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TUNATE COMPULAINT, AND LIABLE TO ILEAD
TO AWKWARD CONSEQUENCES—NIPPER
FINDS, TO HI3 DISMAY, THAT HIS WORK
I3 TAKEN OUT OF HIS HANDS, AND HE IS

CONSIDERABLY WILD,
MR.

NELSON LEE, the famous
criminologist, entered his con-
sulting-room 1n Gray's Inn Road
with a firm, brisk stride.

He had just mounted the stairs two at
a time, and there was a look of great
concentration upon his keen, clean-shaven
face. His grey eyes were gleaming a
trifle, and he was very obviously deep in
the throes of some intricate mental
problem. A

It was rather late in the evening—the
evening of o perfect July day. The air
was now cool and delightful, a very slight
shower having laid the dust of the heated
streets. ’

Just inside the consulting-room, Nelson
Leo paused. He did not sce Nipper sit-
ting at the desk. He did not see the
softly shaded electric table-lamp. He
was still deep in thought.

¢« Oh, lor’! This is about the limit!"”
exclaimed Nipper plaintively, from
behind the clectric lamp. “ You said
you weren't coming back until half-past
cleven, guv'nor! Just when I'm tearing
my hair for the opening words!”’

But the lad’s words fell upon deaf ears,
tfor Nelson Lee was making some rapid
mental calculations. During that day the
greas detective had been doing his
utmos( to solve an intricate cipher, and
it was while he had been out that a
sudden flash of light had ceme to ham.

welcome, tor INIpper was puzzling hits
brain for the opening of a chapter—the
first chapter of a story.

Recently Nipper had been awmusing
himself—and other people—by writing up
in story form several of Nelson Lee's
most mysterious cases of crime investiga-
tion. Nipper's efforts had been crowned
| with great success, and he was con-
sequently a little proud of his achieve-
ments.

His ‘‘ Note-book * stories, as he called
them, had been handed over to me for
preparation, my humble self being the
*“ guthor chap ' Nipper has occasionally
referred to 1 his yarns. Upon the whole,
Nipper turned out some reallv readabls
stuft, and my task of editing it had been
pleasantly light.

On this particular night, it seemed, he
was rather hung-up for an opening—so
often a stumbling-block in story-writing.
And it was certainly exasperating fov
Nelson Lee to return just wheu Nipper
‘was on the pownt of graspmg the elusive
words he so badly wanted.

The glare which Nipper bestowed upon
his master was, perhaps, excusable.

“ T say, this ts too bad, guv’nor!"’ pro.
tested Nipper irvitably. ‘““ You’re nor
going to interrupt me, { suppose? What's
the matter with you? What the dickens
are you standing there like a stuffed
dummy for?”

Apparently Nipper wanted Nelson Lee
to interrupt, for Ee secemed wittated mora
than ever by the detective's silence: and,
in any case, Nipper was wanting in re
spect. to addvess his master W sugh
terms.,
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Quite suddenly Nelson Lee snapped his
tingers.

‘“ By Jamos,’
‘** got it!”’

He strode across to the desk, and then
saw Nipper, apparently, for the first
time.

‘““ Hallo! What are you cdoing at my
desk, young ’un?’’ said Lee, still in the
same crisp tones. ¢ Upon my soul,
you’ve littered the whole place up until
there’s not an inch of space left! Clear
that rubbish off, Nipper!”

Nipper fairly bubbled over.

‘“* Rubbish I’ he roared
“ I'm just starting a new story—

*“ My good Nipper, I can’t help your
worries!” exclaimed Lee impatiegtly.
“T've just got the solution of that
cipher, and I've got to work it out in
detail. Hurry up! I shall lose the thread
i vou don’t—"’

“You're not going to use this desk
now !”’ declared Nipper, with heat.

‘“ Not going to use—— Look here, my
lad! If that stuff isn’t cleared off in
fifteen seconds, the whole lot goes on the
floor! Understand?’ rapped out Lee
tersely. ‘“ Your stories may be important
from your point of view, but they’re
trivial from mine! The whole desk is
littered with notes and papers and scrib-
blings! Clear ’em off!”

Lee’s tone was, perhaps, unduly sharp,
but it was annoying to find his desk
occupied in this way when he so urgently
needed it for his own use.

Nipper stuck fast in his chair and
glared. |

“T’m_not going to shift now !’ he said
rebelliously. ¢ I’ve been trying to get
the start of this story for a whole hour,
and- I'd nearly got-it when you came
blundering in! 1It’s all very well,
guv’nor, but this thing must be done!”’

“ Must! Must!” roared Lee angrily.
“T'll soon show. you' whether it must!
I'm quite in sympathy with this amuse-
ment of yours, but I’'m not going to allow
you to take this high-handed attitude!
Now, then—out of that chair!”

It was very unusual for Nelson Lee and
Nipper to have a squabble, for the pair
had a very great devotion for each other.
In his heart, Nipper loved Nelson Lee
more than he actually knew. But occa-
sinnally outbursts of temper were un-
~avoidable. After all, they were only

’ he exclaimed cnisply,

indignantly.

??

human. On this particular occasion,
Nipper was certainly at fault for speak-
ing so disrespectfully. At the same time,
the lad had a certain amount of excuse.

But Nelson Lee was thoroughly. in-
censed. For Nipper to defiantly thwart
him in this fashion was going a little
too far} The next second Nipper felt his
collar grasped in a firm grip.

He was yanked out of -the chair like a
sack of coals; he floundered through the
air, and came down with a thud in the
folds of a great easy-chair. He wasn’t
hurt physically, but his dignity was
decidedly injured. -

Before he could speak, however—and
he bad quite a lot to say—his note-boolk
and papers and jottings came hurtling
on the top of him. When, at last, Nipper
managed to scramble to his feet, he was
as red as a beetroot with anger. This
was a nice way to treat an author!

Nipper simply boiled.

But Nelson Lee was now seated at the
desk, and was making piles of rapidly
written figures on a writing-block.

Nipper glared at his master, and he
glared at the litter of papers on-the floor.
'l‘!}en he bounced over to the table.

‘““What do you mean by
guv'nor?’ he panted hotly.

Lee ignored his young assistant corn-
pletely.

‘“ Do you hear me?”’ bellowed Nipper.

Apparently Nelson Lee did not, for still
he made no reply. Nipper, his heat rising
ever{ second, watched the detective mak-
ing the rapid calculations and reckonings.
And at last Lee laid his pen down, and

that,

looked up. His expression- was very
grim, and Nipper had a momentary
qualm.

‘““ Now, Nipper, you’ve got to explain
to me why you gave such a display of
temper a few moments agol’”’ said the
detective evenly.

‘“ EVhy-——why, it was you who displayed

‘“ That's not the way to talk to me,
young ’un!’ interjected Iee curtly.
“ And, unless you can control your tem-
per at once, you will earn m{l very severe
displeasure! There 1s a linut to my
patience, you know.”’

Nipper swallowed hard.

‘““ What about my patience?’ he
growled. ‘“ You don’t :seem to under-
itand the pesition, guv’nor. I've heen
hying to get the opening of that story

?
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for a tremendous time, and I'd just about
got it when you butted in—-"

‘ Butted in!” interjected I.ee sharply.
“ Who's  consulting - room is  this,
Nipper?”

“““Why, yours, I suppose!l’’

““ You suppose!” Nelson Leo looked
grim mnow. ‘ The truth of tho
matter 1s, Nipper, you have been writing
these stories of yours, and I must admit
you have made a good job of them. 1
commend you highly for your efforts.
But you seem to have fallen a victim to
¢ complaint which is, I am sorry to say,
extremely prevalent. You are suffering
from swelled head very acutely!”

“I'm not!"" burst out Nipper indig-
nantly.

““The sufferers from swelled head
usually find the greatest difficulty in
diagnosing their own symptoms,” went
on Lee, in the same relentless tone.
““ Your head, my dear Nipper, has swol-
len to such an extent that you seem to
have lost your perspective of things.
Your focus needs adjusting. I am now
adjusting it. You have been imagining
yourself to be quite an important person.
Get that idea out of your head! You
are not. And, unless you adopt & more
respectful tone, I shalr positively forbid
you to write another word !’

Nipper stood quite still during -this
dressing-down; but his face was still
Hiushed, and his eyes were still gleaming.

“It's all rot to suy I’ve got swelled
head!” he burst out. “‘ You told me you
weren't coming back until half-past
eleven, and I'd settled down to a good
two hours’ writing. Then you come back
again, and want to chuck me out -

:: You were at my desk, and I wanted
it. | _

“ That's all very well, guv'nor. This
varn I'm startiug 1s a lot more important
than your blessed calculations!”

Nelson Lee leaned back in his chair.

““ T see that your focus has not altered
itsclf. in the sﬁghtest,” bhe raid grimly.
‘“ What story is this you were going to
write—a story which 1s far more impor-
tant than my own professional work?"-

“ You oughtn’t to say anything, any-
how!" declared Nipper. ¢ It’s that yarn
about those rotten Fu-Chang blighters.
I'm calling the yarn the * Yellow
Shadow.” 1 don’t come into it myself
until the last chapter, and that’s why it
was a job to begin. I thought it was a

down the road.
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bit of a compliment to you to clivose that

yarn. But now that you say that I've gnt

swelled head, I'm blowed if I'll write the

yarn at all!’’ finished up Nipper warnly.
Nelson Lee rose to his feet.

_““ Perhaps I had better be more dvas-
tic in my treatment,” he said, facing Nin
per fairly and squarely. ‘I must g
you into a chastened mood, iy lad
Understand, once and for all, I will n
put up with any nonsense! And I forbid

you to write another word of thes:
‘ Note-book * stories!”
“You—you forbid mel” gaspe:l

Nipper, in genuine dismay.

““Ido! And, what iz more, I intend t.
write this particular adventure myself,”
wént on Nelson Lee calmly. - “I have .
fancy to. It is a case in which I playe!
the principal part all through. T am
going to write it up myself."’

Nipper was really alarmed now.

““ And what about me, guv'nor?”
asked huskily.

‘““You? You have dropped your tory-
writing altogether,”” said the great detec-
tive, lighting a cigarette. * I saw some
excellent fairy-books for sale at a shop
To-rnorrow you had
better purchase a few, so that you may
pass your idle moments pleasantly |’

Lee spoke the words very cuttingly,
and Nipper boiled afresh. But he wua-
now too indignant for words, and he
bounced out of the room without Leing
in the least chastened. Time, probably,
would make him realise that he had bee:
altogether too high-handed with his goo:l.
natured master,

For the present, Nipper was sinply
bubbling with outraged dignity. He'd
been taﬁen down a peg, and he knew :r.
That’s what made it so tremendouxly
galling. He was not only forbidden to
continue with his famous ‘‘ Note-book.”
but Nelson Lee had actually taken th-
whole thing out of his hands! It wa-
undoubtedly the limit(

And, later on, after Nipper had ygor -
off to bed—rather sulkily, it must b
admitted—Nelson Lee settled himaelr
down at his desk. The great detectiv:
chuckled as he drew a writing ble.
towards him.

He had meant every word he had said,
and then and there he set to work on the
story which Nipper was to have written.

It was Nelson Lee's intentiog to teach
his young assistant & lesson, .

,l!'
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THE STORY.

sl

with some Government bonds belongi

to Sir Albert Millington. Ferroll had
made a slip, and had ruined his whole
scheme. At the same time, 8ir Albert

CHAPTER I,

OTENS 1N SNAEKEB CITY, COLORADO, WHERE
1 AM SBARCHING FOR A UNRTAIN OENTLE-
MAN NAMED MR HUNTLBY FRRROL—I]
MAKE MY ARRANGEMENTS WITH THE CITY
MARSHAL, BUT THINUS GO WRONO, AND
i MAKE THE ACQUAINTANCE OF AN-FOO.

NAKE CITY, Colorado, U.8.A., is
S not ono of tho most beautiful
cities on earth, but I must confess
that it impressed mo very favour-
ably. That is to say, it impresscd mo
favourably to begin with.  Afterwards,
when T had had a little deeper insight
mto the grim sccrets of the place, my
view altered. It altered to such an ex-
tent that I later came to regard Snake
('ity with positive repugnance,
I was there on business. I had tracked
a  notorious criminal half across - the
world, and it was in Snake City that I
inally run him down. That is why I was
fivourably impreesed. I thought, at the
wne. that I was going to get my '‘man "’
without any further trouble.

l [n this I was mistaken—as I intend to
SN,

'To begin with, my quarry was a well-
known criminnl, nanwﬂ untley Ferroll.
He had other names—-quito 8 number—
hut Fervoll was the ono he was uxng at
the time. Let mo say right at once that
Fervoll was no ordinary * crook.” lHa
was & clever, scheming, well-educated
man, who had an excellent public school

and 'Varuty record. But he had gone to
tho bad.

| had heard of him often enough before
I ever actually came into contact with
tim.  Beotland Yard friends—notably
Detoctivo Inspector  Morley, a very old
Iricnd of mme—had occasionally men-
tioned some of his exploits.

Ferroll had a long list of crimes to his
crodit—or discredit. He had dabbled in
forgery, embezzlement, blackmail, fraud,
and a few other choice accomplishments.
And he had dabbled so successfully that
ha had unever actually run against the
law. Tho police knew that
guilty ; but they had no proof. And a

man cannot bo convicted without evi-
dence.

Well, the climax camoe when Ferrall
aMtemnpted a big forgery in connection

at Gray’s Inn Road, and r ]
hunt Ferroll down. - He had ‘' skipped
to S8outh America, having failed in his
fhlid scheme, but still partially success-
u L] ’ - :

Riverby.

WAS

had suffered considerable loss owing to
the scoundrel’s machinations.

The baronet visited me, in my rooms
uested me to

After consultation with Scotland Yard,

T shipped for Buenos Ayres, hot on the
track of Huntley Ferroll.
tedions business. From Buenos Ayres.I
traced m
New Orleans,
until finally I located him in Snake

City,
2

It was a

10 to

quarry to Rio, from
and thence north-west,

Colorado. :
erroll imagined that he was frce from

capture; he was convinced that he had
covered up his tracks so thoroughly that
he was safe. Byt when I left England
I did so with )
Ferroll to earth.
light one, but I had overcome all ob-
stacles,
spring.

e intention of running
My task had been no
and was now quite ready to

1 had been in 8nake City precisely

twenty hours. Naturally, I had made no
display of my arrival, and I didn't intend

Ferroll to receive a

_ \ premature warning.
Heo was boarding with

a man named Bud

Bud ran a gambling establishment on

Calamity Street, a fairly quiet thorough-

fare. I discovered that the street had
gained ite namo from the fact that in
the distant past, in the city’s ‘ boom ”
days, it had been practically wiped out
in & tornado. The name, in my opinion,
sorved equally well at the present day.
It was undoubtedly a street of calgmity
for many people; for Bud’s place wa$ fiot
the only gammblmg-den in its length.

Suake City was a big place—a busy
hive of industry. It was the centre of
vast mining operatians—copper, lead, etc.
—and was one of the oldest cities in-tho
great West. The old workings under
the city itself had long since been de-
scirted and closed up.

I thought it advisable to interview the
city miarshal before taking any decisive
step, and I accordingly visited his some-
what palatial office on Main Street. Up
till now T had been working quite alone,
and had located Ferrol by means of
careful inquiry and close investigatjon.

In Amcrica there is an appalling
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amount -of “ graft ' going on continu-
ously, and I thought it inadvisable to
approach the responsible authorities until
such a step was absolutely necessary. 1
am not hinting that the city marshal
tiimself was susceptible to ‘‘ graft,”” but
there were others beneath him who could,
if they chose, give Ferroll the tip that
he was on thin ice.

It was my intention, if possible, to

make a surprise raid upon Bud Riverby’s
den that very night. Ferroll was there,
I kunew, but he was lying low, and it
would be too risky to take any chances.
I had no wish to go chasing right across
the vast American continent; I had had
enough of this affair, and was anxious to
bring ‘jt to a successful conclusion.
+ The city marshal, Mr. Norton B. Ran-
more, was a man of substantial propor-
tions, and I found him in his shirt-
sleeves, and with a big cigar clenched be-
tween his powerful teeth. The weather
was appallingly hot, for it was summer-
time, and Marshal Ranmore was wearing
the minimum of clothing.

““ Mr. Nelson Lee, of London, Eng-
land,”’ he exclaimed, as I entered his
office. ““Say, I'm real glad to meet
you, Mr. Lee. Shake!"

We shook hands cordially.

