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““The Yellow Grip’’ is about Yung Ching, a Chinese boy, who
comes to St. Frank’s in order to ‘flee from the wrath of his
countrymen. He is placed under the watchful care of Nelson
Lee. But danger lurks ahead, and the famous Schooimaster
Detective finds himself pitted against a powerful, secret Chinese
organisation. By the author of ‘‘The Mystery of Handforth’s
Pater,” ‘‘The Fun of the Fair,” ‘Yung Ching, the Chinee,”
and many other fine stories.
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| (THE NARRATIVE RELATED
| THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER).

CHAPTER 1.
FATIY ON THE TRAIL.

ATTY LITTLE, of the Remove at St

< I'rank’s, rolled aleng the junior pas-

sage in the Ancient House, and

thouglitfully rubbed some  crumbs

away frem his mouth. - He had just left

Mrs. Hake's little shop in the corner of the
Triancle, and Lis last penny was gone.

It was nearly tea-tiine, and the carly May
sunshine was streaming in through the win-
dows. It was a glorious afternoon. But
Fatty had no thoughts for the weather.
He was hungry. |

He knew that it was useless going to |44
Study L, which he shared with the Trot- //‘
wood twins. They were away, having gone /
out to Banningtcocn immediately after lessons. ]
And Study L was -bare.




®

Strietly speaking, Fatty ought not to have
been hungry at all. He had just consumed
about three bheef pies, half-a-dozen dough-
nuts, a number of jam-tarts, a few buns
and a quantity of biscuits. He had spent
his last coin in the tuck shop, and he wus
still hungry.

Of course, he could go into Hall for tea.
But what was there? Bread and butter
and a cup of tea! Failing all else, Fatty
would resort to this last desperate plan.
But there were other chances.

He opened the door of Study E, and
looked in. Regmald Pitt and Jaek Grey
and Timothy Tucker were just sitting down
to tea, The table looked inviting Sardines,

cucumber, water-cress, salmon-and-shrimp
paste, cakes and jam. Fatty sidled into the
apartment. ,

“ Nothing doin, Fatty!" said Pitt briskly.

“Eh? I—I just popped in &

“ Good!” interrupted Reggie. ** Now you
can pop out again, my son. Thie grub here

is exactly suflicient for three healthy appe-
tites. If we shared it into four, your whack
would be a mere mouthful to you, and as
good as useless. And we're mnot charing.
It can't he did!” ;

* I—I thought you might like me to join
in,”’ said Fatty hopefully.

*“ Oh, rather!” grinned Jack Grey. W e've
only got to look away for half a jiffy, and
the table will be cleared in one blessed go!
Buzz, my lad! Try somewhere else! Plant
ynurself on Arcliie!”

Fatty gazed sorrowfully at the table, and
departed. He tried Study D, and found
Handforth and Co. in the midst of an argu-
ment. Edward Oswald Handforth had a big
custard in his hand, and his face was red.
- ** Take that!” he roared. *“I'll teach
you to——" '

-Slosh !

The custard arrived
Fatty’s .face. Some of
into his mouth, but the remainder was lost.
Fatty staggered and gasped. He had hardly
expected to have grub thrown at him.,

As a matter of fact, it hadn't been tlirown
at him at all. Handforth had intended that
custard for Chureh. But Churchh prefering
to take his food in a less violent manner,
thoughtiully ducked. The result was that
I"atty received the custard with full eflect.

“ You—you fathead!” snapped Hand-
forth, glarirg at him. * Who told you to
interfere? Can't I have a row with Church
and McClure without you shoving your fat
careass into the study? Clear out!”

Fatty spluttered, and tried to wipe his

face.
‘“ Great pancakes!”’ he gasped. *‘ What's
Have you got too

—what’'s the matter?
n‘il]t;ch g‘.’rub in here? Chucking it about like
this——"'

‘““ Too much grub!” interrupted Handforth.
“Why, you lunatie, that’s what we were
jawing about! Supplies are short, and these
idiots seem to think that, they know more

about grub than 1 do! And if Church

in the middle of
it, fortumately, went

| him  better!

thinks he's going to argue, I'll soom teach
_ Everybody knows I hate argu-
ing— "
“What!" said Church feebly.
“ And I'm not geing to stand any rtot!’”’

went on Handforth., 1 suppose this fat
whale has ecome here, looking for grub?
Huh! He etands a ripping chance of get-

ting some! 1t was only by accident that he
had the custard—"

“1 didn't have it!” roared Fauty. * The
blesseit thinre was wasted—a rotten waste
of goud food!”

“It makes no difference,”” said Handforth.
** Whether it goes inside your mouth or
outside, it's wasted just the same! Why,
it wouldn't take you two ticks to wolf the
whole supplies in this study, and then
vou'd go out in the passage, give a hollow
moan, and say that you were starving!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“I—I am starving as
——"" bezan Fatty.

“ (ood!" said Hamdforth., “* You ecan go
anid starve m your own quarters. By
Georgze! You're not geing to make an exhibi-
tion of it, are you? 1 simply hate to see
anyvbody starving! You want to do thau
surt of thing in solitude!”

“T—1 was wondering if I could share the
upplies with you "

‘“ Certainly!”
promptly.

“1 can?”’ exclaimed Yatty joyfully.

“ Certainly you can wonder,” went on
Handforth., ** A chap can wonder as much
as he likes—it's not my business. But if
you think you're going to scoff our tea,
you've made a bloomner! Clear out, yon
glutton! Buzz off, you walking porpoise!
Neoot before we shove you in the {rying-
pan and melt you down!™

Fatty staggered slightly,

" But--but 1 thought

“Go on thinking!” bawled Handforth.
“ Look here, I'm fed up with this! I've had
nothing but arguments with these fatheads,
and now you come in and make things
worse!  Are you going or not?"

Handforth’s hand reached round
cgestively, and hovered over a plate of
doughnuts. Fatty waitell.  After all, it's
better to have a doughnut chucked at you
tban not to have one at all. But Hand-
forth's fincers finally gripped a book which
was lying close to the plate. I"atty's hopes

a matter of faeb

exclaimed Handforth

sug-

sank,
** AIl right! Keep your hair on!" he
growled. ** 1I'm going!” i

- He went, and as he closed the decor there
was a thud, followed by a howl from
Church. Handforth had missed Church with
the custard but he had secured a direct hit
with the book. Handy's aim was always
unreliable.

And as Fatty mooched down the passage,
he heard dim echoes of continuous strife
from within Study -D. From a distance it
sounded like the ccmmencement of a riot.

Fatty looked into ome or itwo other



studies but gatisfaction.

Lhe gained
Study C he found Tommy Watson and Sir

10O

Montie Tregellis-West and [ just on the
point of finishing for we were hurrying in
order to gzed oub at the nets on Little Side.
Cricket praectice had to he attended,

“ Sorry, Fatty, too late,” 1 said. * The
festive board is bare!”

“0Oh, gravy!" groaned PFatty. * What rot-
ten lu-:h'“

He passed on, and locked into the end

~study as @ last resort.

j This apartment was
shared by Solomon Levi,

Dick Goodwin, and

the latest arrival in the Remove Yung
Ching, the Chinese boy.

Nobody was at home.

The study, in fact, was empty, and it

geemed theat Levi and Co.
taken of tea,
lying about,

had mot yet par-
for there were no dirty crocks

Ifatty went further inlo the study, and
hesitated as he elosed the door. Not for
a moment did he helieve that he would
‘click " in ‘thiz apartment. And, after
all, it was hardly the thing to hurmv. grub
while the owners were absent. Still, there
was o harm in just having a loek. Then,

if suppiies were ample, he nuuht be able to

jom the party at tea.

Fatty saw o harm in glancing inte the
cuphoard. There was quite an excellent
chance that grub would be knocking ubout.
it wus only the third day of term, aned
Iots of fellows had supplies of cake and
other good things which they had brought
from home,

FFatty opened the cuphoard, and then his
eyes elitberad, He stood there and instine-
tively smaecked his iips.  The first object

that caught his eyve was a plate containing
three large and inviting leoking pieces of
fried fi~li, Next to it stood a bottle with
some red stuff it that looked like jam.
And there wuas another jar with some
greeny-yellow  objleets in liquid. These ob-
jects resembled cucumbers, only they were
strangely small,

Then there wuas a smaller jam jar close
at hard, covered with a piecce of parchment.
Further back there stood halt a small round
cheese of a kind that Fatty had never seen
before.

“Great bloaters!”  murmured TFatty.
““There's enongh hoere for a dozen! [ rec-
Kon they onght to invite me to tea, any-

ftow! 1 wonder what that bag's got in it?
More zrub, 'l bet!”

