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CoYUNG CHING
B ™ CHINEE !

A RIRY
[h f  This week’s story is the first of a grand new
'/l | series, in which the activities of a powerful
Chinese Tong, or secret society, will provide
some thrilling descriptions of the strange and
wonderful mysteries of the fascinating
East. With the arrival of Yung Ching, Nelson
Lee soon discovers that he wiil be cailed upon
to match his wits against a cold and inscrutable
enemy from China, whose cunning schemes
and vengeance have never been known to fail.
(THE NARRA- The laughable situations created by Archie,
TIVE RELATED Handforth, and other well-known St. Fiank’s

THROUGHOUTI!|Y uniors will not be neglected.—THE EDITOR.

BY NIPPER.)
CHAPTER 1.
THE VERY LATEST.
UNG CHING,” I said, turning away
Y from the wmdo“.

'

(X} l‘ l')”
“Who?"

“Yung Chiug,” T repeated. “ You remem-
Ler that Chinese kid. we ¢ame across in the
Crystal Palace grounds on Bank Holiday.
He was collared by a couple of rotters, und
carrned off. We rescued him——-"

“ Fathead!” jinterrupted Hondforth., ¢ \\e
know all about that! Weren't we there?
What about the kid?”

‘““He’s just arrived,”” I replied smoothly.

“Just arrived!"” exclainied Tommy Wat-
con, ' Here?™

“ Coming up the stairs now,” I remarked.
“That seme Clhinaman is witih him—Tsen
Wang, I think he said his name wuas. He's
one of the big pots at the Chinese Embassy,
| believe.”’

Before any of the juniors could put mcre
(questions, the door of the consulting-room
opened, and the comfortable figure of Mrs.
Jones  appeared. For we were at Nelson
Lee's well-appointed chiambers in Gray's Inn
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zoad, and the worthy housckecper was look- |

ing somewhat euspicious.

“ Oh, there you are, Master Nipper,”” she
sa .

* Exactly,” 1 “ All Mrs.
Jones!t” .

““ There's a gent downstairs, sir,” said the
tiousekeeper. ‘“* Leastaways, he's dressed
like a gent, and he’'s got a boy with him.
Says he wants to see the master urgent.
But 1 don't hold with these Japanese, or
“outh Sea Islanders, or whatever they are!
1 dou’t trust nonc of ’‘em?”

I arinned. '
» * Don’t yeu worry, Mrs. Jones,’ I =said.
“The gentleman is quite all right, and
vou'd. better bring him up at once, and the
hoy, too! I'm sure the guv'nor will sce
them.”

“If you says so, Master Nipper, I sposc
it's all richt,” exclaimed Mrs. Jones doubt-
“fully. “But I will say as these furritlers
always gets e suspicions. 1 don’t reckon
they're up to no good!”

And Mrs. Jenes departed, shaking ler
lhead. I grinned to the others, there
vere six of them in the consulting room
with me. Tommy Watson, Sir Montic Tre-
cellis-West, Archie  Glenthorne, and the
famous trio of Study D-—-Handforth and Co.

Most of them had arrived only a short
t;me before. 1t was the first day of the
new term at St. Frank's, and we had becn
spending the Easter holidays in  London.
And now these six fellows had come from
their own homes to collect me, as it were.
We had arranged to go to Victoria in a
- party, and travel down to the old school in
the same train. We should probably find
iitt and Grey and several others at Vie-
toria.

We had spent quite an enjoyable holiday,
including a memorable visit to the Crystal
Palace on Easter . Monday. But now the
days of freedom were over, and we were
onee more going back to St. Frank’s with
thouszhts of fine spring days, and cricket.
The scason was just commencing, and King
Football was practically at the end of his
_ tether.

Nelson Lee, at the moment, was in his
lnboratory. He had spent the holidays in
the most enjoyable way for him—experiment-
ine, making one or two investigations in
crime, and assisting Scotland Yard in a few
knotty problems. The guv'nor enjoyed heing
hack in London for a spell.

*“T wonder why these Chinks have come
here,” said Handforth. “ I'm rather glad,
hecause I wanted to have another talk with
that queer little kid. I hardly had a
chance when we met them at the Palace.”’

‘“ Not such a little kid, either,” said Mec-
Clure. '"He may Dbe small, but I'll het
he's pretty mnearly the same age as we are,

Handy.”
“What rot!”’ euaid Edward
‘“* He¢'s not more than

said. of me,

Oswald Hand-

forth, tenn )’

I grinned.

. think Yung Ching is eomewhere he-
tween Tourteen and fifteen,” I remarked.
“* He's rtather small for his age, but he
knows a good bit, I'll warrant. And when
we saw him. in the Crystal Palace grounds
he was suffering from some kind of a drue.
He was dull and listless. I'll het you'll sce
a difference to-day.” '

Before Handforth could make any further
remark, the door opened and Mrs. .Jones
ushered the two visitors in. Mr. Tsen

Wang was a distinguished looking Oriental,

scrupulously attired, with spotless linen, anud
wearing  pince-nez. His companion was &
Chinese boy, also scrupulously attired.

Mr. Tsen Wang bowed.

“I am pleased to see you again,” he suid
gravely. ** I not forget what you have done.
And I have come this morning hoping 1o
gce Mr. Nelson Lee. le is willing to granu
me interview?”

* Stay here a minute, sir, and ['ll tell My,
Lee,” 1 replied.

Hurrying out, I went into the laboratory

and found the guv'nor licre. He was husily
engaged with test tubes and retorts, and
he looked at me rather impatiently as I «n-
tered.
““ My dear Nipper, please let me finish this
experiment—it i8 most, important,” he said.
“Don’t interrupt me now, young ’un. 1 pon
the reeult of it depends a «wvery important
criminal case.”

“Sorry, guvnor; but I was wondering if
yvou could spare a quarter of an hour,” |1
replied. ** You remember I told you about
that Chinese boy who was nearly kidnappel
on Bank Holiday——"

“ At the Crystal Palace,” said Lee. ** Yces
what about him?”

‘* He's just come, sir, with Mr. Tsen Wainye,
of the Chinese Embassy,” 1 exclaitned. **Mr,

Wang wants you to graut him an inter-

view.”’ '
Nelson Lee laid one of the test tubes
down, and removed his flowing laberatory

coat.

“Oh, well, m that casc, I suppose I had

better eee the gentleman,” he said.**1l ain
rather interested in the matter, aud I dou't
want to keep Mr. Wang waiting indefinitely.
But- it is rather a pity be didn’t make un
appointment.”’
. Nelson Lee aceompanicd mc out into the
consulting-roem, and I introduced him to
Mr. Tsen Wang. The latter bowed gravely,
and regarded Nelsom Lee with a keen scerue-
tiny. :
“I regret. sir, that I should come withott
appointment,’”’ said . the Chinese attache.
‘“ Perhaps you will forgive? - But the matter
is important, and I would like to seck your
advice.”’ '

*‘ Please come with me, Mr. Wang,” said
Nclson Lee. “Do you wish your young

| companion to remain here?”
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“It would be better,” said the Oriental.)impoltent bossee. Bigee man luler. Mucheq

“Thank you. You boys will look
Yung Ching, will you not?”

““Leave him to us, sir,”” I replied. ¢ He'll
be safe enough.” .

‘““I am obliged,”
bowing again. _

He wenﬂibh Nelson Lec into a private
inner room. And as soon as the Jdoor closed,
(landforth turned eto the Chinese boy, and
lvoked him up and down without any pre-
tence -of politeness. Edward Oswald was
Always blunt in speech and blunt in man-
ner. He couldn't be anything else. )
“So your name's Yung Ching?” he asked
aceusingly. ‘

*“T'ankece you, yes!” said the Chinese hoy.

**And what's the idea of coming here this
morning?”

“*No savvy!"”

said Mr, Tsen Wang,

“What?"
‘““No undelstand,”” said Yung Ching
‘ Plentece quick talkee no goodee. Me 1o

suvyy at allee!”

The Chinese boy smiled broadly, and his
vyes twinkled as he shook his head. There
was something about him which one
couldn’t help liking. He was bright and
nlert, and his smile was cone which caused
other smiles. .

Handforth, however, only glared.

*Great pip!”’ he said. “No savvy at
allec! What language do you call that?”

** Heap good Engleesh,” s®id Yung Ching
proudly.

““Heap rotten English,”” snapped Hand-
forth. ** My dear kid, I don't want to be
critical, but you talk in the most awful
manner. The chap who taught you Eng-

llsh knew as much about the language us
«+ donkey!” X

Yung Ching again shook his head.

‘“ Allee samee no undelstand,” he said.

“Leave him alone, Handy, and don’t be
ntoass!” I sdid, ‘“ Let me ask him a few
(iestions——""

** Rats!”  interrupted Handforth. “Go
and cat coke! Look here, Yung Ching, I'm
talking wly now, and if you can’t under-
wliand plain® English you're no good! Where
il you come from?”

'"* Ngan-chau-2u, ’ replied the Chineze bcy.

‘* Where's that?”

'"* Velly heap bigee city in China,” said
Vung Ching. “Velly big placee. In plovince of
Hu-kiang.*’

' Plovince?”’ repcated Handforth vaguely.

“T'ankee you, yes,”” said Yung Ching.

" What's a plovince—'""

“Don’t be a fathead, Handy!” put in
t‘hurch. ““ He means province.”

" 0Oh,” said Handforth. “ Well, if he
muouns province, why the dickens does Iie
-0y plovince? What's the good- of talking
ho that? Now, look here, Yung Ching.
Who's your father?”

" I'uther big mandalin in
wildl Yung Ching proudly.

Ngan-chau-fu,”
‘““ Heap plentee

after |

lichee!"
Handforth gasped. .
“ What's this, dpuble

Duteli?® be .asked.

blankly. * Or is the young ass talking in
Chinese?"

“1t's  English, you fathead,” gorned
Churcl.

“But I can't understand a word of 'V
snorted Handforth. *° His father's a mauda-
line? That's a musical instrument——"’

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Sundry cackles!” murmured Archie. * ¢
meun to say, the dear old chappie is get-
ting slightly mixed, what? Sonewhat en-
tangled, and all that kind of rot! BLut I
must remark that the old chatter is de-
cidedly misty, if you know what I meun!
Fogey, and what notr”

“I understood what Yung
Archie,”” I smiled.

““ Absolutely!”
rather! Bulging

Ching  said,
agreed Archie, “ Oh,
brain, and so forth! 7he
old Lean iz a dashed let more serviceable
than mine, don’t you know! A kind of
crnament, what? 1 mean to say, my super-

structure is built for comfort rather than
specd, old tulip! No high gear, and all
that!”

**Dry up, Archie!’ snapped Handforth.

‘“ Don’t interrupt!”

** Sorrow!”" said Archie bowing. * Several
large portions of grovel! Kindly accept the
old apology. Proceed, laddic. Carry on!
Continue with the somewhat frightfully

personal stuff!”’

Handforth turned to Yung Ching and
eniifed. |

8¢ your father's a musician?” he asked.

“*Plays the muawrdoline, I supprse?”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

‘““What’s the cackle for now?” roared
Handforth, glaring round. ** Did I say any-
thing funny? This Chibese kid distinctly
told me that his father is a mandoline! Ot
course, he means that he's a member of an
orchestra "

** Hold on, Handy,” I chuckled.
got it all wrong.”

** Muchee ’long,” said Yung Chinz.
no savvy at allee!”

“You distinctly said something
mandoline——"" began Handforth.

‘“ He said that his father 1s a mandarin,”
I interrupted. ‘‘I supposc you know what a
mandarin  is? A kind of magistrate or
judge, or a high official in the service of
the government. A mandarin is something
like an earl or a duke in Engiand—"

““* What's that got to do with it?" de-
manded Handforth. * This young facvhead
didn’t say anything about a mandarin——"'

‘“Can’t you understand, Handy?" asked
Church. * He’s Chinese, and he can't pro-
nounce tlie words as we do. He said ‘ man-
dalin,” but he meant mandarin.”

‘‘ He's dotty!” said Handforth grufily.
“ Then what was all that about his pafer

“You've
“Him

about a
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luler. What the thunder is a

Leing a
Ialer?”
‘““ Luler?” said Yung

“ Him plen-
tee big potee!” Im plen

Ching.

**That's what you are—potty!” snapped
Handforth.

‘“* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ T’ankee you, mno!” said Yung <Ching.
* Me no big potee. Too youngee! Become
big potee in heap plentee years. Then I be

likee my honoulable fat;her I be biggee lulel
too!”
“What's a

‘““ Luler!”
luler?”’

of course,” I explained. ‘ You
yet, old eon!”’

'* A ruler,
haven’t got .the hang of it

Handforth.  * But a
lines with——

** A rtuler!” gasped
“ Why the

ruler’'s a thing you draw
Oh, a ruler!” he added vaguely.

dickens didn’t you say so? You mean a
chap who rules?”

roared Handforth.

“ That's what rulers generally do,” said
McClure.
*“ Absolutely !’ agreed Archie. ‘1 mean

to say, the pnceless old chappie wouldn't
be a ruler unless he shoved the old weight

about, what? The fact is, these old buﬂere
who rule——”
“Dry up!”’ howled Handiorth.

“* Great dashed
«taggering slightly.

Scott!’ gasped Archie,
‘' Severe blast from

the morth-east! Clarion calls, aud what
not! This, as it were, is where 1 slide
‘terenely into oblivion!”

Archie sat down, and looked dvermily at
the ceiling. And Handforth, rather red in
the face, turned cace again te Yung Ching.
The Chinese bhoy was sm.ling os urhancly
{45 ever.

““ Well, we're getting at it by degrees!”
said Handforth. “Your father’'s a mair
darim, and a kind of a ruler in Chin-wag-chu

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘* Ngan-chau-fu, Handy!” 1 -corrected.

‘“ Same thing!” snipped Handforth.
** Don’t interrupt, ass! What does 1t mat-
ter whether it's Chin-w—ag-chu, or Chu-chin-
chow? All these Chinese’ names sovnd the
same! About the most idiotic lanzuage
that was ever invented! We've got to the
point that Yung Ching’s pater is a man-
darin—"’

** Allee samee, yes!”
“* Him muchee lichee.”
“Him what?” said Handforth fuintiy.

“* Muchee lichee,” eaid thc Chinese boy.
‘“ Plentee tael!’

‘ Llchee"’ repeated Huulforth “1
“ Rich!” said Church. “T never thLought
you were so dense, Handy.’

‘““Rich,”* breathed Handforth. ** The
young idiot-didn’t say rich—he said ‘lickee!’
Why does he stick these Chinese words in?”’

“Him Engleesh word!” grinmed Yung
Ching, ‘** Lichee. Him meanee that my
father got heap plentee tael.”

said Yung Ching.

den’t

all that!

“ Taxl'!”' gasped Handforth feebly. * Ho's

not a monkey, is he?"

‘“Ha, ba, hat”
“Tail, I can't quite get that mysclf|”

said Watson. ** He distinctly said that hig
father has got plenty of tail!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Tael—t-a-e1 I grinned, spelling it. ‘' A
tael is a Chinese com, y ignorant,
chumps! If you only paid more attention
to your lessons at St. ¥Frank’s you wouldn't
be puzzled. Lverything that Yung C(hing
has said is perfectly clear. ‘His pater's «
mandarin—a ruler—and he's jolly rich.”

Archie Glenthorne adjusted his monocle.

“T mean to say, what domes c¢f know-
ledge!” he observed. * Extraordinary, dcur
old tins of f{fruit! Nipper is positively =«
bally encyelopaedia, don’t you know, waltz-
ing around on a pair of legs! A most brainy
cove, as a matter of fact.”

‘““ There's nothing brainy in understand-
ing Yung Ching,” I said calmly. - If you
could only be with kim for a day or two
you'd soon be abhle to get the hang all right.
He ought to ecome to St. l'rank s—then
he'd improve in his speech.”

“St. Frank’s!”’ echoed Handforth,
enough freaks there already!” he
looking at Archie significantly.

* Archie tumed slightly red.

“Pash it all!” he exclaimed. “ I mean
to say, dash it all! A somewhat frightful
insinuation, as it vere. Near the edge, and
A freak, what? Dear old lads,
I really tivink that "

“ Don’t worry, Archie!” I put in. ““ The
biggest freak of all is Handy hinself!”’

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

Handforth snorted.

‘““ Jealousy!” e
know I'm the chap
tain of the Remove,
sils, and so you call me a freak.
well punch your nose o

“Welve
added,

said bitterly. . * You
who ought to be cap-
.md leader of the Fos-
'l jolly

““ Oh, Handy!” 1 said reproachfuliy. ‘* You
would? 1In my own lJittle home? -That's
no* p]aymfr the game, surely——"

*Oh, dry up!” growled Handforth. ** We
don't want to start an argumit now!
And I'm going to gquestion this chap a
bit more,”” he added, turning to Yung
Ching. * Look here, Chinky, what are you

doing in England?”

Yung Ching smiled expansively.

““ My honoulable father sendce me Jor
learnee t'ings,” he replied. ‘' 1 comee with
my lonoulable father's august fliend, Mixt’
Tsen Wang. He takee me to blig schoolec.,
Muchee learnee_ Plentee workee!”

“ You need it ! said Handforth. ** Plentee
workee! You'd better fill most of your
time in by learning how to talk properly.
I suppose your pdterq oot a ripping placo
in China?”

“ No savvy,”
his head.

‘A big hou:ze, I mecan—lots of servants,

said Yung Ching, shaking

| and all thats”



" My honoul\hle father has heapee poot
‘hoveld in  China,”” <aid ung Ching. 1
leavee my honoured father's humble roofec
to comee abload. I now stayce in thec
beautifrl and gloricus homce of Mist’ Tsen
Wang.”

Handforth looked surprised. _

““ 80 his pater’'s only got a hovel in
China?”? The asked. *“ I thought scomebody
said he was rich? Must be a1 miser——"'

“ Don't be o fathead, Handy!" I
grinned. ** Surely, you know that it's &«
Chinrese custom to rup one’s own property
down, and to praisc everybody else’s? [
expeet Yung Ching has come from  «
¢lorious home im China.”

Handforth shook his head.

“ [t’s beyond me ! he said flatiy. “ Thank
roodness, the young ass isn't coming to St.

Irank's' 'That's all I can say!”
But, as it happened, Yung Ching was
coming! -

CHAPTER IL
AN UNKNOWN PERIL!

NELSON LEE sat

posite to Mr.
the pair

waiting for his visitor to
| broach the subject of his
call. And at last the Chinaiman bent for-
ward in his chair.

“I am sorry to disturb you in this way,
Mr. Lee,” he said, in perfect English. “r
not know that you wiil do as I ask but [
am hoping that we can come to arrange-
ment. I am very worried.

" Regarding Yung Ching, I presume?”

op-

“l
en

Wang. and for some
moments necither of

spoke. Lee was

“Yes I broucrht him from China at the
wislt of His Excellency, my noble master,

Lhe great Mandarin of Nean-chau-fu,” said
‘\lr Tsen Wang. *‘‘The boy has come to
Ingland for the rurpose of education. His
l\(c-llency desires that Yuang Ching shall
bave wonderful education. Also, there is
tanger.”

“* Danger?'’ repeated Neicon Lee,
what source?’”’

The Chinaman shook his Tiead.

*“ Much regretting, I canaot explain,” he
mard  slowly.

“Then I am afraid—-""

““ Wait! Forgive bluntness, but I wish
lo say mose,”’ interrupted Tsen Wang.
“ Perhaps you know of what happened to
Viung Ching some days ago when at the
Palace of Crvstal 7 \

1 have hcard some of the details.”
Nelson  Lee.

“1 took the boy there for pleasure, so
that he might sec some of Loundon,” went
ot the Chinese attache. ‘1 had no idea,
Mr. Lee, that any danger might exist. A
valleague advised me for pleasure, and 1
weeepted. So we went, and much enjoy-

“From

said

“ And what’s the idea of coming
here this morning 7’ asked Handy.

‘‘No undelstand,’”” said Yung
Ching. ‘' Plentee quick talkee no
goodee. Vle no savvy at allee ! ”’

L

ment waz ours-for long time.
delighted by evervthmﬂ
possible danger.” °

‘“ And then, I undemstand, you went into
the maze?”

‘*“ He is good name—maze!" said Mr. Tsen
Wang. “ It was great foolishness for me
to take boy in that place. But I not sus-
pect that anything woald happen. Then,
as we in the middle, two Chinpamen sua-
denly come from bechind. MThey have heen
following us all the time, but I -ignorant of
this. Then they knock me on the head,
and take Yung Ching away.’

“ For what reason?" asked

““1 cannot tell you.”

“ Do ycu mean that you don’t know?''

“I do know.,” caid Tsen Wang. “ But I
cannot tell you.”

“ ] am sorry that yon
pelled to remain secrctive,”
Lec. * However, this is your business, Mr.
Wang. and not mine. I know the rest of
your little story. A party of St. Frank’s
schoolhboys happened to come along, and
they pickad you up, and then went in

Yung Chine
No thou«rht ol

Nelson l.ec.

he com-
said Nelson

should
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chase of the kidnappers. They succeeded)
in rescuing Yung Ching just before he got
clear of the grounds.”

“That is so,” said Tsen Wang. *“ My
gratitude enormous. 1 cannot express how
thankful I was—how thankful I am., I

Yung Ching taken away, 1 die from shame
and regret. I could not face my honourable
master. So my thankfulness is high. And
now, Mr, Lee, to speak of another matter.”

Nelson Lee could hardly make out what
his visitor was driving at.

‘“ While at tie Palace of Crystal one of
thiese esteemed schoolbojs told me that
vou are his father,”” said the Chinese
attache. ¢ His father—his governor, as he
- put it. That is correct?”

“Well, bhardly!” smiled
** You are referring to Nipper.
calls me his guv’nor, but I

Nelzon Lee.
He aiways
am not his

fiather. I am the lad’s guard:an, and, to all
intents and purposes, we are father and
son.”’

“That Is good,” said Tsen Wang. “1I

understand, Mr. Lee. It was this honourable
hoy who told me that you are great and
wonderful detective—"’

‘““ Nipper has a habit of exaggerating!”
put in Lee, with a laugh

“ No, mo—others have told me saine,”’ ex-
claimed the Chinaman. ‘“ I know. Your
rcputation great—wonderful. A detective
who has been trusted with matters of inter-
national importance. A man of honour.”

“T trust so, Mr. Wang,” said Lee quietly.