“] guess I've heard a whole hecap
about you, Mr. Lee,” went on the mar-
shal, handing me a fat cigar without
ceremony. ¢ You'll like that smoke—I
guess [ keep that brand for swell visitors.
Say, what are you around Snake City
for, anyway?”’

“‘I'm here on business, Mr. Ranmore,”’
I emiled, as I lit the cigar. ‘‘ I've been
chasing ono of our own pet criminals.
and I've located him right in this go-
ahead city. I'm in this office to obtain
your co-operation.’’

“ Say, we'll hev’ to talk business,”” said
the marshal.  “TI’ll allow we've got a
surplus of crooks in Snake City. and
woe're not hankerin’ after providing
shelter for any other brand. Guess you
must have come quite a piece after this
feller 2"’ _ ~

““ London—Buenos Ayres—Rio—New
Ocleans—Dallas—Oklahoma—=Dodge City
—Pueblo—Snake City,” I  smiled.
¢ That's been my route, marshal. As
-ou say—quite a piece.”’

}“Gegl You're a sticker, Mr. Lee—
vou sure are,” exclaimed Ranmore. I
don’t figger to disappoint you any, but
I gucss you'll hev’ a blazes of a job to
round up your man in this city. We're

crazy on crooka liere; I guese we let 'em
run around tame. You'll find more
‘gunmen ' in Snake City than in the hull
remainder of Colorado State.”

‘““ You appear to be proud of the fact,”
I said pleasantly.

““ Not oh your life, sir. You'll find
the Police Department of this city one
of the best-organised in the States.’” said
the marshal. ““But I guess we get
crooks along in chunks. They ain't to
be dealt with in a hurry. And crooks.
when théy strike Snake City, feel kind
o’ mean, and hate themselves worse than
pizen.  They’re bright boys, generally
speakin’, and they guess that they don’t
need fixin’' In penitentiary. When they
get around this township they behave
like they was angels. The Police Depart
raent of Snake City is some organisation.
believe me. Guess ther’ ain't no argu-
ment, Mr. Lee. Criminals, when they'r.
around this locality, behave as though
they were hired men in a awell [ivery-
barn. They ain’t got a puff of crooked-
ness left in 'em. It sort of oozes out of
their pores. Aund this special friend of
vours will fancy he’s struck heaven, and
he'll sure turn that good that he’ll mis
take himself for a tract-writin' saint.
And, say, what about toting him along
back with you—if you capture him?
Guess ther'll be a hull pile of trouble
flyin’ around."”

I langhed good-huinouredly at
n:arshal’s amusing talk.

““ I think I've got those details fixed.”
I replied. ¢ At least, there will be 1o
particular difficulty. The man I'm after
18 named Huntley Ferroll; he's wanted
just at present for forgery. I have found
out, positively, that he is lying low in
Bud Riverby’s  gambling-den  on
Cylamity Street.”

Ranmore stroked his ample chin.

‘“ Guess there are as many gamblin’
joints on Calamity Street as there are
side-shows at Coney Island,”” he replied.
“ But, let me tell you right here, M.
Lee, that I'm going to see this thing
through for you. I guess this visit of
vours won'’t be for nothing.”

“ Thank you, marshal,” I saidl * Per
sonally, T don’t anticipate much trouble.”
We had a chat, and arranged things.
I have no intentioun of going into fu.l
dotails. After all, Ferroll plays only a
small part in this record of events. Hb»
was the instrument by which I was
pitchforked into a maze of peril and ex

the
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ritement such as I have seldom encoun-
tered.

But for Ferroll’s villainy the adventure
would never have ha%pened, and so 1t 1s
necessary to take the events in their
proper sequence.

I fixed things up with M#arshal Ran-
more quite satisfactorily. Bud Riverby’s
‘- joint ”’ was to be raided by a posse of.
armed constabulary soon after daikness
had fallen. The object was to capture
IFerroll red-handed; he would be carry-
ing documents and papers which would
positively prove his guilt in the parti-
cular ¢ game "’ I was after him for.

If he had been warned, he would have
Jestroved those papers, and I should
have had difficulty in proving my charge.
I am saying this because I wish to drive
home the fact that it was essential that
Ferroll should be—surprised.

I could go into many details concerning
'erroll’s  ceriminal record—but I don’t
antend to. For one thing, they have no
lirect bearing upon the main scheme of
this adventure; and, for another thing,
such details would be wearisome.

The same remarks apply to several
points of law I had to deal with. I was
forced to attend to them, but that is no
rcason why I should enlarge upon the

uninteresting routine-work of the affair.-

My object is to describe the amazing
perils I was forced to pass through as a
result of falling foul of Huntley Ferroll
owing to an incident which was totally
unexpected. .

After leaving the city marshal I at-
tended to several prosaic matters. 1
dropped into a hairdresser’s saloon, and
obtained a shave and a haircut. I
had needed the latter since leaving
Dallas, Texas, but had had no previous
opportunity.

Then I returned to my hotel and fed.
After that I 'lounged on the hotel ver-
aiida In the shade, and drank iced
drinks, and read a newspaper. This was
really the first few hours of real leisure
I had had for quite a long time.

Just aftdr sunset, in the comparative
cool of the évening, I turned my
thoughts to the business in hand. I had
arranged to be on the watch opposite,
or near, Bud Riverby’s place well in
advance of the time for the raid.

should follow him, and keep him m sight
until T could attract the attention of the
police. Then Ferroll would be’ quietly

and quickly arrested. It was impossible
for me to arrest him myself. |

But I didn’t anticipate any such event.
I was sure that Ferroll would remain
within his hiding-place. He knew, of
course, that I was on his track, but be-
licved that he had shaken me off. I
wanted him to remain in that state ol

misplaced belief. It was certain, in any
case, that he would not venture abroad
until darkness had fallen. '

It was gloomy dusk when I turned into

Calamity Street, and I had no fear of
being spotted by Ferroll or any associate
who had been ‘‘ put wise.” |

Outwardly Calamity Street was quite
respectable, although somewhat dingy.

It was an old street, and had once been
a residential quarter.
1ngs
houses of the usual type.

Most of the build-
unfinished-lookin frame

'%hey had
long since been given over to such de-
lightful pastimes as ‘‘ draw ’poker, faro,
and baccarat. '

Bud’s one particular den was an older
house than the others, and it stood right
on the side-walk. A wooden fence sur-
rounded the back premises, and this fence
was sadly in need of repair. I took up
my stand in a position from where I
could sce both in front of the house and
at the back.

At the present time no gambling was
going on. Later, after night had fallen,
all the houses would be teeming with
humanity. Bud’s precious establishment
was perfectly quiet. I believed it to be
deserted, except for a few Chinese hands.

Snake City was crowded with China-
men—coolies mainly, who worked in the
mines. But there were others—cqoks,
laundrymen, and such like.

I had hardly been at my post five
minutes before myv thoughts were inter-
rupted. I had been wondering how
Nipper was going on. I had left Nipper
in London—much to his disgust and dis-
appointment. The youngster had been
eager to accompany me, but I had had
other work for him.

The tnterruption came in the form of
of a shrill squeal, and then a gurgling
gasp. The sounds proceeded from the
small enclosed yard behind Bud
Riverby's house. 1 was quite close to

were

_ | the fence, and there was a hole within
If I saw Ferroll leave the place I: '

a vard of me.

I quickly gazed through, and dimly
saw, 1n the gloom, a couple of figures
Lear the back-door of the hou<e.  One
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was a Chinaman in a blue smock, and
the othor—Huntley Ferroll.

There was no mistaking his figure.

And Ferroll was attempting to choke
the life out of his companion, it seemed.
At all ovents, he had got the ¢ Chink *
by tho throat, and was pressing him
back until it seemed as though his neck
mugst break.

“You infernal yellow scum!" I heard
Ferroll exclaim. “‘ Refuse to do as 1
order, will you. I don't allow your
eort to thwart me. If you're found dead
in the morning, Snake City will be all
the cleaner!”

I decided upon action at once.

Ferroll was undoubtedly choking the
Chinaman, and he was in a towering
fury. Ferroll was cursed with a violent
temper, and it had been his undoing on
many an occasion. He was not like[ay to
rolease his victim until he was either
dead, or nearly so. And I had no in-
tention of letting Ferroll add the crime
of murder to his other accomplishnients.

Moreover, this was an excellent oppor-
tunity of getting Ferroll red-handed. I
had no real anthority to arrest him—but
ho was committing a dastardly assault,
and on that score alone I was justified
in acting.

Just a little further along the f{ence
there was a considerable gap, and I
reached it in a few strides. Scrambling
through, I pelted across to the spot where
the two inen were struggling. Ferroll
bad his back to me, and he did not sec
me approach.

Agonized gurgles were coming from
the Chinaman, and he was obviously at
his last gasp. Yot Ferroll was still shak-
ing him like a rat. The man’s temper
was so uncontrollable that he hardly
roalised what he was doi::f.

I reached forward and gripped Fer-
roll’s arm,

“That's enough, Ferroll!” I said
curtly. “I don’t think you’re anxious
to swing at the end of a rope by your
neck, are you?”’

He dropped the Chinaman as though
he. had been red-hot.

Nelson l.ee!' he snarled savagely.

““ If you’ro sensible you will come with
me quietly,” I said. ‘‘ You were kill-
ing this man, and—"'

He uttered a string of oaths.

““ You—you hound]" he choked. ‘1
thought I'd shaken you off I"’
It 1sn't quite safe to think—— Now

then, dor’t move an inch!” I exclaimed
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sharply, as he reached round to his hin
pocket. ‘‘ Thut revolver of yours isn't
necessury ms dear Ferroll. I've got yon
—covered. nly my gun prefers to re-
main discreetly in hiding. The cloth of
my jacket-pocket, however, is not sub-
stantial enough to stop a bullet if [ hap-
pen to pull t%e trigger.”’

The bilge of my
and Ferroll hesitate

“ How—how did you find mc?”
gasped hoarsely.

‘““That is a matter which need not ba
entered into at the present mon:ent,” 1
replted, with perfect calmness. * Yo
really must control your temper, Ferroll.
It’s led you into awkward corners more
than once."

““ You confounded ——"

He did not finish his sentence.  [Thie
temper, already at fover-pitch, rose io
point which was beyond control. 1l:
flung himself at me with all his streugth,
and the movement was so violent and so
sudden that T should have been bowled
over had I remained still.

But I shifted quickly, and he lunged
past me. By a cruel trick my heol caught
against a loose brick in the semi-darkncss.
and I almost lost my balance. For the
spoce of ono second I was at a disad-
vantage.

And Ferroll seized his opportunity.

He dashed his fist fully into my face.
and then fled. That blow had been a
stunning ouve, hut I had flung my head
back iustinotively, and the full force ol
it never reached me. All the same, 1y
cheek was cut by the ring on hiy finge:,
and I went down with a crash.

It was the height of misfortune. But
for that loose brick the issue would
never have been in doubt. [ should
bave had him helplesa within a miuut~.
As it was, he had vanished by the time [
x*eg‘aliined m flfet. r : :

ang 1t all !”’ I snapped savagely.

I dashed to the fence, but there wi
no sign of him whatever. The whol.:
osition was unsatisfactory now, and [
olt furious. Ferroll was warned, and h-
would take care to remain in fresh hud
ing. He might even “ skip * out of ti:-
city. I could sec that my work, inste.:l
of being nearly over, was to be pio
longed.

And all because of a loose brick !

I heard 3 movement behind me, and
saw that the Chinaman had managed to

ot to his fect.” He must have been a
ﬁardy brute to recover so rapudly. lle

30('kct was ominons,

ha
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staggered across to me, and looked into
my lace. .

Ho was a smallish man for a China-
man, with a wizened yellow face. It
wna impossible to guess at his age. At
the moment I felt too angry to take any
notice of him, and should have turned
away had he not spoken.

** Me velly glateful,” he said, in a kind
of cronk—the result of Ferroll's violent
treatment.  ** You savee lifce. Me allee
sanee glateful.”

flis “ pidgin’® English was very
broken.

* That's all right,”’ T said. ‘‘ I don’t
ruppose he'd have killed you.”

“Mec velly nearly dea he killce me,
e,

Ilis fingers were at his throat, but
he was looking uncasily towards the
h'ouao. He suddenly tugged at my
sleeve,

“ Well, what's the matter?’ I asked
sharply. \

“You blave man, mist’. No wantee
vou  kuifed,” ho whispered. ¢ Goee
nway. Badee 'Melicans all 'lound. They
killeo you!”

I siniled al that. e evidently thought
that T was in danger—and perhaps he
was right. Ferroll had probably givén
the alarm, and if 1 found myself sur-
vounded by a YMIF of toughs I should
have considerable difficulty in extricating
mvacll. This street was quiet, and was
nuite away from the busy quarters of the
ity e Chinaman was justified in
lheing anxious,

“¥ou come 'longa me,”” he said
mm‘kly. '

Agan he tngged my sleeve, and we
passed out in the side street. The fellow
was ccrtainly grateful to me—and I sup-
pose he had reason to be. I considered
that he had a right to be, at all events.
| had lost [Ferroll because of the inci-
dent—although the Chinaman was not to
be blamed for that.

He took me down a tiny turning be-
tweon two houses, and as we disappeared

g‘,nlow

in one of Snake City’'s commercial
thoroughfares, and there was no danger
here. How I reached the street I do
not know; the Chinaman took me
through a maze of short cuts in the dark-
ness, which I could never have found out
for myself. '

Under a street lamp he paused, and
looked up at me. He was still fingering
{l::: throat, and his eyes were expression-

9.

‘“ Allee samee safee now,” he said.

“Yes, I suppose I am,”” 1 said,
smiling. * What's your name, my
friend 7"’ |

‘“Me, Ah-Foo.”

‘“ Well, Ah-Foo, we’re quits, 1 think.”

‘“Me glateful, mist’,”” he exclaimed
gravely. ‘‘ You savee life. @ Me only
f:uides you to big stlect. Me guesse me
¢ you aome day.’’ oy

%gfore I could speak Ah-Pob glided
awny, and disappeared down a hidden
turning. I laughed rather ruefully, and
dismissed the Chinaman from my mind.
His offer to ** lepafr ” me some day was
rather amusing, thought.  Ah-Foo
would not have much opportunity of re-
pafmg me.

little gnessed how events would shape
themsclves |

CHIAPTER 1I.

FERROLL ACTS, AND 1 AM THE VICTIM OF A
DASTARDLY ATTACK—I FIND MYSELF IN A
DREADFUL PREDICAMENT, AND SUFFER
CONSIDERABLY—AT LAST I S8EE LIGHT
AHFEAD, BUT DISCOVER, TO MY DISMAY,
THEAT 1 HAVE FALLEN OUT OF THE FRYING-
PAN INTO THE FIRE.

Y first consideration  was to
M acquaint the city marshal with
the news, and I accordingly hur-

ried to his office.

He was concerned, but agreed with me
that I had acted for the best. The only
thing to do now was to keep a very
sharp eye open for Ferrol, and ‘‘ nab ”
him at the first opportunity.

The raid on Bud Riverby’s ‘¢ joint ™
was, of course, abandoned

It was possible that Ferrol would at-
tempt to leave the city, and Mr. Ran-
more promised to have a couple of men
sent to the railread depot. There was
no train out to-night, anyhow, and I was
dotermined to get on Ferroll's track
stisight away, if posaible.

I heard ljurrioid igotato , and hars
voices. Jove! ellow-visa ide
had been night! yy ged gv

I don’t think any man can truthfully
accuse me of being nervous, but I rea-
lied that 1 should not have had much
vhance against half-n-dozen murderous
longhe. And if it had not been for my
quide, 1 should probably have run bang
mto the crowd.

As it was, [ found myself, after a time,
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My task was not so easy as it might
seem. Snuke City was a large place,
and 1t was teeming with humanity of all
nationalities, and all colours. To find
Huntley Ferroll among these thousands
was rather like searching for a pin in a
wheatfield. But I had one advantage.

Ferroll was a Britisher, and theve were
few Britishers in Snake City—barring a
few business men who were well known
1n. the place

I determined to return to my hotel for
a meal, and then complete my plans. 1
had already decided to sally out in a
simple disguise—that of a rough-clad
Westerner. I had sufficient faith in my
powers to act the part suitably. Then
[ would visit several well-known gam-
bling-dens, and keep my eyes and ears
open. Ferroll would undoubtedly. re-
main among the little gang of friends he
had made.

But again my plans were useless.

I had scarcely turned into the street
on which my hotel was situated, when
I'erroll made me painfully aware of the
fact that he was determined to settle
with me, once and for all. Perhaps I
was a iittle to blame for not being on
the alert; but I had never anticipated
such prompt action on his part.

