhracelets,
Nipper.”

I examined the manacles closely, and then
T made a discovery which filled us al with
delight. Although it was hopeless for Nel-
son Lee to free his own hands, those brace-
lets were so constructed that h} a twisting
turn they could be freed. The wearer him-
self could not perform this action, und.so,
to him, they were perfectly secure.

1 Ireed his right hdind first, and then saw
that the wrist was swollen and :ed. For
that iron band had been tightly round the

fleshy  leaving ‘the guv'nor no chance to
move, And the edge was as sharp as a
knife. - : ‘ '

“The foul rotters!” I exclaimed indig-
nantly.

1t dml not take me long to take off the
other manacles, and then at last Nelson Lee
stood free. His face was rather straimed,
"but there was an expression of heartfelt
relief in his eyes. X

‘““Boys, I don't know what to say; words
seem futile at such a moment as this,” Qe
exclaimed. “ But the fact remains that you
have saved England from one of thé worst
disaeters in the wlhole history of the country.
If you have -not smas down that barrier
and severed the fuse—well, lundreds of
lives would have heen jost, your own in-
c¢luded.” - -

‘“ Don't talk about it, sir,”” I muttered,
"’It s too awful! But——-but. ‘how did it hap~
pen? Haw did you get _collared by the
Chinks?”’

“ At the time it séemed to be a
the. worst possible luck,” rephked ‘ieigon
quietiy. ** But I new ‘Tealise that it was’ an
act of Providence. It was the finest possible

.

'| thing for me to have heen captured.”



[ exclaimed.

“ What!” “You're glad of

“ But “hv sir?"" asked Pitt curiously.

“ Because this vile scheme would have
gone forward whether I was captured or
not,”” replied Nelson Lee grimly. * Don't
you understand, boys? They were proceed-
ang with it when I butted in. Well, my
copture caused a delay—the delay of at
teast an hour. So, you see, but for that
fcss of time the school would have been
blown {o atoms at about one-thirty!"

“My ‘hat! That's true enough, sir!"” 1
exclaimed.

“Furthermore, even supposing that the
fuse lad nat been dighted until now, the
result would have been the same,” went
on Lee. ““You would have come down to
the vauit; vou'would have found the barrier.
But I should not have been within call, to |
wam you of the danger. Thus you would
bave Kirown nothing. Yes, boys, my capture
was providential, for it led to the frustra-
tion of the demontacai plan.”

And, now that Nelson Lec had put it in
that way, I could see that the thing was
Iright, We were all feeling a lob better
mow. Our shoulders ached, but what did
we care about that. We went *a little dis-
tance down the passage, and then Neison
Lee paused.

* What caused you to come
e asked.

“IT'm blessed if T know, sir,” I said.
““Fate again, [ suppose. I woke up, and
found thpt you had not retumed, and I got
the wind up. So I left Montie m charge of
Ching, and we came out to investigate. Oh,
by the way! That Scotland Yard chap is
lying in the spinney, drugged! These China- |
men made a thorough job of it ‘while they
were about it'"

““No, Nipper, thev did not make a
thorough job of it!’ said Lee. * Boys, not
a word of this must be spoken to the others.
We must keep it an absolute secret to our-
selves. Think of the scandal that would be
caused if this etory got into the j.apers; and
it surely would. There is no necessity why-
anyboedy outside our own circle eliould know
of this plot."

““But what about the explosive,. sir?"”

“1 will deal with that persomally,”” replied

Jown lere?”

Iand try to sleep.

Lee, ‘““You need not worry. The charge
caniot o off of its own accord, snd I will
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render it harmless before morning. The
best thing you can <o is to go back to bed,
My boys, you have doue
so well that no words of mine can express
my real feelings."

We all passed up the stone steps to the
upper air, and then we found; rather to our
surprise, that the first streaks of daylight
had come. And everything was peaceful
and quiet. The dawn was at hand, and
birds were twitiering on every side. It was
a scene of peace.

But what a terrible shambles would have
resulted if that explosion had taken place?
I shuddered when 1 thought of the possi-
bilities.

And we retired to bed—but 10t to slecp.
Sleep was quite out of the question at such
a time. And when the rizsing bell went, we
were only too glad to get up.

The other fellows noticed that we wem
not quite ourselves, and all gorts of inquiriex
were made. But we said nothing. Even Sir
Montie was in ignorance of the truth witil
two days later, when Tommy uand I toouk
him into our confidence.