There was a large bag up
which Fatty proeceeded to Inm“r forth. And
when he looked imside, he was rather sur-
prised to see a number of thin reund ghjects
which leoked like encrmous biscuits, But
they were surprisingly light, and covered
with little tiny erinkles and indentations.

“ Queer Kind of biscuits,” muttered PFatty,
“T1'll het thiey're rotten!

He took one out, and sampled it. Rather
to  hiz surprize, it tasted good, and he
thonghtfully picked up the chunk of cheese,
and took o eite at that, too. He found

Lhie corner
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that the cheese and the large biscuits went
together well. And almost before he had
realised it, the cheese was gone.

“*No harm in just having a sample, any-
how!” murmured Fatty. “ 1 wouldn't dream
of raiding the cupboard, but it's quite all
serene to just have a taster. Levi and
Goodwin ought to be complimented. 1 ex-

pect Gcecodwin brought most of this stuff
from Lancashire!"’
He proceeded to take the top off the

alass jar cantaining the red stuff. Then he
took a long sniff, and nearly fell over back-
wards., It was enly by a miracle that he
saved the jar, for he commenced sneezing
violently. His nose tickled with a pungent
smell which he recogznised at once.

“*(ereat muffing!” he gasped. ‘f Horse-
radish! Must be a different kind of stuff to
the ordinary! I've mnever seen red horse-
raidish before!”

He put it back, and then ecautiously took
out anotiner jar. This was of earthenware,
and the contents were invisible. Fatty re-
moved the cover, and gazed within, e was
not particularly impressed.

The jar seemed to contain a kind of pre-
serve. lt- was drab in ecolour, with little
bits of white, and wuas finely chopped. IHe
took o sniff, and looked puzzled. It cer-
tainly wasn't a sweet preserve. It smelt
slightly socur, with fishy twang about it,
not entirely unsuggestive of cmions. Fatty
was foned of enions in any form. And now
ire leoked round and loeated a speon.

“Might as well have a little taste,” he

mirmured.

He took a spoonful of the stuff, and
placed it in hLis mouth., He was very care-
ful about this, for he didn't knoew what he
was eating., But that first mouthful fairly
set him off. He rolled the stuff round his
teugue, and his eyes glittered.

** By chutney!” he murmured. * Gorgeous!
Never tasted anything like it before! Well,
there won't be any harm in just baving a
little sample!”

The sample consisted of the entire r-.upplv

—ably helped down by more rounds of the
wafoer-like  biscuits, Fatty was just feeling
in fine form by the time the iar was emp-
tied, and by now all seruples had vamnished.
He didn't even think of the matter at all.
He had forgotten that he was in somebody
else’s study. He was overlooking the fact
that he was raiding a friendly cupboard.
All he knew was that grub lay at his touch,
and the grub was good.

He proceeded to have a go at the dwarf-
like cucumbers. At first he thought they
were  pickles, but this was mot the case.
They were not sour enough, but they were
crisp and juicy and altogether delicious.
They wvanished rapidly.

The three pieces of fried fish were more
fumiliar to Fatty, and he demolished these
simply as a matter of course. And then,
almost before he realised it, he discovered
that the cupboard was bare.

Oniy one or two of the round bis

cuils re-



mained, With
was rather startled. It came to him with
full force that he had committed a breach
of the junior code. It was all very well to
raid the study of a deadly rival; but to
deliberately scofil the store of a neighbour
was unforgivable.

““ Well, after all, there wasn’t much, only
a mouthful!” murmured Fatty, excusing
‘himseH. ** Of course, 1 was wrong about the
stufl coming from Lancashire. I ought to
have known from the first. 1 mever thought
-—the Chinese had such ripping things! Yung
Ching supplied that stuff, of ccurse!”

He glunced guiltily at the door, and then,
feeling like a hunted criminal, he sneaked
out into the passage, and made his way
to his own study. To a certain degree, he
was feeling satisfied, Strietly speaking, he
ought to have been practically incapable of
movement.

And, in the meantime, fwo cheerful
juniors came striding along the Remove pas-
sage. They were Solomon Levi and Dick
Goodwin. They had been into Bannimgton
on bicycles, and were rather later than they
had anticipated. Dick Goodwin was bring-
ing a few dainties for tea—cakes and pastry.

“*That fish’ll do us fine,” Levi was saying.
““Chinky likes it, too. Believe me, my
mother’'s one of the bhest! The stuff she
sent down with me was enough to feed a
dozen. She knows I'm a nusher when it
comes to good things,”

*“ A mnusher?”’ repeated Dick Goodwin.

“ Sure thing!” grinmed Levi. ** That
means a chap who believes in luxuries!”

“By gum!” grinmed Dick, *‘* Then there
are plenty of nushers in the Remove!"”

Solomon chuckled, and they turned into
the end study.

‘““ Halio! Chinky isn't here!” said Levi.
““1 expect the young ass is swotting away
in the class-room or with Mr. Crowell. He's
a young beggar for lessons, never gets tired
of it.”

Dick Goodwin set his packages om the
table, and Levi nodded.
‘“Now we've cot 1o buck up,” he said.

““No meed for bread, we've got plenty of
the motzas left. By my life! 1I'm glad it
was  Pasach during the holidays. Mum
packed up all sorts of good things for me

to bring!”
“ Pasach?” repeated Dick.
‘““0Oh, eorry,” grinned Solomon. “ 1 mean
Paossover—that's "what you call it, isn't it
Among the jews it's always called Pasach.
Same thing, my son. Now for some of that
gehuckter herring with motzas.”

“ Ay, lad, it's queer the things you talk

about!” said Goodwin. **1 Lknow your
people have some champion dishes, but 1
get mixed up. By gum! I've heard of

gefilter fish, but I'm blessed if 1 know what
gehuckter herring is!”
Solomon grinmed. : :
#*1 don’t suppose you'd like it, anyhow,’

great self-control, Fatty left)
these alone, and closed the cupboard. He

he eaid. ‘*Unless you've been brought up
to it, a chap doesn’'t take to suweh things—
as a rule. Gehuckter herring is gorgeous,
believe me! — Chopped herring, you know,
with onions and eggs and vinegar and pep-
per and salt! All made into a kind of
paste. Some stuff, take it from me!”

“You're welcome to it,"”" zaid Dick. *‘ Give
me a plate of ham!”

“By my life! You won’t get amy ham
from me!"" said Solomon, cheerily. ** Not
that it isn't good, it mirht be even better
than gehuckter herring! But I've mever
tasted the stuff, and I'm no iudge!”

There were practically mo squabbles bDe-
tween these two juniors, They always
pulled well together. Thingzs had been a
little different since Yung Ching joined the
study, but the Chinese hoy really caused
very little trouble,

Levi was anticipating a specially nice tea,
consisting of his wonderful chopped herring
and motzas, or Passover cakes. These, of
course, consisted of flour and water, baked
by a patent process. The stuff was the un-
leavened bread which all Jews are sup-
posed to eat during the Feast of Passover.
The feast was long since over, of course, but
Levi’s people had got in more supplies than
necessary, and Solomomn had brought some
to St. Frank’s.

He opened the cupboard, whistling cheer-
fully. Then, as he reached his hand out,
the whistle died away, and he stared before
Lim in blank amazement,

“My goodness!” he gasped.
what's happened?”

Frantically, he examined the empiy jars,
and the dishes, and the bags. And, finally,
he held out two motza biscuits.

“ This—this is all we've got,” he said
thickly. *“ The other stuff’s gone! Pinched
—raided! Some gunuf has heen here during

our ahsence! Believe me, there's going to
be trouble!”

“What—

Dick Goodwin looked at his chum rather
blaukly.
" What  about your champion herring

stuff?"" he asked,

“Gone!” s=aid Levi, in a hollow .voice.
“ What have I done that I should have
enemies like this? Iaven't they got enough
food of their own? And they must come
here and fress my gchnckter lerring and
pickied ciicumbers!”

" Perhaps it was Yung Ching!”’ suggested
Dick. * He's the only other chap in thp
study, and he’s rather partial to fish. But
just fancy the young heggar eating the lot!
Ay, lad, but he's got an appetite!”

Solomon Levi clenched his fists.

“Yung Chiog!” he said tiercely. * You're
right! Wait! Just wait till the lozer shows
his nose in here! Believe me, 1'N1—1"11 "

Levi paused, and stared in a fascinated
kind of way at the door. It had just opened,
and Yung Ching, the Chinee, trotted serenely
into the study.