I am not infallible, an
mistakes than many people have been led
to beliecve. Mistakes are unavoidable;
it 18 only the detectives of fiction that
never blunder. :

And, really, I was not so much at
fault.

How could I have suspected danger

in a well-lighted city street, with people | buggy stiul kept

on all sides of me?

As I said, I had turned into the street
where the hotel stood, and was stridin
along the side-walk thoughtfully an
briskly., I was taking no particular
notice of the traffic.

A well-equipped buggy rattled up,
drawn by a splendid team. I saw this
almost unconsciously. There were several
horsemen, too—rough, prairie men, they
were, with be-chapped legs.

Quite suddenly two of the horsemen
swung to the side of the road. The next
second I received a bit of a shock.

A lariat whirled through the air,
hovered above my head for a second,
and then dropped neatly round my body.
Instantly it was drawn tight, and my
arms were rendered useless.

I had been ‘' roped”
street !

in the public

9

Moreover, I could do nothing whatever
to defend myself. The rope was
tightened, and I was ** yanked "' forward
at a run. I assure you, it 1s a most un-
comfortable thing to be at the noose-en
of a rope—when the noose happens to
,be drawn round your body in such a way
that you can’t shift a finger!

In order to save myself from being
dragged off my feet I ran into the road.
I was conscious that pedestrians were
grinning unfeelingly at me. The horse-
men themselves, one of whom had roped
me, were roariug. I was angry and red.

Just for a moment I concluded that
this was merely a practical joke upon a
stranger. I was a ‘‘dude” from the
East, and these prairie men were having
some fun at my expense. Such a thing
as a man being voped in the public
strect was evidently not new to Snake
City. Nobody seemed inclined to inter-
fere, and everybody was amused.

I was neatly drawn to the side of the
buggy. Then another horseman swung
round alongside me, bent over in the
saddle, and hoisted me bodily into the low
vehidcle. The buggy at once started for-
ward.

The team was a splendid one, and tha
driver of first quality. My position now

I make more| was not only uncomfortable, but posi-

tively dangerous. The rope was still
round me, and the other end of it was
still held by the horsemen who galloped
alongside.

I found myself wondering what would
happen if something occurred to bring
the horsemen to an abrupt stop while the
going. For one thing,
I should be jerked out of the vehicle
with ap(;)alling force; in all probability
the sudden shock would break my arms,
and contact with the road would not bLe
pleasant. °*

In fact, I saw that I was pretty well
helpless under any circumstances.

But there seemed no pr of n
hitch; the buggy rattled along at ex-
press speed, and the horsemen kept along-
side. We created quite a mild sensation
as we roared through the streets. In-
cidentally, we created as much dust as a
galloping herd of cattle could bhave
sturred up.

I knew, now, that this was no prac-
tical joke—no piece of fun at the ex:
ense of a stranger. I had been de-
}iberately captured in one of the prin-

cipal streets of Snake City. And I was

A rapidly been drtven to the outskirts.
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I did not bother mysclf with any
thoughts of escape. hen I am n a
hole, and there 1s a chance of freedom,
I use my wits, then, to their utmost
capacity. Very often I am successful
in thinking ount some favourable idea.

But what was the good of attempting
any such U'loughtl now.

'i‘hn only thing I could do was to ro-

myself from the cruelly tightened
rope. Xnd to do that it was cssential
that 1 should be quite still and ble

of free movement of my body. But I
was hunched up in the buggy, and the
Intter was travelling at such a speed that
the vehicle was rocking and swaying
appallingly.

I needed all my wits about me to pre-
vont myself being hurled bodily out at
every fresh jolt. My feet were wedged
firmly against a portion of the woodwork,
and my back jammed against another
portion.  The prospects of frceing myself
from the rope were not very promising.

[ was boiling with anger, but I did not
allow iny emotion to express itself in an
manner or look. These men were deal-
g with the matter coolly and gnmly.
Well, T wasn't going to bo outdone by
a xang of gunmen.

In spite of their laughs as thoy rode
ulmng.T knew well enough that this affair
was really sorious. They knew it, too,
but they didn't want pcople to guess at
the true stato of affairs.

At last tho pace was mado casier, and,
almost beforo 1 knew it, the buggy came
to a halt outside a small, dark building
Fven 1 the gloom, I could see that it
wus a ramshackle old wooden shack. No
othor house was iu the vicinity.

*Say, 1 guess you'ro teein’ good'n
soro!" exclaimed the man who had roped
we, leaping out of the saddle, and com-
ing to my sido. * Mobbe you’ve bin
liggenin' that we're jest all-fired joy-
nders ?"’

** Not at all,” I zapliod. * My imprea-
sion is that you were paid to get hold of
mu by Mr. Huntley Ferroll.”

“Gee! 1 guess you're emart goods !’
went on the man. ‘‘ Ferroll's the galoot
who put us up to thisa job. He guesses
that ho an’ you don’t kinder hit it off
tozether. o guessed that you need
tiain' "

1 mado no reply to that.

Personally, 1 was quite conviuced that
Forroll would fix me very thoroughly.
Alfter that unfortunate incideut with

«Ah-Foo, Ferroll was undotbtedly, in a

leasr

stand up to me.
in my
that miernal brick. An
grasped his
sccond’s delay.
of him.
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state of great alarm, and he would, at
lcast, render his escape from 8nake City
easy by imprisoning me—or worse.

I could well understand Ferroll’s statc

of mind. To begin with, he was no ordi-
nary rough-and-rea
mentioned before. H

fg‘crmeman’a oducation, and. his 1deas
0

criminal, as I have
e had been given

ife were rather luxurious. Already

I had chased him from England to
Buenos Ayres, and from the latter place,
by various stages, to Colorado. Ferroll
had not had one minute’s rest; it had
only been by
nerve-racking strain that he had man-
awed to rive me so long a run.

constant vigilance and

In Snake City, however, he had fondly

imagined himself to be safe. And then
I had butted .in at a most unfortunato
moment.
incident with the Chinaman I should
have captured Ferroll without
slightest difficulty.

I knew that. But for that
the

But I don’t think anybody will accuse

me of negligence or carelessness because
I went to Ah-Foo’s assistance. The man
was a Chink, no doubt, but Ferroll had
been choking the life out of him. And
a Britisher can't stand by and see a man
choked to death without . interfering.

Ferroll had not Poaaeued the nerve to
I'd had him completely

ed to trip on
the fellow had
opportunity without a
That had been smart

wor until I bhap

It was now made clear to me that ho

had made arrangements for my capture
on the very instant. He had money, and
he was paying these gunmen a consider-
able sum, probably, to carry
orders. Ferroll knew that so long as I

out his

was in Snake City he was in very real

danger.

Hence my capture.

1 was hauled out of the buggy and
forced without ceremony into the interior
of the old shack. The only illumination
in the place was a guttering candle, and
Huntley Ferroll was standing in the
middle of the room—1I call it a room for
the want of a better name—regarding mo
with a sneering smile on his lips.

' Quite a drastic touch, ¢h, Lee?” ho
oxclaimed. :

‘I don't think you would have tricked
ma in anr other way, Ferroll,”” I re-
Ylaed calmly. *‘ Well, what’s the trouble?

suppase you are going to take very full
advantage of this pretty little situagon?”’
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‘o laughed harshly.

‘* You've guessed right there, you con-
founded busybody,” he replied. “‘I'm
still smiling at the way you were cap-
tured. Rather like a cinema picture.
wasn't it? If we had done the thing in
daylight, the addition of a camera would
have made us as safe as houses. That’s
one advantage of these Western cities,
JI.ee. I couldn’t have collared you like
that over in London.”

‘“ I am quite sure of that,” T replied.

‘“ Say, git busy !’ growled one of the
gang., *f &uess wo want to finish this all-
fircd game without these blamed doses of
hot air. Talk never ain’t no qood. Guess
we'll necd to uct.  This feller's got to be
fixed, Mr. IFerroll ?”’

“That’s the ideca, Rawson.”

“Then, say, fix him without no
further exchange of compliments that
ain't no use to a soul, anyways,’”’ said
Rawson practically. “‘ This is your lay-
out, I guess, and you’re doin' things ac-
cording to your own ideas. Wal, Mr.
IForroll, I'm jzuessin’ that this dead-head
would be a hull sight safe if you wus to
allow me_to use mly gun”’

‘“ No, Rawson, I'm not going to use
any violence,’’ said Ferroll sharply.

*“ Suy, that's a pity. I'd blow holes
thvough his carkiss that’d sure let pneu-
monia into his vitals in large-sized
chunks,’”” said Rawson with delightful
care for detail. “I'd have him lyin’
around lookin’ like one o' them new-
fangled sieves!'’

““ Don't take any notice of my smooth-
tougued friend, Mr. Lee,” said Ferroll,
»till keeping up his pretence of politeness.
* I11s ideas are rather drastic, and—shall
wo say '—somewhat too refined for our
coarse tastes. I have a plan which will,
I feel sure, meet with your approval.’

I began to get somewhat impatient.

‘“ Look here, Ferroll, if you're going
to use violence—use 1t{"’ I exclaimed
curtly. ¢ Don’t atand there talking
about it. Get busy.”

Rawson chuckled.

‘- Say, he's sure a bright boy,” he
cried.  *“Guess he’s got a pile o’ sand, too !
Quit talkin’, Mr. Ferroll—he don't like it
any more'n mao!"’

““ I'm not going to talk for more than
a few moments,’’ said my captor calmly.
**You may be aware of the fact, Mr.
T.ee, but I will refresh -your memory.
Under Snake City there are hundreds of
disused mine-workings."”’

‘given ¥ou overy chance.
u
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“f am aware of that fact,”” I ob:
scrved.

‘““ Occasionally men have been put down
into these deacrted galleries, and they've
never been seen alive again,”” said Fer-
roll, with a grim note in his voice. “ I
don’t think any man has ever esca
into the open daylight, once he has
been—"'

* You'ra going to put me down into
the old mine-workings?’’ I asked between
iny teeth. “ Is that what you are
driving at?"’

Ferroll shrugged his shoulders.

‘“ Either that, or you will give me your
word of honour that you will drop all
atiempts to trace me,”’ he replied. ** You
are a gentleman, Mr. Lee—I know that—
and I have no grudge against you per-
sonally.  As a professional tracker you
are somewhat too persistent. I have de-
cided to cool your ardour. If you will
give me your word of honour that you
will return East by the first available
train——""

“That’s not my way,” I iluterjected
curtly.

“You refuse to acknowledge defeat?”

“I am not defeated—yet."”

‘“Jove! You arce a remarkable fellow,
I.ee!” he said, half-admiringly. ‘‘ You
are not defeated? You will allow me to
differ on that poiut, won't you? I rather
fancy you are out of the running. Argu-
ment 18 useless?"’

““ Quite,”’ I said grimly.

Ferroll sighed.

“Then therc is only one alternative,”
he said. “ You make me take it, Lee.
although I am reluctant to dosq. I am
willing to accept your word—I have
] Violence is dis.
tasteful to me, but you compel me to act
with decision. I must be allowed to
lcave this city in peace. You will, there-
fore, taste t{lo joys of life in the de:
serted workings of the once-famous
Addisbee Mine. Whether you will ever

s¢o the light of duy again 18 a question.
In any case, you will have only your
self to thauk if you perish. You are

A4

free to go this minute it——

“I'm going to nab you, Ferroll,’”” I

ut in quietly. * That's what I'm out
l:ere for. If this talk pleases you, go
ahead. I can’t stop you But you are
only wasting time.’

I am merely making it clear to you
that you are bringing this:on your own
head,”* Ferrol said resignedig. I detest
violence; killing is not in my b’ Per
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hape you will survive—I honestly hope so.
Bu‘: Y then, I shall have made myeelf
scarce.”’ '

8omehow I knew that Ferroll was
talking rincerely. He did not care to
commit cold murder. In a blind rage he
was a demon; hut at all other times be
wonld never dream of committing blood-
shed. And T was to be cast down mto
the doserted tunnels of the Addisbee
Mine becavse, by that method, no actual
hilling would be done.

If 1 died, 1 should die in days to come
- alter lingering.  Ferroll would see
nothing of my death-agonies. 1 suppoee
his waiped outlook could not understand
that «uch a death would be ten times
more horrible than a straight gun-shot.

Nut to give him my word that I would
rchiquish my efforte was impossible.
u.ul:‘l] never finish my chase descend
ing to such a confession of failure. Thie
thang had to ro through ; for the moment
Iorroll ad the upper hand.

Raweson, the * gunman,”
viouely disgusted.

" Say, \\'%ll.l the game, anyways?”’ he
asked ‘' I guesa this fool talk hez made
o kind o' tired. 1'll sure need wakin'
np some. 8ay, Mr. Feorroll, you're
hai.din’ me out a high figger for this hyar
all liredd job; but T guess 1 ain’t countin’
on atayin’ in this blama shack for the
mght. Get me? My boys’re outside,

nii they'ro suro guessin' that we've gone
cIf ito a kid's lullaby 1"

Huntloy Ferroll laughed.
* Al nght. Rawson, we'll get busy
roa,” he sand, rather huskily. *‘ Bat,

was ob-

\|-.u soc, felt bound to give Leec a
CTANIVo.
" Teacha!  Lead-pizenin's what he’s

pian’ for 1 grunted the other.

This was quite untrue, however. 1 was
rut pining for ** lead-poisoning ™ at all.
| had no wish to be riddled with bullets
Rawpon was a * badman’ of the worst
tvpe, and thrived on violence. Happily,
Perroll had differont ideas.

] wmust confess, however, that T was
troubled with grave misgivings. Per-
hape, alter all, Rawson'a plan would have
Leen the hest. To dio straight away
would be better than lingering on hope-
Josaly uuntil, at last, 1 dropped from sheer

ozhaustion—or fell down a treacherous

shaft-hole. . |
But —and that little word means a lot—

there was a chance that 1 should not

He
Wed o1y “taken thia step becauss he

die. Ferroll had said 0 himeelf,

alive.
aviom to the effect that while there is
life there is hope; and I had proved the

occagions.

a tiibt corner, with
in the end.

my own
pected a.ic'l,.*

ottimiatio until
a

up for lost I would wait.
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wished to assure his own  safety. P,-j
;nt:}l’y, u}d de, he held the vlgwtthgt
o very quickly; bu

liked to think that no actual gmrder bag

been committed. .

The whole business was dastardly, and
I had little hope of getting out of it
Nevertheless, there is an old

incontrovort&le truth of that on many

Mten enough 1 had been in
. the prospect of death
g me in the face—but I had escaped
S8ometimes 1 had escaped

by sheer luck; sometimes by means of
enuity ; sometimes by unex-

It is one of principles to remain

m

a.lr hope is positively and
solutely dead. Before giving myself
en had some-

times lost themselves in the mine-tun-
nels, and had ultimate

—and I must admit that they formed the
larger

and in Jdarkness.

ly escaped. Others
ropartion—had perished alone

Was it to be my fate to add to that

larger proportion ?

It muat be obvious, from the fact that I

am writing this record, that I did escape.

But I only escaped at an appalling cost

& cost such as I had never imagined
possible.

Before talking about my escape, how-

ever, it would be as well, perhaps, to tell

of my adventures down in the old mine.
N}‘ll)per, no doubt, when he reads this,
will be quite ready to criticise merci-
lesely. I must not complain, however;
I have passed some pointed rcmarks con-
cerning his own literary efforts on more
than one occasion.

Well, the events immediately following
the pleasant little conversation in the old
shack were rather rapid. I was still
roped, and quite helpless. If I shouted
for assistance I should not do myself an
ounce of good.

Ferroll left me. and I found myself in
the grip of Rawsou and two other men
of the same calibre as himself. Thero
was nothing particularly dramatic about
my descent into the mine.

Juat behind the shack there was a
kind of pit. T could not see very well in
the darkness, but I suspected that, years
previously, a portion of the workings had
caved in, leavin a deep depression..

At all eventes, I wus pushed down to the
bottom of -tha hollow, ‘and then held by
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.Rawson's companions while Rawson him-
self fumbled with something in the dark-
uecss. He appeared to be lifting a weight
ot some sort, and I dimly saw a huge
¢lab of timber fal back.

‘“ Say, this'll be a fust-class, dandy
graye for the feller,”” remarked Rawsorl.
‘** He sure don’t deserve such luxury.
Guess we’ll get busy, boys.”

“I'd like to hear the dogone hoboe
squeal,”’ said one of the other men
roughly. ‘ He don't seem to hev' grit
c¢nough tep--—"

Rawson interrupted with a short laugh.