And by that time everything was going
on as usval.

Detective-sergeant Mdtrose, I learned, had
recovered without taking any harm. And
all the other Yard men had been treated iu
the same way. They told of being suddenly
swooped upon by unknown assailants, borno
to the ground, and drugged. It seemed
that even Scotland Yard was helpless
against those yellow fiends.

"As for the explosive, Nelson Lee had it
cleared away; and he found that Fu Chow's
threat had not been -exaggerated. The
charge was suflicient to wreck the whole
neighbourhood. But thesre had been no
danger of Nelson Lee causing any explosion
himself. That little aftair of the thin chain
had been one of Fu Chow's grim jokes.
Nelson Lez could have moved freely without
any danger of setting the fuse alight. DBut
the thing had been expected, since the
guv'nor had been afraid to move a bair.

And he was determined that the end of
this grim business should soon come. For
the time being Fu Chow was defeated.

Bui what was coming next? What terror
would descend upon the sehool in the im-
mediate future?

THE END.

Chinese Menace at St, Frank's
title of :
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Foster Moore, the rascally tutor of Wrasper's

School, who has ruined Mr. Wrasper, the
Head, in order to step into his shoes, may
well rue the day that Tom Tartar came to
the school Tom, who stands for all that's
best in a British lad, is the prime mover
in_the unmasking of Hoare, of which you

will read in the approacking climax that

will bring this splendid yarn to-a ﬁttmg
conclusion.

\Now read on.)

—— ——

CHAPTER LVIII.
Foster Moore's Downfall.

it became clearer and clearer that the
cntire collection of things stolen were
in the bundle.

It. was a most astonishing {Ihcoven

* 1 always said the poacher did it,” said Sam
Smith. _

* Don’t be in a hurry to jump at that,” said
the detective,  ** Now, my lads, can you keep
thr: secret 77’

*Of course we can!”

““ Sure yvou W
1)_0} g 9 9 |

* I will answer for them,” returned Tom,
-the reason for keeping it a seeret is a good Ollt?
. My lads,” said the detective, ** I am going

1o make up a dummy bundle, and p:.. it. into
“the well. Whoever put lhl3 bundic thcre (s
cgure to come for it again.

" *“That's a splendid notion,” said Tom.
-““ What will you do with these things ?

*“ Také care of them,” replied the detective,
“ first making an inventory in my pocket-book,
i which I will get you all to sign. Now put them
‘out. How many watches ? " R N
“ Five,” said Tom,

* Scarf-ping ?

-

! S the contents were rapidly overhiauled

thoy eried.

i[

-l

= _,. TJ

on't go blabbing to the other |

4

‘through the hall,

o\m | TARTAR
T $CHOOL

: 1‘-‘ Harcourt Burrace

(The World’s Most Famous
.Scheol Story).

“ Seven.”?

And so they went on through the list until
it was completed.

The detective stowed away the things in the
capacious pockets he had inside the lappets
of his coat,

*“ Poacher’s pockets,” he said with a chuckle,

‘““made to hold a hare or two, although I do
very little in that line.”

The dummy bundle was made up of all sorts
of things. ‘Two or three old candlesticks, a lot
of old nails from a box, bits of glass and wood,
and the dummy was declared by the boys to
be perfect.

‘“ And now,” sajd -Clarke, *‘ you ga on ahead
and put a mile between vourselves and this
cottage as soon as you can, Mind, mum'’s the

“You can trust us,” replied Tom. It
won't be the first time we have kept a sceret.”

They parted from the detective and went off
to the eanal, on the banks of which they amused
themselves for a couple of hours, and .then
walked back to school.

A few evenings later Tom.

word.”

while passing
was surprised to hear sounds
of quarrelling, in the unmistakable voices of
Mr. Wrasper and Foster Moore. It was im-
pmluhlc to avoid hearing a little of what was
saic
* This is a plot of yours to ruin me,’

Foster \f oore, .

“ No.” returned Mr. WI‘&h{)Pl, 1t 18 the un-
('ar‘:h.ng of the plot you laid to ruin me. It
SLee vded for a time, but I can claim back my
OWIl NOW.

“ You may claim, but will \ml get it 7

Here Tom was n'*:mm" on when the L]OOI‘ of
the study opened, and Mr, Wrasper appeared.

He caught sight of Tom going down the
passage, and called on him by name.