‘““ And you are master at St. I'rank’s Col-
lege?”

‘b l?' ~ ¥

“1s that not strange?’’ asked Tsen Wang.
““ You not waste your time there?”

‘“ Well, in a way, perhaps I do waste a
certain amount of my time,”’ replied Nelson
Lee. ‘“ But you would be surprised, Mr.
Wang, if you knew the number of criminal
cases that come my way. And, after all,
St. Frank’s is only a short dlct.mr'e frcm

London—simply on the South Coast. Any
case of un important nature can ne at-
tended to by me promptly and easily. It |

makes little difference where I am located.
In- many respects it helps my work to live
at St. Trank's in the peaceful rolc of a
schoolmaster.”

**1 understand—it is a good idea,” said
the Chinaman. ¢ But you are there—you
keep on the spot?”

‘““ Generally, yes,”” said Nelson Lec. ¢ By
all this, Mr. Wang, I gather that you are
urmestmg St. IFrank’s as a future home for
yourl?charge—ﬂunﬂ Chinig? Is that the pro-
p_OSa L B

“T have nearly fixad arrangements for
Yung Ching to go to Holtdene College, in

Kent,” replied the Chinese gentleman, ‘It
is big school, with great advantage. But
after what happened at the Palace of

I fear that Yung
The enemies frem

Crystal, 1 am worried.
Ching will be n danger,

i

China know. They have discovered. That is
great pity, for 1 am afraid to leave Yung
Ching at school.” ~

‘““ Is the peril so acute, then?”

““T do not know,” said Tsen Wang. “It
-may be, but I hope not.  But I can-take
no risks. You are man who has had much
experience of criminals. You are clever in
that work, Mr. Lee. Can the bcy go to St.
Frank’s?”

Nelson Lee looked thoughtful

“T do not quite know,” he said s]owlv
“1 think the matter could be arranged with
every satisfaction—-"

“I will pay large fee—any sum you
name,” put in Tsen Wang. ‘* Money, it does
not matter. Plenty. Yung Ching’s safcty
must be certain.”

‘““You think the hoy would be secure at
St. Frank's?”

“You are there, Mr. Lee,”” replied the
other. " You would Ilook after Yung
Ching. You would protect him. I give you

fee for this alone—quite separate from the
school charges. You  understand? You
know such things as this, and you could look
after Yung Ching well. There i5 another
reason.” ‘

** And what is that?”

‘* The boy pleased with English boys,” said
the Chinaman. *‘ He likes them much. They
save him, and he is grateful. You follow?
He would prefer to go to schiool where they
are, and not to strangers. They clever boys,
too. They will help to see that Yung Ching
is kept safe.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“Well, I think wc can regard that as a
certainty,” he said, smiling. ‘‘1I have only
to say a few words to Nipper and Haudforth
and the others, and they willk do everything
in their power to see that Yung Ching is
well looked after. And, as you say, Mr.
Wang, I should be on the spot persanally,
IFrom your point of view, the -uggcstion iy
a perfectly sound one.”

The Chinaman jooked up eagerly.

“And you will agree?”’ he asked.
will do this?”’

“It is not my way to be hurried,” re-
plied Nelson Lee. * 1 think it only right,
Mr. Wang, that I should know just a few
more details heforehand. You want me to
protect Yung Ching from some duanger. '1

““You

 should like to know what that dmwer is

“I cannot tell.”

“You will not explain whyeyou require
the boy to be protected?’”

“It is not in my power to tell of thexe
things;” said Tsen Wang. 1 am greatly
| sorry, Mr. Lee. '1I would like to be frank
“with you. But 1 cannot. I am pledged by
my honourahle master.” .

‘““That is very unfortunate,” said I:¢lson
Lee. * I would like you to know, Mr.
Wang, that it is one of my fixed rutes to
refuse any case unless my client is perfcetiy
and sbhsolutely frank. *And  yet .you are
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singulorly seeretive. This i3 most regret-
table.”
The Chinaman’s eyes weie filled with
anxiety.

“You will do nothing?’’ he asked huskily.
** You refuse?”

‘“ No, I do not refu:ze,” said Lee. * There
is an exception to every rile, and T am
inclined to make this my exception. 1
gshould not like anything to happen to Yung
Ching because of my refusal to lelp you.
[ will take the boy to St. Irank’s with me,
and I can safely promise you that the mat-
ter ecan be arranged so that he becomes a
scholar in the Remove Form with all these
other boys a3 compunions.”

Mr. Tsen Wang clesped his hands fer-
vently,
“I am grateful, Mr. Lee,”” he snid. “I

am so0 pleased I cannot find words to say
what is in me. Thank you--thank you
again and again! I am deeply sorry I can-
not tell you of the danger.”

“It is very unfortunate.”’ said Nelson
Lee. ** For it would be an immense help if
only you could give me somc hint as to the

reason for this mysterionus menace which
I+ hovering over the lad.”
Tihe Chinaman nodded.
“A  hint?”  he repcated thoughtfully.
‘* Perhaps—yes. I ean give a hint, Mr.
l.ce, without betraying confidence. The

tlanger is most acate, and it was for this
reason that® Yung Ching was sent to Eng-
Innd. His hconoured father did not merely
send him for education.”

“T assumed that much, of course.”

“You are clever--you understand,” caid
Tsen Wang., It is sad, Mr. Lee. Yung
Uhing, had a brother and a sister. Both

healthy, strong, good. They are dead. They
were kiHed by enemies.”

““And Yung Ching is in danger of being
hMlled, too?’ said Nelson Lee. “ I can
einsily see, Mr. Wang, that the Mandarin
had incurred the wrath of some powerful
ang probably a bhig secret society in
¢t'hina. Am I right?”

““The Chinaman's face 1iwas

“You are clever!” he repeated softly.
“1 cannot say more—you are too sharp-
witted, Mr. Lee. And if T betray confidence
{t suffer with death. You appreciate my
po-sition? I cannot tell without placing
myself in position of danger.”

“Yes, Mr. Wang, your own position is
awkward, and [ fully understand,” said the
iletective. “* We will let it go at that, You
want the boy to come to St. Frank’s, and
vour are anxious for him to be protected and
cared for. Very well., We will get down
to a few business details, They are neces-
wmity, although tedious.”

And so for some few minutes Nelson Lee
mul Tacn Wang discussed matters of finance

Yung Ching's fees at the school—the
tlothing he would require—his general out-
Nt what pocket-money he would receive—

inscrutable.

All

and a host of other detaiis. tiicea
things had to be disetissed,

So the few minutes, in the end, lengthiened
into something "approaching an hour. But
when  Nelson Lee and Tsenn Wang finally
joined us in the consulting-room the whole
thing was fixed up. The guv'nor had tuken
the thing upon himself, knowing full well
that Dr. Stafford, the Head of St. Frank's,
would be in agrecment.

*“Sorry to kecep you waiting so long, hovs,
and T hope you haven't missed your train,”
said the guv'nor cheerfully. “ 1 dare say
you were wondering why, we were so long?”’

““Yes, sir,”” eaid Handforth. ¢ And we
shall have to buck up and get to Vietorin
if we want to go down with the other Tel-
lows.”’

‘“ Fortunately, there are plenty of other
trains,” c<aid Nelson Lee. ** Well, boys, 1
suppos¢ you have been having a chat with
your new schoolfellow?”

*“ New  schicolfellow,  sir,
mean—""

“Yung Ching,”” said Nelson Lee, smiling.

“ What!” gaeped Hundforth. * He's coming
to St. Frank's?” '

‘““ Yes, Handforth.”

‘“For good, sir?”

‘“ As a permmanent scholar.”

“Well, T'm jiggered!' said Handforth
blankly. ** Then—then we're going to have
another freak, after alk! Oh, weil, what
does it matter? We shall have enough to
set up a side show. if we want to!”

Mr. Tsen Wang was talking rapidiy to
the Chinese hoy in their native tongue.
And Yung Chling's eves were gleaming with
satizfaction and delight. There was no
question about his pleasure at hearing the
verdict.

“ Allee samce heap plentee good!' he
said, turning to us with a fluzhi beneath his
yellow skin. ¢ Muchee fine! Me congratu-
late myself. Shakee hands!”

And Yung Ching proceeded to shake hands
with himself. He went round, facing all the
juniors in turn, clasping and unclasping his
hands.

“Is this what he calls shaking hand-?"

*

I said. * You

grinned Watson. *“ I never saw such a
queer card!”
“ Off his rocker!” said Handforth pity-

“ Still, I'm not going to make a fus:
—it's not my business. If he wants to com~»
to St. I'rank’s, let him come. It wouldn't
be a bad idea to put him with Archie, in
Study No. 13. They'd make a ripping pair.”

Archie Glenthorne adjusted his monocle.

““ Absolutely!” he said. “ 1 mean to say,
dash it all! Absolutely not! I have an
idea, laddies, that Phipps would raise the
old objection. Phipps would preeceed to give
sundry expressions of opinion. You guther
the old trend? I'm not the chappie to bhe
impolite, and all,that, but there's a limit,
what? It simply couldn't be done, old
beans.  Absolutely imposs.! There's nix
doing af all!”’

ingly.



I said.

Archie,”
Ching’s ald right, but I don’t suppose he’ll

“Don’'t worry, ““ Yung ]
te planted in your study. Personally, 1
am rather pleased that he’s coming to St.
Frank’s. He’ll provide the Remove with
some amuzement.’’

Yung Ching himself was overjoyved.

Me had not particularly wanted to go to
the big school in Kent. After meeting the
tellows at the Crystal Palace, he had ex-
pressed a keen desire to become a scholar at
<t., Frank’'s. And so the whole thing was
arranged,

Mr. Tsen Wang hurried away very shortly
in order to make a number of necessary pur-
chases, for Yung Ching was going to the
old schooi without delay. Nelson Lee had
promised to escort him personally.

And soon after the Chinaman had gone I
}nppened to go to the consulting-room win-
dow and glance out into Gray's Inn Road
upon the busy traflic. Then 1 suddenly
nd ued hard.

*By jingo!” I muttered ten:zely.

Was it merely coincidence, or nad the fact
some signilicance? Outside, down on the
opposite :pa\ement two ill-dressed Orientals
were walking atong, and I knew m a moment
that they were Chinsese!

It <truck me at first that the thing was
merely a trick of chance. One can cgee
¢’hinamen in London at almost any time of
the day, particularly in the neighibourhood
of Commercial Road, or Wappmg, or Lime-
house. And for a pair of Chinks to be in
Gray’s Inn Road was not precisely startling.

It was only strange that they should
lappen to pass just at this moment—when
we had a Chinese boy on the premises who
had narrowly escaped kidnapping only a few
days earlier,

I had almost satisfied myself that I was
making something out of nothing, when I
caw that {he two Chinamen had paused,
“and were looking in a shop window. There
wias no law to prevent them doing this, of
course. But, having looked, they did not
procced on their way, but turned back.

And their gait was suggestive of the fact
that they were Kkilling time. They had no
particular objective in view. To put it
bluntiy, they were hanging about opposite
our abode! This meant that the Chinese
watchers .were interested in Yung Ching—
since it was fairly certain that they were
not interested in us,

And as I stood there, with Handforth and
the other juniors chattering hehind me, I
was lost in a short daydream.

There is always something mysterious and
inserutable about the Chinese. Both Nelson
Lee and I had good reason to know this.
And I could only regard the presence of
these two watching Chinamen as a sinister
omnen. After what had happened on Bank
Holiday, there could be not the slightest
doubt that Yung Ching was very much in
demand by certain of his own countrymen.

Why he should be was a mystery. And

the fact that he was coming to St. Frank’'s
seemed to hint that he would bring tho
mystery there with him., Tlrere was nothing
sinister about Yung Ching. Ile was a harm-
less, bland little fellow, and I couldn’t under-
stand why a!l this actlwty should be scb
afoot ovn his account. There was something
behind it all which remained obscure and
hidden.

I remembered how the guv’nor and I had
once heen nenaced by a deadly Chinexo
Tong—that is, a secret society—whose head-
quarters were in a big American city. Nel-
son Lee and I had heen hounded down from
place to place, until our lives had heen a
micery, It was this, in fact, that had
originally led to our going to St. Frank’s.
The danger from the Tong passed, but wo
remained at the old school. It would be
rather curious if we were once more. destined
to be associated with the mysterious
natives of China and their unfathomable
Ways.

Again T looked out of the window, after
shaking my=self into wakefulnezs. The two
Chinatien were still fhere. I went out of
the room, and found the guv'nor in the
laboratory.

“1 don’t want you to say T'm fanciful,
sir, but I think there are twao Chinks
uatching this place,” I said softly. ‘‘ They're
over the road—"’

“My dear Nl}‘)per I csaw them some
minutes ago,” mterrupted Nelson  Lec.
““ Yes. without question, they are watching

this liouse. 1 am not at all sure that I
have bheen wise in permitting Yung Ching to
come to St. Frank’s.”

.“?You think he’ll bring trouble withh him,
sir?”’

Nelson Lee looked grave.

“1 have not a doubt of
grimly.

‘“ Then why did you have anything to do
with Mr. Tsen Wang?’’ 1 asked, in surprisec.

‘* Because it is far better for the boy to
come to St. Frank’s, where he will have a
certain amount -of protectlon, at least,” said
Nelson Lee. * Mr. Wang is a gentleman,
Nipper—a highly important official at the
Chinese Embassy, and a man, 1 am con-
vinced, of absolutely honourable motives.
He would have sent Yung Ching to Holt-
dene College if I had refused entry into
St. Frank’s. And at Iloltdenme the poor lad
would have been utterly at the mercy of any
enemies who menaced him. At St. Frank’s
both you and I will be on the spot. It will
be our task to see that Yung Ching is pro-
teceted and guarded.” -

I whistled.

““ Phew! That's a Dbit of a tall order,
guv'nor,” I =aid. '*We can’t ke hanging
round the chap all day—"

‘““ That will not he necessary,” interrupted
Lee. ‘* There will be very little for you to
do, Nipper. I shall be there; and I rather
fancy that Yung Ching's enemies will get
something of a shock if they commence any

it!”” le replicd
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operations at St. Frank's. Under all the]
circumstances, my only course was to
arrange for Yung Ching to come to St.
Frank’s as a scholar. If he went elsewhere,
and harm came to him, I should never after-
wards forgive myself.”

I nodded.

“* That’s just it, sir,” I said. * You've
been practically foreed into it. But how do
you know that the Head will approve?”

‘““There are one or two vacancies this
torm, Nipper, and there is no reason why
any objection should be raised to the son of
a rich Chinese mandarin becoming a scholar
at the old school. 1In all our big pubilic
schools there are pupils from the far corners
of tha world—Chivese, .Indian, Japanese,
Brazilian, and others. St. Frank's does not
bar forelgner:, as you know.”

“Well, - if Yung Ching’s arrival at St.
I'rank’s brings .any oxcitement, I sha'n’t
mind,”’” T said cheerfully. ‘* We can do with
something like that to buck us up! Life's
preity slow unlers we have a few adventures:
sandwiched in here and there.”

But, as 1 uttered those words. T had no
poqsmu, idea of the startlingly bizarre hap-
penings which were destined to occur in the
immediate futurc.

————— ey

CIIAPTER II1I.
BEGINNING THE TERM WELL!
e

1 ELL, here we a:
again—what?"
Archie Glen-

thorne pansed just

inside the Triangle at St.

IFrank’s, and looked round

L tlnougl his monocle approv-
ingiy. IIe gently swi.hed his cane, and
siniled  with his usual serenity upon the

seene.

The spring afternoon was fine and sunny.,
and altogether sunimer-like. The sun shone
hritliantly, and St. ¥Frank’s was undoubtedly
looking its best. All the trees were gay in
{heir new plumage, fresh and green. The
grass was young .and healthy, and even the
ivy on the old walls looked different.

1 mean to say, back to the old spot!”
went on Archie pleasantly. *“ Once more we
{rickle into the priceless old precinets, and
no forth! Absolutely! Makes a chappie feel
nuiq't deucedly bucked, and ail that kind of
'” 1 3

andforth stared.

‘“ Bucked?’’ he repeated. * Blesszed
ean see anything to buck a chap up!”

“* Yards of freshness, and what not!”
Archie, sweeping his cane round. * You
grasp the old idea? Grass, and leaves, and
dwigs, and all that! T'resh, don’t you know!
(reen as the bally old sprmgtlme. like the
Pm-t chappie chats about., If a laddie is
ocling positively pipped, one glance is
aiflish! - Absolutely shoves him into. a dashed
urvortiment of high spmtd”

" You—you fathead!” Handforth

if I

said

said

St.

no difference!
Frank's looks just the same as ever—samo

witheringly.  * There's
oud Triangle—same old, ugly buildings—same
old trees, and the same old faces! I'm
jizgered ir I can see anything to rave about!
1 could build a better building any day!”

Church and McCiure grinned. Fortunately
they were hehind Handforth, and he didn't
notice it. Their famous leader had never
been remarkable for his appreciation of art.

Handforth was intensely material, and =«
stark. ugly skyscraper was just as Deautiful
to him as Westininster Abbey. Indeed, he
would probably have chosen the -kyscrap-er
as the most picturesque, and would have de-
claved. that Westminster Abbey was ¢ 0ld
and monldy, and only fit to be pulled down.”
Edward Oswald had no eye for the pic-
ture«que.  Archie evidently had.

“ Ahsolutely!” he agreed. * The same oid
cvervthing, dear one; but it gives you a
frightful bLuck fu look at ’em, don't you
know. Well, we're here—we’ve arrived. Once
again we ~ta.f..r,r.rer out of the offing, and pre-
zent ourselves at the old =eat of learning!
Work, as it were, has got to be done. Abso-
Jutely!™

“ Not to-day!” zaid (hureh. “ That’s ona
oood thing! No les:ons unitil the morning-—
and then only a giddy pretence! We sha’'n't
<hake down properlv until the heginning o/
next week. Tt's always easy the first few
davs of term.”

“0Oh, rather!” “ Abso-
Iutely, old top!”

“But vou've never heen here at the he-
oinning of a term, ass!” said Handforth.

* (radzooks?! That’s right, dear old fruit—
nositively correct!” s=aid Archie. ‘1t never
struck me that way. The old bean is some-
what sluggish, you know. The works require
a considerable amount of jogging, as it were.
Well, what abont it? What about trickling
indoors to the dear old comfort depart-
ment?”’

“* You mean the studiez?" .1 :ked MceClure.

““ Absolutelv.”

“ Yours mayv he a comfort departmem
but it doesn’t apply to many junior studies.’
said MeClure. “ Your room is like a giddy
paiace—all cushions and lounges and luxu-
rious carpets. Lucky chap you are, Archie!”

“Oh, rather!” agreed Archie. “ I mean
to sav, the dear old pater is always well
on the mark when it comes to supplying the
doubloons, Then, of course, there’s Phipps.
Good old Phipps! The old eyesight is fairly
weeping to cateh a glimpse of the dear old
sportsman. Adien, laddies! Au revoir, and
0 forth!”

Archie strolled off, and made his way into
the Ancient House. And Mandforth, in the
meantime, became the centre of a growing
crowd of juniors. He had enly arrived a
short time carlier, but Handforth meant to
te the ftirst to mlpart the only piece of news
{hat wasz worth voicing.

About two-thirds of the St. Frank's boys
had arrived. Others were coming in batches

agreed Archie.
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and in twos and threes, and singly, every
tive or ten minutes. They came by train and
by road, and they made quite a lot of noise
about 1t, too.

‘“ Jleard about the new chap?’” asked
Handforth, looking round. -
““* No,”” said De Valerie. 1 suppose

there's bound to be one or two fresh faces
at-the beginning of terin—there always are.
But they’re generally in the fags’® sectioi,
and we hardly notice ’em.”
““ I understand tihat thisc new chap is
coming into the Remove,” said IHandforth.
*“ Which new chap?” asked Hubbard.
““The one I mentioned——"’

‘“ Pathead !’ said Owen major. * You
haven’t mentioned anybody yet!”

Biff! | -

“ Yow—yarooooh!”” howled Owen muajor,

sitting down suddenly.

“*That’s for being cheeky!’”” cald Hand-
forth grimly. “ I'm starting the term well
this time. I'm going to make you chaps
thoroughly understand that I won't put up
with any rot. And I’'m not going to be
called a fathead by anybody!”

* You—you dangerous lunatic!’”’ shouted
Owen major, scrambling up. ** You ought
to be put in a padded cell. Ow—yow!"

Bifr!

Again Owen major went down, and the
watehing juniors grinned unzympatheticall§.

“1T warned you!” said Randforfh grufily.
“Pon’t- let it oceur again, my son! Now,
about this new kid. He’s Chinese—the awful
nerve! A Chink, you know! A ble:sed yellow-
skinned merchant!”

““ A Chinese boy, eh?” asked De Valerie.
“That's rather interesting—if it's true. I
can’t’ quite believe that——"’

‘““Can’t believe it?” roared Handforth.
“ ITaven't T just said =0?”

‘“ Yes, but——-"

“Haven’t I j(;{lst told you that a Chink is
coming here?”’ demmanded the leader of Stady
D. ** If you don’t believe it. say so! Call me
a liar, and finigh with it! TI'll jolly well
‘\yipe you up if %ou do! Go con—call me a
itar!” '

De Valerie grinned.

“ It’s safer to keep my thoughts to my-
ceif,”” he =aid calmly.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—youn awful rotter!”’ said IIandforth
witheringly. “ Youw're jolly well afraid to
put your thoughts into words, and so you
sneak out of it in that way! You ain't fit
to be punched!”

“Poor old Handy!” chuckled De Valerie.
‘““ Diddled out of another fistic victory. DBut
I’ve got an idea that if you punched ne
you'd jolly soon get a punch back! Better
wo easy, Handy, old son! By the way, is it
official about this Chinese hoy?”’

“Of course it’s oflicial,”” said Handforth.
‘““Mr. Lee’s bringing him down.”

“How do you know anything about it?”

inquired Hubbhard.
“Oh, wmy bhat!” groaned Handforth.

-

“You'’re like a set of giddy old waslier-
woinen! All you can do is to ask questions!
Nothing but questions—one after the other!
Simply pestering the life out of a chap!
Never heard anything like it!”

Armstrong shrugged his shoulders,

‘““ Blow the new Kkid!’’ he said. ‘* He doe=n't
interest us. About the cricket. We want to
do something extra good this year. We’'ve
got come first-class men, and I understand
that Nipper is keen upon getting the chaps
into training at once. I'm game, anyhow.”