““Geo!"” he exclaimed. *‘Grit? Say,
S(fnke, you'd best guess some other way !

rit? Believe me, this feller’s so chock
full o' sand that he ain’t capable of
speaking’. He’s just chokin’ with grit!”

-““ You are complimentary, my dear

Rawson,”’ I put in quietly. “1I am not
choked by any means, and let me remind
you that this delay 1s neither necessary
nor advisablee I fancy you grumbled
at Ferroll for using too much ‘ hot air.’
Get busy, and don’t tulk about it.”

““ Waal, you're cool, stranger!” ex-
claimed Spike. ‘“ Guess the Rockies ure
jest blazes compared to you! Say, do
you know that you're goin' to certain
death? Hev’ you got that?”’

“ The penitentiary is a chagrming place
for a holiday, Spike,”” I said thought-
fully. ““ You're booked for penitentiary
—sure.  You'll strike that institution
before so very long. Maybe you thought
1 was working alone? I wasn’t.”

‘Spike cursed uneasily.

‘“Say, Rawson, that dude Ferroll i3 a
biame guy, anyways,”’ he said. ¢ Guess
we'd best let this feller go—"' ,

““ Guess you've got cold feet, Spike!”
snapped Raweon. ‘ Down with him!
Mebbe we'd best lower him a piece be-
fore cuttin' the rope. If he gets out
alive—wuaal, that's Forroll’s funeral.”

My words, bantering as they had been,
bad some slight effect.  Apparently, 1
was to have dropped down a disused
shaft-holee I was to have been dropped
sheer.

But Rawson had changed his original
plan. 1 was roughly hoisted up. thrust
iuto the gaping cavity, and lowered. The
long, atout lariat held me securely, and I
was jerkily lowered into pitchy darkness.
The rope cut into my arms cruelly.

Then, after I had descended a fair dis-

tance, I hung stationary. My feet were
still dangling in space. The rope seemed

| streets, and carried off helplessly.

have suspected ?
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to give a ripping jerk, and I fell—dowmn--
down!

But, with a jarring shock, I struck the
bottom of the shaft—which was, fortu-
nately, fairly short. But I knew that the
preliminary lowering had saved me from
at least a broken limb. If I had been
dropped from the very top I should cor-
tuinly have smash a leg—probably
both.

My coolness and apparent unconcern
had made all the difference. Rawson
and his companions suspected, probably.
that other detectives were at work—and
my reference to penitentiary had struck
home. The ‘gunmen’ had fulfilled
their contract to Ferroll—I had been
dropped into the old mine workings—
ind they were satisfied.

In falling I struck my head rather
soverely, and I was dazed for several
minutes. I dimly heard sounds far above
me, and then all was silent.

The hcavy piece of timber had been
replaced, and I was left to my fate. Tho
air was comparatively pure, so it was ob-
vious that the sf:a? -holes, although
closad and abandoned, allowed the air to
ctrculate freely in the deserted work-
11gs.

My first concern, after my head had
ccased its painful throbbmg, was to free
myself {rom the rope which encircled my
arms. The rope being now loose, this
was a simrle matter.

I had fallen on my feet, but had at once
staggered over. I was now sitting with
my back to the bare wall, and I remained
in this position until the blood had circu-
lated somewhat.

My position was far from being cheer-
ful, and I reviewed the events of the
evening. To commence with, I did not
biame myself in the slightest for bemg
in such an appalling * hole.”

I had been seized in the open cite
I had
never mmagined that  Ferroll would
adopt such tactice—and I think I was jus-
tined in taking that view. How could T
I had underestimated
the determination and resource of the
rascal, maybe, but it would be absurd tc
blame myself for being unprepared. The
attack had come unexpectedly, and no
man, no matter how astute, could have
foreseen the event.

Woell, the next thing was to get a full
understanding of my predicament. It
was serious, I knew—deadly serious. The
chunces were thut I should never see: the
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light of day again—unlesa it was through
the chink of surface opening far out of
my reach. N

h I shouted until my voice became a
hoarse whisper I should not succeed In
attracting attention. To hope for rescue
from outside was futile. ege mine-
workings were never visited from year in
to year out; they were abandoned by
man.

1 wanted to be furiously angry—with
myself and with Ferroll.  But I re-
mained calm. Anger, at that time, would
have been an absurdity. Anger would
not help me—it was a time for careful
thought—and action.

But what was thero to think about ?

And how could I act?

All the thought in the world would not
alter the position; and action, it seemedy
st be restricted to walking about 1n
pitchy darkness, until, at last, I chanced
to farl down u shaft-hole. These, I sus-
pected, wero quite unprotected, and their
depth was unknown. Death would cer-
tainly follow such a fall.

“You’re in a deuce of a mess, old
man!"’ T confided to myself, having no-
body clse to talk to. ‘‘ A—deuce—of—a
-mess ! If you get out of it alive you'll
be o wonder. T fancy you’re booked for
the long trail this journey !”’

And something scemed to reply in my
brain.

‘“Get up, you lazy bounder!"” it said.
“ You'll never escape by squatting in
that position! Get a move on!”

Obediently T rose to my feet, and
gingerly paced round within a restricted
circle,  The rock was dry, and there were
littlo heaps of crushed ore lying about.
Alter a while T felt better, for my blood
was circulating freely.

hen I made a discovery.

Iu fact, I made three discoveries.

Ulaced in the correct order, they were
the following: my revolver, my brandy-
flask, and my clectric-torch.

“By James!" 1 exclaimed. ‘‘ My
iicnds were very careless !’

I took u pull at the brandy, and felt
greatly refreshed. Then 1 carefully felt
my automatic, and found that it was
fully loaded. And a touch of the torch-
button resulted in a bright stream of light
flashing acrosa the cavern.

Of course, Ferroll had not searched me
- there had been no need for such an act.
I had been helpless, and had been cast
down into this living tomb. Rawson
¥nd Spike and tha other *‘gunmen”
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would probably have rifled my pockets if
they had thought of it—but, [ortunately,
they had been too anxious to get rid of
me to think of such a detail.

And, upon due consideration, of what
usc was my revolver? Of what use was
the electric-torch? Of what use was the
brandy ? -

The latter, perhaps, would keep me
alive for a certain amount of time—but
the agony would™ be prolonged. [k
thought of firing my automatic, in the
hope of drawing attention, but dismissed
the idea as uscless.

A thousand shots would have remained
unheard—and there was the risk of the
vibration causing a fall of rock—and that
would have hastened the end very effec-
tually.

The torch, however, promised to be
useful.

For a certain amount of time I should
be able to see my way about. Ferroll
had counted upon my being blinded by
the darkness. It was possible that I
should, by careful examination, discover
a spot which could be conquered—a shaft
which I vould c¢limb.

It would be necessary to husband the
batteriy very carefully. If used con-
tinually an eleectric-torch battery doesn’t
last much longer than an hour. But it
18 capable of giving some hundreds of
ong flashes These flashes. at intervals,
would save me from falling headlong
down a treacherous shaft. N

I did not raise my hopes too high,
however.

Experience had taught me to smother
emotion at a time like this. Hopes, as a
rule, are only raised to be blighted, and
I was careful to retain an open mind.
I was in dirc straits—and it was no good
throwing dust in my own eyes.

I saw, by using the torch, that T was
in & roughly-hewn tunnel. To right and
left of me it penetrated into the solid
rock. Above towered the smooth walls
of .the shaft, with timbers covering the
exit, )

One glance told me that escape that
way was impossible.

Without further ado, I plunged along
the left-hand tunnel, flashing my light
occagionally. After a time I emerged
into a wider chamber, and from this there
were many tunnels, leading in various
directions. |

The_silencc down there:was like that
ot an Egyptian pyramid. It could almost
be felt. It was horrible. I was alone—
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alone i a vast maze of mine-workings,
which honef(rcombed the very founda-
tions of Snake City.

Yet, in all that waste of tunnels, I
felt hemmed in; I felt restricted in my
movements. The tunnels mostly were
narrow and low, and I had a feeling
within me that I should be like a man
on the trackless desert; I should wander
round and roumd, only to find myself
at my starting-point.

Haphazard, Ip'selected one of the tun-
nels, and strode along it. To keep any
idea of direction in my mind was im-
possible. The tunnels were everywhere,
branching here and there, and I was con-
stantly turning into fresh ones.

Pools of copper water lay in places,
and I splashed through these, in every
case before I was aware of their pre-
gonce. More than once I stumbled over
stray piles of broken ore, and my hands
and legs wore painfully grazed.

Great shaft-holes gaped in the flooring
at intervals, and I was obliged to use
the torch fairly frequently. Without it
I shouid wundoubtedly Kave perished
within the first half-mile of my walk.

In places I discovered shafts leading

upwards; but they were all unclimbable.
When at last the battery of my torch
showed signs of ‘ petering ”’ out, I felt
tho first pang of real hopelessness.
- Tired out, parched, and depressed, I sat
down in a dry spot, and considered the
stituation afresh. In the course of this
consideration I apparently dozed. At all
events, I awoke with a start—instantly on
the alert.

Something had touched one of my feet !

I knew that I had not fancied that
tonch. For a few seconds I remained
pcrfectly still. Again came the touch,
soft and gontle. Absurd as it was, and
ashamed as I am to admit it, a cold
shiver seemed to pass down my spine.

I knew that I was alone—and yot——!

Then there came a sharp pain just
near my ankle. I clenched my teeth
and pressed the button of my torch—
which was just near my hand. The bat-
tery, refreshed after its rest, so to speak,
obliged with a brilliant shaft of light.

For a second I was dazzled.

Scores of little points of light seemed to
twinkle round me.

Then something moved—some objects
scampered over my legs, and several
shrill squeaks rent the air sharply. [
laughed in a harsh, nervous fashion, and
sprang {o my feet.
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I was surrounded by rats!

They were not ordinary rats, such as
we gee in England. They were enormous
mine-rats, famous for their appalling
ferocity and daring. They were as large
as well-developed iittens.

I knew well enough that the brutes
would not hesitate to attack me unless
I drove them off. And, being in such
large numbers, they would have no diffi-
culty in overpowering me, once they got
me down.

To be killed by rats was not exactly a
pleasant death.

The huge brutes showed no signs of re-
treating; on the contrary, they pressed
forward relentlessly, and they appeared
to be numberless. Obviously, I must act
with decision.

Pulling out my revolver, I fired a

'cou-ile of rapid shots.

The reports were almost overpowering,
echoing and re-echoing through the tor-
tuous mine warkings. IKortunately, the
vibration caused no fall of rock. And
the rats, leaving two casualties behind
them, scampered off with a perfect pan-
demonium of terrified squeals.

“ Phew!"” I muttered huskily. “ No
more sleep for me!" |

The horror of my position was begin-
ning to grip me. The outlook was so
hopeless—so horribly devoid of promise.

Death would come sooner or later--
the sooner the better, I thought.

[ wandored on afresh, dully now,
without hope and without anmmation.
My perambulation was mechanical ; I wus
keeping on the go because it was
dangerous to rest. To tell the truth, I
was moving all the time. From tunnel
to tunnel I went, aimlessly, hopelessly.

My torch was nearly exhausted; it
gave out a dim, yellowish light, and pia-
mised to die away completely. I remen:-
ber looking at my watch. It had stopped
when -1 struck the bottom of the shafi.
I had no idea of the time. Perhaps it
was mopning already.

Then I stumbled. I staggered for-
ward, my torch flying out of my haud.
I was i utter, impenetrable darkness.
Somchow, my left foot slipped, and I
moved 1t s0 as to obtain a better footing.

But my foot met—space !

The next second I was plunging down
a long, rough slope.  Dust smothered
mme; I was blinded. In vain I tried to
stay my headlong progress. I slithered
down, bruised, torn, and breathless.

Theu iny head struck a projecting vock,
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and I became dazed. Somehow, I knew
that I had come to a standstill. I had
reached the bottom of the slope. For
quite a long time I lay there, getting my
breath and my wits.

At last, rather surprised that I was
still alive, T sat up.

“ It’s not a bit of good, old man!” I
told myself. ‘ You're finished—"

My senses seemed to whirl for a
moment. I was looking along a low,
narrow tunnel. At the end of it, far
from me, a point of yellow light glowed !
It was a lantern! I stared stupidly.

‘““ You’re dreaming !’ I muttered.

But I knew, even as I formed the
words, that I wasn’t dreaming. The
light was real! But what could it mean?
A light—and a light in a lantern, more-
over—can’t burn without human agency.

How did the lantern get here—far
down in the catacombs of the deserted
inine-workings? I didn’t think it worth
while to puzzle over the question, but
simply staggered to my feet and moved
forward.

My heart was thumping briskly.

I was getting near the light when I
hcard voices. I paused and listened.
Yes, I could hear human voices. But
they weren’t talking in English.  The
language was Chinese—the Cantonese
chalect !

Just for one seccond I was filled with
amazement; then the truth flooded my
mind in a rush. The proprietor of my
hotel had been chatting to me only that
morning about the terrible Fu-Chang-
Tong—a  murderous Chinese  secret
society !

The Fu-Changs, so my informant had
told me, were the most bloodthirsty ruf-
fians 1n existence. 1 had heard of the
““Tongs”” on several occasions. I knew
for a fact that the society had members
in every big city in the world. And in
Snake City, it seemed, the Tong kad a
great many members. The large num-
ber of coolies at work in the mines ac-
counted for this. |

I needed no telling about the murder-
ous nature of the Fu-Changs; I had
heard many stories concerning them.
But the hotel proprietor had told me that
the society held its meetings, in Snake
City, far down in the bowels of the earth,
in a section of the old mine-workings,
which they had taken apart for their own
use.

At the time I had buven sceptical of
this story—but now I knew!
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And, with that knowledge, I became
illed with fresh dismay. All hope of
rescue had vaniched from my breast. The
Fu-Changs, finding me in their secret
haunts, would not allow me to go free.

Apparently, I had fallen out of the
frying-pan into the fire—and the fire pro-
mised to be decidedly hotter !

CHAPTER III.

I FIND MYSELF IN THE HANDS OF THR FU-
CHANG-TONG, AND THINGS HAPFEN—A
CERTAIN GRATEFUL PERSON HELPrS ME, BUT
LUCK DECIDES AGAINST ME-—I MEET MY
YELLOW FRIENDS AGAIN, AND THEY CON-
FER A GREAT HONOUR UPON ME.

HE Fu-Chang-Tong!

The very name seemed to scare

me.

Perhaps that statement will be
questioned. That I—Nelson Lee—should
be scared! Why not? Why shouldn’t
I be scared? Anybody who has any -
knowledge of Chinese secret societies will
understand my state of mind.

By allowing myself to be captured by
the IFu-Changs I should be asking for
death. More. The Chinese do not kill
their victims painlessly. 1 should be
regarded as an intruder, a spy. Any
white men who intrude upon the secrets
of the Chinese are not allowed to live.
They die—violently—sometimes slowly.

It will be realised, then, that I was
not overjoyed by my discovery. I began
to wish that I was still in the other gal-
leries of the deserted mine. Death by
thirst and starvation—and rats—was bet-
ter than torture. Yes, that is what I
suspected. '

Torture !

The Chinese, ordinarily, may seem to
be a submissive, peaceful lot. But in
their heathen religion, in their secret,
meetings, they are bad fellows to butt
up against. Down here I was at their
mercy, far from any assistance.

I decided, then and there, to make my
way back out of the light’s range. I
accordingly turned, and hurried along the
narrow, shimy tunnel—for here the- walls
were moist and dank. The air was
almost foul.

But I had realised the truth too late.
Even as I was hastening away, I heard
the swift patter of feet behind me. With
set teeth I turned, having no wish to

feel a knife slide into the small of my
back.
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‘As I was turning something struok my | full details.

head. 1 staggered and fell, momentarily
stunned. When I was capable of con-
nected thought again I made the uncom-
tortable discovery that I was bound hand
and foot!  Thin, piercing cords were
about my wrists and ankles.

Two blue-bloused, pig-tailed Chinamen
wero glowering down at me. They were
jabbering together swiftly, and were ob-
viously angry. I was acquainted with
(‘antonese siightlf, but these fellows were
tulking too quickly for me to understand.

My best plan, 1y thought, was to adopt
o bold front.

“ Now then, my friends,'”" I
huskily, ¢ what’s the trouble? I haven't
done you any harmm——"" I paused, then
added: ¢ You speak English, I sup-
pose ?’’

They stared at me, but made no reply.
Then other yellow men crowded along
tho tunnel, and the jabbering® was re-
uewedX Finally, I was roughly grasped
by the feet and shoulders and carried
away.