*“ Come here, Tartar,” he said.

Tomn would rather have been out of it, but
he could not very wel refuse.

“*What is he doing here ?
Moore.

He was standing by the fireplace of tl:e atudy

* declared

'1'-n.cd Foa* er

with his hands clasped behind him.,

His face was flushed, and he had the appear-
ance of having receiv ed a bit of mental mauling,
*“ I caine in to get a book,” replied Tom,

‘“ And to play the ‘i]‘l)’," said Mocre,
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“ No, sir,” caid Tom.”

“ Pon't lie to me,” said Foster Moore
violent®:. * You were here as a spy and by
appointment. You arc one of the tools of this
mant to work my ruin,”

Town did not answer him. He looked at Mr.
Wrasper for him to undertake the task
refutation,

“* Moore,”” said Mr.
nonsense,  You know very well that if be had
been my spy here that I should nct now be
ardmitting him to this room. He is not exactly
the sort of witness T should have liked, but he
will do. Here, in his presence, I repeat the
charges I have made against you.”

Moore opened his lips to say something, hut
he closed them without speaking.

““ In the first place,” caid Mr. Wrasper, “* you
induced me to invest all my savings in a com-
pany that did not exist.”

“("an vou prove that 27 asked Moore.

“*Yes, I know now, thanks to the assistance
1 mave received from Tartar’s father, and certain
men he employed, where vou got the false
papers printed, showing the report of this said
company and the pavionents of dividends that
tempted me.”

* And you got yvour dividends—once,”" inter-
posed Moore, witir a dry laugh,

** Yes, out of iny own capital, and then another
false paper was printed and sent to me to show
that -owing to the flpoding of the mine, which
also did mot exist, the company was ruined.”

“‘And that was the end of it.”

““Ag 1 thought once, Moore. The loss un-

hinged me, for’l had never breathed a word to
In my dis-

my wile of what I had done.
tressed state of mind you proposed a litile
harmléss distraction—draughts, chess, cards,
dice—and so we worked our way up, for
cambling, to.my shame, was my failing before
I came here, and weak as I was, I allowed it
to return.”

‘““ Hadn’t you better close the door 7 sug-
gested Moore.

S -you wish it,”” returned Mr. Wrasper,
“put as far as I am concerned, what 1 am

about to say may be proclaimed to the world,

Close the door, Tartar, please.”

“ You won all'l had,” continued Mr. Wrasp-
er. * Taking my note of hand when all money
was .gone, and, finally, a mortgage on the
school. That voa seized, and now you will
have to give it back again.”

" We shall see,” said Moore.

2" You will see cre many minutes are gone
that yvou:'must do so,” replied Mr. Wrasper.
* Foster Moore is not your name to begin
with.”

*“It's a lie! ™ :

1t is true, but what your name is can be of
no conseguence in the end. Keep that name,
live anl dic under it if you like, but vou must
go out of this place a3 vou came into it, with
only whit vou stand in, and with not o much
as a character wherewith to begin again.”

* We shall see,” said Foster Moore again.

Tom watched bim narrowly, and, as a quick
eyve can detect the first action of a thaw upon
a frozen river. he eould see that thie hard shell

_of

Wraszper, “don't talk
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of Foster Moore’s audacity was being broken
up.”

“You have a wife,” said Mr. Wrasper,
“whom you descrted. Why 2"

No answer.

It was an unexpected blow and shattered a
goodly portion of the shell’s surface.

“ You married that woman seventeen vears

{ ago,” said Mr. Wrasper, ** when yvou were very

voung. You were a knave even then, and vou
got hold of a simple creature with a little
That you spent, and when it was
gone you began a course of brutal treatment
that qualiiied you for a lynching. Yousee, I do
not mince matters.”

Again, no answer.

“You left her to return at intervals,” re-
sumed Mr. Wrasper, * and wring from her her
hard earnings. When away from her what
were you doing ?

““ Nothing,” said Moore.

“ You were engaged in a series of crimes for
which you did not entirely escape the meshes
of the law, forger and convict that you are., Do
vou deny it 2"

** Not here,” said Moore,

“ No, nor elsewhere,” replied Mr. Wrasper.
* There was, however, one redeeming point in
your character. You loved the only child of
yvour unhappy marriage.” ;

Foster Moore’s hard shell was shattered
utterly now, Me staggered to his chair and
sat down.