““Same here!” sald De Valerie. *‘1It's
necessary to buck up, too. All the other
big schools are making extra big efforts this
summer, and we shall have to look alive 1o
keep our own end up.”

The juniors contiimed discussing the ail-
absorbing topic of cricket. And Handforth,
in the meantime, glared at them with grow.
ing indignation. His face grew redder aud
redder, and he fairly exploded at last.

‘““You rotter!” he beliowed violently.

‘“ Great Scott!” gaisped  Armsirong.
“ What’s the matter with you?”
“The matter!” roared Handforth.

‘“Haven’t I just told you that a Chinese bov
is coming into the Remove? Haven't I ju-t
given you the direct information? And all
youn can do is to ignore me, and talk abont
cricket!” ‘

The juniors regarded Handforth with well-
feigned blank astonishment.

“But you just called us a Iot of «id
washerwomen!’’ said Armstrong carelessly.
“You said that all we could do was to
pester you with questions. And just hecaun:e

1 we haven’'t kept it up, you go off the deep

end!”

Handforth snorted.

“ Youn rotters!” he snapped. “You've
heen doing this on purpose! Do you think T
care? Do you think it matters to me
whether you acsk questions or not? I wou’s
cay another word about the Chineze kid—not
a giddy syllable! He’s a queer little hounder,
and can’t speak a word of English!”

“T thought ycu said you weren't gaing
to mention him?” grinned Hubbard.

“ Rats!” said Handforth. ‘‘His name is
Yung Ching.”

“Yung Ching?” De
‘“ Ching what?”’

“ Ching nothing, you lunatic!” =aid Hand.
forth. *“ That’s his name—his surname.
His Christian name is Yung—Y-u-n-g!”

De Valerie smiled pityingly.

“It's about time Mr. Crowell took yon
in hand!”’ he remarked. *‘‘In the Remove,
and can’t spell the word *young'! It’6 not
‘y-u-n-g.” There's an ‘o’ in iit!”

‘“ You—you babbling ass!” howled Hand.
forth. “Do you think I can’t spell
‘young '? This Chink’s name is Yung—
without an ‘0.’ His name’s Yung Ching.
Yung is simply his Christian name.”

“But the Chinese aren't Christians!’® said
Armstrong. ' =

““ I¥a, hia, hat”

repeated Valerie.



Handforth fairly danced with rage.

“I don't mean his Christian name!”
hooted.

“ But you just said——"

“ Blow what I just «aid!”’ bellowed Hand-
forth. “ Yung is the kid's first name! And
Iic probably is a Christian, anyhow! Ie'-
in England—and speaks English——"

“So do I'” remarked Solomon Levi, with
a grin. ‘ Believe me, I was born in England,
and I'm English clean through. I talk
Fnglish, too. But I'm not a Christian, am
| A

““Ha, ha, hal”

Iandforth breathed hard, and clenclied his
fists. .

“ Who said you were a Christian?” he
shouted hoarscly. * Everybody knows yow're
a Jew! One 1ook at your face is enough——""

“ By my life!” said Levi. ‘' Leave my face
alone, you rubbish!”

“ Rubbish?’ howled Handforth.

“Yes!” said Solomon. ‘‘ My face may be
.a bit different from yours. DBelieve me, I'm
glad it is! The nose may be a little different
from the ordinary, but it’s a good one!
We've got to guess what the object iz In
the middle of your face!”

“1la, ha, hal”

“Good old Solly!"

llandforth pushed back his coat-sleeves.

‘““ That's done it!” he roared. *‘* My only
hhat! Insulted! Insulted on the first day of
term! I'll show you, my son! I’'ve made up
iy mind to start the termn well, and this is
a good opportunity!”

Swish!

Ilandforth’'s fist whizzed through the air,
hut Solomon Levi did not wait to receive it.
e briskly dodged aside, and as Handforth
stumbled forward something hard and bony
jarred against his chin. It was Solly’s
elenched fist. llandforth sat down on tne
paving-stones of the Triangle with a fearful
bhump.

“ Great pip!"”’ he gasped. ‘° What—what
was that?”

‘** That was yoy punching my nose!’’ said
Levi calmly.

“{la, ha, ha!"

““ You—you funny idiot!" howled Hand-
forth, as he Tose to his feet. “ I've
finished! I'm not going to waste any more
time on such fatheads as you! I've got
something better to do than that!”

‘“ That's right, Handy ’» began Church

‘“Who told you to interfere?” bawled
llandforth, turning on his faithful chum.
“ Take that for interfering!”

Crash?

Church took it all right,

he

He couldn’t very

well do anything else, for he was utterly.

unprepared for the tremendous punch which
landed on his nose. He staggered back-
wards, collided with Armstrong and Griffith,
and the three of them fell ‘n a heap. Hand-
forth looked on, and nodided.

**That's just the start!” he said grimly.

St

OCutside, down on the opposite
pavement, two ill-dressed Orientals
were walking along, and 1 knew in
a moment that they were Chinese.

“I think it is the finish, too, Handforth!'"”
exclaimed Mr. Crowell, from the rear.
‘“ H)ow dare you behave in that brutal man-
ner?”

Handforth turned, gasping, and found the

Form-master practically at his heels, and
looking very severe. Handforth had not
ohserved the approach of Mr. Crowell. Scme

of the other fellows had. But they just
wanted to see what would happen. And,
after all, it was up to Handy to keep his
eves open,
“I—1—— Hallg,
feebly. ** Jolly
you know——"

“That, Handforth, is scarcely true,” in-
terrupted Mr. Crowell drily. ** You'rc not
in the least pleased to see me! A moment
ago you attacked Churehh without provoca-
tion, and I cannot allow such an offence to
pass unnoticed—even to-day, when discipline
is neceszsarily slack. You will write me five
hundred lines!" '

[

sir!"” said
pleased fto

Handforth
t€C you, sir,
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Handforth starcd, and gave a gulp.

** But—but '

“1 do not want any excuses, Handforth,”
interrnpted Mr. Crowell curtly.. ** Nothing
that you say can make any difference. If
1 find you bullying your companions again,
1 shall be compelled to uce the cane!s

And the Form-master strode away, leaving -

Handforth limp and weak.

*“ Bullying!” he :zaid [aintly.
he unican me?” -

** Sounded like it!"” said Armstrong.

“ Did—did

“ But-—but I'm not a hully!” shouted
Mandiorth indignantly. ‘T hate builying

--1'm always the first chap to put it down!”

Handforth never was able to appreciate
the rfaet that punching his chums was
searcely a friendly proceeding. In  cold
truth, he bullicd them in the most atrocious
manner—from morning till night. But it
was not-the ordinary kind of bullying. Tle
sort of lorded it over them, and scemed to
regard himself as their father, or zuardian.
And if auything went wrong, they ** copped
out ’' strongly,

At heart, Handforth was as generous anid
a3 tender as a weman. But he was s0 im-
petuoits and so strong-headed that Tie used
his' muscular. power withont discretion. And
he never seemed to know when he went
beyond the limit.

“* The best thing we ean do is #0 get in-
doors, Handy,” suggested MeClure. * We've
vot Jots to do in the study, and if we stick

oud here these chaps'!l only make things
worse. Come on! Ianore them—it’s all they

deserve !”’

McClure winked predigicusly to the juniors
a3 he said this. But Mandforth didn't see
the wink. He nodded, and :niffed loudly.

“ By George!” he said. * You're right!
The fatheads ain't worth talking to! They'll
tind out that I .was right hefore long—when
this Chinese kid surns up. He can’'t speak
a word of Engiish ”

“ Five minutes agd you
spoak English,” said Levi.

said  he could

“Did I?”’ roared Handworth. ** Well, 1|
L}

“0Oh, come on!” growled Church Lastily.

They succeeded in dragging him  away,
and they managed to cart him along to
Study D in tho Remove passage, and get
him inside.

It was nearly tea-time, anyhow, and pre-
sently mos? of the juniors were in their
studies, celebrating the occasion witn a
regular royal spread. Tea was always a
luxurious meal the first day of term—when
funds were plentiful.

-And it was while the Triangle was quiet
and almost descrted that two figures turned
in at the gateway. Ome was tall and finely
built, and the other a' diminutive junior.
Nelsoy Leca =xd Yung Ching had arrived.

CHAPTER 1IV.
A STRANGER WITHIN THE

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
Iny Dback languidly in
one of the luxurious

GATES.

Vol

-

7 easy - chairs which
adorned his study. Close bhe-
side him stood a smal in-

laid mahogany table, with a
neat tray standing upon it containing a cup
of steaming hot tea, some thir bread-and-
butter, and a few fancy cakes.

‘““ Back again to the old life, what?” said
Archie pleasantly. *“ This, as it were, is
just what the young master likes so much!”

‘““Yes, sir,” said Phipps.

Archie’s man was standing 1espectfully in
the centre of the room. He had just brought
the tea-tray in, and he looked at Archic
without any cxpression upon his perfectly
controlled face. DBut hLie could not keep i
kind of fatherly light ocut of is eycs.

‘““ Everytiuing ail serene, Phipps?”’ went
on Archie, as he sipped the tea. -** I mean
to say, during my ahscence, and so forth?
No troubles, or strife, what? No little dif-
ficulties?"’

**No, sir—nothing,” said “ X
quite enjoyed the vacation, :ir.
“Good lad!” =aid Archie,
That’s the style, Phipps. Every time, don't
you know. 1f a chappie doesn’t bally well
enjoy himself—well, dash it all, life ain't,
worth living! Abgolutely not!”
“ Quite <o, sir,” said -Phipps.

you quite a lot, sir.” :

Archie sat forward, and adjusted his
monocle. 1t didn't strike him that Phipps
might have missed-him in more ways than
one. And there was certainly nothing in
the wvalet's tone to indicate that he im-
plied anything of that sors.

“By dashed Jove!’ said Archie.
missed me, what?”’

‘“Yes, to a certain extent, sir.”

‘“ Missed the cheery young voice, and 50
forth?” '

“Yes, sir.”

‘“ Well, don’t you know, that'’s priceless of
you, Phipps—absolutely!”’ exclaimed Archie,
regarding Phipps as though lie were some
zoological specimen ¢ Dash it all, absolutely
priceless! I medn to say, the man's human'!
Feelings, and all that kind of rot. Yards
of gloom when the young master is absent!’”’

“ It lhas bheen very quiet here, sir,”” gaid
Phipps. **I trust you ara now thoroughly
accustomed to this mode of life?”

“ Well, rather!”’ said Archie. * School,
and all that sort of thing, don’t you know.
Absolutely, Phipps! The old tutor stuff is
absolutely a washout—a bally back number,
if you understand what I mean, Dead and
finished, and what not! This, as it were,

Phipps.

"

“ Absolutcly!

“71 mniissed

“ You

is the life! -Every dashed time! Amony
the lads, what?” .
‘“ Exactly, eir,”’ said Phipps. ‘ Shall #

. retire now, sir?”



“ What!” =aid Archie. * What!
o say—what? Retire? But, dear
the hour is frightfully early-—-"

“[ mean, from the apartment, sir.”’

“Oh, ah! I grasp the trend!”’ said
Archie, cetting his cup down. * Dashed
ridic. of me not to tumble at first. Quite.
prepos., as you might say. The old bhean,
Phipps, is decidcdly sluggish. Large quunti-
ties of lubrication required. Retire, what?
Well, hardly, laddie. The fact is, it scothes
the old tissues to have you standing in the
oling to chat to!”

‘ Quite so, sir,”” said Phipps. ‘' By the
way, [ trust you ordered several suits frem
your tailor in ILondon, :ir? Our present
stock is somewhat low, and the warm
weather is practically upon us.”

Archie wagged a piece of
lutter.

“Trust me, Phigps—trust Archie wien
il comes to clothing, and what not!' he
said,  ““ The thing is done, old lad. The
thing, in fact, is positively accomplished!
A dozen suits, don't you know. Atl shades,
and so forth! The consignment will roll in
duaring the week.”

“T'm glad of that, sir,” said Phipps.
¢ Some more tea, sir? Certainly, sir!”

Phipps took Archie's cup, and silentiy re-
tired. As a rule, he hrought in tcapot
and sugar-basin and everything complete,
but things were rather upset on the first
day of term. Phipps, in fact, had not beean
expeeting Archic down until later on in the
evening.

The super knut of the Ancient House
was now in his element. To lounge about
in luxury was just his mark. And by the
time he had finished tea he decided that the
next item on the programme was a chort
nap.

‘*“ Forty of the hest, Phipps,” he remarked
drowsily. “ What? A short spell of the
good old dreamless, don't you know.
retire, and leave me in a state of repase
and sublime quictness!”

“1'm sorry, sir.” said Phipps. “ But I
should hardly advize a sleep now.”

‘““ O, but I mean to cay——"

“ 1t is rather late, sir, and the evening
ls scarcely the time for sleeping,”” said the
valet. *““ Moreover, sir, there are one or two
little duties I wish to perform. I must
tidy up, sir, and——"

“ But, dash it ali!”
“That can wait, old

THE NELSON

I mean)
laddie,

bread-and-

protested Archie.
tuiip! Absolutely!

what could I do if I trickled fort-h? Would
you cast the young master out of his
mietum?  Would you send him out into

the wilds, as it were?”

“ T was about to suggsast, sir, that you
Join the other gentlemen in the Common-
room,”’ said Phipps. ¢ Only for a brief spell,
wir—say, half an hour The apartment will
then be quite ready.”

Archie rosec with great reluctance.

* Frightfully beastly, to put it mildly!”

Kindlg‘#

he obscrved. ' Somewhat near the limit!

LEE LIBRARY '

Skating round tlie old hedge, what? I mean
to say, Phipps, this i3 pozitively foul! . The
old tissues are simply pleading for rest.

_ Archie wandered towards the door, look-
ing rather forlorn.

‘* No hope, Phipps?” he asked :adly. ¢ The
old order stan:ds?”’ ,

““ Hardly an arder, sir,” said Phipps. 1
think ¢ will he var better if you jcin the
voung gentlemen for a short period.”

““0Oh, well, there you are!” said Arch:e.
“That’s it, don’t you know. That, in fact,
is5 that! Cast out, and aly that kind of rot!
Turned away from the old hearth! I'm cut
up, Phippz. Positively wounded!”

And Archie lounged out, and made his
way sorrowfully down the passage towuard
the Remove Comimon-room. And while he
wuas thus engaged, Nelson ILee was with
Yung Ching in the Headmaster's stuady.

The Chinese boy, in fact, had just bee:
examined, and had come through the ordeal
quite creditably. On nearly all school sub-

jects he was surprisingly advanced, bis
Englislt being his weakest point. In geo-
graphy, arithmetic, general history, and

other subjects, he was practically as well in-
formed as the average Removite. But when
it came to Enclish grammar and spellinng, he
was liopeless.

““ Well, Ching, upon’ the whole I am quite
satisfied,”’ said Dr. Mulcolm Sbafford. *° 1
ghould hardly like te place yvou in the Third
Form. You will thereicre commence your
duties in the Remove.™

“ That will be the better plan,” said Ne:-
son Lee. “I am particularly anxious for
the 1ad to go into the Remove, as Nipper
will be able to associate with him daily.
And Yung Ching needs special attention
from my:zelf also.”

“So I understand, Mr. Tee,” said the
Head. “ 1 will leave it to you, of course,
as to which study the lad will occupy. Tle
matter really requires a little thought, since
it would be as well te place Ching with some
reliable boys who will set him a good ex-
ample.”

“ Quite s0,”” saidl Nelzon Lee. “ I have
decided that Ching shall sharce the end study
with Goodwin and Levi. They are both hoya
of sound commeon sense, «nd can be trustel
to look after their rew study-mate.”

Whiie this conversation was preeeeding,
Yung Ching himself was standing Ly. 1ook-
ing bland and smiling. Nothing appeared
to upset him. He took things as they caine,
and appeared to be perfectly happy. Lee
had explained all the circumstances to the
Head, and the latter had raised no objec-
tion to the Chinese boy remairing at St.
Frank's as a permanent scitnlar.

Mr. Tsen Wang,*of course, had paid the
school fees in advance —he had paid, in
fact, for a whole year. And he stated that
he was willing to meeb any extra expensges
that might arise.

At all events, Yung
scholar at St. Irank’s.

Ching wag now 2
He was a membeor
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of the Remove, and in the Ancient, House.

And, as Nelson "Lee had gaid, he was booked
to share the end study with Solomon Levi
and Pick Goodwin.

Both these boys were fellows of steady
habits, and they could be trusted not to
leand Yung Ching into any bad ways.
Furthermore they were just the kind of fel-
lows who would be patient. The Chinese
boy would soon settle down in the company
of his new study-mates.

Having concluded the interview with the
Head, Nelson Lee toot Yung Ching, and
they went to the lobby together. It had
heen the detective’s intention to take his
charge right te the end study in person.

But he decided against this, on second
thoughts. He met Chambers of the Fifth
in the lobby, and immediately handed over
Yung Ching into Chambers’ care. It would
he hetter Nelson Lee thought, to let the
new boy get into touch with his school-
fellows unhindered by the presence of a
master.

** Just one moment, Chambers!”’ said Nel-
«on Lee. ** Let me mt"oduce you to Yung
t*hing—a new boy this term.’

Lhambers of the Fifth regarded Yung
Ching without favour.

**Oh!” he said. ‘“ A Chinese kid, ch?
IHonour bright, sir, is he really comiug into
St. Frank's as a scholar?” _

** He is already here, Chambers,” smiled
Nelson lLee. *‘* And he will remain. 1 want
vou to do me a little favour, if you will.”

** Certainly, sir,”” said Chambers.

** Take Yung Ching along to the Remove
passage, and direet him to the end study,”
~aid Nelson Lee. ** That is to be his study
for the future. If you wilt introduce him
to his new companions I shall be obliged.”

** Right you are, sir—only too pleased,”
caid Chambers briskly. * Leave him to me,
and lie’ll. be all right, sir!”

““Thank you, Chambers,” said Nelson Lee.
“Did you understand that, Yung Ching?
This hoy will take you and direct you to
an apartment which will, in future, be your

b J

«tudy. I will see you later on regarding
~Jeeping  accommodation. At the wmcment
vou cannot do better thain become ac-

quainted with your schoolfellows.”

‘“ Heap plentee goodee!” said Yung Ching.
““ Me muchee pleused. Oh, yes! Allee samee
vn0od chopee. Me likee evelyt’ing plentee!”

**That's good, Ching,” =aid Nelson Lee,
<miling. P

Ite¢ walked away leaving the Chinese hoy
with Chambers. It was rather hard upon
the youngster, but there could be no doubt
that the sooner he got acquainted with the
Removites the better.

Chambers regarded Yung Ching with con-
siderable curiocity. And Yung Ching looked
at Chambers with his cheery, open smile.
He was apparently aware that the Fifth-
l‘mmer was scriitinising him very intently.
" You knowee me next timee!” he re-
marked softly,

e ———

}Yung Ching proudly.

‘was scmewhat !owering to engage in

“ Eh?’ said Chambers. ¢ Know you next
time? Why, you cheeky young sweep! And
do ycu mean to tell me that you’ve had tho
nerve to come to St. Frank’s as a pupil?
Why, you can’t speak Englizh any better

than a heathen!"
‘“ Speakee Engleesh muchee fine!” said

“I domn’t think!” =aid Chambers.
I can’t waste my time on you, myw lad.
end study, eh? All right! Follow me!”

“ Well,
The

He walked away, but Yung Ching re-
mained.

“Did you hear?”’ demanded Chambers,
turning. * Follow me!”

““No savvy!”’ said Yung Ching, shaking
his head.

‘““What! You don’'t understand?”

‘““No savvy!” said the Chinese hoy again.
‘““Flollow? Him stlange word, 1 t'inkec.
Not knowee!”

‘““My hat!” said Chambers.

to come with me. TUnderstand?

** You've. got
Come—with

{ —me! Do you catch on?”’

““ Oh, allee light—me savvy !’ said Yung
Ching. * Goee wita you? Him miean floi-
low? I savvy heap!” .

““Thank  goodness  for that!”  :aid
} Chambers. * Come on!”

Yung Ching followed promptly enough

now. And as they went along .the Remove
passage Chambers suddenly broke into &
grin,

‘““The end study, eh?” he murmured.
‘“ That's where Levi and Goodwin hang out.
But what about the other-end study-—at the
end of the Fifth-Form passage? That's
Glenthorne’s abode! Lee didn't say which
passage, and anybody is liable to make a
little mistake like that. There’s no reason
why I shouldn’t have a bit of fun with this
yellow kid! Rather undignified, of course,
but it doesn’t matter on the first day of
term !”’

Chambers couldn’t resist the temptatlon—-
aithough, as « semor he considered that it
any
cort of jape. But, as “he had said it was
the first day of term, and allowances could
be made, |

He grinned as he took Yung Ching straight
to the door of Archie’'s study—wlich, as
a matter of faet, was No. 13 in the Fifth-
Form passage. It -as at the end, and next
door to the end study of the Remove pas-
sage. The two --orridors were really one,
continuing with only A slight curve,

“Here we are,” said Chambers, as he
openced the door. “I'll imtroduce you to
your new—— Jiallo! Nobody at home!

All the better!” he added, under lLis breati,

This was bhetter than he had hoped for.
Archie’s etudy was empty, and Chambers
grinmed again as he thought of the little
wheeze. He would leave Yuno Ching here,
after telling him that it was his study. And
the Fifth Former had an idea that Archie
Glenthorne would have no little difliculty
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in explaining -to Yung Ching that he was in)

the wrong quarters.

“This is your study.” said Chambers,
speaking deliberately. “* Understand ?”

‘““ No savvy."”

“No savvy!” Well I'm hanged!” said
(‘hambers. “ Your study, you young aes!
Study—study! This is your room!"

[ getee you,” said Yung Ching brightly,
“My loom! Allee lightee! Me savvy one
timee! My loom! MeWwork here?”

‘“That’s jt,”” said Chambers. “This is
vour loom—your room, I mean! Blessed il
1 c¢an understand why you talk in that
Iingo! Well, Ching-ling-fow, this is where
you work, and where you play, and read,

and everything  else. In fact, it's yours.
You've got a study mate mnamed Glen-
thiorne.”

‘““Savvy lteapee geod!” s=aid Yung Ching.
““ Alice samce my loom. Workee—playee—
leadee! Much finee, I t’ink! Velly gcodee
lcom! Heap plentee nicee carpet—chuirs—
tables! Muchee good!”