Through several dimly lit tunnels, all
slimy and evil-smelling, I was conveyed.
Then, at last, the tunnel widened, and I
saw an opentng with a big, dirty-looking
curtain before 1it. -

The curtain was pushed aside, and I
was borne through into a big, well-lit
chamber. The walls were dry here, and
the roof high above. The atr, too, was
prrer. But the place was choked with
Chinamen, and excitement ran high.

Tho news that a “ foreign devil "’ had
been found in the sacred Fu-Chang-Tong
stronghold caused tremendous animation.
The Tong-men, I saw, were all very
much the same—attired in blue blouses;
and adorned with greasy pig-tails. They
wore black hats. There were three men,
however, who wero dressed entirely in
Dlack—und these 1 knew to be priests. I
was thrown upon a low bench, and one of
the priests shouted out something in
sharp toues.  Instantly the chattering
ceased, and the Tong-men stood round,
looking at me with glittering, excited
eycs. For the most part the faces were

expressionloss. but their eyes told of their
auirnosity and hatred.

The priest stood over me.

“ I Ling-Hoo—big pliest,"”” he informed
me in fairly good English. * What you
do in this place? Why you here ?"

‘I huppened to drop down one of the
old shafta of the Addisbee Mine,”” I re-
plied, thinking it unuccessary to go into

said
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““ It was quite by accident
that I found myself in these particular
galleries. If you will see me to the sur-
facﬁ safely, Ling-Hoo, I will pay you
“,c ______')

‘““ That fool talk,” snapped Ling-Hoo
harshly. * You gleat big liar! You no
fall down shaft. You come spy. You
come find out Tong seclets. You no
go back to "Melican people.’’

I laughed with an assumption of care-
lessness.

““ My dear friend, I had no intention of
spying whataver,”” I repited. ¢ Why
should I wish to spy? I am an English-
man—not an American. I am a stranger
in Bnake City. The Tong is no concern
of mine, and I have no wish to interfere
in its affairs. I am, indeed, greatly in
favour of the splendid movement.”

I thought it advisable, under the cir-
cumstances, to honour the Fu-Chang
rascals. Not that I ho for any mercy
on,their part. If I had done so I should
have been disappointed. I didn't get
any.

““You big liar,”” said Ling-Hoo can-
didly. ““ Wo dlop you down deep hole.
You die. You no see big stleets again.”

I didn’t make any reply. What was
the use? To tell the truth, I did not.fcel
up to arguing. I was greatly fatigued,
and my throat was parched. All I wanted
to do was to sleep. By all appearances
I was destined to sleep very soundly—
eo soundly that there would be no
awakening.

These Chinamen, having decided upon
their course of action, did not waste mu:ch
time. Certainly they went through my
pockets and cleared me of every article
I possessed. Ling-Hoo, I uoticed, per-
sonally took charge of my pocket-book.
This contained something like two hun-
dred dollars in billa. I saw his eyes
gleam as he noted the fact.

+I was to be “dlopped " down a deep
hole. That sounded quite definite. In
all probability the deep hole was a regu-
lar burial place for enemies of the Fu-
Chang-Tong. There would certainly be
no escape for me this time—unless a
miracle happened. And miracles, unfor-
tunately, are things of the past,
Ling-Hoo gave his orders, and I was
lifted by two burly coolies and carried
out of the big meeting-cavern. T guessed
that I was right beneath the busiest por-
tion of Snake City—perhaps under Main

-Street itself,

But [ might as well have been in the
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héart of China itself. Everything about
me was_Chinese. Probably—almost cer-
tainly—I was the first white. man who
had set foot in these subterranean haunts
since they had been appropriated by the
IFu-Chang-Tong.

And the Tong could not allow me to
go free—that was impossible. These
Chinamen practised all manner of
illegal acts: opium-smuggling, robbery,
etc. They took me for a spy—a revenue
detective, probably. And I couldn't
blame them. ,

I was carried by the two coolies down
tortuous passages. . Here and there
niches had been cut into the walls, and
small lanterns stood in these places. At
last the journey came to an end. *

In the wall of the tunnel there was a
kind of crack, scarcely wide enough to
admit a full-grown man. Y was forced
through, and then saw that the place
beyend was a kimmd of half-demolished
cavern. Ling-Hoo had followed us in,
carrying one of the lanterns with him.

Heaps of crushed ore were lying about,
and here and there lay a pool of evil-look-
mg water. The roof, jagged and torn,
was quite low. In the very centre of
the place lay a heavy slab of stone.. This
was lifted up with difficulty, and a black
hole yawned below. :

“You dlop down—savvy?’ grinned
Ling-Hoo evilly. *‘ Bottom hundleds of
feet below. Big locks down there; they
sihash you up. No escape flomn the Tong.
Savvy?”’

““I understand perfectly,” 1 said

quietly. ‘ Go ahead!”
Of course, I had given myself up for
lost. 1 was, indeed, practically resigned
to the horrible fate in store for me. Of
what use would it be to protesr, to plead
to threaten? My words would be laughed
at. I was surrounded by hundreds of
enemies. These Chinamen had no per-
sonal enmity towards me, but I had in-
truded upon their sacred ground. FKor
that 1 must die.

Without a doubt, the fire was proving
hotter than the frying-pan'!

T was lifted bodily and held over the

gaping cavity. Just for one second 1
hung, suspended; then, at a word from
Ling-Hoo, the coolies released their grip.
I dropped sheer.
At the same second, the stone slab
crashed into place. Ling-Hoo and his
companions had done with me. I was
dead. The incident had beén settled.

I9
I dropf)gd into the inky blackness with-
out touching any rocks. It was as though

I had been plunged down into open
space. A hundred thoughts flashed
through my mind in that brief space of
time.

‘ Nipper—poor youngster—he’d never
see¢ me again——

Then I struck something. I must have
dropped about twenty %eetp—-no more.
Mi falling body encountered something.
What was it? My descent was abrupt!v

stopped. I was floundering within the
folde of a—net | '

Except for a slight graze on my left
check, I was unhurt.

But what in wonder’s name had hap-
pened? '

Yes, T was certainly caught in a net of
some kind. Utter blackness surrounded
me. I heard the ropes which held the
net straining beneath my weight. I lay

perfectly still, too completely surprised
to think clearly.

I had anticipated certain death—and I
was alive! I had been caught in a ne:
after having fallen a bare twenty fect!
The rocks below, according to the cheer-
ful Ling-Hoo, were hundreds of feet
farther down.

Then I heard a faint movement, and a
voice. -

‘* I guessee you muchee surplised, Mist’
Lee!” came the soft, whispering voice.
‘“ I savee you, Mist’ Lee. You savee me,
I savee you.”’

“By James,”” I ejaculated—‘ Alr
1?00 !:)

““No speakee loud. Hecap danger,”’
said the voice. * Talkee velly soft.”

The speaker was none other than Ah-
Foo, the Chinaman 1 bhad rescued from
Huntley Ferroll! 1 had completely for-

otten the iucident, and Ah-Foo as weil.

pparently Ah-Foo had not forgotten
me.

The truth flashed into my mind on the
instant. I had saved Ah-Foo from ahmost
certain death. And he, in his turn, had
come to my rescue just when things hadl
been desperate. ‘the Chinaman had
squared things up.

‘“ Ah-Foo,™ 1 whisPered tensely, * you
have saved my hfel’ '

“ Me knowee that,”” he murmured. 1
velly glad. Allee samee much danger.
You no flee yet, mist’. Me lisk evely-
thing. You no get flee until you getteo
out of mine. Mo guidee you.”’
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Y
‘“By Jove, you're a

brick, Ah-Foo!" I

exclaimed warmly.

« Me no blick,”” he replied. “ Me
glateful. Me lepay you—as I plomise.”

I felt him quite eclose to me in the
darkness. Then a match scratched, and
I snw Ah-Foo lighting a stump of candle.
‘This he placed on a projecting rock. His
yellow faco wore a scared, hunted look,
and I was impressed. The man was risk-
ing his own life by coming to miy rescue,
and I decided that 4 Chinaman, after all,
is capable of gratitude and loyalty.

The net in which 1 was lying was
coarse and strong. It was secured by
ropes to the rocks, and below me yawned
a black, cmpty space. ‘The shaft was
about ten feet square, and the net
covered the whole space. With the 1et
in position, it would have been impossible
for me to plunge right down.

Ah-Too grasped my collar, and dragged
me to the mide. He was standing in the
hollow of a narrow tunnel, which, at this
point, joined the shift. Another tunnel
op[iosito. I saw, was blocked by fallen
rocke.

In a faw moments I found myself lywinyg
on the floor of the tunnel, and Ah-Foo
had cut through iy bonds. I was too
animated by what had occurred to worry
about the * pins and necdles” which
scized me. i

‘“ Now, Ah Foo, how did you do it?”
 { a.:t‘kml softly. “I will reward you

‘““ Me want no leward, Mist' Lee!" he
interjected. ‘* You savee my life, I
savee yours. (Guessee wo uits. Savvy?
Allee sumee squared up.”

I laughed softly.

*OAll right, then,” T said. ‘“ But how
did you fix up this net affair?” |
Ab-Foo looked about him uneasily.

““ No talkee much,” he said. ¢ Velly
gleat danger. Me belong to Fu-Chang-
Tong—velly powerful seclet society.
Tong-men velly dangelous fellers.”

‘“‘ And you're a Tong-man?”

“ Allee sumeo dangelous,” Ah Foo re-
minded me. *“ Mo savee you—you goodl
man to me. No likee .vou to die. hen
you comee mto Tong Head-chamber, 1
there. I hear that you going to die—to
dlop on to locks. No wantee you to die.

sncakee away, and fixee net. Me catchee
you—savvy? Now we go up tunnels to
surface. ly guidee you, Mist’ Lee.”

“ (sive your orders, Ah-Foo,”” I suid.
“I'ta in your hanas.”
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* This tunnel lower down than others
—velly little used,’”” he went on. ¢ Safee
so long as we don’t makee noise. 1
leadoe you to surface. Find yourseli in

Chinatown. Leavee Snake City stlaight
Eﬂ'. Savvy? No lemain, or you gettee
nife.”’

“ T understand,” I replied griinly,

I should certainly leave Snake City
with as little. delay as possible once I
reached the welcome surface again.

Ah-Foo touched my arm as we were
about to walk up the tunnel.

‘““No usee light,"” he said, blowing
out the candle. ¢ No talkeo. Be velly
quiet. Tong-men all ’lound. If we
meetee any I leavee you—must. Chop.
pee off head if I found helping you.”

“I won’t make a sound,” 1 said.
“ Trust me, Ah-Foo."

We walked along the tunnel for some
little way. Then the Chinaman gripped
my coa$, and whispered that there were
stops ahead. We mounted (uite a long
flight of roughly hewn stone steps, and
then found ourselves in another of the
interminable tannels. The ™ atmosphere
here was warm and unpleasant.

My heart was beating ruickly. If
things went all right, I was to get free.
Free! After my experience, “freedom
seemed almost impossible.

But luck was dead against me.
did not go right.

Ah-Foo led me from one tuunnel into
another. ° The lanterns in the niches
glowed brightly in places, but the pas-
snges were mostly in shadow.

Just as we were turning a corner, Ah-
Foo came to an abrupt stop.

‘“ Allee up!”’' he breathed hurriedly.
““ Ling-Hoo comeaswith other pliestg!"’

““ (zreat hewvens!” I muttered, aghast.

I had really believed that I should
cscape, [ turned to Ah-Foo to speak
again, but tho man had vanished like a
puft of smoke. As he had warned me,
he had left me to my own devices. Under
;l}e circumstances, I could not blame
iltn.,

I crouched against the wall, hoping that
the Chinaman would pass by another
tunnel, for there was a maze of openings
at this spot. '

But I saw the black-hatted figure of
Ling-Hoo turn into the very tunnel I was
standing in. Discovery was inevitable.
Flight was futile, for 1T should c¢nly run
into other enemies within a few
minutes,

Things
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- It was essentially a time for bold
action. o

~ And there was no tme for ¢ven rapid
thought. Hardly knowing why I did so,
I strode forward with an assumption of
great assurance. Ling-Hoo and the two
other Tong-men with him, both priests,
came to an abrupt halt.

‘““ You thought you would kill me, fool
of a Chinaman [”% exclaimed sneeringly.
“See? I am alive! The rocks on to
.which you hurled me have not even
caused a scratch! I have magic powers!
I am a great god!”’ |

Ling-Hoo started back, with a string
of Chinese oaths on his lips.

But I could sce that he and his com-
panions were startled. I-bhad spoken the
words des%'rately, scarcely realismig their
purport. Bitterly, I saw that death was
to overtake me, after all. And I wished
to shield Ah-Foo, if possible. He hod
befriended me, and it would be rouvgh
luck if he suffered.

Ling-Hoo was quite overcome for the
moment. He had personally attended to
my executlon. He had seen me plunge
down into the pit. And yet, within the
space of ten minutes, I was facing him
again, unharmed !

‘““ How you get flee?”’. he asked
furiously.

*“I got free hecause I have wings to
fly with. Tam possessed of great magical
powers,”’ I replied sternly, wondering, at
the same time, how this tomfoolery would
affect my captors. *‘ Were you to fling
me upcn the rocks again, I should hve.
Were you to attempt to chop off my
head, the axe would shiver to splinters
in the hand of the executioner! You
cannot kill me, Ling-Hoo! I am pro-
tected by spirits! I am a great god!”’

Ling-Hoo’s face blanched, and I
Jetected in a second that I had impressed
him. I had impressed his companions
eveu more. They were talking together
in low, uneasy tones.

Finally, they came forward and seized
me. ‘Then, "without speaking a word,
they led me along the tunnel until we
came to the Tong Head-chamber again.
I wus pushed in, and there was an inime-
diate commotion. The great cavern was
still thronged with Chinamen.

I could not help noticing that I was
treated with much greater gentleness on
this occasion, ..Ling-Heo, who seemed to
be the head priest of the Tong—in Snake
City, at all events—commenced speakmg
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to the assembled ccolies in rapid, grave
sentences. - The Tong-men listened with
equal gravity.

Glances of curtosity were turned upon
me; and then, at last, the yellow men let
their tongues loose. They jabbered
together excitedly. I wondered if the net
trickery was generally known, or whether
it had been a device of Ah-Foo’s own. If
the latter, then the Tong-men were
indeed puzzled.

I was not held or tied, but allowed to
stand apart from the rest. I assumed an
air of carelessness which 1 was far from

feeling. I smiled serenely, and strove to

hide the fact that I was nearly dropping
with fatigue and exhaustion.

At last Ling-Hoo turned to me and
spoke. | '

“You are velly gleat man,” he said
gravely. “ You wish to leturn to the
white people, your blothers?”’

“T intend to return,”’ I replied. *‘ You
cannot stop me, Ling Hoo. My pcwers
are such that I eould strike you dead at
this moment if I so chose! Be careful
how you treat me!”’

A hight of anger gleamed in his eyes.

““ You speak boldly, white man!’ he
exclaimed. ¢ The Tong will cause you
no harm if you aglec to join us. -Yeu
are a gleat man. You must join the Fu-
Chang-Tong. We make you a blood-
blother! You will be useful to us.”

A blood-brother of the accursed Tong!
1 shook my head.

‘““ T will not agree——" .

‘“ You will not aglee?’ Ling-Hoo rec-
peated ﬁerceb{ ““ Then you die! Savvy?
You die, fool! Your words are empty,
and yaur blood shall flow! DBut if you
become one of us, you hve !’

I appeared to consider.. These Chinese
rascals actually believed that I pos-
sessed some strange powers, and ‘they
were ready to admit me into the Tong.
They probably feared .that evil con-
sequences would result if they killed me.
The priests probably guessed the trutb,
but the others were awed, and, ynless
the priests agreed to let me live, there
would he big trouble! . .

But, in order to live, I had to join-the
Fu-Chang-Tong? By refusing to join;: X
should sign my own death-warrant!
Serious as the step was, appalling us the
consequences were to be, I took the enly
course possible.

I joined!
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CHAPTER 1V.

T BREATHE THE AIR OF BENAKE OITY ONCE

MORE, AND HASTEN MY DEFARTURE, BUT

TA¥X CURSFE. OF THE FU-CHANG-TONG IS

UPON ME, AND MY LIFE IS MADE A MISERY

—1 ARRIVE AT LIVERPOOL, AND MEET

NIPPER—THEN SOMETHING STRANGE HAP-
PENS,

HE rest of that adventure, 8own in
the stronghold of the Fu-Chang-
Tong. scems to be a kind of night-
mare, and I cannot bring myself

to describe it in full detail.