CHAPTER II,
AFTER THE FEAST, THE RECKONING!

UNG CHING
suiiling all over
vellow face. Ile was
not particulariy big,

but he was always cheerful
and good-natured., It
_ impossible to tell what was
passing in his mind at any given time, but
Chingy seemed as harmless as any human
being could possibly be.

was
his

“ Me comee!" he announced brightly.
* Allce samee teatime!™

“Oh, you've come!" exclaimed Levi, ad-
vancing with a feroecious expression. You've

darced to show your face, eh? * Me comee,’
is iL? Very scon it’ll be * me goee '—and, bhe-
licve mie, my boot will help you a lot!”

" Hold on!" said Dick. ** It may not have
been Chingy after ail. Iis look isn't =«
guilty one, and he doesn’t seem to be parti-
cularly inflated. We'd better ask him if he
knows anything about it."”

“One plecee angly!” said Yung Ching.
“You lookee at me heap plentee wild. Mo
done not'ing. Whatee mutter?"

“ Matter enough!™ =aid Levi.
my gzehuckter herring?™’

“ No savvy!"" replied Ching, shrugging his
shoulders.

“ Where are my pickled cucumbers?”

“ Nu savvy!”

“ What's become of the motzas?”

* Na savvy!"™

“ And the fried fish——"'

“ Me gotee vou!" interrupted Yung Ching.
“ Flied tish?  1iim here allee light one time
after lezsons, Noee here now? Flied fish
gonee? Velly bad! Me wantee piecee iish
for tea!"

“ Haven't you eaten it?"” demanded Levi.

“ Me notee seen lish,” replied Yung Ching
innocently.

He was questioned for some minutes, and
it became quite evident that be was guilt-
fess. The Chinese boy, in fact, was hungry,
and quite keen after his tea. And if he had
eaten Levi's supphlies, he would not have
wanted anything for twenty-four hours.

“Then some rotters must have been in
herc and raided the stuff,” said Solomon
darkly. *° Who the dickens could have done
that? Most of the fellows don’t like my
stutf—they can't appreciate good food. This
is a mystery, my sons!”

Levi was quite upset,
reasoun to be. le had
ward keenly to this tea,
precious stuff gone was
And then Dick Goodwin

“ By zum!'” he exclaimed.
seems weak!"

““ You think [ care about the chair?" de-
manded Solomon, “ Can 1 eat chairs?
Chocham ! You know a lot, don't you?”

*“ No need to insult me——"" hegan Dick.

“Insult, nothing!" replied Solly. A
chocham is a wise man—and I woulda't call

K 1’{{]{‘11""“5

and he had every
been looking for-
and to find all his
a bit of a shock.
noticed something.
“This chair

Wads

Fatty opened the door of Study E
and looked in. Pitt, Grey and
Tucker were sitting down to a
sumptuous feed.

‘¢‘ Nothing doing, Fatty!?"
Pitt briskly.

““Eh ? 1—I1 just popped in—"’

‘“Qood!" interrupted Reggis.
‘“ Now you can pop out again, my
son.”

said

you that! My grub’s gone, and you talk
about chairs! Any time will do for chairs!
What about tea? We'll starve!™

“ You've got no patience!” said Dick.
* This may be a clue. The chair was gound
enough before we went out. Somebody must
{tuve been sitting on it who strained it a
ot—""

‘““ Handforth!” said Levi quickly. * lle'd
strain anything!"” .

‘““Yes, or I'atty Little

““ My goodness! You've got it!" shouted
Solly. ** Handforth would break a chair,
but he wouldn't come herec and fress my

1)

stuft! Fatty Little would eat anvthing—and
break anything! We'll go a.cng and see

him, and find out the truth! If he’s bheen
here, we'll slaughter him on the spot!”
Before Dick Goodwin could say anything
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further, Solomon Levi hastened out of the
study, and went along the passage. He was
certain, by this time, that Fatty Little was
the culprit. Fatty, indeed, was about the
only junior who would perform such an act.
And food was food to him—it all came alike.
He didn’'t care what it was, or who it be-
longed to.

Levi intended visiting Study L at once.
Fatty would. probably be there, and it
wouldn't take the Jewish boy long to dis-
cover whether he was the culprit or not.
But before he reached Fatty's study, he
bumped into an elegant junior who was
lounging serenely along the passage.

The elegant junior was Archie Glenthorne,
and he was looking particularly smart in a
new flannel suit and a straw hat. He swung
a light cane in his hand, and his eyeglass
adorned his face.

Then Levi bumped into him.

His eane went one way, his hat the other,
and his monocle dropped with a jerk. Archie
staggered somewhat. _

‘““Sorry!” said Levi briefly,

““]1 mean to saw, what?’’ gasped Archie.
“ Dash it all! Sorry, don’t you Kknow!
After nearly knocking a chappie down, and
casting his old belongings to the four winds,
as you might say!”’ _

‘““ Nothing to make a fuss about, Archie,”
said Solomon. °‘‘ Have you seen Fatty Little
about anywhere?”’

‘ Absolutely not!” replied Archie. ‘ But
abtout this other business. 1 mean to say,
rough stufl! Considerable quantities of
bashing about, and so forth! I'm not the
chappie to complain, but, well—rather be-
yond the limit, what?”

‘““ Have you seen I'atty?’’ repeated Levi.

‘“ Absolutely!”’

““ Good! Where did you see him?"

“In the bally old classroom, during
lessons,’”’ replied Archie. ‘' The fact is, the
dear laddie is most frightfully obvious!
You simply can't miss him—the old apart-
ment seems cmpty without him!"

‘““ Oh, you hopeless ass!”’ gaid Solly., “1I
mean, have you seen Fatty within the last
half-hour?"

‘“ Absolutely not!”’ said Archie. ** Strange
to say, laddie, 1 haven't trickled forth until
now. I’'ve been indulging in forty of the oid
dreamless, and Phipps advised me to take
several samples of sun. I'm just off to try
the stuff!”

““You’'d better play cricket!” said Solomon

tartly. ‘“ They're practising outside, 1
think. Cricket will just about suit vyou,
Archie. It means a lot of running about

and strenuous exercise.
believe mel”
What?

‘““ What?
Jove!” exclaimed

. Just your mark,

That is to say, by
Archie. * Cricket, don’t
you know! My dear laddie, the idea is per-
fectly poisonous! The scheme, as it were, is
out of the ques! Not only ridie, but
absurd! The old tissues couldn't stand it.
A ripping game, and so forth, but not for
Archie. Distinetly and absolutely not! 1'll

stagger out and watch the lads at play, bufi
there, dear one, I finish. Absolutely!”
Archie wandered on, after recovering his
hat and stick. And Solomon Levi opened
the door of Study L, and marched in. At
his rear came Dick Goodwin and Yung Ching.
They had followed him along the passage.

Fatty Littie was at home. Iie was, as a
matter of fact, far away in the land of
dreams at the same time. The fat junior
sprawled in the easy chair, sleeping heavily
but apparently in a state of peace. Upon
his face there was a smile of happiness, and
he snored gently.

“ By my life!"” snapped Levi. ‘‘ Do I need
to look further? There he is—that's the
gunuf! Look at him! 1Ile’s so full he can't
keep awake!”

Levi bent over Fatty quickly. Tle meant
to make sure. One sniff of the fat junior’s
breath was enough for Solomon. Gehuck-
ter herring may be very nice, but it has
an unfortunate habit of betraying itself.
Fatty was undone.

Levi was further convinced by the fact
that upon the fat junior’s ample waistcoat
there were distinct traces of the Passover
bread. Fatty was not at all careful in hiding
his tracks.

Levi took him by the shoulder, and gave
him a violent shake.

‘** Wake up, you fresser!”
angrily.

Fatty Little opened his eyes, and blinked.
Then lLie gave a contented sigh, and settled
down again. But Levi was firm. He gave
another shake, and this time Fatty fully
awakened,

Lhe shouted

“Why, hallo!” he muttered. *‘ Who—
who—— Oh!”

He recognised Solomon Levi. Aud a guilty
expression came into his face, and he

scrambled hastily to his feet. 1le had half
an idea that some sort of trouble was brew-

ing.
“By gravy! What's the matter?”” he
asked. ‘' Anything wrong?”’ -

“ Yes, there is something wrong!’ replied

Solomon curtly. *“ What have jyou becn
doing in my study?”

“ Doing?”’

“Yes!”

“I—I just looked in, you know!"  =aid

[Fatty lamely. ‘I wanted to see you chaps,
but you weren't at home.”