‘“That's the idea,” said Chambers. ‘‘ Oh,
and there’s another thing. You've got a
man to look after you, a servant who’ll do
everything you order.
teil him what you want, and
Understand?” ,

“Me savvy,” said Yung Ching, nodding.
“ A slervant, man who dose allee samee [
ask. Takee order, and obey!”

‘““ tood for you, Chinky,” said Chambers.
“ You can understand better than I guve
you credit for. *“ Well, T must be moving.
Make yourself at home-—do just as you 4dike.
sit down .and wait wntil Archie comes in!”

And the Fifth Former, fearing that somas-
bhody might come, backed out into the pas-
sage, and closed the door, leaving Yung
Chirz within. Then he slipped oft to his
own studv, and waited just inside. Cham-
bers had an idea that there would bhe quite
a lot of fun in the very mear future.

Yung Ching walked round Archie's luxur-
ious study once or twice, examining the
various ornaments, rugs, and other expensive
mrticles of fTurniture which adorned the
apartment. '

‘“ Muchee fine,”” he murmured, at length.
$ Allee samee heap good!”

And then the door opened, and Phipps
came in, Phipps had already been doing a
little tidying up, and mow he arrived with
some clean <cushion covers to adorn the
founge. Archie’s man took a great pride in
the study. -

He came to an abrupt halt as he caught
sight of Yung Ching, who, by now, was
scated near the fire, with all the assurance
of **a man in possession.” But Yung
Ching jumped to his feet at once.

fTe bowed low. .

‘“Velly pleased!”’ he eaid softly. *“ Play
comee in, Mist’ Stlanger!’

Phipps was already in, and he locked at
the Chinese boy rather hard.

he’ll obey.

You've only got to |

()‘1
.

“What are
curiously.

Yung Clung bowed 1ower than ever. In
fuct., he almost scraped the floor with his
head. This was merely his mative polite-
ness.

“T makee you weicome to my miselabla
hovel!” he said. “ Muchee pleased to see

you doing here he askedl

You in my ‘letched levm!”
“Your ’letched loom!" repeated Phipps,
puzzled. “I don't understand, youngster.

What are you doing lLere?”

“This 1s my study-—my loem,” explaine.l
the new boy.

“0Oh, your rcom!”

‘“ Allce samee, yes!”

“I don't think it is!” excluimed Phipps.
“You've either made a mistake, or this is
your idea of being funny. Look here, young
man, [ den't know who you are, or why
you came into this apartment. What is
your name?”’ :

“Yung Ching,” said* the Chinese hay.
“My father., heap biggzee Mandalin in China.
Liclh potee in Hu-Kiang——"’

“I don't want to know who your father
iz, or anything ahout your people,” sabl
Phipps. I suppose you're 'a visitor?”

‘““ Me new pupil, comee here learnce
t'ings!”’

“Oh!" said Phipps, changing his toae
elightly. ** A pew pupil, sir. T dido’t quite
comprehend. DBegging vyour pardon, sir,
think there is some slight misunderstanding.
This .apartment belongs to Master Clen-
thorne—"’

‘““ No savvy,” said Yune Ching.

‘““You are in somebody else’s room T

“Oh, mo! You makee heap big mstuke..
This my loom——"

“ Pardon me for interrupting, but Master
Gienthorne will not be quite pleased when
he finds out that you have invaded his
study,” said Phipps. * If you will tell me
whe're you want to go, I will direct yuu,
sir.’

Yung Ching shrugged his shoulders.

““No savvy,” he repeated, with irritating
blandness.

“What,” exelaimad
hard. * No savvy?"

““Me here—stay!"”’

‘“Oh, you're going to stay, are you, sir?”
said Phipps. “I hardly think so. [ shall
be obliged if you will—"

“Me just lemember,”” put in Yung Ching
brightly. “You my man--my servant!
Allee samee good! Tetchee me dlink!
Makee tea and bling me one piecee big
cup! Me plentee thirsty!”

I’hipps nearly exploded. As a rule he was

Phipps, breathing

ae self-contained as a stone statue. It re-
quired a huge uphecaval to disturh the
equanimity of Phipps. And this, in his

opinion, was an upheaval of the most dras-

tic kind. '
Phipps was an orderly man, He liked

everything to be just so. And herc was a
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the sacred territory, and planting himseli
in it as though he was the cwner! Not only
tnat, he appeared to think that iie—Phipps
--was hie servant, |

““You are thirsty?” said Phipps politely.

*“ Plenfee muchee!’’

‘“ Then I suggest, sir, that you go to the
House Matron and ask for a drink!”’ said
I'hipps. ““ This study bhelongs to Master
t:.lenthorne, and it is no part of my duty to
wait’ upon you.” |

“No savvy,” said Yung Ching blandly.

“ You—you——" Phipps pulled himself
up, and became calm. * Will you please un-

rcw boy, and Chinese, above all, invadingl

derstand, sir, that it will be advisable for |\

you to go elsewhere?” he eaid, with forced
smoothness.

) Xo Sﬂ\’\_’)’,"
Lraadly,

Just for one moment Phipps was in immi-
nent peril of becoming an ordinary human
heing. He felt like dashing forward, grasp-
ing Yung Ching, and turning him headlong
out of the study. This constant repetition
of “no savvy "—was simply maddening. And
Yung Ching was calm and smiling all the
time,

The Chinese boy nodded.- _

* Me speakee Engleesh,” he replied.

** Then if you can speak English, you can
understaud it,”’. said Phipps triumphantly.
* This is not your study—not your room—
.nd you are intruding. Will you kindly
leave a& kool as possible?™ -

Yung Ciing grinmed, and
shoulders.

“ XNa savvy,” he murmured softly.

Phipps nearly swore. 1f such a thing had
heen a habit of his, he would have let fly
on the instant. But Phipps didn't swear.
At least, . Archie had never heard him swear,

“* You are trying my patience, sir,”” said
Phipps thickly,

My study,” said Yung Ching, waving his

hand.,  ** Allee mine! Miselable dwelling,
hut I not gotee hetter. You welcome in my
Inom! Me stayce here allee time., Muchee
comiortable.”
A 1I'm not going to eay any more, sir!”
exclaimed” Phipps. “* But I am fairly cer-
tain that you understand everything I bave
said to you. 1f you have Dleen told that
{#% is your study, the statement was in-
correct.”

**No savvy,” repeated Yung Ching calmly.

Phipps could have torn his hair out by
the roots. But, by a wmasterly effort of sclf-
control, he stood firm. The only sign he
rave was to turn slightly pale, and his nos-
irils diliated. |

“Very  well,
will sce.”

said Yung Ching, smiling

shrugged his

sir!” he exclaimed. “We

lutely!

{ rot!

He turned abruptly, and at that moment |
Archie appeared in the doorway. '

CHAPTER V.
SETTING THINGS RIGHT.

“ ALLO! Hallo! I mcan
to say,

hallo!” ex-
claimgd “Archioe
cheerily. “Visitors,

what? Or, to be exact, onc
ﬂ visitor. I trust, Phipps thut
' you Jemve done the honours
In my absence? Is everything all serene
now? Ready for the young master to trickle
In and spread himself ?”

‘" Quite ready, sir,”” said Phipps. ‘ But
this young gentleman is intrud.ng, eir., He

is______n

‘““Dash it all!” interrupted Archie. ‘“ 1
mean to say—intruding! Somewhat strong,
Phipps—rather terse, and all that! Abeo-

Gadzooks! 'The chappie appears to
he a bhit different from thep(g)t.her [l)ggs!”

“Archie screwed his monocle firmly into
his eye, and gazed at Yung Ching as directly
a3 his natural politeness would allow him
to. The Chinese hoy rcse, and howed Jlow
two or three times. Then he smiled broadly.

“ Muchee glad you comee!” he said.
‘“ Shakee hands!”

* Oh, rather!" said Archie.

He extended his hand, and then felt

rather lost. IFor Yung Ching proceeded to
shake hands with himself. Archie was not
aware of this Chinese custom, and he turned
slightly red.

By Jove!” _he said. * Conciderably em-
barrassing, and all that! Puts a chappie
off his stroke, don't you know. Makes him
feel somewhat at sea, and all that kind of
Still, we’ll let it pass.  Absolutely!
We'll allow it to slide. How are you, dear -
old fruit? How, as it wcre, goes it?”

. “Me allee light!” =said Yung Ciling
blandly. |

** Gadzooks !’ gasped Archie. * All alight!
I mean to say, sundry howls for the fire-
brigade!  Phipps, kindly produce the old
hose. I must remark, however, that the
chappie appears to be fairly extinguished!”

‘““He means he’s all right, sir,” said
Phipps. ‘*Just his way of putting it, sir.”

“ Oh, exactly,” said Archie. ¢ What-lo!
What-ho! So you're all right, dear old
thing? Good! That is to say. toppiug!
Kindly take a seat, and make the carcise
at home!” - |

“1 think master Ching has already doue
that, sir,”” sdid Phipps bitterly. =

““ Master Ching?’ repeated Archie,

*“ The young gentleman’s name, sir,
Yung Ching.”

¢« Oh, I gather the old line,” said Archic.
“ Young Ching, what? One of those chap-
pies out of the jolly old comic opera? Ab-
solutely! A lad from Japan! That's the
spot, that’s. the identical place! Tokio and
Yokobama, and what mot! Rather decent,

(Continued on page 25.)
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UNT BETSEY she come to the wedding for all

A she was so mad. She brought a present

ot a silk hedquilt which she patched her-

<elf. 1 told her I guess Lil was disappointed

canse 1 heard her say she expected Aunt Betsey
would give her a handsome silver tea-set.

Our Bess was named aiter her, so’s to kepe
the propty in the family, but I don’t kno who
Betty, the made, was called after. 11 ast her
~some day, when £ think of it. _

Aunt she flew up like a hen with his head cut
oft ; she said if she gave Bess a lca-sct that
wonld be enuff, shejguessed. .

She’d willed her money to the Orfan’s Home,
we shouldn’t enny of us tuch a sent of itt if a silk
hedauilt want good enuff for Lil, _

She s'posed she'd hare to give Bess something
‘cause she was her namcsake, but (ieorge
Washton never give me anything an’ I was
named afeer hin. ,

She said I°d made a mess of it as useyul, an
now she wouldn’t get a present when she
married the dockter, She said I was a marplot.
I ast her what that was ; if it was like a squirl
or woodchuck ; she said it had 2 legs an’ a
triteful busy tung. .

Thare's a new yung gentleman coming to
our honse, It’s my idee he comes to see Dess.
I ast [egs if she didn't think so 2, an’ she said
«he did.

They’d better make the most of him, for
<Jie's that old it's perfeckly ridicklus—23 last
Mav. I heard my mamma tell her oncest she
would go through the wood ’'n take - up with a
crooked stick at last, whatever that means.

The new. yung

man’s name is Mr.
Wilkins. Last night

I went into the par-

for where he an’

- . Bess was talking, an’

PR T went up to him an’

took a good look at
! sitipped into the
buggy, and got
under the seat.

himi. My, 2in’t he
funny ! Bess she

made a motion for
me to o away. 1

knew she dassent speke out, so I purtended nob
to see her. .

" How are you, my little man ? >’ sez he,

! am’t.a little man,” sez I. ““I'm a bhoy,
Did vou think I was Tom Thumb ?

e laffed,

I ast him ¢

" What is that shines so when you laff ?
Is it gold like that the dentist puts in Bess’
teeth 77

“You’re a funny hoy,” scz he, but he didn't
laugh so I could see¢ what it was shiny in his
mouth. ) ‘

* You are funny too,” said I. “.-What’s the
matter with your other eye, it don’t go like it
oucht to ? Isitglass?”

“ You arc very rude,” said Bess,
or I'll tell mamma.”

1 went away a little while, but I come back,
cause I wanted to find out what made his other
eyve not, go, an’ I stood an’ watched an’ watched
}iim till Bess said, afterwards,she thought she’d

V.

*“ Georgie,” sez she, as sweet as pie, *“ won't
you please go tell Betty to bring in some cake
and lemmonaid ? ”’

I came back agane just as soon as I told her,
cause the more I looked I could not make up my
mind what was the matter with his cye.

His bair was friteful red. So Bess she made
a scusc to go out in the sittin-room a minute,
an’ when she come in she said :

‘““ George, your mother wants you rite away.”

So I had to go, and mamma said it was awiul
impolite to stare at visitors.

* Then, mama,” I ast her, “ why don’t he
wind up his eye so 'twill go like his other one ? °2

Big folks,are very unreasonable to children §
stead of telling me, all she said was :

* It is your bedtime, George.”

" Mr., Wilkins comes here every other night
rezglar. ‘The dockter an’ Sue sit in the frunt
parior, he an® Bess sit in the back parlor.

Why don’t they all sit together ? He's
goin’ to take Bess a buggy ride to morrow after-
noon all by thurselves. 1 think they might
a asted me to go along, -

1 guess Tl go anyways|

““ Go away,

It- would De fun



to’hidc under the sete an® hear what he zays,
he’s got such a squeaky voice. 'l try to manage
it. Ide ast Johnny, too, only there won't be
room.

Mr. Wilkins, he drove up, all so grand, with
a ncw top buggy, an’ a black horse, with a ¢old-
mounted harnis, ’bout four o’'clock.

I was on the wotch around the corner of the
house, an’ when he went in the hall a minute to
lct ’em know he was there I slipped into the
‘buggy, an’ got under the seat, the &urtain come
down an’ consealed me from sight. |

My kneces were rather cramped. I fixed
mysell as good as I could, an’ kep as still as
deth while they got in.  He took the rancs, an’
we were oph. .

The horse he flue along until we were out of
the town as much as 8 miles. I was awful sorry
) | come along, cause 1 got tired bein’ squeazed
up in such tite quarters. O, how I aked.

When it was gettin’ chilly, and after sunset,
the horse he didn’t go so fast, he wolked along
so slow I thought I'd dve.

I had a big bunch of fire-crackers in my
pocket, an’ some matches, ’canuse I wanted to
hear what he was saving to Bess jus’ then 1
didn’t set ’em off. 1 could hardly think if his
cyes were not alike.

** My darling, darling Bessie,”’ sez he, as if
she was a baby ’bout six months old.

My sister she didn't say a word.

“You are not angry ?”’ ‘

Just as if there was enny thing in that to he
mad about! I s’pose he thought such an olc
girl wouldn’t like to be made a baby of.

And then he tolked to her a lot of sweet stuft
like she was a candy store, vou never heard !
Thinks I,Mister Wilkins, if she’d boxed yvour cars
like she has mine, you wouldn’t eall her duyv
an’ angel.

These girls that shake aw cuff their little
brothers so, never get mad, no matter what
the big7 boys do, I've notised that, but I thought
1 wouldn't say a word, he could have her it he
wanted to be such a fool.

“The dri goods business is reviving,” sz
he, after he’d called her his angel more'n a
duzzen times. ‘I think we might venture to
have a wedding sometime "bout Christmas.

Then DBess she sez

““I ncver did beleeve in long engagements.

"

(‘harles, so if you say Christmas I'll try hard to

get reddy.”

Then they didn't say nuthing for a minute
or two, and 1 heard suthin’ squcak a little,
Mebbe it was the wheel. I guess it was.

My nees hurt so I cannot say for surtain. 1
was to cold an’ hungry, and my elbows erainpted
I thought I'd scare Mr, Wilkins, so's to make
him hurry up.

“ Thiere's somethin’ under the scat.” sez
Bess. O, my* Oh, grashus! Oh, Charles,
I am sure it is a dog! ™

“ Don’t be alarmed,” scz he.
teet you with my li——
an it be ? 7’

*“ Oh, stop the horse!
gc7 Bess.

““ Let me sce what it is,” sez Mister Wilkins.
¢ felt around the sete : his hand went on my
hair. I bit his hand to make bim think I was

“1 will pro-
Ouch, wouch, what

Let me get out,”

--\
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You never herd such a racket—fizz —
fuss—split—crackle—sizzle—bang !

SR

a dox. “Ttis a dog!” cricd he—*a rabid
dos. He’s bit me. Oh, I will go mad!”

With that he jumped rite out and left my
sistm]- in. [That showed how much he loved
her!

The time was come, thought T, to have some
fun. He shan’t get inagane. The horse shall
take frite and run away with me an’ sis, thea
I'll crall out and stop him.

So I struck a match and lit the fire-crackoees.
and thru 'em under the horse’s heels, which went
off like a thousand ton of pnrick. You never
herd such a racket—fizz, fuss, split, crackle.
«izzle, bang'!

Bexs she velled : Mr. Wilkins he groaned ;
the horse run away like mad ; you never sce.
1 was awful scart mysel!. ‘

I called out and tride to get the ranes, but
thevy were down under the horse, and it was
dark as pitch. T expected nuthing but we
would both be Kkilled.

Rattle-te-bang ! we went, miles and miles,
Mr. Wilkins he was left in the rode, far, far
behind ; Bess sereamed every jump the animal
gave. I tell yu, it was fereful.

Prerty soon we bhegan to come into town,
where it waslite,  Men run out and tried to stop
us.  After a while the horse he run plump into
the livery-stable where he belonged.

Wasn’t he a knowing horse 7  Thare he stopt
rite still and trembled. The men they helped
us out. Then I said to Bess :

“ What for made you yell so ?
anyv danger,”’

“ George Hackett, is that you? I thought
it was a mad dog a-trying to bite mec all the
time. What was that made that noisc ? |
never was so fritencd.

“ You notty, wicked boy! You mife have
been the deth of me. You’ll get the awfullest
whipping you ever had in all your litre! 1 don’t
beleeve I'll ever, cver get over this nite.

“ Oh, Mister Livry-stabil-kceper, won't von
take another horse and go back for Mr. Wilkins
—he’s in the road somewhere, a few miles back.

¢ Oh, what a mercy that we weren’t smashed
into 10,000 peaces! Oh, I shall fante! You
bad, notty, troublesome lsoy : sec what you've
done. Your father'll give you fitts.”

“I didn't mean no harin,” said I; “I got
under the seat, to here whatMr., Wilkins would
talk about. I think if I cailed a girl a angel. 1
wouldn't jump out an’ leve her alone with o
mad dog.

“* Oho! He'll have the hyvdrafobia bad, won'’t
he 2 Mcbhke he's got it a'ready, he’s bli so bad 1

There wasn't
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| VISITING THE JOLLY

OLD

TAILOR.

By ARCHIE GLENTHORNE.

IRMNERSS, don't you know! Abso-
Iutely ! 1 mean to say, there's
nothing like it; and a chappie

hally well needs tons of the stuff when he
trickles round to interview the dear old
bufler who carves out the old serge, and
the flammel, and tho cheviot, and what-not !
‘Chere’s my tailor, you know Quite a
brainy cove and a decent sort. Cheory,
and all that. Makes a chappie feel fright-
fnlly comfortable, and so
forth.  Lures you into his
priceless old emporium and
procceds to put it across
you. The old tape-mea-
sure, 1 mean. Winds the
Jashed thing round your
waist-ime, runs it down
the old leg departinent,
and all that 1\]1](1 of rot !
And the dear old thing
puts 16 aecross you later
o, too, when lie sends in
tho imvoice, several vards
Jong and deucedly steep !
Somehow or other, tailors
appear to be frightiully
courageous chappies! |

for some days. I mean to say, I simply
had to make quantities of decisions.

Well, there it was; a priceless loungo
sutt with a loud check pattern. Just the
kind of thing to make a laddie look smart.
That was No. 1. Then I wanted a bluc
serge aflair with brecches, and a jolly
old Norfollc coat. Rather ripping idea,
what 2 Out of the common, and all that.
And, for hot days, I rather fancied a
dood old white f{lannel,
with gold buttons and blue
braid, and so forth.

Of course, the tailor
chappie proceeded to pro-
(luece rolls of the good old
material. Al the latest
shades, and that kind of
thing. I waved my hand
and remained firm. 1
mean to say, I took a
stand.  Absolutely ! 1n
fact. 1 put 1t to the laddie
clearly and concisely.

But, dash it all, a foellow
can’t be obstinate! He
simply must listen to
reason, and all that. The

imean  to - say, tons of I'winds the dashed thing | 12d proceeded to explain
nerve! You get the old | pound your waist-line, runs | that a Norfolk suit of blue
trend 7 Heroes, and so | it down the old leg depart- | serge was absolutely im.-
forth. Dash it all, if they | ment, and all that kind of | poss. Not the thing at
weren't  fearfully  brave, ) rot! all.  Positively out- of
they wouldn’t dare to date —nowhe'e near tl.o
make the headlong charge, what ¥ calendar, in fact.

Well, the other day, as it w ere, 1 As for & white suitt with blue braid and

slda«*eled round to Nac k\llle Street in the
old texi and pereolated into my tailor's.

Considerable quantities of bowing and
seraping, and what-not! Large *-Uppllej

of politeness !

Tailors have a deucedly foul habit of
foreing a chappie to have things he
doesn’t reully want. Of course, 1 put my
foot down on that sort of thing.
Intely § Fawrly shoved the old hoof down
forrnhly For example, 1 was determined
to have threo suits for the spring, and
I’d fixed 1t all up in the old mind. 1 don’t
ohject to admitting that the works in the

top sterey had been Vaozzing fairly rapidly |

Abso- ! :
: ' blighter was going to throw a few dozen

brass buttons, the poor old cove nearly
oxpired on the spot. Several assistants
rushing about for smelling-salts, if you
know what I mcan. And when he’ re-
covered, after large S.0.S. signals, he
huskily explained that the whole scheme
was literally poisonous. I can tell you, I
was deucedly startled. 1 mean to say, I
hadn’t had the faintest ink. that the poor

fits.

However, he gradually recovcred, and
explained that grey was tho right stuff—
grey flannel, without any ornamentations

(Continued on page 24.)



SCHOOLBOY HOWLERS,

Food for Thought.

The following ex-
tract from an essay
on Food—also from
the north—throws a
curious sidelight
upon rustic domestic
habits and diseipline,

" A very good and
nerrishin kind of
food is bacon ond beans for breakfost.
The beans have to be eai Ist, and the
bacon aftererds. If vou do not save your
bacon till you have eat your beans, vou will
he deservely punished. Also it yon do
not eat the skins.  The rind, after sucking,
15 all taken off the plates and put into the
swill tub for the pigs. "You must not eat
them. for they are not nerrishin. and might
stick 1u yvour inside like buttens.”