Indeed, I don’'t think I could do so
evon if 1 wished to.

After announcing my willingness to
join the Tong, the nitiation ceremony at
once commenced. I joined that terrible
Chinese secret society in order to save
my life. It was the only loophole ot
escape, and 1 took it.

Had 1 refused to become a * blood-
Lrother,” I should have been mercilessly
murdered ; but, because of my imaginary
powers, I was suffered to live. ut
soon found that life under the shadow of
the Fu.Chang-Tong did not promise to
he casy.

I was taken into another rock chamber
and prostrated before an excellontly made
but hideous idol. This was the god of the
Fu-Changs, and they worshipped the
thing fanatically.

The idol was large, and it was squat-
ting upon an altar, with punk-sticks and
tapers burning 1.car it. The Tong-men
lay oun thoir stomachs and worshipped.
I was forced to do the same.

Then tho ceremonies commenced.

I listened to Ling-Hoo's words gravely,
and agreod to cvery demand. efusal
would havo been useless. 1 was told that
I must obey cvery order of tho Tong. 1
must attend every meeting. I must
nccomplish such work as was allotted to
me without question and without a
grumble.

Abovo all, T must remain in Snake
City. Dceparture - from the town would
stainp me a traitor, and I should be fol-
lowed und hounded down, and finally
killed. In this respect, however, there
was & clause which interested me.

If I “ skipped,” and succeeded in elud-
ing the FFu-Chang-Tong's vengeance for
the poriod of six months, I should be
allowed to go free for the rest of myv
da{s. I should ) e considered harmless.

'hey believed, of course, that I could
nover survive six months of ‘“ hounding

did not actually do so.

avoid suspicion.
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down.'" They believed that I should die
long before the expiration of that time.
Well, perhaps they were right.

At all events, be the danger what it
might, I wae fully determined to iznore
the injunctions and orders. I certainly
did not intend to remain in Snake City
for the remainder of my days! _

I took no oaths, so I did not consider
myself bound by honour., The solemn
declarations I made were spoken beforo
the horrible idol, and I swore to abi:le
by them in the name of that clever Elece
o{fukery. Certainly I had taken no bind-
ing oath. The Tong-men might consider
that I had, but I did not. .

I pretended to swear allegiance, but
Therefore T felt
mysel{ at liberty to leave Snake City as
soon as I possibly could. At that time, 1

must admit, I did not believe fully in the

power of the Fu-Changs.

I reckoned that it would take the Tong-
tnen six months to find me, and by that
timo I should be safe from molestation.
Why the Fu Changs allowed a trattor to
live freely after the expiration of six-
months [ do not know. Probably a
traitor had never survived, and so tho
thing was hollow. . _

At last the talking was dispensed with.
I had heen made a blood-brother. Then
I discovered that I was to be branded—
branded with a hot iron! I was inclined
to demur at first, but realised that re-
fusal would have been fatal.

I saw, too, that the mark was to be
placed on the upper part of my left arm,
and was only small—no bigger than an
inch at the most. This would cause me
no inconvenience, and would, indeed.
serve as a memento of the awful affair.

Well, the thing was done—I was
branded—and some soothing ointment
was smeared over the place, which was
really remarkable in its deadening pro-
perties. The Tong-men were not alto-
gether ensy, I saw, but now that I had
joined the Tong, they were willing
enough to accept me as a “* brother.”

I noticed Ah-Foo among the crowd,
and was glad that he had managed to
! Undoubtedly I owed
my life to that yellow-faced rascal. And
I guessed that wfnen my treachery became
known—for I meant to leave Snake City
at once—Ah-Foo would be ready to knife
me if he got half a chance.

When I finally reached the welcome
upper air again, I found that I was in
the heart of that quarter of Snake City
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which was known as Chinatown. It was
evening, and gloriously fine.

The stars looked superb to me, and 1
lost no time in hurrying to the civilised
-quarters of the city. I arrived at my
hotel, and my first task was to wash and
shave and change my clothes,

‘After that I felt more like m 7sclf.

It may be thought that I went straight
to bed. I didn’t. There was work to be
(one before I thought about sleep. 1
was tired out, I will admit, but a certain
gentleman named Huntley  Ferroll
claimed my immediate attention. I was
a member of the Fu-Chang-Tong, and
Ferroll was responsible for that. Fer-
roll had to wait, however, until I had
demolished a hea meal. With good
food inside me I felt tremendously better.

Then I rang up my friend, Mr. Ran-
more, the city marshal, and arranged a
chat with him. I told him something of
my adventures, although I made no men-
tion of the Fu-Changs. There was no
‘necessity.

After that, accompanied by a number
of Police officers, I raided the gambling-
hell on Calamity Street. Bud’s ‘‘ joint
‘was -full at the time—and Ferroll was
among the crowd. Thinking that I was
.dead, -he -had been in no hurry to quit
Snake City. He was captured with ease.
-~ 1 am going into no details concerning
these minor affairs. Ferroll has nothing
whatever to do with my history from this
‘point. He was placed in custody, and
-1 then made all the nece arrange-
ments for his extradition. = Ultimately
he would be tried at Bow Street.

But I did not intend to remain in the
United States until all the formalities
had been settled. That was not my busi-
ness—or 1 did not choose to make it my
business. And I was not quitting
America because I feared the Fu-Changs.
I had previously decided to return to
England as soon as I had captured my
nall.

Nevertheless, I was certainly anxious
to shake the dust of Snake City from my
feet. My brief stay in that go-ahead
township had been sufficiently strenuous
to suit my tastes.

Considering everything, I was glad
cnough to escape with my life.  But I
knew that the Chinese business was
serious. I was practically certain that the
I*u-Changs would give me some sign of
their activity before I reached New York.

Once across the Atlantic, however, I
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The question was: should I be able to
leave the States? Or should I be mur-
dered before I could set foot on the
deck-planks of a homeward-bound liner”’

I resolved to be acutely upon my
guard.

As for my oaths to the Tong, they
were so much ‘‘ hot air.”” I did not con-
sider an oath binding when it was made
in the name of a heathen idol which
was constructed probably of wood or
papier-mache.

I left Snake City that very night.
~ There was an east-bound express pass-
g through at ten o’clock—a trans-con-
tinental ‘limited.”” So I booked my
ticket, and left the great mining town
straig’ht away. I went straight to bed,
:;nd did not awaken until noon the next
ay.

By thuat time I was mightily refreshed,
and enjoyed a square meal. Upon the
whole I was feeling satisfied. I had
fimished my task, and was now on my
way home.  The only thoughts which
troubled me were connected with my as-
sociations with the Fu-Chang Tong.

By this time, no doubt, the Fu-Changs
were aware of my flight, and I was on

-the look-out for trouble.

I certainly found plenty—of trouble, I
mean ! .

The first indication I received of Tong
activity: was at a fairly large town iIn
Illinois State. There are a good many
Chinese *‘ Tongs’’ 1n the United States,
let me add, but most of them are harm-
less. The Fu-Changs were about the
most powerful organisation of all. There
was only one Tong which worried me.

The train had made a fairly long stop
at this particular town. It was mid day,
and trermnendously hot. I was sitting in
the lone car against oene of the n win-
dows. Quite suddenly, and without the
slightest warning, sotnething - ‘whizzed
past my right ear, and struck the wood-
work at my back with a thud.

I turned my head sharply, and‘'daw a
long dagger sticking into the woodwork !

Instantly I scanned the crowd of people
on the platform outside. There were two
Chinamen not far off, but they were look-
ing in the opposite direction, and seemed
oblivious of iny existence. .

With set lips 1 quietly wrenched the
dagger out, and slipped it into my
pocket. Another memento! My end of
the coach was nearly empty, and nobody
seemed to have noticed the incident.

was pretly positive that T would be safe.]. But I was startled—I admit tho truth
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""hat dagger had missed me by about
two inches only! Whistling to myself,
*1 left my scat and sauntered down the
open car to the end. Here, I reckoned.
1 was safe from a sirnilar attack.

The incident made me think, and my
thoughts were not pleasant. '

The I'u-Changs were already dogging
ne !

[ half-expected some more oxhibition
of activity before New York was
reached ; but there was no sign.

In New York I drove strajght to a big
hotel near Broadway, and engaged
rooms. I hadn’t been in the hotel a
couple of hours before my life was at-
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The whole business was getiing on my
nerves. Why should I deny it?

[ positively expected to be attacked on
tho ship itself. There were Chinese
stokers, I knew. It 1s difficult, no doubt.
for stokers to gain access to the saloon
deck ; but Chinamen are queer fish.

I took every precaution against sur-
prises. And, as it happened, nothing of
a suspicious nature occurrgd.  The
voyage was enjoyable in every way.

| The weather was delightful the whole

way, and by the time the Fastnet Rock
was sighted I was feeling invigorated and
cheerful,

The danger had passed, I told myself.

tempted in the hotel lobby, which was, | The Fu-Chang-Tong had done its worst -

at the time, crowded with people.

I suddenly felt something press against
my side, and then there was a slight snap.
A slim, well‘dressed man was threading
his way through the throng for the great
revolving door. As he disappeared I
caught a glimpse of a yellow face. The
man was a Chinaman !

It was useless following him, so I went
up to my room at once to investigate.
I found about two inches of a stout needle
sticking into my waistcoat. - The end of
the needle was coated with a deadly
poison !

Why hadn’t it penetrated into my skin ?
Well, being on the alert for stray re-
volver-shots, knife-jabs, etc., I had
deemed it advisable to invest in a ser-
viceable under-garment made of the finest
woven steel—something after the style of
dhain-mail. It was guaranteed to stop
any bullet that was ever turned out,

I had donned this thing as soon as I
had arrived, and it was lucky I did. But
for its protection that needle would have
penctrated my flesh, and I should have
dropped dead within a minute. As it
was, the deadly needle snapped.

Things were getting warm! The yel-
low shadow was on my heels constantly.
The Fu.Chang-Tong “was obviously a
soclety to respect. But my determination
0 defeat the murderous ‘‘ brotherhood "’
was stronger than ever.

There was a White Star liner leaving for
Liverpool the next day, and I just suc-
cceded in booking a saloon passage. I
dui not go ahoard until the very last
rminute.  And even then a revolver-
bullet whizzed past my head as I crossed
the gangway.

Three futile attempts!

. Would the
feiurth attemipt be futile v

1 wondered. | clyred.

and had failed. Under no circumstanco_s
would I return to the United States until
six months had passed by.

[ was bronzed, smiling, and healthy
when the liner docked at Liverpool. It
was evening, and the sky was clear. Old
England looked singularly attractive to
me. I had never welcomed its shores so
much before.

Among all the crowds on the quay I
easily detected the slim figure of Nipper.
He had run up from London to welcome
me—]I had expected as much. The
youngster was looking rather anxious,
and I chuckled.

But, by the time I reached the bot-
tomm of the gangway, loaded with per-
sonal luggage, he was there, grinning all
over his face, and looking as pleased as
Punch. He rushed up to me and
dragged the luggage out of my hands.

‘“ Hallo, guv'nor!” he exclaimed de-
lightedly, ¢ jolly glad to see you back'
I've been moping terrifically all these
weeks! My hair’'s going grey!”

“ It seems to me, Nipper, that you are
unduly fat!"” I retorted. *‘ Your waist-
coat seems decidedly tight about the
middle. That is the result of slacking.
You have been lazing about in a disgrace-
ful fashion during my absence!”

He grinned.

“ You're not exactly a skeleton your-
self, guv'nor!” he said cheekily. “ By
Jingo! I'm glad to see yvou again'
Good old guv'nor! Give us your paw !"'
He flopped down my luggage without
ceremony and grabbed my right hand—-
or paw, as ho disrespect{ully called 1t.
Then he did his utmost to distocate my
arm. Failing in the attempt, he gave it
up at last from sheer breathlessness.

“ You're looking fine, sir!” he de-
“ Had a ripping time, I'll bet !
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“ Oh, yes, Nipper—a ripping time !’ I
agreed grimly. :

It was nearly dark, but there were
crowds about, and the scene was one of
great animation. Nipper and I edged
our way aside until we reached a kind
of backwater, and there exchanged
greetings more fully.

I had been reminded of the Fu-Changs
aﬁam by his werds, but I soon forgot m
Chinese friends of Bnake City. I
nothing to fear in England. Of course
not! The idea was preposterous !

And then, as we were prepanng to
make our way to the waiting boat-train,
something ha;f:pened. There was a sud-
Jden rush of feet, and the next second
Nipper and I were in the grasp of a
dozen—Chinamen !

“Good heavens ! I muttered savagely.

In a dood I realised that I was no safer
in England than I had been in America !
These Chinamen were dock-labourers;
rough-clothed, powerful men. And they
had the audacity to attack me on the
crowded quay !

‘“ What the dickens!’’ gasped Nipper.

I saw three of the brutes making for
me; they were all flashing long, wicked-
looking knives. The affair was startling.
Evidently the yellow men were careless
of the consequences to themselves. But
I knew why. They had been ordered to
kill me, and they dared not refuse to
olrey that order.

The attack could have ended only in
one way, but for a happy. Interruption.
I should ocertainly have been knifed,
notwithstanding my protective steel vest.
The hounds were slashing at my throat.

The interruption came as suddenly as
the attack. The latter had scarcely de-
veloped before there came a chorus of
lusty shouts out of the dusk. A swarm
of figures rushed up, and the next
moment the Chinese labourers were
routed.

The rescuers were bluejackets—men
from a British cruiser which was then
anchored in the Mersey. Three of the
Chinamen, at least, were carried off to
hospital with broken jaws. Those blue-
juckets had hit hard.

To attempt my life in such a public
place had been preposterous, of course;
but the attempt had nearly succeeded.
These attacks could not go on for ever.
Sooner or later the brutes would succeed.
That was certﬁin.

Nipper was flabbergasted.
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'* What—what's the meaning of it
g_uv'nor? > he gaeped, when he could find
ime.

“ Pl tell you later, young ’un,” I re-
plied grimly. '* Wait until we get intd
the train.  For the moment we musf
thank these splendid fellows for having
come to the rescue so promptly.”

And, later, in the train, I told Nipper
all about it.

» CIIAPTER V.
1 FIND THAT LIFE 18 TOO STRENUOUS TO BE

COMFORTADLE, AND DECIDE TO DISAPPEAR
FOR AT LEAST SIX MONTHS —BUT IT IS
NIPPER WRO SUGGESTS THE WAY OUT OF
TEE TROUDLE, AND 1 ADOPT HIS8 SCHEME
WITHOUT HESTTATION,
N ‘“ It’s merious, guv’nor,”’
said, with a long face.

“Very,” I agreed. ‘‘ Far more serious

than I had supposed.”

‘““If these Fu-Chang rotters are in
Liverpool, they'll be in London,’” went on
the lad. *“Why, you're not safe for a
minute, mr ! \;on might be killed before
you reach home! It's—it’s appalling!”’

‘* Hardly that, Nipper. 1 am not
appalled,” I smiled. ‘' Certainly, we
slsall have to he exceptionally careful.
find it necessary to readjust my view ol
the wholo businese. In England I am no
safer than 1 was in the United States.”’

Nipper looked scared. .

“ Hadu't you better akip over to Pans,
or—or Rome, or—or—'

*“If the Tong

“ Or where?”’ T asked.
can follow me to London, it can follaw
me to Timbuctoo! These Chinese ruf
fians are everywhere, Nipper.  They
have sworn to kill me—and I fear they
will do so in the end.” . )

‘“ You—you fear they’ll kil yout"
Nipper stammered blankly.