‘““ And you were very glad, weren't you?"
demanded Levi warmly. ‘' It made it easier
for you to go to the cupboard and help
yourself to my gehuckter herring?" |

““Your which?’’ gasped Tratty.

““You heard what I said!”

““ Yes, and I didn’t touch it!”’ replied Fatty
indignantly. ‘‘Come here, accusing me! I
haven't seen your blessed tuckered herring,
or whatever you call it! There weren't any
herrings there at all!”’ '

“Tow do you know?” snapped Levi
quickly. .
“I—I mean, I didn't see any—— ' That is

to say, I—I—" JFatty paused, at a loss,
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#Oh, don't be an ass!'’ he ended up weakly.

* Didn't you eat some stuff out of a jar?”
demanded Levi. ‘ Everything you took! A
taster I wouldn't mind! But you come and
nush the whole lot, you greedy lozer!
Herring, cucumbers, motzas, cheese and fish!
Don’t you think I want tea? Am I to
starve?’’

“ But—but—"

“ You think I can have my tea of chrain?”
roared Solomon. ‘ You leave me nothing
else but chrain!”

“I never saw anything of a crane!' re-
torted IPatty hotly. ‘“ And don’'t be an ass!
Who the dickens can eat a crane?"

““ Chrain—chrain!”" howled Solly. “ You
don’t kmow what it means, eh? Horse-
radish and beetroot mixed with vinegar! [
suppose it was too hot for you? Such gene-
resity I never knew! Thank goodness you
kecave me something!”

‘““ Well, I—I only had a taster——"'

“ A taster!” yelled Levi. ‘“ You call it a
taster to eat enough for ten?
You've got a chutzber, believe me!"

“['ve got nothing of the sort!"’ said the
fat junior. *‘‘ There weren't any of those
things there!"

Solomon Levi danced up and down.

“ A chutzber is a cheek—a nerve!" he ex-
plained excifedly. ‘‘ You've got enough for
an army! You come to my study, you come
to my cupboard, and you go away and leave
me nothing! You think it clever, ¢h? My
life! I'll give you such a putch in a minute
that you'll wonder what shlemozzel has fallen
on you!"”

“You'll give me a puteh?” asked Fatty
blankly. *“ What's a putch?”

Bifr!

Solomon's fist struck Fatty on the left
ear, but the fat junior hardly moved an inch.
Bul he felt the blow considerably.

“Yow—ow!"” he roared. " What's that?”

“That's a putech—a whack!" replied Levi
grimly. “ You think that's all you'll get?
I'm going to make you pay for raiding my
cuphoard ——"'

“Oh, of course!” interrupted Tatty.
“ Ilow much interest will you charge?"

“I'll take my interest in a way you won't
like!” replied Solly. * The capital as well!
You're going to fight, you fresser! You're
going to put your hands up, or ['ll make
face into a pulp!”

fatty Little backed away.

“No need to get excited!"” he said.
“ After ail, T didn't take anything worth
speaking of! There wasn't much, anyhow!
Only a couple of mouthfuls!”’

“ When a feller has a mouth like you, he
can eat two meals in oune second!" chouted
Levi warmly, *‘I'm not bad tempered. I'm
not a chap to make a fuss ”

“ Not at all!”

“Isn't it a fact?” roared the Jewish boy.
“Is it often you see me like this? But
when a fellow comes in and takes all my

sp-ecial tuck from home, and 3wall‘w3 it int

By my life! |

‘was one of these figures,

e

one .bite—— My goodness!
enough to make a chap wild?”
“ But—but you don't understand!” said
[Fatty. * I hardly took anything! I went
in your study to—to ask you chaps if there
was any tea going. You weren’t there, and
so I just had a look in the cupboard. By
chutney! I took one taste—and I lost my-
self! It was so gorgeous I couldn’t stop!
I've never tasted such food in all my life! 1
could have eaten ten times as much!”
Solomon Levi glared.
““You ate enough!”
now you'll pay!”
“ I—1 say, I'm awfully sorry!"’ execlaimed
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Isn't that

he snapped. * And

[fatty, with genuine regret. ** It—it was
pretty awful, I know, but—but 1 simply
couldn’t help myself, Levi. After that one
taste e

“You don't need to say it again!”
snapped Levi, “ Put up your hands!”

I'atty protested, but it was useless. The
Jewish boy was evidently on the warpath, a
most unusual thing for him, for he was
generally one of the best-tempered fellows
in the Remove. But the loss of his precious
food from honie had got his rag out. Ile
went for IFatty Little baldheaded.

Biff!  Crash! Biff!

Fatty received four or five punches before
he realised that peace was at an end.
Negotiations, as it were, were broken off.
And Fatty, finding this to be the case,
entered into the matter whole-heartedly.

With a roar, he simply charged at Levi.
It wasn't nccessary for Fatty to use his
fists. His great bulk struck the Jewish boy
fairly and squarely, and Levi shot towards
the door like a stone from a catapult. He
eannoned into Dick Goodwin, and Dick Good-
win fell over Yung Ching. The three, in fact,
sprawled in a mixed-up heap in the passage.

‘““ And for two pins I'll raid your giddy
cupboard again!’' roared Fatty defiantly.

Levi picked himself up, breathing hard.

‘* Believe me, 1'm buying a lock to-night!"
he said grimly.

CHAPTER 111,
SOMETHING LIKE CRICKET!

RCHIE GLENTHORXNE
nodded genially.
““ Priceless!” he re-
marked. ““I mean to
say, cricket, and all that!”

He was standing just in the
playving fields, on the edge of
Little Side. A number of white-clad figares
were moving about the sunlit green, and I
The members of
the Junior Cricket Eleven were at practice.
I was getting my men ready for somne
strenuous gaines,

Naturally, Jerry Dodd was to the fore.
During the footer scason, Jerry had been
somewhat in the background., But at cricket
the Australian junior was absolutely the
last word.

We were getting on quite well, most of the




fellows showing excellent form, and I had
every hope of doing great things. And just
at present Reginald Pitt was at the wicket,
testing his skill as a batsman.

We were not using the nets this evening,
for the other members of the team were at
practice—wicket-keeping, fielding, ete. Jerry
Dodd was bowling, and Pitt was naturally
very cautious,

Clack!

He sent away a lovely shot alimost to Big
Side, and there was a round of hand-clap-
ping. Jerry Dodd’s bowling was extremely
difficult, and for any fellow to make a big
hit was praiseworthy. Archie dropped his
cane, and proceeded to clap with enthusiasm.

‘““ Topping!”’ he observed. *‘* Absolutely!
Dash it all, the laddie is something of a
marvel, what? Simply amazing how he does
it. Several consignments of congratulations!
Absolutely!” -

““ Going to have a shot, Archie?”

Archie looked round, and found that the
remark had been addressed to him by Solo-
mon Levi—who had just arrived on Little
Side with Dick Goodwin and Yung Ching.
Solly was now in the best of tempers. 1le
was not the kind of fellow to keep anything
up.
“By Jove!” said Archie. ** That is to say,
by absolutely Jove! A shot? A jolly cld
go, what? *’m afraid, dear old fruit, that
there is distince nothing doing. In other
words, nix! e old frame was not built
for such strenuous stuff!”

“ Rats!” said Levi. *‘ You'd make a fine
cricketer, Archie. Take my tip, and ask
Nipper to give you a trial!”’

Archie looked interested.

“But, I mean to say, surely not?"” he
asked. ‘‘ Dear old lad, you're absolutely off
the old tracks—fairly side-slipped in fact. It
couldn’t be done!”

‘““ Why not have a try?”’ asked Solly, with
a wink at his chums. * There's nothing in
it, you know. You've only got to hold the
bat, and give the ball a good whack when
it comes up. Tor all we know you may be a

second Jessop, or W. G. Grace re-incar-
nated!”’
“ Kindly refrain frem being so utterly

ridic!” said Archie. ** As it happens, I don't
know the two chappies you just mentioned.
Frightfully remiss. and all that, but there

you are! DBut about this cricket. I mean
‘to say, absolutely about it! What-ho!
What-ho! Something ought to be done!"

““Of course!”

“I'm dashed frightful at anything of this
sort, but I don't mind having the old trial!"”
went on Archie. ‘ You grasp the trend,
what? Possibly it will help to restore the

tissues, and make Archie a new laddie!
Cricket, what? A priceless game—abhso-
};Jt]-gl?y: Shall we trickle on to the battle-
e 3

‘“ Absolutely!”’ grinned Levi.