* * *

When There Were Few Board Schools.

In tho boys’ department of a lLondon
Board School. the piece taken for vecitation
wWas \lary How ctt s charmiig poem of
‘ Fatheris coming.’

It inay be remembered that the following
lines oceur in the picce :

“ Hurk ! hark ! T hear his footsieps now,
He's through the garden gate ; -
Qun little Bess, and ope the door,
And do not let him wait.

Tn connection with the third of these
lines, the teacher asked of onc of the lads :

“Why does Mary Howett write opec and
nHt open 27

And the pupil replicd confidently :

Because in those days there were not so
many DBoard Schools about, and people
couldn’t spell 20 well.”

* * *

Who Was Lord Beaconsfield ?

The following story seems to show that
country ' lads have a fixed idea that if n
mwan and woman are scen walkirg out
together arm in arm, they must either be
nugaged or married.

In an ovening school, tho teacher was
giving 4 chatty lesson to the youths on

Being a seriées of humorous stories about scholars
of various schools throughout the country.

VNN,

British statesmen, and other
Presently he said

our great
notabilities of history.
to one of the pupils

** You have heard of L.ord Beaconsficld,
of course 77

“ Oh. yes,” replied the lad.

““ Well, who was he 2

“The husband of Queen Yictoria !

T"ho master was so astonished at the
lad’s answer that it took him some httlo
time to recover himself. Seeing, howevcr,
{hat the lad was really serious, he asked :

“Whatever makes you think that ¢

‘*“ Because, sir,”” he answered, ‘‘wo
have a pictur at home whele him and her
are walkin’ art together.”

“Yes,” said the master, “ but that
should not lcad you to think they are man
and wife.”’

“ Oh, but,”

"

said the lad emphatically,

“she’s o ha.ngm on his arm ! 7’

On his way from school, the master
called in at the cottage where the lad hived,
and found that on the parlour wall there
really was a picture representing our latoe
heloved Queen walkiug with the great
statesman and leaning on his arm,.

* * *

Where Mr. Chamberlain Came From.

In composition lessons, hoys often show
much ingenuity not only in displaying all
the knowledge they possess, but likewiso
in hiding their ignorance. An amusing
instance of this 1s sent me by a north
country schoolmaster.

The bhoys had bheen set to write a-<hort,
essay on the Right Hon. Joseph Chainber-
lain. One lad, “who evidently could not
remember the name of the town Birming-
hain, or else did not feel safe about the
spelling of it, artfully evolved the following
sentence : ,

“ Mr. Chamberlain, who you often seo
with his glass in the pictures, comes
from that town ware they can make every .
thing from a ncedle to a steam ingine.’

* * *

“ Where 1s Ben Nevis ?”’ enquired the
examner. ‘“He am’t in our school,”
responded onc lad. ¢ There’s only Bcen
Smithers and Ben Robinson '



-~

THE PROBLEMS OF
TRACKETT GRIM

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

l By EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH.

GREASED LIGHTNING’S GREATEST RACE.

The ’Phone Call from Lord Rashpunter}
UZZ-BUZZ-BUZZ !
Tho telephone in Trackett Grim’s
consulting-room jangled noisily. It
was ten o'clock on a beautiful spring
morning, and the famous criminal detective
had just finished his breakfast.

‘“ Answer the ’phone, Splinter!™ he
said shortly.

Splinter, the wonderful young assistant,
dashed to the instrument, and then
looked across at Trackett Grim with
excitement glowing like red-hot coals in
Liis sparkling eyos,

“It's Lord Rashpunter, sir,”” he said.
““ He’s talking from Oldmarket.”

“Ah!” said Trackett Grim. * Irom
Oldmarket ! There are some big races
on to-day, I believe. I was thinking of
having a little flutter—ahem ! hat is
that, Splinter ? _

The great detective got up, went to
the tclephone, and listened.

“Is that Mr. Grim ? "’ came an agitated
voice. ¢ Ah, Mr. Grim, I need your help!
My horso, Greased Lightning, has been
doped ! ’

“Good heavens!” said Trackett (irim
hoarzely.

““I have risked all my fortune on this
horse, and, if it loses, I am a ruined man !
went  on Lord Rashpunter. 1 want
you to help mo! I want you to come
down here and expose the miscreants
who drugged Greased Lightning! It you
can do that, I can get the horse dis-
qualified and my fortune will he returned.
But if there is no evidence of villainy, the
horse will run, and it will lose ! "’

“ It might have lost in any case !’ said
Trackett Grim.

‘“* Nover !’ declared his Lordship. ¢ It
was & cert ! Nothing could have beaton
him ; he was bound to win! And now I
shall be ruined! Came to my aid, Mr.

Cirim, and T will give you half my winnings,
if Telick!?”
“ Have no fear!” said the detectivao,

“1 will come at once !

At the Great Race Meeting !

Trackett Crim spent ten busy minute
in his laboratory, and then dashed down
into his racing car, which was ready.
Then he speeded off for Oldmarket, whore
the big races were being held..

He arrived before the programme com-
menced, and found ILord Rashpuntor.
waiting for him in the paddock. Thix,
a3 everybody knows, 1s a kind of meadow
at the back of tho grand.-stand.

“ I am glad you have come, Mr. Grim !
salid Lord Rashpunter, who was a young
man with an anxious expression. My
enemies have beaten me! I'm whacked
to the wide! The chief plotter is Septimus
Snort, the trainer. Ile has bribed Light-
weight Larry, the jockeoy of the favourite
to boat me! It was Lightweight ILarry
who drugged Greased Iaghtning!”

“T.eave 1t to me!” said Traclkeit
Grim coolly. * I will examine the horso
and tell you what is to e done ! ”

They went along to the stable, and
found Greased Lightning looking very
rockv. Ho was obviously in a bad way,
He lcaned against the side of the stable,
and it was only with difficulty that he
opened his eyes. |

“Hm!” said Traekett Grim. “ The
horsc has been doped badly. Never mind ;
I will ride him myself, and win the hig
race !’

“You—vou will ride him ?”
the owner amazedly.

“Yes; I will defeat these scoundrels
by their own rascally methods!” said
Trackett Grim calmly. “They havo
adopted vile villainy, and I can boat
them at their own game |

asked



The Race!
The scene out on the race-course was a

lively ono; the crowds were stupendous.

There were hundreds of thousands of
people there, The grand-stand was black
with them, and the bookmakers wero
doing a roaring trade, Each had his
masstve book in front of him, making it
up feverishly,

The groeat race for the Thousand-Guinea
Prize and the Oldmarket Handicap was
about to be run. Greased Lightning was
an outsider, but Lord Rashpunter had
staked his fortune on the horse, and stood
to win a great sum. The betting on
Greased Lightning was 100 to 1 on—that
13 to say, Lord
Rashpunter would
get a2 hundred times
as much money as
he had staked. This,
of course, was pro-
viding that the horse
won, and that the
bookie had the cash,

The horses came
out—twenty of
them. Greased
Liglitning was led by
I.ord Rashpunter
and the trainer, andl
thoy were compelled
to hold the horso -
up, or it would have

fallen, Trackett
Grimm was in  the
saddle, -

)——:—-——-——l‘
He swiftly took out a hypodermic
syringe and plunged the needle into
Qroeasod Lightning’s neck.

Lord Rashpunter looked on despairingly,
and already his nervous fingers were
clutching & revolver, so that he could
blow his brains out. He watched his
staggering horse with panting breath.

Then Trackett Grim acted. He swiftly
took out & hypodermic syringe from his
breast-pocket and plunged the mneedlo
into Greascd Lightning’s neck. The horse
jumped two yards into the air, Trackett
Grim had injected a dose of marvellous
reviver which he had invented himself.
It was harmless—not a drug, but a
wond erful tonic,

Greased Lightning sprang forward amid
cries of dumb amazement. It was like
a horse possessed. 1t
tore down the course
and overtook the

-v

other horses with
0850, He roared
past the pack

Trackett Grim
smiling calmly at
Light-weight Lanmny
as he drew along-
side. The scoun-
drellyjockeyscowled
ficrcely.

Then Grecascd
Lightning increased
his pace. He swept
round the corner,
and, before the third
lap was commenced,
he overtooik theother
horses from the rear.

The race itself was a long one—ten times
-round the course. It was absolutely
obvious that Greased Lightning could not
even do one lap. .Indeed, it was doubtful
if he would get a start.

Trackett Grim kept his eyes well open,
and he did not fail to see the gloating face
of Septimus Snort leering over the railing,
'Yhe villainous troiner had done his
dirty work, and was waiting to see the
result. All his money had been placed on
Skinny Lizzio, a rank outsider who was
certain to win. Lightweight Larry was
ithe jockey, and Lightweight Larry was
roaring with laughter as he waited for
the signal to start.

Bang !

The pistol went off, and off went the
horses. Greased Lightning staggered,
rwayed drunkenly, and lurched forward.
''he other horses were mere specks in
the distance.

And then Trackett Grim played his
trump card !

Lightning Larry’s face worked with
insane passion, and as Trackett Grim
came up the jockey swung his horse round.
It seemed that a collision was certain,
and Trackett Grim and Greased Lightning
were doomed.

But the famous detective shouted a
word of encouragement, and the finc horse
sprang up and cleared the other mount
in one magnificent leap. Lightweight
Larryegnashed his teeth with foiled fury.

And Greased Lightning finished the
race splendidly, winning by a clecar two
laps and thirty lengths ! 1t was a wonderful
performance. Lord Rashpunter was over-
whelmed with delight and relief.

But Trackett C(rim had no time to
accept congratulations. He hurried to
the paddock, and thero, calm and serene,
was Splinter. Ho held a revolver, and he
was holding Reptimus Snort at bay.
And when Lightweight Larry eame in, h:
too, was arrestod.

Once again, Trackett Grim had scorell,
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VISITING THE JOLLY OLD
TAILOR.

(Continued from page 20.)

the
Not

And as for the loud check lounge,
idea was simply out of the ques.
only fearful, but hideous,
things of that kind.

Not that I was persuaded. Absolutely
not ! When Archic makes up his mind—
well, it’s mado. Nothing can shift it, if
vou grasp what I mean. I was absolutely
as firm as the old rocks.
to the old guns. And, don’t you know,
when I staggered out into Sackville Streot
again, | was fairly glowing with triumph.
Considerable consignmonts of victory,
as it wero.

The whito flannel suit was {o stands
only, as a concession, [ .allowed the
tatlor chappie to cut out the hrass buttons
end the braid ; and I didn’e raise the jolly
old dust when he suggosted just a little
modification in colour. Aftn all, a light
groy 1s practically the saine as \\h:te,

what ? Anyhow, I had my way. Abso-
lutely !

Then, with regard to the other two
suits. There: was przvtmf'llv no change at
all.  Simply reversod the old order, so to
sposk. + Tho blue serge was to bo the
Jounge suit, and the check tweed the
Norfolk. Dash it all, a chappie doesn’t

nced to quibble over triflos. 1 mean, life’s

fairly short, don’t you know.

And so I was jolly pleased with myself.
Well, rather ! T had visited the old tailor
(‘ha.pple and I'd conquored. Absolutely !

We all sympathise with Iatty Little.
It was rough luck to be dropped on just
2s he was par takmg of his mornmg snack
on Thursday. - But it was his own fault
for using gorgonzola cheese sandwiches.
When the fellows in the vicinity of Fatty
catne over faint, Mr. Crowell naturally
investigated.  Fally ncarly weptgq when
the rest of the sandwiches were consigned
to the fire. We expecled an explosion,
but the niff merely put the fire out.

* * 2

Owen major made an avwful ass of him-
self on Friday morning.  When Mr.
(‘rowell suddenly asked him. in the
geoglaphy lesson, where to find Cardiff
(‘ily, he replied that “ they'd gone up
North to play against Iiverton ! That’s
the ;\orﬁt of reading football notes dur-
ing loscons,

and several'

I insisted. I stuck |

RECIPES

By

IN RHYME

BOB CHRISTINE

Take a pair of fists like hams,
A mop of untidy hair,
And a big protriding jaw,
And eyes that ofien glale
Take a voice like a rusty foghorn,
And a frame as strong as a horee,
Serve up the lot together,
1t's Handy—served with sauce!

Take a pair of rimless glasses,
And hair that's mneatly brushed.
And trousers always creased,
And collars never crushed,
Take {he shiniest of toppers,
And spats without a stain.
(‘all it (‘onsommé Mlontie,
And serve it on a gold-nobbed cane!

Take a pack of worn-out cards,
And a few cheap cigarettes,

And three boys in a study,
Talking of racing debts

Add a lntlle essence of l\nts
And mix the lot up well.

And ~ail this nice dish Fullwood,
With trimmungs a la Bell !

Take a very genial ass
And all that sort of rot.
A jolly cld tulip as 1t were,
oo to speak and also what
Add a coloured dressing-gown
And a bit of a priceless old bean.
And serve in a cosy armchair,
As Archie Clenthorne, I wean!

not.

Take a pair of bulging checks,
And a couple of currventls for eyes.
Mix wilth a dozen jam tarts
And a score or so of mince pies.
Add in a few rich pastries,
Youell find that 1is qlute enough
After a three course lunch at St. TFrank’s
To make Fatty Little Puff!

Handforth will have to be more care-
ful. When he was told to open one of
the windows on Saturday morning, the
azs pushed up the lower sash—instead
of the upper—and the wind blew all Mr.
Crowell’'s papers off the desk. Then
Handy punched - Armstrong’s nose for
grinning, knocked over the inkpot on io
ariffith's trousers. and tripped over Pitt’s
foot. Some fellows can’t "heln being

| clumsy.
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what? Surprising quantities of knowledge,
Phipps.”’
‘* Quite so, sir, but

wrong,” satd Phipps.

. Y Wrong,” eaid Archie. ‘* Pardon
Phipps! Pardon me! Allow me to
that Tokio is a bally spot in Japan.
it all, my pater staggered
¢ld place only last year—"'

“*1 am aware of that, sir, but this yQung
gehfieman is a native of China.”
7 * Oh, precisely!” said Archie,. ‘“1 get
you, Phipps—I absolutely get you, laddie.
China, and all that? The spot where they
make the jolly old crackers and where they
grow considerable consignments of tea!”
** Yes, sir,” said Phipps. ‘' Master Ching
i¢ Chinese, sir.”

** Allee samee light!”’ agreed Yung Ching,
nodding.

“l beg your pardon,” said Archie. ‘‘ Sorry,
dear ¢old sportsman, hut I didn’t quite catch
the old utterance!”

‘“ Allec samee light,” repeated, the Chinese
boy. ‘“ Me comee flom China, My houou-
lable father big mandalin in Ngan-chau-fu.
] comee here for teachee things. Learnee
much! Go back heap plentee clever!”

“ Oh, rather,” said Archie vaguely.

He looked at Phipps for guidance, but
Vhipps had had quite enough of Yung Ching,
and steadfastly gazed in the opposite direc-
tion, Archie, extremely helpless, turned
hack to the visitor with much embarrass-
ment.

“ Deucedly pleased to see you, and all
that, but what, might I ask, is the pre-
cise scheme?’’ lie inquired. * That is to
kay, why the old visit? Kindly trot out the
idea, laddie!”

““ No savvy,” said Yung Ching.

you are slightly
me,
insist
Dash
acrcss to the

“« What! Dash it all;”’ said Argll.ie. |
didn’t quite cateh that, old dear!” o
* He means he daesn't understand, sir,”’

cxplained Phipps. _ .

‘ Absolutely !’ said Archie. ‘‘He fails to
prasp the argument But that's queer, isn’t
w? He speaks English in a perfect price-
less way. Surely the iaddie can gather the
{rend?” _ .

“ MakKee yvou welcome,” said Yung Ching.
“ Plenty glad to see you.” .

“ Thanks frightfully,”” said Archie.

*“ One piecec -pleased you comee,” went on
the Chinese boy. *‘Sittee down in my dis-
pustin, and miselable hovel!”

Archie’s monocle dropped out of his eye.

‘“ Great abhsolute Scott!” he ejaculated
blankly. I mean to say, disgusting hovel!
DNeucedly awful, what? Hardly what one
might desceribe as being an accurate state-
ment! And pray allov me to point out,
old dear, that this room s mine. Sorrow,
and all that, no offence. Absclutely

not!.

]

e

of

But we might as well stick to the old facts.
Don’t you think eo?” |

** This my loom,” said Yung Ching. “ My
studdy?”

" Eh? I mean to say, what?” exclaimed
Archie, * Your study?”

** Allee eamce, yes!"”

‘““ But, dash it all—-" ,

* Master Ching has been speaking in that
strain, sir, for some time,” said Phipps
patiently. *‘ He eeems to have the impres-
sion, sir, that this apartment is his. It is
most awkward, sin’ '

** Oh, rather,” agreed Archie. * Fright-
fully rotten, in fact! Makes a chappie go
all queer, don't you know. I don’t like tak-
ing the old firm stand, and all that, but
g;_ometlu_ng’s rot to be dome. Absolutely!
Something has positively got to be accom-
pliched.”

“So I imagine, sir.”

“ Well, Phipps, what about jit?”

““I beg your pardon. sir?”

**How about the old scheme?” asked
Archie. ‘*Pray get the brain department
into operation and trot out the idea! Some-
thing gentle, Phipps, something that can be
done without a Jlarge supply of violence!”

“I am afraid it i3 impossible to remove
Master Ching without laying hands upon
him, sir,”” eaid Phipps. * The young gen-
tleman insists upon misunderstanding what
we say to him, and will not realise that lie
is intruding.”

“That's frightfully rotten,” said Archie.

““ Most awkward, sir.”

“ A dashed delicate situash., if you know
what I mean,” went on Archie. ‘' Unless
you can make some suggestion, Phipps, I
am afraid 1 shall _be compelled to give sun-
dry yells for assistance.,”

“I think that is the only solutign, sir,”
eaid Phipps.

*“1 don’t like it, laddie. T don’t like do-
ing anything that might bc beneath the dig.
the Glenthornes. Perhaps we'd better
let the chappic remain? Wait until he tric-
kles forth ¢n his own, what?”

** I should hardly advise that, sir!”’

“But we can't push him out, as it were,”
sair Archie. * Utterly imposs., old walnut.
The ejection stunt cannot be attempted.
Totally rotten. 1It’s a bally mystery how
he arrived!"

*“I found him here when I entered the
study, sir,” said Phippe. *“I can only pre-
sume that he entered the apartment by ac-
cident-—-"

‘“ Plenty ’long!” interrupted Yumg Ching.
‘“Me comee here to stay. This my loom—
me makee youn welcome. Me likee it plentee!
One piecee fine! .Me stay here allee timeo
and not go!** -

And Yung Ching curled NWmself up in
Archie’s favourite - chair, and faced the
fire. Withont a doubt, he had taken {full
and complete possession., He was making
himsel? thoroughly at home,
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Arclhie looked at Phipps again, bhut Phipps
was regarding the settee with close atten-
tion. Archie lounged up to him, and eunk
his voice.

“ Urightfully rude to

whisper, but what

the deuce i3 a chappic to do?” he mur-
mured. * Rescue, Phipps! Kindly rally
round, and do scmething! This, a&s you,

might say, is positively poisonous!”
“1t 18 certainly uniortunate, sir.”

“ Absolutely putrid!” said Archie. * In-

vaded, by Jingo! And we can’'t shift the
frichtful bounder! Just.when I was keen

on forty of the old dreamless! FPhipps, you
simply must get the old bean into working-
crder and trot out a scheme!”

“[ can only suggoest, sir, that 1 suould

inform one of the masters—preferably Mr.
Nelson Lee—of the situation,”” said Puipps.
** Possibly Mr. Lee will be able to take some
action."”

Archie regarded Phipps wonderingly.

“ Amazing, old thing!” he said. ¢ Abso-
lutely priceless! That, | mean to say, is
pozitively the one and only! The absolute
stunt! Proceed to stazger forth in search
of Mr. Lee! Signal the old S$.0.8. in large
quantities!” ‘

* Yes, sir,” said Phipps promptly.

He was only too pleased to get out of
tlie study, and he hurried off. Archie turned
back to the visitor, and eved him uncer-
tainly. He didn't mind Yung Ching being
present.  But it certainly upset him a little
bit for the Chinese boy to blandly state
that this was his study, and that he was
going to stay in it. Worst of all, it was the
reference to the apartment as ‘‘a miser-
able hovel.” That was what cut Archie to
the quick, and made him wince.

“Man, he go?’ asked Yung Ching.
“ Allee samee pgood. No» wantee him. He
velly unpleasant man. Makee much talk,

My honoulable father's ser-

and do not’ing!
like that, or chopce off

vants no actee
head!”

““ Absolutely!” exchimed Archie. ¢ Chop
ot the old knob, what? A cheery old
Chinese custom, 1 believe. Absolutely! A

pleasant way of administering the old rod
of iron!”

““ No chopee oft head in England!” said
Yung Ching. *‘ Plentee safe here. Me likee
St. [lank’s heap much. Allee samee plentee
comfort!”’

** Oh, yards of it!" agreed Archie, as he
watched Yung Ching in his pet chair. ‘ Com-
fort in chunks. so to speak. You appear,
old top, to be making yourself deucedly at
home, what?®"

NSWER
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“ No savvy!” said Yung Ching blandly.
And then Archie was saved from further

torture by the welcame arrival of Nelson
Lee, with Phipps close behind.  Arch':
bowed with dignity as Lee entered. Yung

Ching got to his fect, and fairly grovelled.

‘““One chopee glid you comee!” he said.
““ Servant  heap plentee do not'ing! No
takee orders! Plntee bad man!"

‘“* That's rather stiff, what?” asked Archic.
‘““ Phipps, sir, has been having the very
deuce of a time with the Ching chappi-.
Kindly proceed to tell the frightful young
boil_ll'rzder that he's doing the old intruding
act!” :

‘* Leave it to me, Glenthorne,”” said Nelson
TLee. *“ Did Ching come here of his own ac-
cord, or was he broaght?”

““ Absolutely mot!”’ =aid
is to remark, cld darling,
We're groping, as it were.
found the laddie in pessession!
the spot!”

Nelson Lee nodded, and furned to Yung

Arcite.  * That
ve don't know!

Phipps simply
Ifairly on

Ching.

““ Hew did you get here, my boy?” he
asked.

“ No savvy!’ said Yung Ching, smiling.
‘“ Come, come! You .understand per-
fectly!” =eaid Nelson Lece grimly. * How

did you get into this study?”