Ile stared at me, aghast. 1le would
probably have displayed greater emotion
had we been alone in the ceppartment.
But two other people were in the oppo
site corner seats,

‘' They won't fail every time, my
boy,” said quetly. T tell you
frankly, T expect to be murdered betore
a month is out. It is just as well to
trcat this matter openly. There 18 no
sense in——- |

' Before a wouth is out!” gasped my

IPPER was looking very grave by
the time I had finished. .
q
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voung assistant. “'You're—-—you’re jok-{ Chang organisation in London. I hadl
ing. guv'nor! You must be !’ certainly never heard of any actual case
“ T'm not. Why should I expect to]of Tong-men being in London. o
cscape by the skin of my teeth every And then, just vghex! I was beginning
time ?"’ I asked quietly. *‘The pace can’t] to feel a little easier 1n mind, the next
bo kept up, young un. Perhaps the next| blow fell. .
atternpt will be a failure, too. And the] Nipper and I had been to the neigh-
noxt aftor that. But, in the end, the|bourhood of Blackfriars on business, and
Tong will win. It must. It is only logi-| by the time we had done, the summer

cal to suppose so.” evening was drawing in. We decided to
Nipper was simply stunned for a{walk along the mbankment as far as
moment. Westminster, for the day had been hot,
¢ Can"t—can’t we do anything, sir?’’{and the air upon the Embankment was
he asked huskily. refreshingly cool. _ .
“ What can we do?” I asked, in turn.| I had, indeed, mcntioned to Nipper,
¢ Tell me that, Nipper." some time earlier, that we would stroll

“The polico— by the river on the way home. Whether
“ My dear lad, how can the police help those -words of mine had been overheard,
me! Am I to remain indoors, a}I do not know; but I strongly suspect
prisoner, with a body of policeman sur-| that such was the case.
rounding the house. Or must I go about] At all events, just as we were travers-
with a bodyguard of special Scotland]ing a portion of the Embankment which
Yard detectives on all sides of me? No, | was rather more gloomy than the rest—
Nipper, we shall have to cope with this] several of the lights” were extinguished,
grim business alone—if we can.” I remember—we were attacked. _
“Why' not rent a cottage in the| I have often wondered if those lights
country, or at the seaside—a furnished | had been put out by the Toug men. 1
cottage?”’ he asked. * You know, guv'-}am half inclined to believe so. But I
nor, live the simple life for six months. | only suspect. The yellow devils weve
: Disappear from London——" capable of any mischief! In any case.
‘““The Tong-men would find me within.| they had prepared to receive us. Thal
a fortnight,” I interjected. was certain. And that proved that they
“ Oh, lor'! What a situation!’ said{ had had an idea that we should walk that
Nipper dismally. way.
o was far more concerned than I was, The attack was a rushed affair.
for I was weary of the whole affair, and] It was all over in less than thirty
cursed the day that I had-set foot in the | seconds. I had been questioning Nipper
dusty streets of Snake City, Colorado. | about a gentleman who had called at my
All the same, I was not exactly anxious{rooms that morning during my absence—
to die. a gentleman who was connected with
When London was reached, both]some big public achool in the south.
Nipper and I kept our eyes well open;|{ Nipper had only just commenced to
but we saw no sign of a Chinaman, and | tell me of the visitor and his business
we reached Gray’s Inn Road without | when there came a swift patter of feet
incident. I was glad enough to be home | behind us. I twirled round on the
agai. instant, my hand going round to my
Well, the whole of the next day I re-{ revolver-pocket.
mained irdoors—not because I feared to| ¢ Your police-whistle, Nipper!" I
go out, but because I was setting things | pauted, ‘“Blow it—blow it!”
straight, and settling down to fresh work,|  The next second, seven or eight dark

fgr I} was determined to carry on as| Grures were upon us. I saw poor Nipper
though no danger menaced me. aco the whistle to his lips, but he never
The duy after that I went to Scotland | blew it. Something descended upon hix
Yard in connection with the Ferroll] head, and he fell to the pavemont, dazed
affair, but made no mention of the I'u-|and helpless.
Chang society. I was unmolested, und| As for myself, I was literally swept off
the enemy gave no sign. my feet. An evil-smelling rag was
Several days passed, in - fact, and I{jammed against my nose and mouth, and
began to wonder if the Tong had given | my senses reeled. Yet the drug was not
me- up as a bad job. Or was it possible ]} chloroform. It was something more
that there were no members of the Ifu- bobjectionable and more effective. ~— ~

i
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I have a dim recollection of being hfted
sheer over the parapet of the Embank-
ment. I dropped into the river with a
plunfe, but was immediately fished out
gnd a'd in the bottom of a amall rowing-

oat.
_ Exactly what happened after that is
indistinctly written in my mind, but I
know that the boat proceeded down the
rnver for quite a distance. Wapping was
the actual destination, I afterwards dis-
covered. At Wapping I was landed.

_All was pitchy dark. There were three
Chinamen in the boat, all of them clothed
~'III“Ih the usual attire .;)f dogk 1la}:)ourer';:a.

LNney wore no pigtais, and they spoke
goog English, PIER v o

The boat nosed its way beneath the
glimy piles of an out-jutting warehouse
jetty. By this time I was recovering the
use of my wits; but I found that I had
been bound and gagged, and was quite
helpless. '

Right beneath the piles the boat went,
and came to a halt at last against a low
wooden ledge, wet and slippery with river
weed. I was hoisted on to the ledge, and
carried along it until a trap-door was
encountered.

This was raised, and I was flung down
roughly into a kind of cellar. The fall
bruised me and effectually woke me up.
My captors followed me down, and hall
carried, half dragged me alang a dank
passage until a wooden door was opened.
On the other side of this, a2 dim gasjet
was burning.

I knew well enough that I was now
within the confines of some noisomne
East-End opium-den. I was in the hands
of the Fu-Chang-Tong!

é . ] .

““ You die, pig of a tlaitor ex-
claimed a soft voice. *‘ But you die
slowly, after much torture! - Savvy?”’

Roughly, half an hour had passed.

I was bound to a chair in the middle of
the evil-smelling cellar. Two powerful
gas-Jets illuminated the apartment, and
the features of two Chinamen who were
standing near me. ' _

They were both attired in native cos-
tume, and their yellow faces were alight
with evil triumph and satisfaction. Near
by stood a smail brazier, and there wero
several irons Reating upon 1t,
well enough what those irons were for!

I was going
be murdered by inches! . . .

But éven now I did not despair. This

7Y
!

I knew,

to be tortured! I was to .
0 Do torim 1T was in the hands of- the Fa&g]
1 Tong, did not delay action a segond. '
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affair did not seem to be so hopeless as
one might think. I remembered that
Nipper had not been brought with me.
If he was capable of any action at all, he
would not waste much time before get-
ting busy. But then, of course, the poor
lad may have been badly knocked about.

I did not know the names of my cap-
tors or the location of their den; but both
the Chinamen wore the same black robes
as those priests had worn in Snake Clity.
The brutes were fully aware of the whole
circumatances, and they had been com
manded to put the traitor to execution.

Before doing so, however, a cheerful

entertainment was arranged—an enter-

tainment in which I was the central
figure. I was to be tortured. And the
yellow men made no secret of their inten-
tions.

I was bound to the chair in such a way
that I could not move. 1 was stripped to
the waist, and one of my captors
suddenly wh:].)ped out an iron from theo
brazier, and_  pressed its white-hot
extremity against my ribs. But he re-

moved it on the second, merely causing a

slight burn.

““ Tastee nice, eh?”’ he grinned malici-
ously.

‘“ You devils'” I panted. .

‘“ Heap plenty burnee now "’ the fellow
added.

This time he seized two irons, and 1
knew by the glint in his eyes that he
meant to inflict upon me the most appal-
ling burns. I was afraid—really afraid—
that he would give special attention to
ny eyes ! ,
And then the Chinamen both turuned
their heads abruptly. A sudden thump-
ing and crashing was heard from withoat.
My heart began to leap. Could it be—
was it Nipper? s

It was!

Nipper, accompanied by a strong force
of police! The opium den was forcibly
entered, and many arrests were made.
But both the Chinamen who had becn
about to attend to me slipped through a
trap-door and disappeared. They were
not captured.

I then learned that Nil)per had been
somewhat dazed by the blow which had
been administered, and had recovered
after treatment by the nearsgt chemiss,
to whom he had been taken. I, of course,
had disappeared by that time, - - . -
But Nipper, knowing well ¢ _
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lad, with commendable shrewdness
taxied at onco to 8cotland Yard, anti

interviewed my old friond, Detective-
Inspector Morley.

'[rlfe official golioa acted with great
promptitude. everal of the known
Chincse opium dens were raided simul-
taneously, and, as a result of one of those
raids, I was rescued. Even while that
particular den was being broken into,
at least six other raids were in progress.
If theso had failed, then other Chinese
haunts would have been given attention.

Happily, I was found at the first
attempt. But what was the use? It
soomed to me that I was only delaying
the incvitable.

Nipper and T were in the consulting-
room at Gray's Inn Road. It was late
at night, and we wero both sitting in
deep arm-chairs. I was looking weury
and feeling weary. Truth to tell, I was
hoartily sick of the whole infernal
business.

‘“ Frankly, Nipper, this sort of thing
cannot. go on much longer!”’ I exclaimed
quietlv.  *“ The yellow shadow is always
behind me, haunting my steps wherever
I go! Lifa is not worth living, my lad!
The Fu-Changs mean to dog me until 1
am dead. I fear they will succeed.”’

““Oh, guv'nor, you're pessimistic!”

‘“‘ Huve 1 not every reason to be?” 1
interjected, rather irritably. ““ My dear
Nipper, my life has been attempted five
or six times! Luck, my own ingenuity,
and your timely assistance have all con-
tributed to my safety at the present
moment.  But it can’t last, young ’uwan.
I am not capable of withstanding these
mmurderous attacks for the period of six
m(l)\J‘n.ths! The 'l'céng-mlon \fvil havlf“me!"

ipper jumped to his feet wildly.

o 'F’:ey sham't. uv'nor !’ he {'ried,
glaring at me.  *“ Do you hear? They
?a'n'l! You're alive and well now, and
Jou're not going to be done to death by
a sct of heathen, piggish Chinamen! We
must skip out of lEngluml "

““ And skip into worse danger!” I put
M bitterly.  “ That won't do, my boy!
The onlf' possible loophole that I can sce
iy for the pair of us to disappear com-
pletely—to adopt fresh identities, to live
in such a new sphere of life that the
Chinese will nevor guess the truth. You
are in this affair as well now. The Fu-
Changs know that you rescued me, and
thoir enmity is also dirccted towards
you."

-
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“I don't care!” said Nipper defiantly.

‘“T don’t suppose you do!”” I smiled.
‘“ But how does that affect the position?
The fact remains that we have got to dis-
appear. By James, Nipper, you aro in-
spiring me with determination! As you
say, the Fu-Changs sha'n’t murder us!
But—and here we come to the stumbling-
block—how can we defeat the devils?”
: ll?fipper puckered his brows thought-
u .

“YFrosh identity 1"’ he murmured. ¢ A
new sphere of litel What about taking
on jobs in some City office? No, that's

rotten{ ‘I'hat won’t do at alll We want
to get right away. By glory, I've got
it!”"" he roared excitedly.

““ Then, for goodness’ sake let me hear
1it1”’" I smiled.

‘“ Only this morning, guv’nor, while
K;[)u were out, a chap named Sir Rupert

anderley called. You remember, I
started telling you about it on the Em-
bankment, Sir Rupert i3 a governor of
St. Frank’s College, Sussex. That's cno
of our largest and most exclusive public
schools, as you know, sir.””

‘““ Yes. But what on earth——"'’

“Well, that's the wheeze!” Nipper
oxclaiined excitedly ¢ One of the house-
masters has disappeared, or something
like that., My idea is to make arrange-
ments—secret arrangements—with 3ir
Rupert, and go down to the school.
You'll be a master, and I'll be a junior
schoolboy. Those Tong blighters would
never think of looking for us there, would
they? And we'll be as safe as oggs for
six months !’

I slowly rose to my feet.

‘- Upon my soul,’”” I exclaimed tensely,
““you have hit the mnail on the head,
Nipper! Yes, it can be done; but we
shall have to take the most elaborate
precautions to throw the Fu-Changs off
the right trail.”’

We talked over the idea for hours, and
all preparations were made. It only
depended upon the decision of the school
governors, and I was pretty sure that I
should be able to influence them the right
way.

For aix months Nipper and I wers
destined to live the lives of master and
pupil at a big public sghool. The pro-

spect was novel, and, utfleed, somewhat
attractive, It would be a. complete rest

for the pair of us, although there was, it
scemed, detective work to be done.

THE END.
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BECORDING A BRIEF CONVERSATION BE-

TWEEN MR, NELSON LEE AND NIPPER,

ing in their consulting-room. The

great detective was smoking, and

just finished speaking. The lad, in fact,

ad been expressing his regret for hav-
lously a few days earlier.

“ That’s all right, young ’un!” said
best chaps breathing, but you’ve always
got to remember that you car’t have
Let me see! 1 forbade you to write any
moro of your ‘ Note-book’ yarns, didn’t

“ Yes, vou jolly well did!” growled
Nipper.

Nipper’s eyes sparkled.

““ That’s ripping of you, guv’nor!”’ he
about the rotten Fu-Chang—is first-clasas.
Blessed if I thought you’d turn out to
at my own game!”

‘“ Hardly, Nipper!”’ smaled Lee. *“ I'mn
either. There aro many ways in which
i1t could be improved.”

Nipper. ‘“ And, anyhow, what about all
our adventures at St. Frank’s College?
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Quite a Jot of things happened there,
during that six months’ stay of ours.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘“ There 18 material there for a number
of stories,”” he agreed. ‘‘ Quito a long
series, in fact. Those adventures will, I
believe, make interesting reading. But
1 don’t think I am quite capable of
writing up your side of the game.”

‘““ Well, I'm going to write up those
school tales,”” declared Nipper enthusi-
asticaliy. ‘“ I'll put them in my ° Note-
book ’ serics. In fact, I insist—"

“ Now, now, young ‘un—"’

‘“ Well, T don’t insist,”” he amendedl.
*“ I'm going to ask you to let me do ’ern.
They’ve got to be written, anyhow, and
I think ’'m the chap for the job. Aund,
as you've becn such a success at the serib-
bling busines:, you’d better devote
portion of your tune—spare time—to the
writing of sundry other adventures.
What do you say, guv'nor?”’

‘““ It all depends upon how much spare
time I have,” smiled the great crimin-
ologist. ** Wa'll see, Nipper. At all
cvents, you go ahead. I dare say I <hall
be able to turn out a few stray yarns,
here and there.”

And so it was arranged.

Nipper was to write up the school
adventures which immediately followel
Nelson Lee’s strenuous encounters with
the Fu-Chang-Tong. And Nelson Lee
himself would devote some spare time to
the writing of move sedate episodas of his

career,

ﬂ.}ri

EPILOGUE.
N ELSON LEE and Nipper were loll-
smiling amusedly. Nipper had

ing ‘‘ cheeked ”’ his master so scanda-
Nelson Lee lazily. * You’re one of the
cverything your own way in this life.
17

‘““Well, I remove that ban.”
exclaimed. ‘‘ That yarn of yours—all
be a giddy author! You've whacked me
not altogether satisfied with my effort,

““ Oh, rats! I don’t see that, sir,”’ said
—

Bein

“¢The lIvory Seekers,’”
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GRAND NEW SERIAL—JUST STARTING !

- The Boxing Sailor

& STORY OF THE RING AND
By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

LIFE IN THF NAVY.

J

Read this first !/

ToM CRrRAWLEY, champion light-weight
boxer, 18 a boy stoker on board H.M.S.
Flyer. Whilst on leave he learns that
his father’s fishing emack has been
torpedoed. I¢ promises to go hard
with Fisherman Crawley, unid

DAN SiMMONS, an old friend of the lad, and
proprictor of @ well-known boxing hall,
shows a way out of the difficulty by
cyering Tom o fight with Jymmy

owl, famous bantam-weight. The
offer is accepted. Leave for the contest
being refused, Tom takes ¢ French
leave.)’ He wins the fight, and on
leaving the hall ¢s arrested as a deserter.
Eventually he s pardoned.

Soon after the event, German batile-
ships bombard the coast of England,
and the Flyer goes into action. On the
way back to port after o stiff engage-
ment, wn which she sinks @ German
destroyer, the Flyer strikes a derelict.
The shock throws Tom overboard, and
the Flyer puts back without him.
Eveniually he is picked up by Fisherman
Thwattes. (Now read on.)

HOW THE NEWS CAME HOME.

HE Flyer had been 1in action.
Like magic the news flashed
through Weathersea, and a rush
was made for the harbour by

those eager to learn the details. In the
first alarm among the wild rumours that
prevailed it was said that she had been
heavily fired upon and severely damaged,
that she had been brought back to har-
bour with. dificulty, and that she had
many casualties aboard.

Relatives and friends of the members
of the crew, with tears trembling beneath
their eyelids, were among those who
hustened, heart in mouth, most eagerly
to the quay.

Mary Thwaites was amoug them, and
presently, as she stood wailting and
watchiug in the grey of dawn, before ob-
jects took their proper form and shape,

Bobh Randle, who looked as if he had
dressed in a hurry, joined her amid the
crush.

“I’'ve been looking for you, Mary,"”
he said. “ I knew you would be down
hore on account of Tom Crawley.”