*“ Spare my hoy ! ” he gasped.

“1It is for his sake,” said Mr. Wrasper,
“that 1 now give you a chance of getting away.

‘You introduced him here, after having stolen

him away from his sorrow stricken mother,under
a false name., He was a worthy son of vours.
Ready to learn evil and to play the double part,
ungrateful to the loving mother who gave
vears of her life to him, for never once since
he has been here has he sent her one line or
word to comfort her misery. Oh, you have
played your parts well, the pair of you. Foster
Moore and Jonah Worrey, father and son,
rascals both.”

It was Tom's turn now to be staggered. _
- He never dreamed of such a revelation as
his.

F?ster Moore and Jonah Worrey father and
son !

“That is all I need say now,” said Mr.
Wrasper. “ Here in the presence of a withess
I make these chaiges, Are you prepared to
refute them ?

““Mr. Wrasper,” sald Toster Meore, ' you

have the grip on me now.”

*“You do not deny the truth of what I have
said 2

éd ND."

“Then all you have to do is to go away at
once,” said Wrasper. “ I can promise you
nothing but immunity from prosecution as far
as I am concerned. What other crimes you
]l?_l;.;(l} (_:'ommittcd 1s 2 matter for others to deal
with,’

Faster Moore clasped his hands together,
and moaned like a beast in pain.

(To be continued.)
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] ‘T-in-1' Black Metal, Size §

for | .976and 1276 ; post. 9d.
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Telescope, Field,
(‘Dlll[id.S!,
ing and Magm-

Sea or Opera Glasses,
ror, Burning. Read-
fying Glasses, ali
Closed for " Pocket,
4ins. Novelty Companion Indoors or Out. Only
1/6 Post Free. Delight or Money Back, Novelty, Etc.,

List Free.—PAIN'S Presents House, Dept 9U, Hastlngs

BOYS, MAKE A SHOCK COIL FOR'1/9!
Shocking Coil!l *Set of Parts for mtklng, 1/9;
Battery Parts, 1/6 ; Post. 3d. each. Electro Magnet,
10d. ; Post. 2d. tL:fts 1 pound). Box Electrical Experi-
ments, 2/9 ; Post. 4d. VERTICAL STEAM 'ENGINE,
7/6; post. etc., 9d. Electric Light.—Battery, Switch,
W:re. Lamp, I{oldﬂr Reflector, Instructions, ete. ,4/9 ;
post. 6d. Larger size, 8/'6; post. 9d. 4-Volt Dynamo
Elcctnc Motor, 3,9; post.4id.
{Gltaro@e 4d: )~Harborne Small Power Co. -
38, (A.P.), Queen’s Rd, Aston, Birmingh'm

NERVOUSNESS

is the greatest’ drawback in life {0 any man or
woman, - If you are nervous, timid, low,spirited,
lack aﬁll’-conﬂdanca will-power, mind- cdncantra.tmn,
blush, or feel aw¥ward in tlia. présence.of. dthers,
send 3 ~penny “ stamps - for 7 particulars ~of » the
Mento-Nerve - Sl‘-ﬂ'ﬂithan ing - Traatrmont.
Used in the-Navy -from «Vige-Admiral »to, S%man
and in the Army from Colonel to Private.

M.C/s, MH“B anfl = D.O:M, s-—ﬂ’odtr# 1liptt-
Smith, v Ltd.," 527, *Imperia B'uildings.
Ludgata circus. L‘ondon. E. ,,,A

MAGIC TRICKS, etl::—Pa.rc-ela 26, 5/6. Ven.

Illﬂtatf* Birds,

triloguist’s Instrument
l‘-lL!i:RRIS()“NT 2&‘1-

Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/- ﬂx
Pentonville Rond London " PR |

FREE! 50 Stamps, all dlﬂtl"in[ to those sunrl
ing . 3d. (in ntﬂmps‘l for pnatage and packinz
and asking to see Approval Sheets.—N. Florick,
179, " Asylum. Road, Peckham,. London, S.E.15%
Cure yourselt

STOP STAMMERING ! S, 7ouge

ticulars FREE.—-FRANK B. HUGH S 7.
Snuthampton Row, London, W.C.1,

WHERE WILL YOU SPEND
YOUR HOLIDAYS ?

Have you made up your mind
yet? If not, see the grand

8-page Seaside Supplement

1

nppenrmg every week m
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