‘“ Me comee here!” said the Chinese boyv.
““ Allee samee plentee nice! Me stopee here.
My looom—my study! Me likee it plentec!”

“I dare =ay you do!”’ said Nelson Lev,
“ But this is not your study, Ching, and yon
ought not to have come here. You esurely
must know that you have no right in this
room.”’ ;

“ No savvy!" said Yung Ching blandly.

Nelson Lee compressed his lips.

““ You need not think that you can take
refuge Dbehind that subterfuge,” Ching!” he
cxclaimed. ¢ Pretended ignorance will not
help you. But it is not my intention to
argue. You have come to the wrong study,
and you must leave it at omnce. Tollow
me!”’

Yung Ching made no attempt to do "so.

““ Do you hear, Ching?" asked Lee. ** Come
with me at once!”

“No -savvy!” said the “ Me
stayece here!”

“ That eclearly indicates that you do nindec-

Chinee.

stand!” exclaimed the detective-House-
master. * Don’'t be foolish, my boy. Your
own study is next door, and 1 intend in-

troducing you at once to your companions,
Come!” .

But Yung Ching made no move. Throngh-
out the whole time he had been smiling,
bland, and abecolutely . unafiected. It was
impossible to tell wiiat was going on in his
Oriental mind. But, as a sticker, Me wis
about the limit. Nelson Lee strongly su:-
pected that Chambers of the Fifth had de-
liberately brought Yung Ching to this study.
as a kind of joke.

And the detective wasted no further time.
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It was clear that the Chinese bhoy was
dcliberately failing to understand. And
there was only one method of dealing with
im. Lee couldn’t be angry—Ching’s smiling
face made such a thing impossible. Be-
sides, the Chincse boy was new to the school
and ltb ways.

Nelson Lee strode aceross the room, and
scized Ching by the arm. He pulled Uently,
and the vehlow skinned junior was compelled
to follow. Nelson Lee's grip was tight, in
spite of the gentle touch.

‘“Me 1no wantee
“ Me stayee here.”

** No, you will come with me, Ching,”
said Nelson Lee. * That's the way—1'm not
poing to hurt you, my boy. There hag been
a mistake, and this is not your room. You
will have another study close at hand:.”

go!” said Yung Ching.

““Me not undelstand!” murmured the
Chinece. ** Muchce solly go 'way!”

““ Not. so, dear laddie—absoluteiy!’ said
Archie softly. * Sorry, what? [ rather

think, Phipps, that the sorrow is one-sided,
#s you might say.”

‘“ Quite so, sir,”’ said Phipps.

‘““ Several furlongs of gladness on this old
scction, what?” wenv on Archie. * In fact,
a couple of dozen miles of relief! We
breathe again, laddie—we hoist the flag of
victory, and what not! The young master

i~ lord of his own castle once more? Tlie
heathen enemy is hurled forth!” |
“ It \\as a most difficult task, sir,”" caid

Phipps. ‘And Mr. Lee's appearance wag
most timely. I trust no further trouble will
uveeur.”’

‘* Absolutely!"’ said* Archie, into

his favourite chair.

In the meantime, Nelicn Lee had taken
Yung Ching next door—to the end study of
the Remove passage. It was just round
the bend, 2nd when Nelson Lee entered
the two rightful occapants were just getting
busy tidying up their books, unpacking per-
sonal belongings, and such 1light tasks of
that kind.

* Good-evening,
pleasantly.

* icod-evening, sir!’”’

Solomon Levi and Dieck Goodwin looked at
the Housemaster curiously for a moment,
and then transferred their attention to
Yung Ching. This .was the first time they
had secn the Chinese boy, and they were
riather interested.

They had heard about himn, of course, and
they knew that he had "arrived. '1‘hev
wondered why Nelson Lee had brought the
new hoy to this study. It never struck Liem
that Ching wuas to become their constant
companion.

‘“ Let me mtroduce you to your new
r{tudy chum, boys,” said Nelson Lee. 1
have decnded that Yung Chmg shall share
this room with you.”

“By my lite!” gasped Levi. *“J—-T——
Rorry, sir! You—you mean that this lozer

sinking

boys!”’ said Nelson Lee

-——— That—that this chap is to share our
study?”’
‘“ Kxactly, Levi.”

“By gum!'” exclaimed Goodwin. * Sithce
liere, sir, that’s a bit thick! We've heen
getting on gradely by ourselves, and-—-- I--

I dnn’t want to be impolite, sir, but 1 mean

Nelson Lec smiled as the two juniors re-
garded him in consternation,:

““1 can quite understand your natural cot-
cern, my lads,” he said. ‘‘ But. you need not
be alarmed. Yung Ching is a most harmless
little chap, and I do not think hLe will
cause you any trouble. I have chosen this
study for him because I want his companions
to be thoroughly reliable and honourable.”

The juniors +were flattered, but still
startled,
“ Thanks, sir,”’ said Solomon. ‘‘ Believe

me, things have been going along nicely in
this study for a long time. We’re not loek-
ing for any troubles, sir. And if you could
possibly find come other study for Ching

“T have decided that Yung Ching shall
remain  here,” interrupted Nelson Lee.
** Perhaps I was wrong. I am beginning to

fear that my judgment was misplaced. I am
not gratified by your attitude, beys. 1t is
scarcely gent]erranly to express such pro-

nounced animosity towards a boy who is
unknown to you——-"

‘“ Ay, look at that!’ interrupted Goodwin
quickly. ** By cum! Um :orry, sir—I didn't
want you to think anything of that sort,
tha knows! Ay, Soliy. we've been a bit
caddish!”

‘ Sure!”
right, Dick. It

Levi, nodding. *‘* You're
didn’t strike me like that
until 3r. Lee pointed it out. Yung Ching
is welcome to come in, sir,’” added Solly
readily. * We'lll make lnm :feel at home,
believe me!”’

““ That’s the right spirit, Levi,”” said Nel-
son Lee apprO\m"l} | thuuvht you bhoys
were made of different stuil. At aill everits,
give Yung Ching a fair trial. See how you
get on with him. I will come to you at the
end of the mwk, and agk how matters are
progressing.’

‘““'T'hank you, sir!”

“ Do you understand,

agreed

Ching?”’ aeked Nel-

son Lee.
¥ No savvy!” said Yunr' Ching Dblandly.
“Then I'm afraid you must learn the
facts from your new stuuy -mates,” said Lee.

“1 have no more time to waste on you, my
boy. These young gant'en*en will be your
constant companions in future, and thoy mll
tell you why you have becn brouvht lere.”
Nelson Lee nodded, and pass;d out of
he study. And Yuu;.: Ching, after looking

at the closed door for a moment, Turncd
and surveyed Dick Goodwin and Solcaion
Levi.

They, for their part, were regarding the
Chinese boy with a very careful scrurtiny.
He was rather small, but weld bul‘t STy,
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and quite European in general appearance. They proceeded with their unpacking, and

He wore*well-cut Etons; his feet were en-|studiously igrored Yung Ching. And the
cased in smart shoes, his linen was spotless, | Chinese hoy found things very different here
aund there was a smile on his yellow face| to what they lLad been in Archie’s apatrt-

which wouldn't come off. ment.

““ Alec * samce velly good!” said Yung| Finding himself left to his own devices,
Ching. * Heapee nice!™ he rapidly became intelligent.

“ What?"’ suid Levd, staring. ““Me goee!” he said suddenly.

““ Notce so lich us other loom, but plentee “Good!”’ replied Levi, as he piled some
comfo’tabie. Me getee on alle light in this | books on the shelf. * So long! Give my
loom! Velly pleased to meetee you!” love to mother!” |

Ching bowed low, advanced gravely, and ““ You not savvy!” said Ching. *'‘Me goee
then procecded to shake hands with himself. | to fetch bhooks and allee samiee helongings.
Havirg done this, he grinned with his opcn, | Me livee here, and me likee it one piecee
chicerful grin. Solomon Levi and Dick Good- | good.”
win found their consternation dying down. “That's all right, then,” said Levi. *‘1I
After all, there was something rather taking | think we’ll leave you in charge for the time
about this little Chinee. being, Chinky. Come on, Dick, we'll burz

‘““So you're booked to stay in here, eh?” | down to the common-room, and see how
said Levi, ¢ All right, sonny—we’ll “make things are going. -Believe me, I haven’t mey
you welcome. You've only got to bhehave| half the fellowy yet.”
yourself, and tnere’ll he no trouble. What And Dick Goodwin and Solomon T.evi
ab‘qui; your books and belongings?” walked out of the study, leaving Yung Chiny

.. No savvy!"" said Yung Ching coftly. in sole possession. The Chinese noy looked

. What! , very disappointed and forlorn. Without any

. Notee undlestand! o doubt, he was very fond of company, and

All - right—do the other thing!™ ex-| 1¢ liked to make out that he couldn’t unde:-
clubmed  Solomon cheeriully. * 1 expect|gtand what was being said. The chums uf

youwll underseand soon enough when it's|the end study had adopted just the right
necessary. Now then, Dick—chuck across | tactics to sharpen Yung Ching's wits.

those books of mine! We want to get .
straight.” . L (Continued on nexl page.)
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COMMENCING NEXT-WEEK !

The presentation of a magnificent Series of Real Photographs of
Famous Footbaliers to all readers of

The Nelson Lee Library

Two of these First Class Photos presented every week, beginning with :

J. Dimmmock and C. McKkay

(The 'Spurs). (Hudd, Town),

The story of the careers of these two well-known players will be
specially written for |

The Nelson Lee Librar
by a Foothall expert.

“y.%° THE YELLOW GRIP !

- — — i m—— - —— —— — s 4 8

STORY :
e S— |
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( Continued from pa. e 28.)

Arriving in the Common-room, Goodwin
pud Levi became aware of Handforth’s voice.
'Y'hhey had heard it from afar, in fact. And,
just as they entered, Handforth was push-
ing his fist beneath Teddy Long's nose.

** Another word, my son, and I'll swipe
you!”’ he said darkly.

“0Oh, but T say, it’s true!’ gasped Long.
“1 saw him as clear as anything--out in
the lane! A queer-looking chap, with a
yellow faece! And, before 1 could take
another look, the face vanished.’

. “You're sure about thie?”’ 1 asked, push-
ing Handy avcide.

‘“ Positive!" said Teddy Long. ‘ A horrible-
looking face, tco! All yellow and ecreased,
you know! 1t gave me a tremendous start,
I can tell you! And then, all at once, it
vanished into thin air!”

‘“ Rot!” snorted Handforth.
young ass !’

“ Don’t he a

“But it's trué!” shouted Teddy in-
dignantly.

He was c<honted down, and the matter
dropped. Tor Teddy Long was well known

to be the greatest little liar in the Ancient
House. He also had a vivid imagination,
and hiis word could never be regarded as
reliable.

I had come into the Common-room just
as the matter of the mysterious yellow face
was being discussed. And, notwithstanding
Teddy dong's reputation, I had an idea tuat
this time there was some truth in his story.

A~ yeilow face in tiie dusk of the evening
out in the lanc! Was it pure imagination
on Long's part, or had he reaily seen such
w face? A Chinaman! 'That was the ob-
vlous explanation. :

And 1 could not help thinking of thase
('hinese watchers outside Nelson lee's house.
in Gray’s Inn Road. Had they followed
Yung Ching down to St. Frank's?
so, what did it portend? _

In spite of my:elf, I {felt siightly uneasy.

/¢

——— ————

CHAPTER VI,
TilE DORMITORY MYSTERY!
DON'T  exactly know
what the scene was like
at the Tower of Babel,
‘but I imagine that the
Remove dormitory that night
miust lhave been very much
like it. - At all -events, the
i was **‘ positively foul,” as Archie would
have put it.

[, was the first night of the new term,
aml call strict rules -were greatly rtelaxed.
Nullnc went on m every part of the school,
i
Mot night privilege.

In the Remove dormitory all the fellows
were chatting, talking, shouting, and even
rerapping,  Yarns about the liolidays were

And, if

no objections were raised. It was a-

1

‘who’s

being exchanged by the dozer.—the majority
of them unwarrantably exaggerated.

Handforth was on the pomt of fighting
Armstrong and Griftith and Doyle and Hub.
bard and Owen major, and just a few others.
As he said himself- he was quite prepared to
to take on the whole crowd with one fist.
He had no quarrel with them—he simply
liked this sort of thing.

Church and McClure kept discreetly in the
background, With Handforth in such
mocod, he was quite ready to iunge into them
at any mcmcent, just for the sake of doing
comething,

And nobody seemed to think of uadressing
---with the possible exception of Yung Ching.
The Chinese hoy had come up with Levi and
GGoodwin., Having steered him succes:fully
into the dormitory, the chums of the end
stady considered thut they had performed
their duty. . '

And Yung Ching, having becn pointed ous
his own bed, lost no time in preparing for
slcep. A number of the juniors had at-
tempted to question him. They had talked
to him until they were fed-up. TFor practic-
ally all they could get in reply were the
two words ** No savvy.”

Yung Ching had a most effective way of
chioking off the eurious ones. And he evi-
dently wanted peace and quietness. lle got
it. After five eninutes had clapsed, he was
totally ignored.

Their he got into bed.

Just for a moment or two tie Chinese boy

had a kind of pained expression on his face.
He lay down betweea the sheets, put bhis
head on the pillow, and then he writhed -
about 'in a peculiar way.
‘“ Allee samee bad!” he murmured, sitting
up. -0
** Anything wrong, Ching?” I asked, look-
ing at him,

“Velly plicky,”
up his face.

“ Very what?”

“ Bed allee samece plicky!”

“ Plicky !’ 1 repeated. * Oh,

“ Plenty mucii!” said the Chinee.
skin hurtee!”’

*““Of all the nerve!”. exclaimed Handiorlh
indignantly. * Why, bur bheds are first-
class., Better than any beds in, #ther publie
schools! And this blessed Chink ¥omies here
and runs ’‘em down!”’

** Hurtee much!’ repeated Ching, serewing
up his face. ‘“Ow! No likee it! Me plefer
sleepee on floor! Muchee better!”

“Sleep on the floor!” exclaimed Levi, “By
my luck! This meshugener is about the
limit. 1 reckon ho was a bit touched when
he first came. You can believe me, he's
real meshuger!”

** Sugar!” said Handforth, staring.

“ Solly is using oune of the words of his.
own magnificent language,” I grinned. “I
know a few myself, a meshugener is a chap
up the loop, rather tonched,:

repiled  Ching, screwing

prickly I’
“ Makee
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“1 kvow a few others,” said Handforth, )

with a suniff, and gazing siguificantly at Solly.
** Language you call it? Great pip! 1t
sounds like somehody with lockjaw?!”

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!”’ _

The matter was not pursued, or Hand-
forth would have been fighting half the
form in another two minutes. We gave our
attention to Yung Ching. The Chinese boy
had taken off his blankets and quilt, and
was calmly proceeding to roll himself up on
the floor. And this . spectacle entirely d:ilove
all thoughts of battle out of Handforth's

nmind. He fairly paled as he stared at
Yung Ching.
‘“* Look at him!”’ he roared. ‘ Just look!

(roing to bed on the floor! Did you ever
cee such an insult? Grab him!”

The other juniors were quite ready, ‘and
Yung Ching was instantly seized, whirled
out of his blankets, and dumped upon the
hed.

“ Ow—wow—wow !’ he squealed wildly.

He was held down firmly, and the blan-

kets were put over him again, and he was
tucked up. And all the while he lay writh-
ing.

“ Blessed little coward!” said Handforth.
‘“ Howling because you are just touched.
You can’t make out the bed hurts you when
you fall into it!”

** Plentee much pain!” groaned Yung
Ching. ¢ Allee samee plicky!”’

“ Rats!” said Handforth gruflly.

He finished "his undressing, and, attired

in a new suit of pyjamas—which he had nos
even mentioned—he proceeded to walk up
and down the dormitory. He had
earthly reascn to do this. But it was quite
clear that Hanaforth was just allowing the

fellows to have a good view of his new
Py jamas. They were bright yellow
with greoen stripes, and several

juniors complained of blindness as he passed.
Fortunately for them, they did so in whis-
pers, or trouble would have followed.
Finally, Handforth arrived at his bed, flung
back the clothes, and leapt im. He always
did this, and his bed, in consequence, was
getting rather weak on its pins.

*“* Ow-yarcooooh!' howied Handforth
lently. .

Quickly as he got into bed, he emerged in
about half the time. He shot out, and
landed in a hecap on the floor. The rest of
us looked at him in absolute astonishment.

“Yow!” groaned Handforth weakly.

‘““ What's bitten you, you ass?” inquired

Pitt. -
Handforth,

vi0-

‘“ The—the bed!” said
ing. ‘ It-—it felt like bits of granite!
I flopped into it with all my weight!
my only hat!”

*“ Yarooooh!"

“ Yow-0000000p !’

“Ow—ow!”

These peculiar sounds came from three
different varts of the dermitery pracisely

point-
And
Oh,

no’

1at this!” '

H

at the same moment. I turned round, and
found Gullliver, Owen major and Armstrony
hastily leaving their beds. 1t seemed that
they, too, had suffered from some nyster-
iotus pain. .

I hurried forward, and {felt Handforth's
bed. It locked quite all right, with a beau-
tiful sheet covering the mattress. The top
bedclothes were rolled back. And as I felt
the bottom sheet, I discovered that appeat-
ances were very deceptive. Instead of beiny
smooth and soft, the bed was simply cue
mass of hard projections.

In a moment. I tore back the sheel.
Then I gasped. There, lying on the under-
Llanket, were hundreds of dried peas! They
were as hard as lead bullets, «wund erinkly.
Lying just under the thin shcet, they had
been invisible.  But anybody who suddenly
drops upon a bed of hard peas knows
exactly what 1t means!

** Well, I'm blessed!” I exclaimed. “Elook

“ Mine’s just the same!”’ gazped Church,
“And mine!”’ roared Jack Grey.
“Same here!’

Sheets were being pulled back by the
startled juniors, and in every case the r1c-
sult was the same. Then, suddenly I looked
at Yung Ching. He was sitting up. in his
own bed, gazing round with a forlorn ex:
pression on his usually bland face.

“ Michee pain,”” he murmured,
caught my eye.

““ Poor old Ching,”” 1 grinned.
chaps! No wonder he howled when® you
chucked him back into bed. And he was
right all the time. I reckon Lis bed must
be ‘velly plicky! ”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”
~ The laugh was not a very hearty one, how-
ever, for the juniors were extremely iu-
dignant, and most ¢f them were busily en-
gaged in the task of collecting the pens
and putting them safely away. At first
Handforth threw his on the floor, until he
trod on a couple with his bare foot.

According to Handy, he would now be a
cripple for life, and he hobbled about pain-
fully. But, at last, all the beds were
clcared of their unwelcome  intruders, and
the peas were put in a big heap up one
corner. There were pounds and pounds of
them.

“ Christine, of course,” I said grimly.
““ This is the work of our cheerful rivals of
the College House. Bob  Christine has
started early, and I can just imagine how
he's cackling now!” °

“ By George,”’ said Handforth. “ He
won't cackle to-morrow, when I get at him.”

“1 ought to have been cn the alert, too,”
I went on. “I noticed that Christine and
Cole were grinning a bit when I passed them
in the Triangle, half an hour before bed-
time. T expect they’d just finished their
deadly work.”

as he

‘“1 say, you
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“ A fine sqiid Hand-
it ali the

iump into

“ How did I

aim't you?”’
“You knew about
and you let me go and

leader,
farth bitterly.

time,
bed!”?
“You silly ass!” I snapped.

l-;n‘w?” _

*“Anybody with hraine wouid have found
it out in a tick,” said Handforth scath-
inuly. “If T had had a clue like thuat, I
«hould have known something was in the
wind—-""

““J seem to have a hazy idea, that you
were with me at the time, Handy,” 1 said.
Haudforth dropped the subject, and pro-
cecded to outline exactly what he meant to
do to Christine and Co. on the following
morning. 1{ he carried cut his threat, the

shining brilliantly, and 4 was possikle to
dimly e¢ee across the dormitory.

The school clock ehimed out the hour of
ten, and 1 was still awake. A few others
were awake, too. Bni the dormitory was
now seitling down for the night, and thore
fellows who  were still talking did so in
a sleepy, yawnrig kind of way. '

Teddy Long was cne of those who had
not dropped off. His hed was situated at
the extreme end_of the dormitory, and as he
turned over to settle himgelf for the night
he heard a distinet sound, a most myster
ious soun:d. And it proceeded from the cup-
board which was let into the wall at the
end of the hig room, Teddy Long's  beed
wag next to it.

was a low, whining noise, accompanied by a kind of fiuttering.

, He sat upright in bed, stared at the cupboard, and panted heavily. The sound ’

heroes of the College Ilouse would be just
sbout ready for burial. And Handforth
wanted Lo dash straight off on the warpath.
'The faet that it was nearly time for lights
out didn’t seem to worry him.

** Besides,” I puinted out, * Christine may
not he ine culprif at all. I'm pretty sure
he 15, but there’s mo actual proof. By to-
morrow we shall know, and then we can
m:tke the necessary reprisul. We certainly
«ha'n’t allow this to stand.”

Handforth was still talking about hix
plans when Morrow, of the Sixth arrived.
And Morrow proceeded to put the lights out.
All the juniors were in bed by now, and

Yung Ching was comfortable at last. He
announced {hat bhis bed was ‘“ullee light

now.” And Morrow departed,
dormitory in darkness.

At least it seemed to be in darkness at
first. But when our eyes grew accustomed

leaving the

to the gloom, we found that the stars were|]

He sat bolt upright in bed. stared 2&¢ the
cupboard, aml panted heavily. The scuond
was a low, whining noise, accompanied by a
kind of fluttering. And the whining was il
quivery. And then it died dowm into com-
plete silence. :

The spell seemed to he broken, and Teddy
Loug sereamed.

He let out a terrific Lowl of fright, dived
under the bedclothes, and covered himecif
up. Many fellows who had just dozed off sat
up in bed, startled. And 1 wee already out
on the Hoor.

I, too, had heard that =ame vhining
noise; but it had not seemed much to e,
for 1 was a greater distance away. At the
s:me time, the thing was most unaccount-
able, and I was jntent vpon making an im-
mediate examination. First o. all | pulled
back Teddy Long's bhedclothes, and cxposed
him.