Mary smiled weakly.

“Tom 18 all right, I'm sure,’”” she
said. ‘‘ though they say that the Flyer
has been—riddled—"" .

““Don’t you belivve it, miss,” cried
a battered old fisherman, turning roun.l.
“ I know that there Flyer. The German
boat don’'t swim on the sea that could
damage her.”

And so, when the light of day came,
and the ever-increasing crowd were able
to see, they espied the Flyer lying
snugly at anchor on the other side of
the huge basin, with her nose flattened
for the second time, but otherwise little
the worse for her adventure.

They could see the seamen aboard her
moving briskly about, cleaning up and
polishing, as if nothing had ‘happened.
No shell-holes acarred her immaculate
sides. ¥ Her smoke stacks stood erect,
and they could hear the laughter of the
scamen a8 they attended to their duties.

The relief- was overpowering; and, to
mark their sense of gratitude, the fisher-
folk, men and women, broke into a
mighty, resoundin cheer that went
echoing far across the water.

It was answered aboard the Ilyer.
There the seamen suatched their round
caps from their heads, and roared until
the)r were hoarse.

“Did ’e sink any Germans, mates?”’
shouted a leather-lunged old fisherman,
hand to mouth. _

‘“We blew the heart out of one of
'em,’”’ answered a burly A.B.

““ And any casualties?’’

““One man lost overboard,’”’ camc 11 a
roar. . ‘

A German destroyer sunk for the loss
of a man! Why, it was nothing of a
priee to pay, though some hearts thrilled
with apprehension a3 they feared it



THE BOXING

misght happen to be a Weathersea man
who had gone. -

TThe crowd melted, and went their
various ways. Britain was strong at all
points. The Hun was being hammered
systematically everywhere, and he could
do no damage without being forced to
pay the price.

Bob Randle walked back into the town
with Mary.

His face was serious as he turned his
head to scan her charming profile and
admire the tumbled mnasses of her hair,
whose disarray seemed to suit her so ad-
mirably.

** Say, Mary,”’ he said, after a while,
** must you continue to go to sea abaard
I'isherman Crawley’s new fishing-boat ?”’

Mary raised her langhing eyes.

‘““Why not?’’ she asked.

‘* Because of the danger of it.”’

‘* One oughtn’t to think of danger in
war-time.”’ '

** But you're a woman, not a man."

“I'm a fishecrman’s daughter, Bob.”

Bob nodded, and waa silent for a
moment or so. Then—*It's not the
risk of submarines that’s troubling me,
Mary,””. he went on. *‘ It’s the strew-
ing of mines all round the coast. Did

you see that twenty-three fishing-boats

were sunk last week? They were all of

them mined.”

She tossed her glorious head.

‘* Whut do I care?’’ she replied. *‘‘ Dad
and the others are sweeping the mines
up as fast as they are sown. I prefer to
take the nsk.”

““And I am not taking any risk. I
have secured exemptionn. And I am
being sneered at, pointed at, in conse-
quence. Mary, I sha'n’t stand it much
longer. Dad will have to manage as
best he can with female labour, and I
shall don the khaki uniform, and go out
and fight for the Empire on the battle-
fields of the Western Front.’’

Mary swung swiftly round.

““ Bob,” she cried, placing a pair of

trembling hands upon his shoulders and
smiling into his eyes. ‘‘ Dear Bob,
that’s just like you. It has made me
furious when I’ve heard Tom and a lot
of others say you hadn’t any pluck. But
if nobody else ig proud of you, I am.’
How tﬁe gracgr’s son’s face lit up.
“Do you mean it?"’ he cried.
“ Yes, of course I do.” .
“Then do you think I'm. nght?
Ought ¥ to go? It may hit my old dad: 9
business pretty hard - if L' do, for he's
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nobody competent besides himself to louk
after it.”

Mary’a face grew serious.

‘“ Yes, Bob dear,” she replied, ‘‘ I think
you will be doing the right thing. I
think you ought to go.”

And go tﬁey ambled through the
strcets; and since she had eaten no break-
fast, Bob asked her to ‘‘ come in home ”’
and have a bite with the family, a kind-
n(}s}a of which she promptly availed her-
gelf.

Afterwards she went with him down
into the shop, while ho prepared for the
day’s activities.

Then, excusing himself to his father,
Bob Randle saw Mary home.

As they t:ﬁened the little wooden gate
in front of the tiny but charming cottuge
in which she lived, Mary and Bob saw a
sailor leaning against the frame of the
door and talking to Mrs. Thwaites.

Mary, with a low cry, leapt forward,
for she saw that her mother's fuce was
white and drawn, and that she was
trembling.

‘“ Mother—mother,”” she cried, *“ what
13 the matter? Don’t say there is bad
news’”’

The seaman turned, and eyed hes
critically. It was Bob’s mate, Tomkins.
He touched his cap, but remained silent.

Then Mary’s mother spoke.

‘“ Mary, my dear, poor sweetheart!”
she sobbed, breaking down. ¢ It’s about
Tom—Tom Crawley. He—he was lost
overboard after the Flyer had sunk the
(GGerman ship. Poor—poor Tom!”’

Mary uttered a low cry, and her face
went white. She stared vacantly at her
mother and at the seaman who had
brought the news. Only one life had

‘been lost aboard the Flyer in that fateful

engagement with the enemy, and yet
fate had deereed that it should be Tom
who had gone.

It seemed too, too cruel . .

“ ©h, mether!’ she wailed; and she
broke down, sobbing as if her heact
would break.

Bob Randle removed hia cap, and stood
looking at her for a while.

Then he turned away, saying gently:

“ 11l come and see you to-night, Mary,
if T may.”

Seaman Tomkins choked.

““ It’s a hatd mission I've taken on,”
he muttered. * And now I must go and
take the news to the old man.”

The utterly unexpected blow
thoxqughly unmerved Mary Thwaites.
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After Tomkins had gone, and she, in
the privacy of the little front parlour, sat
down alone, with moist eyes, to try and
weigh up the tragedy which had suddenly
made her life seem so empty, it seemed
worse—fur worse.

Only now did she rcalise all that Tom
Crawley was to her.

When they’d been playmates together
vears ago, she had looked up to him as
Lher hero. Later they had quarrelled and
argued, as growing boy and girl will.

Latterly she had teased him by a pre-
tended admiration for Bob Randle,
though she really did like Bob as a dear
friend. Piqued at Tom’s indifference
and blindness had perhaps led her on.

Now it all seemed so futile and silly.
And Tom was lying out there in the
deep, with the waves lifting him and
carrying him over the surface of the
ocean’s bed, and she would never see him
again. ‘

Hiding her face in her hands, she
rocked to and fro, moaning.

“ Tom—Tom! Come back {o me,
Tom!" she cried, wringin? her hands
helplessly, and covering her face in turns.

But she knew that, if the news were
true, she would never see the boy she
loved, her wayward boxing zailor,
again.

How the rest of the day passed, she
knew not. She felt incapable of doing
any work. She lay on her bed in her
little room, under the low-tiled roof,
abandoning herself to a fit of blank
despair.

Only when the night came, and her
mother forced her to come downstatrs
and eat, did she bestir herself. |

And after supper Bob Randle came.
He, secing how it was with her, took her
out, and together they walked up beyond
the town, along the lugh cliffs, talking
sympathetically all the while of Tom
Crawley and his wuys.

Had Tom been there to hear, his
checks must have blushed at the simple.
kindly things Bob said of him, and have
stifled his jealousy of the civiliun for
ever.

Mary Thwaites was a strong-minded
girl—a true fisherman’s daughter. Yet
she could not master her grief, and her
pathictic appeal to Bob when they parted
touched his heart as nothing had ever
done before.

““ Now Tom has gone, I have only you
left, Bob, outside my relations. Be kind
to e, Bob.”

LEE LIBRARY .

“I'll be as kind as I can be—as they'll
let me be,”’ he answered. ¢ But I'm
through with grocering now, lass. T've
joined the Army. I shall change my
armlet for khaki inside a week.”

And Mary stared at him, big-cyved.
She knew what that meant. Bob would
go 1nto training at once. Soldiers are
quickly made these days.

Soon he would be leaving for Frauce.
and she might lgse him there, even as
she’d already lost Tom.

She bit her lip, and was brave. She
smiled through her tears, but her hcart
was as heavy as lead.

“Tll come and take you for another
walk to-morrow, Mary, if you'll let me,"”
he cried, as he turned away, ‘ and we'll
talk about Tom. I kuow you like to talk
about him."”’

There was no thought of self with Bob
Randle. He was a real, live man,
though Tom had always sneered at him
and called him coward.

As Mary stood at the little gate and
watched Bob stride away, her respect
and esteemn for him grew and grew. Bob
was a good man, even though she had
never cared for him, never could caro for
him, as she had cared for Tom.

-
A ti——

THE FIGHT ON THE CLIFF.

T so happened that the mine-sweepers
l remained at sea for two whole days
and nights after Fisherman Thwaites
had pulled Tom Crawley up out of

the sea.

His intention of returning to port was
frustrated by orders received from head-
quarters—imperative orders which he
had to obey, and would never have
dreamt of disobeying.

The orders were based on solid
foundation, too, for Fisherman Thwaites
and his mate of the sister ship never
made such a haul of Hun mines as
during that time.

At last they were relieved, and the
trawlers returned to harbour for a brief
and well-earned rest.

As the vessel st®amed past the hav-
bour’s mouth, Tom stood amidships,
peering over her side, looking around at
the well-known and beloved scene, watch-
ing for a sign of the Dora Grey, and for
faces he knew among the men who were
busy within the harbour, or lounging
upon the quay..

Aud his glad eyes saw the Dora Grey.



THE BOXING SAILOR

There she lay, beside the quay, the trim
and neat little craft which he had enabled
his father to buy. _

There were men aboard her, too.

Thwaites had his vessel steamed in close
beside her, and as she passed by, at a
snail’s pace, Tom heard his father’s voice
raised 1n & despondent hail.

‘“ Hallo! Hallo, Thomas Crawley!”
bawled Thwaites, leaning over the rail
-of the bridge. ‘“How goes it, mate?”’

“ Sorrowfully enough, John,”” came in
harsh reply. *It’s %leavy" weather wv’
me. I've lost my son—my poor brave
boy, Tom. He was lost overboard off the
Flyer, God rest his soul.”

‘““ It’s bad news you’ve got for me, eh?
Well, I’ve good news for you, Thomas.
Your boy Tom was never more alive than
.he is to-day! He’s aboard my ship, and
ealger to welcome you. Speak for your-
self, Tom.” . _

Fisherman Crawley, with a cry of
anguish—for the news overpowered him,
and hurt at first—rushed_to the side of
the smack, set his hand to his forehead,
and peered into the gathering darkness. -

‘* It can’t be tfue? It can’t be true!”
he exclaimned, so hoarsely as to smother
his’words. ™" - ' ’

*“ It’s true énough, dad,”” laughed Tom.
“ I'm alive~and kicking, thanks to John
Thwaites, who rescued me from the sea.
Go home and tell mother. T’ll follow as
soon as I can land.”. '

Yes, there stood Tom Crawley, laugh- |

ing -and waving his* hand- at his father,
and Bill Riley and Sam the boy cheered
as ‘they saw him drift slowly by, aboard
the trawler. : |
Never had Thomas Crawley hurried

home as he hurried then, breathless, and
almost shoutmig in his joy, telling all Le

met that his son was safé. And never
had any lad such a welcome as ‘l'om
when he returned home a few minutes
after his dad,- wearing his crumpled sea-

' man’s clothes, but as hale and hearty and
well as ever he’d been 1n his life.

And the fuss they made of him! The
tears of joy his mother shed, the hearty
meal he ate, washed down with copious
draughts of fresh-brewed tea!

Tom felt that he would willingly under-
go another immersion as uncomfertable
and as trying as the last to meet with
such a welcome, and his contentment as
he sat and smoRed a cigarette und lis-
tened to all his father had got to tell
him about the local news was profound.

Late he rose.

LAE ]
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‘“ Dad,” he said, “I recksn Mary'll
be very upset about me. I'm going round
to sece her. Her dad’'ll have told her
"that I'm back. She’ll be expecting me."”
His father, without a thought of Bob
Randle, and unsuspiciou of Tom's jealous
feelings towards him, agreed that it
Iwould be only fair.

““ So get you :xlong, Tom, before it's
too late,”’ said he.

Tom hastened out and harried, whist-
ling, through the darkened streets.

He walked as 1if on wings, his feet
hardly seeming to touch the firm, solid
earth. '

When he reached Mary’s cottage, he
saw Fisherman John Thwaites leaning
upon the gate, smoking.

“Mary in, John?”’ nquired the irre-
pressible Tom. |

“ No, Tom lad! She’s gone for a walk
up the clifts with Bob Randle.” |

““With Bob Randle?”’” And Tom saw
red. ‘““With Bob, and Did she know
that you’d picked me up, John?”

“ No: for she was out when I got
back. They’ve gone up beyond the light
house. Why, drat the lad, what's hLe
after? Hi, come you back, Tom! The
lass will be home directly. Devil take
the bov. Tom! Tom!”’

But Tom, with a red mist before his
eyes, was off at the run, and the fishet-
man’'s words followed him unheeded.

Tom’'s face was atlame; his eyves shot
fire.  What? Was Mary as false as that?
She believed him dead, drowned, and yet
she was walking out with a slacker who
.was doing all he knew to avoid military
service. That was how much she cared
about HIM! . -

Tom’s heart thumped against his ribs,
and his finger-nails Jdug deep info his
flesh as he clenched his fists. .

Wait till he met Bob Randle! He'd
show him! And he’d show HER!

Tom passed out of the town ad - the
run, gained the road which led to the
cliffs, turned on to the footpath which
swuitg” along them up to the lightheuse
and beyvond, returning a surly answer to
the military picket he passed, and think-
ing only of revenge.

Passion evermastered him, for he. was
as yet tn many respects little more than a
boy. and just as unreasonable as any
other human fledgling.

Anon, as he hurried onward, with_the
beat of the waves on the base of the c¢liffs -
below him echoing in his ears, he fancied

(Cont:nued averteaf.)
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he heard the tread of feet and the :aur
muring of voices.

He stood still,

On they came, Mary and Bob, wiih
their arms linked and’ their heads very
close -together,

“T want you to have your picture
taken, so that I can bear your face with
me alw ays in a locket, \fldly’, Tom heard
Bob say, “for I have never cared for
anyone as I care for you. You'll do 1it,
““von't you?"’ |
" “Yes.” Tom heard 1 Mary reply; and
he leapt from his hiding-place and cou-
fronted them.

In a fury, he tore them apmt

“Wait a minute, you false hound !’
said Tom. ‘TI'm alive and klckmg, and
I've got qomethmg to say to this! Oft
_with your coat! Off with it! Let’s sight

waiting.

it out!”
“Tom!" cried Mary, reeling back a
step, and  staring  at lum an'hac:l

*Tom !

“Tom Crawley,” said Bob Rand'e
o quiet voice—** wln’ Tom, I am glad to
see you, and if you'll let me explain-—"’

“ Fight!” shouted Tom “Flght you
RllllkEl I I let you off the last tlmc but
it’s you or me now!”’

And he hur]ed }umself in
bovish passion, upon the. quieter,
restrained man. e

b*.-\.

more

lll.

his b]md,.

The thud of the blows, mingling with
Mary's shrill cries and appeals, rang
echomg on the might. The givl tried to
part them, "t was driven aside.

Bob Rand!: backed—backed in the
darkness, without secing where he was
going. Nor did Tom Crawley know that
he was driving the man he chose to
believe his enemy to the very verge of
Hthe cliff, - g

All too late, Randle saw his dan«ror,_
and tried to avoid it. v - >

Too ]ate’ A blow- sent’ him 109[111&,
and, with a cry of terrov; he flung aloft
his arms, trying to balan(,e nmmelf upon
the very. brink.- - - -

¢ Tom" shrieked \Lu), holdmp; har
hands to her cheeks in horvor, ard stat-
mg wide-eyed at them. S -

“Tom saw what he had done then, and
risked his own life in ar attempt to dlag
Bob back from the verge. _.

He seized him" by the coat but the
civilian overbalanced, and tore the clothi
away from the sailor's grasp.

The next moment his body dlaappoalcd

i the blackness of the pit. He was
gone!
“ 'l'om”’ Tom'. Tom!’ cried Mary,

sinking dowrt on her knees, and cover.
ing her fuce with her hands.  ** Yo have
killed lnm' You have killed him!”

(’_To, he éontinued.) ;._—_.j
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