He was, of course, pulling Archie's leg—
but the genial ass was quite unaware of
this little detail. lle was taking the whole

And, looking round, I saw

thing seriously.
the four juniors coming across towards the
wicket.,

- ** Who told these asses to interfere?’” de-

manded Handforth tartly. *‘ Hi! Clear off,
there! You're in the way, you fatheads!”
l ‘;ll}pt!” replied Levi. *‘* Archie's going to
yat !

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“I mean to say, what!” protested Archie,
““Why the reels of laughter, old dears?”

““ Well, it strikes the chaps as being rather
funny, I expect,” said Levi. *‘ But you've
got to disprove that, Archie. It's up to you
to show the chaps that you're the real
goods!”’

‘“ Absolutely!”” g&aid Archie. ‘ The real
goods, eh? Well, dash it all, I mean to do
the thing properly. In style, don't you
know. Tirst of all I'll have a go with the
old mallet!” '

*“ The mallet?” repeated Church, who had
joined them.

“The wooden apparatus, dear old top,” ex-
plained Archie. * The article that the chap-
pies whisk about through the atmosphere.”

““Oh, the bat?” grinned Church, *'I'm
afraid you don't know a great lot about
cricket, Archie. Take my advice, and clear
off while you're safe. This game is horribly
dangerous!”’

Archie paused, and adjusted his monocle.

“I mean to say, dangerous!” he ex-
claimed.

*“ Fearfully!”?

*“ But, laddie, you cannot be speaking the
truth!” said Archie. “ I fear, old fruit, that
you are attempting to have a pull at the
old leg!”’

Just then I came up, and Solomon gave me
a wink.

‘“ Archie wants to have a trial!” he said
solemnly.

I kept my face straight.

“Cricket?”’ I asked briskly. * Certainly!”

““ Deucedly good of you, old darling!" said
Archie, stowing away his eyeglass, and re-
moving his jacket. ‘‘ This, I take it, is the
stuff to give 'em? Jacket removed, and so
forth! What about the old collar? Fear-
fully awk. to remove it——"" '

“It’s all right, you can keep your collar

on,”” 1 interrupted. *“* And to start with,
Archie, we'll give you a testing at the
wicket, llow's that?”

** Ripping—absolutely,’” said Archie. ‘' But,
don’t you know, I was thinking of something
else, dear old sportsman! 1 had made up
the old mind to wield the chunk of wood—
that is, to operate the bat!”

* Ha, ha, bat™

“ You funny ass!”’ said Church, *‘ A teste«
ing at the wicket is the same thing!”’

“ Oh, really!” exclaimed Archie. ‘' Ex-
actly, old bean! I mean to say, abzolutely!
Well, what about it? That is, when do we
start the knocking-about stufi? Kindly say
the old word—I'm absolutely prepared.”

“* We'll start now, Archie,” I put in
briskly, ‘* Here you are, you'd better grab

@



hold of this bat. It's quite simple. Just ]

stand in front of the wicket, hold the bat
to the ground, and when the ball comes
along, swjpe at it!"

Archie held up his hand.

“ Enough!" he said, adjusting his monocle.
“I mean to say, the whole bally thing is
simple! I've grasped the idea, laddie! §uqt
stand in front of the old wicket, and slosh!™

“That’s it!” I grinned.

“Good!"” said Archie cheerfully.
stand there and slosh! You know what I
mean—give the old ball a frightful whack
which will positively send it buzzing away
into the offing! Let us proceed, darling!”

Everybody on the pitch was now grinnping
with huge amusement. The very idea of
Archie playing cricket was enough to put a
stop to everything else. Even the seniors
at practice on Big Side paused to have a
look. Archie was a very popular character
at St. FFrank’s—even amongst the fellows of
the Upper School.

He had removed his jacket, and now
strode forward towards the wicket. There
was a grim, determined expression on his
face, and a fixed light in his eyes. There
was no doubt that he was out for some-
thing certain.

His silken shirt eleeves glistened in the
evening sunlight, and his monocle reflected
the sun’s rays now and again. Arriving at
the wicket, he took wup his stand in an
attitude which caused’ howls of laughter.

Archie stood there,
with the bat held straight down in front
of him.

‘“ Proceed, dear laddies!”

‘““Kindly observe!”

‘“ Hla, ha, ha!”

““Wait a minute, Archie!’ I grinned.
*“This won't do! You've got to stand quite
differently if you're going to make a sound
job of i1t. Look here! I'll show you!”

*“I stood in the correct position,
Archie watched me with interest.

“Good enough!” he said. * Thanks tre-
mendously, old tin of fruit! I've got the
idea—Archie doesn't need telling twice.
Something after this style—what? Gaze
upon me, and pass the old criticism!"

He adopted an attitude which was more
like the real thing.

he exclaimed.

and

“ That's better!” 1 said. * VWhen the
ball comes down, hit it!"
‘““ Absolutely!”' agreed Archie. “ I mean

to say, that's the idea—what? Iit the old
thing! Slosh it, in fact!”

Jerry Dodd was the bowler, and he kept
a solemn face as he took a short run. lie
sent down a dead true ball, exceedingly
simple, and one which the weakest bats-
men would have sent to the boundary with
ease. Archie watched it coming down in a
fascinated kind of way, raised his bat, and
whirled it round with terrific force.

Crash! :

He struck the wicket, and sent it flying
to bits, and the ball rolled serenely past,
uutouched,

]

i

“ Just |

facing the bowler, |

| into the next county, and all that!

““Hz. ha, hal®

“ Good old Archie!’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Archie gazed at the wicket dazedly.

" Gadzooks!” he gasped. *‘‘ By Jove, and
what not! I mean to say, something hap-
pened—what? This is simply frightful, you
know! I don’'t want to be unpleasant, but
dash it all! Somewhat the limit! Xnock-
ing a chappie’s wicket down before he can

have a fair slosh! Scarcely playing the
game!"”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say!” protested Archie. “I say!

Why the roars of ribald laughter?”

" You knocked the wicket down yourself,
Archie,” I grinned. * When you brought
your bat up, you knocked——"

“What? I mean to say,
cluimed Archie, blankly.
laddie? Well, I'm bothered! Well, as it
were, I'm dashed! Deucedly ridic.—what?
Sorrow, old dears! Apologies in large
quantities. What about another old tryl”

** All right—but don’t bust the wicket up
completely!” said Reginald Pitt, with a
chiuckle, ** Take it more easily, Archie.”

The next time Jerry Dodd sent the ball
down even more slowly. It was a beautiful
ball. breaking gently, so that Archie could
easily deal with it. He raised the bat
again, and swung it round forcibly.

Thud!

Archie’s bat hit the turf with a jar which
sent it flying out of his hand. He dancel
about wildly.

“Yow! That is to say, oouch!” he
panted. *“ Good gracious and gadzooks!
Large supplies of pain! Cricket, dear old
tulips, is deucedly fearful, if you know what
I mean.”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

** Better give it up, Archie,” I said.
don’t seem to get the hang—"’

** Absolutely mnot!” interrupted Archie.

what?" ex-
“Is that so, dear

“You

“Give it up? Dash it all! I mean to
say, nothing doing! Rather not! C(Can't
throw up the old sponge, you kuow! No
exhibition of the bally white feather,
laddie!”

“ Right-ho! Have a third shot!” I
grinned. “ It ought to be lucky.”

The entertainment proceeded, and Archie
once again prepared himself for the fray.
He now took up an attitude which was
slightly more correct, and when the leather
came down hz lifted his bat with grim
determination.

Clack!

More by luck than anything else, he hit
the ball squarely—a perfectly timed hit—and
it went soaring away to the boundary.

“ Good for you, Archie!”

* 0Oh, good Kknock!”

Archie looked round in astonishment.

“ Something like the real stuff—what?”
he asked. * That's what you might call a
really priceless swipe, dear old lads! I}li?rl_lt.
s,



I might say, is absolutely deeent,
continue!”’

“We won't!” T grinned. “ You've wast-
ing our valuable time, Archie, and it can't
be done. There's not inmuch more daylight
left, and we've got to finish our practice.
E'_lée”best. thing you can do s to watch for a
sit. :

Archie looked at me rather blaunxly.

““ But, I mean to say, I've icarnt the old
stuff,”” he c=aid. ‘' Say tlhe u-*ﬁ:-,r_d. giarh::g,
and D'm your man! Abselutely. 'l play
in the next match——"

* Ha, ha, hal”

I pointed out to Archie, as politely as
possible, that his services would not be
required. And I further requested him t_n
remove himself from the pitch, so that we

could get on.

Solomon Levi wanted Yung Ching to have
‘a shot, but I told him there wasnt time.
The Chinese boy was perfectly at liberty to
see what he could do in the fieid, _1f he felt
inclined. And Yung Ching was quite agrec-
able. I posted him out near the boundary.