**Ch, oh!” There's

he wailed. = Don't!
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--there’s & chost in that cupbeard! 1
heard it mouning, you know! It—it——""
“Dowt be a {rightened young aza!” 1
interrupted curtly. “There aren't such
things as ghosts. What you heard was
scmething ultmrether dl('fere-nt, and we'll

soon find out the truth.’

Several other fellows collected round me,
and one or two struck matches. But when
[ went to open the cupboard, I found it was

locked. And the key had been removed. It
was, therefore, quite impossible to see in-
&ide.

“That's queer,” [ said, frowning, * l've

never knowi thix cupboard to be lccked lLe-
fore. It's.only used for odds and ends, and
there’'s no earthly reason why it should be
secured. 1 don’t believe the scund came
from that cupboard at all—-—"’

“* Tt—it did!” panted Long faintly., ' I—
I heard it! An awful whining howl! [ tell
you it wasn’'t human, it was a ghost—"'

‘““ Rot!" <said Handforth sourly. et
hick to bed, vou young fathead!”

“T—I can’'t <leep any more——"'

‘““ Nomsense!"” 1 broke in sharply.
vet the wind up over nothing,
sound was probably caused h\
nouse,

“ It wasn't)”
have been!”

““1 didn't think so.
fhe remnrk in

““Don't
Long. That
a rat, or a

persisted Long. “* It couldn't

either. 1'd enly muade
order to quell the sudden

|

LEE LIBRARY

cutbreak of

rervousness. For Teddy Tong
was Dot the only fellow who shivered.
Other juniors had heard that sound. anal
although they did not say much, they were
affected. But the main body of the Remove
had heen asleep. 'They had only awakened
when Teddy Long screamed out.

 What's all ‘the blessed fuss about?” ile-
manded Tommy Watson sleepily. ** Why
don’t you asses get back to bed? What
rol.! Talking about ghosts! I'm not go-
ing to take any notice, anyhow."

Nearly all tha juniors returned to their
heds, but Teddy Loug he-qbated before +¢n-

tering  his,  Then, Jllk-b as he was standing
there, that sound came agcain, without
warnine, and now sounding louder.

It was not actually louder, it ounly seemed

&0 hecuuse ithe dermitory was quicter. Aud
the pe(uh.lr qlmerm._., wailing sound had o

mast  ecerie ard weird effect. 1t wuas bk
nothing on earth. .

“Help —help!” shrieked Teddy Iong
wildly, “Tt's a ghost!™

The noise he made was tremendous, und
he pelted down the dormitory as thouzh
hundreds of demons were at his leels.

“ Hold on, Long!” 1 shouted. “lone
hack—-""

But he was at the door, and le \'.-r(-r.f"hml
it open and literally hurled himself cut.utito

(Commued on page 33 )
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the corridor. Hc was screcaming at the top)

of his voice.

Overcome with terror, lLie clutched at the
wall, and sobbed for breath, And by now
almost every junior in the dormitory was
alert, and either out of bed, or sitting up.
Long had awakened the heaviest sleeper.

He had also awakened sundry prefects,
an:d one or two masters. They came hurry-
ing to the spot, filled with alarm and un-
certainty. The prefects were in their pyja-
mas. But Mr, Crowell, who was the first
master to show up, wuas practically dressed.
To get any story out of Teddy Long was
imnossible.

And while all this was going on, I had
another lcok at the cupboard, and made
a determined Qattempt to open the door.

But, in spite of all my efforts, it would not
hudge. .

l"gr a hrief instant I remembered Teddy
lung's story of a yellow face in the lane,
. Could one of Yung Ching's enemics have gct
into the cupboard? But I put the thought
nside as ridiculous and impossible.  There
was really no mnecessity to allow conjecture
to get beyond the hounds of reason.

In the first place, an outsider couldn't
have got into tlic dormitory. ln the second
place, even if he had accomplished that difti-
cult, feat, he would never have given himself
away by presenting a cheap imitation of a
piwst, He would have remained as silent
as o mouse . until we were all sleeping.

At the.,same time, I was greatly puzzled.
Tiien the lights of the dormitory were sud-
denly  switched full on. Turming,- I found
Vir. Crowell in the doorway, with Morrow
and Fenton and Wilson. The three prefects
vwere looking rather grim.

** Who's been scaring this kid?” demanded
Morrow, looking round sharply.

** There’s—there’s -somcthing i
hoard!” faltered Bell,

‘* Something in the cupbead?’ repeated
Mr Crowell. ‘“ What are you talking about,
my boy? All I can get out of Long is that
he has .seen, or heard a ghost. That is
arrant nonsense——"’

“ But we all heard it, sir!” wailed Enoch
snipe. ‘‘ It’s true, sir! A—a sound likc
somehody dying—""

. Be silent!”” commanded Mr. Crowell
enrtly. ¢ That sort of talk wom’t do any
pood, Snipe! Isn’t there anybody here who
ean give a sensible account of what took
place? 1 have not the slightest doubt that
the whole thing is an absurd exaggeration,
with no foumndation in fact.”

I eame forward.

** 1t’s rather strange, sir,” I said. ¢ You
vc¢, Long sleeps next to that cupboard at
{he end of the dormitory, and he’s a ner-
vous sort of kid at the best of times. Well,
a few minutes ago there was a most peculiar
sound in the cupboard—-"

‘“ A peculiar sound?"

“ Yes, sir!”

the cup-
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“ What kind of a sound?”

“It’s very hard to deecribe, sir,” T said.
“1t was rather qguivery and wailing, ant
it certainly scemed a hit uncanmy. I'm not
su_x‘:prised that Long was scared out of his
Wits.”’

“Hadn’t any of ycu sense c¢nough o open

the cupboard?” put im Fentgm.
" Yes,” 1 replied. ** But it's no good hav-
Ing sens¢ iif the door’s lockedd, and there's
no key! We can't get in. It's jolly pecu-
liar, and I'm keen on finding out the truth
as soon as poesible——"

‘““ Listen!” broke in Church, in a husheil
voice,

On the instant everybody in
ment became #s  still as mice. We all
stood stock still, listeming intently. Then,
clear in the strange hush, came that wailing
note, quivering on the air like the note of
a dying gale. Only it scemed exactly the
same as before. with no variaticn in note.

“ Bless my soul!™ ejaculated Mr, Croweil,
startled.
tIt—it does sound ratiier oxtraordinary,
sir!” said TFenton. ** We. ought to look in
that cupbeard without any delay, and——"

** Certainly,” agreed Mr. Crowell. * Go at
once out on the landing, and fetch the key
from that cupboard, all the locks are of
the same pattern, and the key is hound
to fit.”

Fenton hurried out, and when he returned

the apart-

with t-l‘le Key the stramge sounds had died
away. They bhadn't seemed half =0 cerie

in the full clectric light. Those kind
neises arc suitable to the darkmess,
Fenton went straight across to the cup-
!Joard, put the key in the Ioek, and turncd
it. There was a great deal of excitement,
and the juniors crowded round eagerly and

of

curiously.  They were hrave cnough now.
Fenton opened the door, Hung it back
and gazed inside,

“*Well, I'm hanged!”" he ejaculated
blLinkly.

The cupboard was emply, cxcept fer an
old, dilapidated looking clock. In spite of
its condition, it was evidently a good cue,
for the tick was practically imperceptible,
and not noticeahle at all when the deor
was closed. And it was fixed in a kind of
frame, with all sorts of contriviances.

“A  jape!” 1 shouted  itdignantly,
“ Look at this, you chaps!”

They crowded round excitediy. And in a
few minutes we found out the secret. and it
was certainly very ingenious. The clock was
one of thosec with an intermittent alarm.
That is to say, it rings a bell for a few
seconds and repeats this every two or three
minutes for perhaps half an hour, They are
made eXxp#essly for people who belicve in
lying in bed after the first warning. '

Christine and Co, were obviously tlie cul-
prits. After putting the peas in the heds,
they had put this contrivance in the cup-
hoard— set it to go off at ten- iust when
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the fellows were dropping oft to sicep.,

I'ixed to the hammer was a long piece of
thin wood, very light, with a knob at the
top. And, stretched across the framework
wag a taut string. which turned out to bhe
& well-rozined violin string. The bell of the
clock being removed, the result was surpris-
ingc. When the hammer vibrated, it c:fused
the wooden extension to quiver up and
down on the violin string, producing a
strange, shrill wailing sound. And this, of

course, had been repeated every two or
three minuces!
““ A sheer absurdity!” said Mr. Crowell

sourly. ¢ Take the thinzy away, Fenton, and
have it destroyed! I thought the whlole
matter was something ridiculous!”

He retired, after ordering us .all back to
bed. And as we snuggled between the sheets,
Teddy Long was chipped a great deal, and
all sorts of threats were uttered regarding
Christine and Cc. Without a doubf, the
College Housc fellows bad scored.

ey S ———

CHAPTER

ALARM IN THE NIGHT.

ING-dong-ding-deng!
D I half sat up in bed

VIL.

THE
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as the chimes sounded

Wy ‘ —on  the still air.
}- % Then came a single boom.
Ly e ‘““One o'clock!” I mur-
mured, s the solemn <ound

of the old clock died away. “ Now, I won-
der what the dickens eaused me to wake

up? It's not usual for me to have fitful
Tleﬂ)—-— Why, ballo! What the—— Oh, my
1It!”

I grinned in the gloom of the dormitory.

FFor at that moment I had discovered the
cause of my unaccustomed awakeming. Shift-
g my position slightly in bed, I felt some-
thing hard amd extremely - uncomfortable
just where I was lying.

“Onc of those giddy peas!” I muttered
indignantly.

This was the truth of it. In clearing the
peas out of the bed I had evidently missed
one of the little beggars. They are elusive
articles at the best of times. One of them
had probably rethained hidden in a ruck of
the blanket, and had then worked its way
cut, for the express purpose of causing me
irritation and discomfort.

I quietly hopped out of hed, and turned
down the bottom sheet. And there, sure
ctough, was the peu, possibly feeling quite
pleased with itself for having done its nefar-
icits work so thoroughly.

“ Little nuisance!' I muttered warmly.
“T'll shove you down Christine’s neck to-
morrow, just for luck!"

[ placed the offending article of vegetarian
diet on the chair by my hbed, and prepared
to hop hetween the sheets. And just at

thal moment ¢ faint, tiny little erack eame
to my ears. 1t was like the Dbreaking of o
small twig, and it sounded strangely close.

It was not like an animal to cause that
sound. And, anyhow, what animal woull
come into the Triangle abt one o’clock in
the morning? Turthermore. I was impressced
by the fact that the erock had seemed to
be quite near.

It came from the direction of the window
—I knew that much. 1 glanced out into thc
starry night. [t was by no means dark.
The stars were twinkling brilliantly, and,
although there was mo moon, it was pos-
sible to see down into the Triangle.

I padded softly in my bare feet to th»
nearest window—there were two in the
Remove dormitory. They were both opeun,
too, top and bottem. The mnight beine
tather still and close, the prefect on duty
had thought {it to give us plenty of I[re-i
air.

Cautiously, T puzhed my head out of the
window. ( glanced downwards to the
ground. Then, with & quick, silent intake
of breath, I drew my head in. I was ting-
Iimz from head to toc.

A dim figure was stealthily eclimbing tho
ivv-coloured walil!

In that onc brief instant I had seen his

figure, moving inch by inch up the ivy. The
figure was taking the eclimb easily and
steadily. Fortunately for me, he had not

looked up. and =0 he had no knowledge of
my presence. And he was still some distancs
below the window.

What could it mean?

Thewsound I had heard had obviously been
caused by a twig of ivy snapping. If I Dhad
been asleep the sound would never have dis-
turbed me, although I am a light sleeper.

But, by sheer chance., I happencd to he
awake and out of bed. It ix by fateful
trifles of this sort that big discoverics are
made. Not that this was a big dircovery.

I thougiit for a moment or two, tuen set
my teeth rather grimly. Could it he pos-
sible thut one of the College Hou:c¢ fellows
was daring to climb the ivy in order to per-
petrate another jape? Bob Christine, [
knew, was capable of all sorts of reckless-
ness once the mood took him. And he was
evident!y well on the war-path just now. We
had had proof of that. | ,

- But at one o’clock in the morning?

It seemed steep, and I begzan wondering
if this marauder could be somebody clse.
Anyhow, I decided that it would be hetter
if I had a companion. 1 was not scared, but
two of us could deal more effectively with
the climber when he arrived at the window.

Just at first I had an idea of awakening
Tommy Watson. But he was a heavy
sleeper, and generally made all sort- of queer
noises when he was awakened. 1f he made
even a single mutter now, the unknown out-
side would he warned.

So 1 decided upon Rezinald Pitt.
a chap who would wake 1up silently,

He was
and



be on the alert, too.
. be on the safec side. So I crossed like a
r;badow to Pitt’'s bed, and bent down over
yim.

** Reggie!” I whispered in his ear.

Pitt stirred slightly, and opencd his eyes.
The instant he did so I placed a hand coftly
over his mouth.

“Don’t make a sound!’ [ Threathed.
“ I'm Nipper, and therc’'s some mysterious
pame afoot.”

I took my hand away.

" All serene!” whispered Reggie,
on!” |

“Good man!” I murmured. * There’s
comebody <climbing up the ivy .outside—
coming straight for this window. I want
you to lhelp me when the bounder tries to
¢Jimb in. We'll collar him red-handed.”

‘“ Good enough!” breathed Pitt. " Who do
you think he is—a burglar?” '

“ Couldn’t say—but we'll soon find out.”

He slipped quietly out of bed, and, with-
out troubling to put anything on, he came
with me to the other window. We dare not
Jean out, but by going to the extreme end
of the window, wec could look out into the
night, and see the face of the wall. At
present it was quite Lare.

We waited, tense and alert, and everything
remained still and quiet. There was not
the slightest sign that a marauder was
ahout. At last Pitt nudged me, and placed
his mouth against my ear.

“Do you often have dreams like that?"" he
breathed.

I pulled his ear round to my mouth.

“Fathead!' 1 =:caid. ‘ Don't be
patient !”’ |

He grinned and nodded, but =till secmed
~ceptical. And I could hardly blame bim
for thinking that ¥ had drcamed the whole
(hing. There was not the slightest indica-
tion that trouble was about to come. And
vven I had no idea of the drarmatic incident
which was brewing.

“1T'm

im-

Suddenly, Pitt gripped my arm, and, at

the same moment, I knew the rcason for
his action. 1 caught sight of a dim shape
edging its way up the face of the building,
mech by inch, and as stealthily as a shadow.

Then 1 found myself wondering. Who was
this intruder?

Not Chrietine—not any member of St.
Frank's, in fact. There wasn’t a icllow who
cOuld perform this feat in such a miraculous
faghion. For it certainly was miraculous.
‘I'he ivy was not particularly thick, and foot-
hold was diflicult. But, most amazing of
al), was the fact that this unknown was per-
forming the climb without a perceptiblo
wound. That one cracking twig was the only
indication he had givex.

At length his fingers gripped the window-
sill, and then he pulled himself up until he
was in. a kneeling position. And now, ven-
furing to leok more closely, 1 fclt my heart
(hudding heavily against my ribs.

The intruder was a Chinamaa!

It was far better to,

I- was sure of it, aKHhough I could not see
him with any degrece of distinectness. Andl
he was wearing practically nothing! Ex-
cept for a pair of short knickers, which re-
sembled running shorts, tlie man was bare.
But over lhis shoulder there wasa slung a
little basket, aund apparently hield in posi-
tion by a string. .

I returned Pitt’s grip, and for a second
I wendered what we should do. This fellow
looked a pretty tough customer to tackle,
and he probably had a knife somewherc.
Finding himeself caught, he would not hesi-
tate to use his weapon. That he had come
after Yung Ching was perfectly clear.

As it happened, it was not necessary for
me to arrive at any decision. For just as
the Chinaman was preparing to ecnter, «a
startling thing oceurred. I saw the man
withdraw a knife from Ins middle, and he
placed this between his teeth--in readiness
for sinvister work.

Then, suddenly, he gave a mo:t peculiar
sound. It was a kind of subdued screan,
sounding enormousiy loud to us after the
intense silence, but not sufficicnt to awaken
any of the sleepers in the dormitory. 'The
scream was choked back almost before it
was uttered, and my skin felt all creepy at
the sound. And it was so utterly unaccouut-

able, too.
“ Good beavene!” T gasped thickly.
For, immediately following that tifled

seream, -the Chinaman seemed to go limp :in
every limbh. He toppled over bhackwards,
and vanmished. - Reginild Pitt and I stood
there, horrified.

Thud! |

We hcard it distincetly—the horrible sound
as the Chinaman struck the ground. 'The
distance was not vcry great, and any wiry
person could drop it, and probably escape
hroken hones. DBut this man had fallen in
a limp heap. What had cauvsed him w0 do
so was an utter and ahsolute mystery.

“ He—he’s fallen down!” muttered Pitt.
“ My gocdnese! The chap must have killed
nimself »?

“We'll goon zee!” T said tcusely.
on!’

“You're going down?”’ asked Pitt, graszp-
ing my arm.

“Yes! 1 replicd grimly. *“ That chap was
4 Chinaman, or I'll eat my hat! And
e came here for the purpose of killing Yung
Ching! He cither fainted, or s nerves gave
way. But we'll soon make sure.”’

With hardly a sound ac luft the dormi-
{ory, only pausing to throw a few clothcs on
and to don our slippers. Then we qiictly
and quickly desccnded the stairs. ,

1t was too much trouble to unbelt the hig
door of the Ancient House. So wc slipped
into the first study in tlhie Remove par:zage,
and cmerged by means o1 the winfoow. We
knew the cxact spot where the Thinaman
had fallen. |

And there he lay, huddled up, amd still.

As wce approached we nearly hesitated,

“ Come
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for we iustinetively knew that wce shouldy left the bhody.

see somethine terrible. Then we went "on,
and I bent down on my knees before the
motionless form.

One glance wag sufficient to tell me that
I had made no mistake. The man was
vellow—a native of China. He had fallen
loosely, appeared to have escaped all 1n-
jury. Therc was not a scratch on him, and
ho wounds. His head lay on his crooked
arm, just as he had fallen. .

-~ ¢ JIs he dead?” whispered Pitt huskily.

“ Yes,” I replied. ** No sign of life what-
ever!”

*“ Great Scottl” |

vitt stood there, and I knelt by the
Chinaman's side, and there was a tense
<ilence. How had this marander met his
death?® Not by falling from the vindow.
In my opinion, he had been dead when he
fell., Something had happened to pring the
fellow’s life to an end.

And then, as I bent closer, I started.

The truth was clear—1 discovered tie
seerct. For there, in the man’s neck, at the
rear, was something which any ordinary pe:-
<on would huve taken for a splinter of wood.
But I knew difterent—I had seen something
of this kind before. That splinter of wood
was a dart—and the end which was in the
man's neck had probably been coated with
a deadly poison.

I told Pitt, and he breathed hard.

« But—but who could have done it

asked hoarsely.

«“T don't know—evidently somebody who
wanted to stop the beggar from ge:ttmg
through the window,” 1 replied. * It’s an
absolute mystery. And we’'ve gob to tell
the guv'nor at once! This is too big for
us!”

Pitt was only too ready, and we hastened
back to the window, got inside, and hur-
ried across the lobby fo the staircase. But
before we could even start mounting, 3
figure came swiftly and silently down.

‘“ Look out!” I hissed quickly.

“ It's all right, Nipper—doa1't get excited:.”
came Nelson Lee’s smooth voice. I am
just coming down to see what is afoot:™

“ Guv'nor!” I exclaimed. ¢ How did you
Know?”’

““ 1 have not been mapping. as you appear
to . imagine,” replied Nelson Lee, who was
fully dressed. *“I heard the man fall, but
I did not descend immediatery, as I was
watching the Triangle. But your impetuous
descent has spoilt things, ['m afraid. 1
wanted to capture the men who caused
that fellow to fall.”

* Well, I'm blessed!' 1 said blankly.
“I'm sorry., sir! 1 had no idea that you
were up and awake. And you're right—it
would have been better to watch!”

““ Never mind."” said Nelson Lee.
not be helped.” ‘

We all hurried out into the Triangle
again, and went to the spot where we had

(),’
.

Le

“ 1t can-

We looked tound in amaze-
ment.

The Chinaman had vanished!

TH=

icoked
and

I asked. ¢ He

W

CHAPTER VIII.
MYSTERIOUS BUNCH OF FLOWERS.
ELSON LEE
: round grimly
searchingly.

_ “This is  extira-
ordinary!”  he  murinured.
“The body was here less
_ than three minutes ago, aul
-Ill?r“'r" it has seemingly vanisli~* into fthin

:: But—hut it's impossil:le, sir—--"

It cannot bhe impossible, Nipper, beeause
.l.t ’.has happened!’” broke in Lee sharply.
" What a pity it was you interfered! Yecar
intentions were good, I know, but if you hadl
not entered into the affair, | should stiil
have be:en watching, and I should have zeen
hotv this seeming miracle happened.”

o ”I’erh.lpa- the chap recovered, and scooted,
sir,” suggested Pitt.

‘““ How could le?”
dead!”

**1 am not convinced on that point, Nip-
per,” said Nelson Lee. “ In fact, 1 strongly
suspect that the man was alive '

I interrupted here, and told the guv'nor of
the little dart which I had seen sticking iu
the back of the Chinaman’s neck.

“Alil Then my conjecture was correct,”
said Lee. ‘‘ Perhaps that dart did kill him,
Nipper, but we Lave no guarantee of that.
It muay have been merely a drug which took
instant effect. 'There can be no doubt th:t
the fellow was carried away by some others
who were watching—his confederates.'

‘““But there ween't any——"

“I saw two, at least!” put in Lee grimly.
““But they did not send the dart, Nipper.
There is something about this which is very
mysterious and unaccountable. But you hoya
had better go to bed—"

“ Not likely, sir!’ 1 exclaimed. I want
to be in this thing!"’ :

““ Rather,” said Pitt. * Can't we search
the Triangle? Perhaps they’ve only shifted
the chiap into the shrubbery, or just beyond
the school wall, or under the old chestnuts?
We'd better make a search, sir!”

Nelson Lee -shook his head.

‘““ No, boys, I cannot allow it,”” lie said.
‘“ With poisoned darts about, it is alto-
gether too dangerous. 1 should never for-
cive myself if anything happened to ecither
of you. Go back indoors as quickly as pos-
siblc. You may wait at the window if you
like—but you must not remain out here.”

I made no attempt to argue. I knew the
fone in which Nelson Lece had spoken. It
was final.

And, after all, he was right. He couldn’t
afford to take any risks with us. I waws
guite prepared to be with the guv’'nor, but



And T couldn’t
We went back to the-'
study window, and climbed through.

‘“ It’s rotten, but we've got to. stick it,”

it was different with Pitt.
let: Pitt go in alone.

1 said. ** We'll stay here, and kecp watch.
I{ anything happens to the guv'nor, we shall
be ready:”

* Rather,” said Reggle. “ What a beastly
frost!” _

In the meantime, Nelson Lee was making
a systematlea search in the Triangle: ¥
went ' cautiously into the shrubbery, just
ngainst the monastery ruin:, but the re-
sulb of his search was blank. He found
nothing suspicious, and it was tlie same in
cvery other place tha’ he searched. ‘Chere
was not the slightest sign or indication that
shinamen had been within a hundred miles

‘He

of the place. These mysterious yellow night-

birds had disappeared as unaccountably as
they had come. We had only seen one bLut
Nelson Lee had bhecen more fortunate.

Nelson Lee worked his way back gradually
to the spot where the Chinamman had fallen—
immediately under the dormitory window.
And he was just on the point of giving up
all further effort when hle :uddenly bent
down and picked :omething up. 1t had Leen
lying close against the walk

He stood guite still for a 1aoment or two,
looking intently at the qbject he had found.
Then he came slowly towards the siudy
window, and ecntered. Having done s0, he
closed the window, and pulled down the
blind. i

‘* Switch on the light, Nipper,’
quietly.

1 did so with alaerity, and the study bhe-
came flooded with electric iight. It was
dazzling after the intense gloom which Iad
prevailed earlier. With much curiosity, 1
looked at the object in Nelson Lee’'s hand.

It was a small bunch of flowers.

** Why, I thought you’d found something
important, cir!” 1 :said, disappointedly.

“Unless T am mistaken, Nipper, this lictle
bunch of flowers is of paramount import-
ance,”” he said. * They were dropped hy
the {falling Chinaman, and missed by h:s
comrades when they picked him up.”

Lce cxamined the flowers more clo:ely in
the electric light, and both Pitt and I
Jooked at them, too. They were of a
peculiarly small variety, red in colour, with
slight traces of blue on the petals. T lLad
never seen flowers like them before, and
they rather reminded me of tropical lierbs
of some k:nd.

‘““ What are they. sir?” I asked curicusly.

‘““1 cannot tell you, Nipper,” replied Lee.
“ 1 can only say that they are of an Oriental
¢haracter, and were certainly produced in «a
hothouse. They are badly faded, but none
the lecs interesting for that.*”

The guv'nor placed fthie bunch to his nose,
but 1 grabbed his arm, and pulled it down.

“ Don’t, sir!” I exclaimed quickliy. °* They
may be poisoned!”

Nelson Lee smiled,

' be said

 he said smootnly.

““ Your supposition is justifiable, perhaps,”
he said smoothly. * But these Howers are
not poisoned, Nipper. That was not the ob-
ject of bringing them here. The 064258 aL
strangel’y pungent cmell, and tliey remind
me—’

The guv'nor paused abruptly. L
P.;‘tThcy remind you of what, sir:”’ asked

itt.

Nelson Lee made no reply. But, just for a
flash 1 say a look of horror creep into liig
eyes. I knew, in that smoment, thas he had
remembered. He Kknew wihy these flowers
had beesn brought, and what they p riended.

“ Well, ¢ir?” I asked quickiy. ** Wiat do
the flowers remind you of?”

1“1 cannot tell you., Nipper,” said Nelzo)
| Lee quictly.

“Do you know?”

k (X ] \ch.”

“Then why can't you tell us, guv'nor:' [
asked. *‘ You’ve already said {Nate tho
flowers aren’t poisoned- —"’

“ They are not poisoned.’”

‘“ But you suspect something <l:e, :ir?”?

““1 do not suspeet, Nipper—I kpow,” re-
plied Nelson Lee. ** However. I cannot tell
you what is in my mind. It would be un-
wige [or me to do so at this moment. Later
on, perhaps, you will know the truth., Isat,
my hoys, you were very Iucky.”’

* Lucky?” I asked, i1 surprize. “ When,
sir?”?

‘““ Witen vou went into the Triangle and
bent over the Chinaman.”

“I'm blesecd if I can sec how we were
lucky, sir,”” 1 exclaimed. * The whole thiny
1s simply an impenetrable mystery to me.
I can make neither head uor tale of it
What does it all mean?™

Nelson Lee took me by the <houlders.

“ Now, boys, you must go hack to hed.”
“Go to bhed, and :ay
nothing to the other boyvs of what has hajp-
lrened to-night. Most particular of all, do
not breathe a word to Yung Ching. I wounld
not like hina to know of these happonings. ™

“You can trust n¢ to keep mum, sir,”
said Pitt. |

“1 know t{hat, my boy,” exclaimed Jl.eo.
““In future Yung Ching will not :leep in
the dormitory—I will make special arrange-
ments, and have him with me in my own
hedroom. After what has happened to-
night, such an alteration is absolutely
essential.”” A

And co, shortly afterwards, Reginald Pitt
and [ went hack to the Remave dormitory.
The incident was over, and we slept zoundly
for tlie rest of the night. In the morning
it all seemed wunreal and nightmare-like.
We could hardly Lvelieve that it had really
happened.

But Yung Ching, the Chinee, wag besct
by uenknown perils, and it was only too
ohvious that we. were in fer some »inister
adventures and remarkable thril's in the

J

near future.
TIiE END.



-

)
p A
B -f"
= ' -
e [
. -

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Since Tom came to Mr. Wrasper's school,
both the principal and Foster Moore—the
usher—have tried to get rid of the boy.
Solitary confinement takes the place of
corporal punishment. By scheming, Moore
takes the place of the Head, who remains
on at the school as the usher. Tom learns
a few unsavoury facts about Moore, and
the ex-usher tries every desperate means
to get the boy out of the way.

(Now read on.)

Gy PE—— s

CHAPTER LI1I
The Marked Cards.

WELVE good men and true sat upon
the body of Diggles, in a lodal SCNSe,
and returned a verdiet of * wilful
murder against somc person or persons

unknown.”

It was the only possible verdict they could
return, for not a particle of evidence incriminat-
ing anyone was forthcoming.

Among those who attondod the inquest was
Iroster Moore. He kept well in the backeround
during the proceedings, his sallow face twitch-
ing nervously, and a furtne Iook in his cyes.

Within a few yards of him was Detective
Clark, making miyatal notes of everything and
_cvorybodv that came under his keen eye.
Foster Moore’s anxious demeanour did not
cscape the officer’s notice.

"The inquest was held in an upstairs room of
the little village inn, and when the verdicet had
becn returned Moore at once went down to the
bar and ordered a stiff dose of ncat brandy.
Having swallowed the spirit, he departed.

Outside, among the speetators awaiting the
isgue, was Rosy Ralph, no longer rosy. alas ! in
an ol battlechiair, drawn by one of the Ligger
lads ot the village.

OM TA RTAR

T §cHoOOL

’ }0 Harcourt Burrace

(The World’s Most Famous
School Story).

It was one of the luxuries provided for him by
Sir Claude Freshley, and this was his first pablic
] appearance sincce hIS illness.

Few peoplec would have misse:l his caair,
expectant face, and Detective ('lark, who Knew
the boy’s storw went up to him.,

‘““ How are vou my lad ? ”’ he said.

“ What do t’jury say ? > asked Ralph.

““ Oh, they’ve nothing against any body."”

“ Then feyther be all right,” said Ralph, with
a sigh of relief. -

“Your father!” said Detective Clark.
{ ¢ What has he to do with it ?

‘ Nothing, nothing,”” was the answer.

Ralph told the boy to go on and pull him past,
the school. He had no hope of sceing anyone he
knew, but he wanted to see the old place.

l{alph was very quiet, and it was said that he
looked a different boy. All the roughness, at
least, was knocked out of him.

Some of the old people who saw him snook
I thou' hcads.

“ He be about again,” they said ; ¢ bat, for
all that, he——""

And then they shook their heads again in a
portentous manner, which augured il for
Ralph’s worldly future.

The boys did not sce himn as he went by in hid
bathchair, but Woodcn Jerry did, and favoured
him with a scowl.

‘“So you’ve got about again, young feller ? **
he said.

“Yes,” repliecd Ralph.

“ Ah, ‘well ! *? said Wooden Jerry, shaking his
head. *““It’s a bit o’ luck, and vou hardly de-
sarved it, going agin your father as you did.”

“Who went agin my father 27 demanded
Ralph.

“You, of course,” said Wooden Jerry. * He
sayvs so—at least, I heerd so—1—I ”

Jerry stopped, and Ralph, who had been
looking closely at him, said :

“You’ve scen my feyther since I have, then,
Where be he 27

““I sce your father ? 7’ said Wooden Jerry
indienantly. ““ Not me ! I've nothin’ to do with
such a murderous villain.”

“ Lics won't help you
comes,”” said Ralph.

‘*“ What do you mean by my time coming ?

‘“ Why, the time when you will be punished,”
replicd Ralph quietly. ‘ Yoiw've got the mark
there,”” pointing to Jerry’s brow.,

|

’

when  your time
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(Continued from page 38.)

“What mark ? " asked Jerry, rubbing his
forehead with his coat sleeve.

*“Oh, you can’t rub it off ! ” said Ralph,
“‘it’s burnt in. T can sec it on many people.
Digeles had it. I've seen it on Mister Moore.
Oh, it’'s not to be wiped away ! ”

11c¢ held up his thin hand in a strange, weird
way, and Wooden Jcerry stepped back a pace,
shiveriilg, '

“You know you deserve it,” continued
Ralph, ** although you arc as much a fool as a
rozuce. You be a fool, Mr. Jerry, doin’ all sorts
o' work for people ; evil work, wicked work.”

1Ic motioned to the boy, and the bath-chair
went ons

“I'nat ’cre boy have got a evil eye,” muttered
Wooden Jerry, wiping his brow., * If he’d lived
vears ago he’d ha’ been burnt for witcheraft.
(iof. the mark! What mark 2 ” |

He felt so uncomtortable that when he got
hack to the house he stopped at a smnall lookina-
glass in the hall and had a good look at his
narrow forchead.

No mark was there that he could see, but the
non-discovery was very little relief to him.

\Vl_lil@ he was surveying himself he heard a
Iam’nlu}r buzz that told him school was over.
lixperience had taught him to recognise it from

nll other buzzes in connection with study. It

had an undercurrent of joy in it, just as if the

boys were saying, ‘ Thank goodness ! |
He stepped into the study to avoid them.
Before they had gone out of the hall IFoster

Moore appeared, and stared at him savagely.
*YWhat arc you doing here ?  he asked.

|

“I came in to get ofit of the way of the
boys,” replied Jerry.

Foster Moore sat down and glanced at tlic
drawer of the table. A bunch of keys was

aangling from the lock.

“1 was not aware I left them here,” he

'muttorod.

Opening the drawer he glanced at its conteuts,
and then wheeled sharply round.

“You thicf! ” he cried.

“ What did you say, sir 7 *” asked the startled

Jerry.

“You arc a thief!” ecried TFoster Moore,
“ You have talken somethiiing from this drawer.”

“ No-ot te-day,” staminiecred Wooden Jerry,
“ About a we-ck ago I took something,”

““Cards and dice, yon scoundrel ! ”’

“Ye-cq, sir. 1 took them to see

“ Go, get them at once,” said Foster Moore,
“or I will—I will—— XNow what did you do
with them ?2

“1I put them in my drawer in miy room. I
saw the cards were marked and--and——""

‘““ Get them!” ' ' '

“I don’t sece why I should.” said Wooden
Jerry, with sudden resolution. “ They were the-
};hings you robbed Mr. Wrasper with, and thg

aw ”?

‘“Hang the Jaw!” said TFoster Moore.
“Come with me and give them up.”

The stronger will prevailed, and Wooden
Jerry accompanicd IFoster Moorce to his own
Toomnl. | |

“I put them in there,” he’ said, pointing to
the top of a chest of drawers. '

*“ Is it locked ? 2

“ Yes,”

L3 )
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“ Unlock it then!”

Jerry, with a shakmf' hand, did so, and
opencd the drawer,

There was absolutely nothing in it.

The cards and dice were gone !
; ‘“ Somebody’s robbed mec ! >’ gasped Woodcen
Jerry.

Foster Moore said nothing, but dealt him a
blow that sent him recling ; then stalked from
the room.

CHAPTER LII1L.
Tom Talks to Mr. Wraspexr.

amazing. Day by day he grew more
cheerful ; more considerate and friendly
in his attitude towards thc boys.
As a matter of fact, his bitter experience at
the hands of ¥oster Moore had done him good.
The shock of his fall had shaken all the folly
out of him, and now that the worst had befallen,
and he was no longer a gambler, a great weight
scemed to have been lifted off his mind.

If ever he got the school back again, he was
resolved to be a better and a kinder master—to
really act up to the glowing terms oi his
prospectus.

On the cvening following the inquest on
Diggles, Mr. Wrasper went out for a walk, and
in a quiet lane about a mile from the school
came upon Tom Tartar, Sam Smith, Turrell,
and McLara.

The four boys were geated upon the ground,
conversing together in low tones.

““ Hallo, boys ! ”’ greeted Mr. Wrasper, with a
smnile, noticing that they seemed to start hali-
"mltlly at sight of him. ‘ Holding a council of
war, c¢h ? Plottmg somc¢ new prank against
Jerry Wood I expect.”

* No, sir," said Tom frankly, but looking a
trifle uncomfortable, all the samc. “° We were
talking about you, sir.’

Mr. Wrasper raised his cyebrows in surprise,
then said laughingly :

‘ In that case, Tartar, I hope your comments
have not been too severe. May I ask what
partncular side of my character you were
discussing ?

Tom glanced quickly at his chums.
Smith nodded.

“ Speak out, Tom,’” he said.
Wrasper won 't be offended.”

“ 1 think it will be better if we lcave Tom and
Mr. Wrasper alone together for a few minutes,”
sugf:,ested McLara.

* Is it so very important, then ? *»* asked Mr.
Wrasper, looki mff from one to the other.

“1 il think { can speak out bctter
sir,”” said Tom.

“ We'll wait for you at the end of the lane,”
said Sam Smith; and he and the other two
saunfered off.

““ Now, Tartar, what is it you wish to say ? *
asked Mr. Wragper, looking very puzaled

““I hardly Lnow how to be"m, sir,”” answered |
Tom. * You sce, I'm only a boy, and it may
scem awful chegk of me, but—but——"=

Tom broke oft abrtiptly, and putting his hand
in his pocket, drew out a small packet.

THE change in Mr. Wrasper was indeed

Sam

“T’m sure Mr.

alone,

n

“I reccived this.from a humble friend of
yours,” he said. * Will you look at it, pleasc ?"

Mr. Wrasper unfolded the parcel, disclosing
a well-worn pack of cards, a dice-box, and dice.

Slowly the colour faded from his face, and
his hands trembled.

““If this is meant as a revroach,” he said,
in quivering tones, ‘“ all I can say is, Tartar,
that it is not worthy of you. I have learnt to
look upon you as a noble, manly boy, generous
’{.)o vour fricnds, more than just'to your foes,

ut——"

“ Mr. Wrasper, surely you do not think I
mean to insult you ? ”

““ No, but is it kind to bring to my notice
evidence of my folly ? How can I hold up my
head again among you bovs ?

“ What you have done in the past,” said
Tom, “ is known to four of us. You have secn
all who arc in your secret, and they will keep it.
You need not fear anything from us. I will
tell you the reason I have in showing you these
things. You know them ?

“Too well! ”’ almost groaned Mr, Wrasper.

“Could you swear to them ? "’

¢ Indeed I could. UIlhd.DpllV, with too much
certainty.’

“ Don't say that,” said Tom, * fo: if you arp
surc about the things, it is only a question of
time when the school will be your own again.””

‘“ What do you mean ?

‘“ I mean that the cards are marked, and the
%ice loaded. FKoster Moore is a cheat,” said

om.

o Mr. Wrasper’s eyes lighted up with sudden
re.

“I always thought there was something
strange in his constantly winning ; but, Tartar,
this alone will not do.”

““ No,” said Tom, ‘“ I know that ; but I have
given you something to go on. Where did
Foster Moore come from 2

““1 do not know.”’

‘ Does he never get any letters from friends ?°°

‘““ None that I know of ; but he speaks like a-
man who knows London very well.”

““ It’s a large place,”’ Tom returned, * but, for
all that, you might find out something about
him. Mr. Wrasper, I've got it into my head
that this man Foster Moore has a very dark
side to his history. I am only a boy. ‘You are
a man, sir, and surely will be able to get to the
bottom of his story.’

“T'll try to,” said Mr, Wrasper, between hlS
tceth,

“ That he has a very dark side to his life
here I am sure,” continued Tom, “and I am
speaking of things outside the school. He
linked himself, as you know, with Powner the
Poacher. That was bad enough but h¢ has
done more than that.”

“ Tartar | What do you mean ? "

“ Who do you think murdered Diggles ? ”’

“ My suspicions,” said Mr. Wrasper, * natu-
ralty point to Powner.”

“ And mine to Foster Moore,” said Tom.
““ But I cannot prove it, nor is there an atom of
fvu(llcgce to support my belief, but I fcel sure
1e did jt.”:

(To be continued.)
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"] AM AN EX-SERVICE MAN

and it Has

Writes 2Mr. J. Hawkswell,

Increased my Income.”

of Monfgomery Street, Hammersmith: *“ By showing

me how to do odd jobs for the neighbours and my own houschold repairs at very
small cost. I cannot find words (o praisc ** THE AMATEUR MECHANIC,”

It Has Taught me Three Trades:
SHOEMAKING — CARPENTRY —— FRETWORK,

THE

Amateur Mechanic

.Iﬁ Sfmi:le. Non-Technical Language, with
‘** How-To-Do-It ’’ Pictures and Diagrams.

Presents 400 Practical Lessons

TRADES TAUGHT:

Inlaying °

ricture Restoring

Picture Framing - .

1?’olishing and Staining

Curtain Fitting

Colouring Metals

INlectrical Jobbing _

Painting and Decorating

Hilver Plating

(told Plating

Taxidermy (Stuffing
Birds and Animals)

Cur Dressing

I"laster Dressing

Leaded Glass Work

Motal Casting

I.,nying Concrete Floors

Bhoe Making

(llnss Blowing

Bont Iron Work

Mimple Bricklaying

(tinss Frosting

Hcissors Grinding

Nlactrotyping

Motal Turning )

(!elluloid Varnishing

Hign Writing

Motor Overhauling

Hookbinding

Hott Soldering

iIfard Soldering

MNretcutting

Motal Fretwork

Boat Building

Watch Cleaning

(!lock Cleaning

I'itting Electric Bzlls

Ete.

INCLUDING :
ITow to Paint and Pap-r a Room—tlow to Make a Corner
Cupboard--To Re-Seat Chairs—To Cpholster a Cowh 1o
LAMake an Ottoman Chair tfrom an Old Cask—To Water-
prootf Cloth--To Make Bamboo Furniture--T'o Repair Water
Taps—To Repair China—To Mend Jewellery—To Mend a
Piano--To Repair Broken Windows—Tao VYarnish a Violin,
ete.—To do French Polishing--To Make a Swanmer Housg--
To Build Poultry Houses, Sheds, cle.—To Make Boots and
Shoes—To do Simple Bricklaving—To TRepair a Ifole in
a Hot-Water Cylinder--Glazing Greenhouse Windows--1o
Make Beantiful Boxes--All Abont Mcelal Turners’ Lathes
and Other Tools—Fitring Swair Carpets—Repairing ‘Table
Knives and Forks—-Refitting Old Handles—To Make 2
Hot-Water Towel Rail—All About the Gramophione—To
Make a Gramophone Cabinei and Pedestal—To Install a
Speaking  Tube--Various Repairs and Improvements for
CCooking Ranges—To Fit a Ifood to a M:uileart or to a
Perambulator—How (o Join Two Pieces of Iron—To
Repair Plaster—-To Make a Barometer—To Make a Rack
for Brooms—All Kinds of Rustic Furniture for the Garden
—A Brickwork Pedestal for a Sundial--To Cure a Smoky
Chimney—Varnishing and Staining—-To Make an Over-door
Shelf—Te do Inlaid Work in Wood -Ornamental Cement
and Concerate Work—To Make a Folding Wand Camera—
To Build a Canvas Canoe -To Cement Maileart Tyres —
Gilass-blowing  and  Glissoworking—Mounting and’ Un-
monnting Photographs, ete.  ete. '

THIS IS MONEY-SAVING KNOWLEDGE.

Mr. LEONARD ROE, Quorn, Leicestershire,
writes: “ T have mended my wateh from 1he insiructions
given in ‘* The Amateur Mechanic,' though it has

" not been going for twelve months, Now 1 am eoineg to
restore the colonr of a pair of Brown Boots, Your
.\t't_i(-los on ‘ Miniatnre Electrie Lichting ? are veryv inter-
esting to me. T have already fitted up my evele with
clectrie light from the direcetions aiven in these Articles.”
Mr PALMART, Earl's Court, London, w.ilos:

' [-‘?110\\"111(-, ins{ructions; evervibhineg comes out true and
perfect,”’

" OUR FREE BOOKLET will tell you all about “ The Amateur Mechanie,”’
m

To The WAVERLEY BOOK CO.. LTD,

POST THIS FORM 96, Farringdon Street Lonaoé?‘%'jéfa,nept"'
AT ONCE 3™ §  sooiil, “Coniining Al i s i ot aied

Over 90,0600 people
have now bought

“The Amateur
Mechanic.”

atthors, ete., of * THE AMATEUR MECiANIC.”
also information ax to vour offer to =cnd tha Jomplefo
Work for a merely nominal first payment, the balance 1o
be paid by a few small monthly payments beginning
thirty days after delivery of Work. ‘
I . 5 D RO

(Send this form in unsealed envelope
with penny stamp or a postcard.)
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bBlack , o -
Mctal <@ =5 T
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You I'vess Trigs%cr and
out comes—relescope,
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Glasses, Compass

alnrror, Burning, Readiag and Magnifyving Glasses,
and Box of Knick-Knacks, all - 8-in-1.’ A
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