“ Te'll be out of the way there,” I said
cheerfully. *‘ It’s all very weill for these
comedians to come here amusing the crowd,
but we ecan't have our practices 11‘1terfgre:'l
with. You'd better take the bat, Grey.

““ Thanks!” said Jack Grey., ** Just witat 1
wanted.”

He was soon at the wicket, and 1 bowied
to him. He shaped well, sending the leather
away regularly—aithough my bowling was
pretty decent, I think. Twice the }1;_111 went
to Yung Ching, and the little Chinee re-
turned it with surprising skill and alacrity.

“ He’'s not so bad,” I admitted. * He's
as quick as a hare, and throws the ball
dead true, too. We may make something
of him.”

A minute later, Jack Grey sent the ball
out in Ching's direction omce again. It was
a grand shot, the leather soaring up, and
tinally descerding into a meadow adjoining
the playing fields.

Yung Ching locked round and waved.

“ Allee lightee!” he called out. ' Me
blingee it heap plenty oune time. Waitee
minute!”’ :

‘““ Buck up, Chingy!”

Yung Ching ran rapidly to the hedge, and
dived through it with surpriging agility. On
the other side the meadow was fresh and
green, descending in a slope towards the
river, with little clumps c¢f bushes growing
here and there.

The Chinee tcok two steps forward to-
wards the ball, which he could see lying a
few yards aliead. . Then suddenly he van-
ished! He descended unexpectedly into a
deep hole in the ground, which had been
absolutely invisible. The grass seemed
part, and he plunged down,

- Then, before he could even utter a souud, |
strong hands gripped him!

We'l! l

to |

IV.

CITAPTER
MYSTERY!

UNG CUHING st;‘r:gpled
fiercely, but It was
useless,

.The hands which
held hin were strong and
sinuous, and a whispered

voice came to his ears.

“ Struggling will not belp you!” it hissed
in Chinese. ‘' Remain still!”’

Yung Ching was startled, but he showed
nothing of his emotions. Ile knew that he
was in the hands of a Chinaman, and it was
absolutely obvious that this Chinaman was
not a friend. -

Ching tried to give a shout for help, but
the sound was strangled before he could
cven start, for one of the strong hands
gripped his throat, aud held it as though in
A vice.

Thiz hole into which he had fallen was
not a natural cavity—but had apparently
heen made for the especial purpoze of watch-
ing. This Chinaman, no doubt, had been
concealed there, on the alert.

And Yung Ching had fallen into the trap
by a sheer stroke of ill-luck. It certainly
counld not have been prepared with the ex-
pectation of Yung Ching dropping headlong
into it. His capture was more or less of an
accident—but none the less serious for that.

And very soon he discovered that although
the actual hole was specially made, it was
reailly a kind of continvation of a deep, dry
ditch. This diteh was choked with weeds
and ferns to such an extent that from a
short distance it almost looked solid. And
now, foot by foot, Yung Ching was foreed
along the bed of this ditech—right at the
very bottom, so that no movements could
he szeen from above. If anybody had heen
as near as twenty yards, he would not have
noticed anything except a slight disturbance
in the ferns. And this would have been put
down to the hreeze, or possibly a rabbit.

The Chinaman moved along so cunningly
and sinuously that detection was well-nigh
impossible. And the distance, after all, was
uot great. lI'or, just near the edge of the
meadow, stood a solidly-built haystack. The
rear of this stack, which was quite square,
was built close against the diteh, being only
separated from it by a narrow strip of
hanking.

The haystack was untouched—cutting had
not heen commenced, and the straw thatceh
was intact., It had stood there for quite a
long time, and most ol the fellows knew it
as a land-mark.

Arriving opposite this haystack, the China-
man paused, and lay quite still in the bed
of the diteh, holding Yung Ching firmiy.
Thev were both effectively concealed by the
masses of overhanging fern.

“ You remain quite still, and make no
sonnd!”’ whispered Yung Ching’s captor.
“ 1t will serve you no good if you miake an
outery. Do you understand, boy?”
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“Yes!" mutered Yung Ching stolidly.
“Then heed!”

‘After this short breather the Chinaman
grasped Yung Ching lirmly by the back of
his neck, and rushed him out of the ditch
with great speed, For an instant they rose
above the bank, and then dived headlong at
the base of the haystack. The Chinese boy
woundered what the game could be, but he

was soon to know the truth. The solid
Iooking haystack parted as the Chinaman

dived at it head first. There was, in faet,
a kind of cavity—which had been concealed
by cunningly fixed hay. Even a close exami-
nation would have [ailed to reveal any fake.

could see that the filtered light was ecominz
from a kind of hole in the roof of the hay
cavern. It was not a direct hole, but was
partially covered with cunningly cootrived
masses of hay,

The «cleverness of this idea was rather
astonishing, Working in the night; probh-
ably, these Chinamen had burrowed a hole
imto the centre of the stack, and then they
had made this big hollow cavity. What
they had done with the hay which had
been removed they alone knew. Perbaps
they had taken it right away to another
meadow—or peroaps ‘they had only con-
cealed it in the deep diteh further along
the field, At all events, there wus no out-

| .Than Levi bumped into him. His cane wont one way, his hat the other, and .

his monocle dropped with a jerk.

. S mr—— i

Archie staggered somewhat. l

Yung Chinz found hunself groping amid
the hay. which seemed to be choking the
life out of him. It was dry and dusty, and
there was scareely any air fit to breathe.
But he was pushed forward, and his captor
came hehind him. They wormed their way
right towards the centre of the stack—Ifor
this cavity seemed to be a tunnel.

And then, suddenly, the seuse of being
suffocated left the Chinese boy. He abruptly
found himself in a kind of open space—so
large, in fact, that he could nearly stand
upright. And some filtered rays of light
came in from one side. Yung Ching looked
about him in wonder.

And theu, as he struggled to his feet, he
found that he was facing a second Chinaman,
This man regarded him without any kind
of emotion. The whole affair, in fact., v as
startingly unexpected.

The first Chinaman came out of the vuunel,
and stood upright. And now Yung Ching

ward =itn that the stack had been
fered with,

Yet here was this cavity—a perfect
hiding-place. A hundred searchers might o
round it a hundred times without knowing
that the centre was hollow. "

inter-

Furthermore, there were spyholes in two
sides of the stack—so0o arranged that a

bundle of hay could be removed, thus illow-
ing those within to =ee out. The instant
this bundie was replaced there wus no sign
whatever that a hole existed.

These Chinamen, in their own mysterious
wiay, had prepared things. They had evi-
dently made the hiding-place so that they
could bring Yung Ching into it if they hap-
pened to capture him during daylight, And
this they had actually done.

“It will be useless for you to attempt
any escape,”” said one of the Chinamen to
Ching. * Take it quietly, and all will be
Wt.:'ril., We meun no harm to you. You are
safe ’
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Yung Ching made no reply. He did not
know who these men were, or why they
had kidnapped him. It was not in his
nature to ask questions. He accepted the

position, and showed no emotion. But he
was fairly convinced that they did mean

harm—very real harm.

It was rather strange the way the three
sat in the interior of that stack. No
words were spoken. The two Chinese cap-
tors squatted back in the close atmosphere

and stared straight before them.  They
said nothing whatever. And Yung Ching,
facing them, wuas equally- silent and un-

emotional.

It was quite clear that they were wait-
ing—waiting for the darkness to descend.
Not until then could they venture out.
And yet here they were—within sight and
sound of the St. I'rank’s playing fields, and

the sun was still shining, and Yung Ching
had vanished,

For sheer audacity, this ruse required
soine beuting. :

And, in the meantime, the fellows on
Little Side became¢ impatient. And I won-
dered what could be keeping the little

Chince so long. He had passed through the
hedge, and we had not seen him since. Yet
the cricket ball could not have gone very
for into the meadow. 1 had dietinetly seen
it drop just on the other side of the hedge.

“Young fathead!" exclaimed Pitt. ** Why
doesn’'t he come?” '

““ Haven't we got another ball to be going
on, with?' asked Grey.

*“ Plenty indoors,” 1 replied. * But this

one is practically new, and we don't want to
lose it—good erickes balls cost money. Some
of you chaps had better go and lend Chingy
a hand. I don't stpposze he can find it.”
- Pitt and De Valerie and Jerry Dodd ran
lightly towards the hedge, and pushed their
way through. The sun was very low down,
and the dusk would scon be here. Arriving
on the other side of the hedge, the three
juniors looked about them curiously.

*“ Where's the little beggar got to?’’ asked
Pitt, gazing round.

“ By jings!"” exelaimed Jerry Dodd. *1
reckon this is queer, chums! There's mno
gign of him, an’ yet he came through this
hedge only a minute or two ago."”

‘“* There's no telling what these Chinese

chaps will be up to!" said De Valerie.
“The young ass probably took it into his
head to clear off altogether——"

“But that's impossible,” put in Pitt.

‘““He hasn’t had time to get across the
meadow. It's large, and we can see every
inch of it from here.”

““ He might be on the other side of that
haystack,” suggested De Valerie.

The juniors soon arrived at the haystack,

and walked round it. But there was not
the slightest sign of Yung Ching, or amny-
body else. There was  nothing to indicate

that the missing junior was within call. and
only a few fecet away. There were even
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no l!oose strands of bay to indicate the
truth.

“ Well, thiz beats me!” gaid Pitt, scratch-
ing his head. “I'm blessed if I can make
anything of it! Why should Ching clear
off: He was as keen as anything on the
cricket, and I'm jolly certain he wouldn’t
take that ball and buzz off. In any case,
it would be such a1 senseless thing to do.”

They walked slowly baek, searching the
meadow with their gaze as they progressed.

And just then 1 came through a gap in the
hedge, and caught sight of them. Hand-

forth and {wo or three others were with
L. i

“ What's all this delay for?"
“* Where's Chingy?”

“ Goodness” knows!™? replied Pitt.

vanished !
Handforth.

" Vanished!” snorted
rot!"” '

“ Well, ean yon see him?’ asked Pitlt
tartly. ** You've vot marvellous ¢yes if you
can spot that Chinese kid in this meadow.
It's. extraordinary! I can't make oub
where the dickens he disappeared to. It
looks like a sample of Eastern magic!”’

** Steady on!” I grinned. ** Don't be an
ass, Reggie. It's a bit queer, I'll admit,
vut there's probably quite a mnatural ex-
planation. By jingo! I wonder if the
young ass fell into this diteh, and hurt
himself7 [t's pretty deep, you know, and
we shouldn™t he able to see him, because
of these weeds and ferns!”

The other juniors were rather startled by
my suggestion—but it certainly seemed to
be the only natural one. Yung Ching had
vanished with surprising suddenmess, and it
was practieally impossible for him to have
got out of the meadow by any ordinary
means, This meant, of course, that he was
still in the meadow, and as there were no
places for concealment excepting the fern-
choked diteh, it stood to reason that he
must be in the ditch. And, of course, he
wouldn't remain in the ditch for choice.

Without delay we commenced to search.

And we had cnly been at this task for
about three minutes when I suddenly came
to a stop, and just saved my:zell from
plunging headilong into a concealed opening
in the ground. i

I had nouv been prepared for it, because
we were a little distance from the ditch
itself. I stured down, and caught my breath
in. I eould see, at once, that this was not
a natural cavity.

““By Jove! Look at this, my sous!
Somebody’s been up to something here! This
piice has been hollowed out, and covered
over with loose sticks and twigs and ferns.
You can scee it's all broken, and——"

“Yes, and it's exactly opposite the gap
where Yung Ching pushed through!” ex-
claimed Pitt quickly. ** He must have fallen
into this. before he could stop himself. But
why? What on earth dees it mean?” -

I looked grim—and the memory of our
first acquaintance with Yung Ching came -

I shouted.
** He's

“What

b |
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grounds of the Crystal Palace, and we had

to me. had been in

kidnapperd
saved him in the mick of time.

Could it be possible that another attempt
had been made to get him away? Had his
myvsterious cnamies followed him down to
St. Frank's? But surely they would never
have dared teo try amy sueh tricks in broad
daylight—and within a stone's-throw of the
piaying fielda?

“ 1 don't like this!"” T said quietly. * It
lonks fishy to me—it lcoks rather suvspicious.

I've zot an idea that Yung Ching has
becn baken away by force. But we’ll soon

findd out for certain.”

*lreat Scott! You must be joking!™

“It's all rot!”

““How could the Chingy have been tuken
away by force?"

** Be sensible, Nipper,"

“1 am being sensible,” T replied grimly.
“ It may seem a bit tall to you, but there's
no telling what might happen—even within
sight of the playing fields. And ['m pretty
certain that Yung Ching has met with fou!

play!”

Hundforth looked startled.

“ By George!"” he exclaimed, tuking a
deep hreath, ** Foul play! You mean he's
been  pinched, or something?  Here's a
chance for me to get on the track! You

leave it to me, and I'll locate the young
bounder in no time!”

“ Thanks all the same, Handy, but we
can't waste time—"

“* Waste time!™ roared Handforth. * You
—vou fathead! You babbling asst' By

putting the case in my hands, you'll make
certaim of seeing Yung Ching  agzain! If
youu igrore me. 'l wash my hands of the
witole business!"

“Good!” 1 execlaimed promptly.

“ Eh?

“Your hands look ,as il they could do
with a wash!” I added.

Handforth glared.

“ You—you funny fathead!” he howled.

“Ito you think I'm going to be choked off .

ke this? I've got just as much richt to
investigate this mystery as you have! You
can 2o aml eat ccke! I mean to get on the
tradl at once, and make careful investiga-
tions into the whole affair!”

Huandfortlh: dearly loved to use the terms
that were familiar in a detective story, and

fic fendly imagined that he sounded very
important. He stood there, looking round
with puckered brow, and gleaming eyes.

‘“ Ah!” he exclaimed, after a moment.
““It's quite apparent that Yung Ching ran
across the meadow, and then disappeared
into the wood. Possibly somebndy beckoned
to him, and he went acress. Then, as soon
a5 he arrived, the rotters sprang upon him
and captured him! The best thing we cun

do is to—"

Haundforth paused, and snorted when he
found that he was alone.

“*You awiul bounderz!" Le shouted. 1

was talking to yeu!”

I3
, I glanced back.
““ Sorry, Handy, can't stop!” 1 called.

“ Go ahead with your own private investi-
gaticn—vou don't want us worrying you!"

>ut Handfoerth without an audience, was
like a iish out of water. He forsook his
own plan, and joined us. I had gone down
into the cavity, and was now groping about
amongst the twies and ferns,

And, suddeniy, I gave a shout.

** Look at this!” 1 exclaimed, holding uyp
@ school cap.

“Yung Ching's!"”" said Tommy Watson.

“ Begad!” cjaculated Sir Montie Tre-
vellis-West, * Dear old boys, this looks
frichtfully serious, it does, rtealiy! d'm

afraid that Yung Ching has met with some
shoekin® accident!™

“We'll soon find out for certain!”
claimed.

Workintg my way alone the falee hole, 1
~can found myself in the ditch proper. Aud
liere there were many indications that «a
body bhad been dragged along the dry bed
of the ditet. Either Yung Ching had
crawled down the diteh on all fours, or he
had been foreed by someone else.

I was inciined to the latter view, for tle
hroken twigs and ferns were too numerous
for Ching to have caused single-handed.

Yard by yard we went along the ditch.
And, at length, we arrived at the rear of
the haystack. Here the signs of disturh-

I ex-

ance came to an end. Past the stack, the
diteh remained quite untouchied. Yung

Ching had not gone past this point.

1 climbed out of the diteh, and the others
followed. We were now close against the
stack, but never for an instant did I think
of examinimg it closely, The very idea of
the missing junior being anywhere near the
stack seemed quite preposterous

“ There's only one explanation to thiz'" !
said grimly. * Chingy was brought along
the diteh as far as this, and then his
captor, or captors, used the haystack as =«
means of cover. They dodged out of the
meadow as quickly as possible, taking their
prisoner with them. We're stuck now—we
don’t know which way to go. Will you do
me a favour, Tommy?"

“ Certainly,” said
iE”

““ Buzz indoors like the wind, and bring
Mr. Lee out here. This thing looks serious.
and we can't tackle it on our own. Hurry
up!n

** Right you are!™ said Watson promptly.

He dashed off, and in the meantime we

Wat:zon. *“ What i3

continued our search of the meadow, but
with mno satisfactory result. The Chinese
boy had completely vanished. Within hear-

ing of us, he had been spirited away!

I came back to the diteh, still carrving
Ching's cap, and just then Nelson Lee ap-
perred  with Temmy Watson. The guv'nor
was looking rather grave, and he listened
withecut comment until I had finished tell-
inz him of the occurrence.
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“What do you make of it, &ir?” I asked,
at 1last.

“We don't want to beecome unmecessarily
alarmed, Nipper,”” replied Nelzon Lee
““ But there is every indication that Yung
Ching has been carried off by his enemies—
and we know that he has enemies.”

““Then it seems very eerious, sir,” put in
Pitt.

“It all depends, 1wy
“1 did mot imagine for a moment that
Ching was in any dancer. I knew that he
was with you boys in the playing fields, aud
it naturally did not occur to me that any
harm could befall him.”

“But we didn't know, sir!"  said
Valerie. ** We had to hint that e

“That’s quite all right, De Valerie. 1
am not blaming you hoys in any way for
what has happened,” interrupted Lee. ‘1t
was quite unexpected and unlooked-for.
The only thing we can do is to find the
missing bhoy as quickly as possible.”

“Do you think you'll he able to, sir?”’ 1
inquired.

“I am hoping that I shall be successful,”
replied Lee. " You boys had better say
- as Jittle as possible. Please oblige me by
Keeping the matter quiet for the time
being: we don’t want the whole school
talking. I will deal with this.”

The fellows were c¢nly too willing to do_ as
Nelson Lee suggested. And they went back
to the playing fields, discussing the matter
amoengst themselves. They did not know all
the facts as 1 did, and I could see that
the guv'nor was very.grave,

He had undertaken to look after Yung
Ching at St. Frank's. ‘

And for the little Chinee to vanish in this
way wis most disconcerting. It had been
80 umexpected—so dramatically sudden.

I thought it beiter to go with the chaps,
and we left Nelson Lee in the meadow to
continue his investigations alome. Hand-
ferth, of course, wanted to lend Nelson Lee
his valuable aid—and did so. It was
declined with thanks.

“Of course—] expected it!” egaid Hul-
fcrth  bitteriy, «s he  walked away.
*Jealonsy—nothing else! T thought Mr. Lee
was fairer than that! Just because he's a
detective himself, he thinks that mnobody
else is any good at the game!™

Church and McClure thought it a wise
policy to remain silent. And they thought
ib still wiser to get out of their leader’s
way for the time being. Handy -was
shockingly unreasonable, and for two pins
he would go for them . baldheaded—just to
‘ relieve ‘his feelings. Church and McClure
discreetly retired.

And as we preeeeded with cricket prae-
tice on Little Side, I knew that Nelson Lee
was keenly on the alert—waiting to seize
the first opportunity that came to probe
the depths of tlus mystery.

bov,” replied Lee.

De

CHATTER V.
THC MYSTERIOUS GUARDIANS.

ARKNESS - descended
D upon St. Frank’s, and

the surrounding dis-
trict.  The evening,
in fact, closed in somewhat
dull, although the early
May weather was warm

fine.
banks of thin, fleecy clouds, which had the
effect of blotting out the stars.

The gloom, therefere, was intense.

and The sky became overcast with

By this time the playing-fields had be-
conie quite deserted, and even the Triamgle
was left to itself. In the Amncient House
and the College House there were lights
gieaming from many windows, and the
cheery voices of juniors came out into the
open air.

In the meadow which adjoined the playing
fieids all was silent and still. There was no
sign whatever of any human presence. But
somehow, that meadow seemed to contain
strange, mysterious presences.,

Now amd again a shadow would lurk
against a bush, a mere filmy shadow which

was like a will-o-the-wisp.  Then it would
disappear, and not once was the silence
broken. .

If any of the juniors had heen there, they
would have instinctively felt that some-
thing was wrong, that something absolutely
cut of the common was afoot. In this
peaceful meadow in the English country-
eide, there was a hint of sinister Eastern
devilry. It was so mysterious that it hardly
seemed to exist. Yet it did exist. It was
always present.

Down in the village, a dog could be heard
howling. It was a fitting accompaniment to
the eerie atmosphere of the meadow. And
vet, only the previols evening, this very
streteh of land had been calm and tranqguil,
with no zuggestion whatever of mystery,

And there, within that bhaystack, Yung
Ching lay concealed.

His two captors remained in exactly the
sume position as formerly. They kept guard
over him, and no words were spoken. These
three were Chinese, and were not given to
excitement or emolion. .They remained im-

pagsive.  Yung Ching appeared to accept
his position i a spirit of complete calm-
ness.

He did not protest, he did not inquire why
he was held in this way, or what his captors
intended. He simply remained on the alert,
and apparently oblivious to any danger,

Within the stack, inside tinat hollowed
out space, the uir was stuffy and uncom-
fortably hLot. And Yung Ching felt, too,
a horrible sense of suffocation. The dark-
ness only accenbuated this eensation. Here
ke was, buried amid all this hay, and he
felt that it would be impossihle to burrow
his way out. .

Left to himeself, he might attempt to find
the exit a dozen times withoul success. In-

k]
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deed, he would omly succeed in burying him-
self in the hay, and bring rapid death.

His whole body felt uncomfertable, for
the hay was filled with Ilittle atoms of
chaff and dust. And these particles had a
most  persistent way of working into his
clothes, and irritating his skin.

Bubt it was in his Oriental nature to aec-
cept these discomforts philosophically. He
knew well enough that it was impossible for
him to escape. He knew that it would be
useless to ask questions. He knew that his
captors were merely waiting for the darkness
to come.

And so Yung Ching remained
passive.

Of what use was it to be otherwise?
There was a certain sound logic in the Chin-
ese boy's attitude, and he knew well enough
that soomer or later an opportunity would
arise for him to take some achion.

Until then, he accepted the position vith
calm.

At the same time, the evperience was a
most undesirable one. The sense of suffo-
cation, the near presence of his cuptors, the
uncertainty of the whole position, all these
thingz caused Yung Ching to chafe.- But he
showed no sign of it.

abzolutely

And then, faintly through the oppressive
stillness, came the sound cf the big eclock

As the
Yung

at St. Frank's striking the bour.
booming of the gong died away,
Ching's captors awoke into activity.

One of them murmured a few words in
Chinese, aend then <cautionsly wormed his
way cut through the tunnel exit. The other
Chinaman directed Yung CChing to fcllow,
and warned him against making any break
for liberty.

The Chinese junior agreed, and made his
-way out in the wake of the first China-
man. He emerged into the open air with a
sense of heartfelt relief. It was glorious to
be able to breathe in the cool, refreshing
atmosphere of the late evening. (t was like
wine to his half suffocating iurgs,

And, after the intense inkiness o«f the
prison, the gloom outside nppeared almost
bright. Yunz Ching could see ocross the
meadow, and the hedges and trees stood
out distinetly against the clouded sky.

He stood up, and felt a hand upon him,.
His captors had no intention of 'e’ting Yung
Chinz slip away. He was an agile yvorng-
ster, and it was quite possible that he could
show them a clean pair of heels In a racé
for liberty.

And then something
took place.

It seemed that the very darkness itself
became darker in three spots mear the hay-
stack. The gloom materialised into three
grim, s&ilent shapes. One of these grasped
Yung Ching by the shoulder, and dragged
him foreibly away frem the Chinaman who
was holding him.

quite unexpected

A sharp cry rang out from Yung Ching’s !

first captor. It was apparently a warning

to his companion, who was just emerging
ftom the haystack. But the man was too
late to draw back. The mext moment he
was gazing fixedly and with horror-struck
eyes at those three grim forms.

For Yung Ching's captors found them-
selves menaced by three enemies who flashed
long, curved daggers in their hands. They
spoke no words, they hardly seemed to
breathe, so oppressive was their silence. But
these flashing knives were deadly evidence of
their grim intentions.

And the two Chinamen, instead of putting
up a fight, gave little squeals of terror, and
ran helter skelter across the meadow in the
direction of Bellton Wceod. They vanished
into the gloom,

Yung Ching, still immobile, looked at his
rescuers without a trace of excitement.

“It is good,” he said in Chinese.

“We were watching, honourable young
master,”” said one of the black figures, ip
tones of deep respect. * We waited.”

“1 was expecting you, Ling I'u,”" said
the Chinese boy. I knew that you would
be near. ‘Take me to the school.”

“ Your Excellency shall be obeyed!” mur-
mured Ling I'u.

He bowed low, and Yung Ching waved his
I'and. Then, in the midst of his strange
guardiams, he walked across the meadow,
through the playing flelds and then into the
little shrubbery which adjoined the Triangle.
Here the four came to a halt, and Yung
Ching waved his hand.

““It is good,” he said softly.
go your way!”

“ Honourable young master,
said Ling I'u gravely.

The next moment he and his eompanions
seemed to merge themselves into the sur-
rounding darkmess. Without the slightest
sound they vanished—mysteriously, with
amazing abruptness,

And Yung Ching, as though this was quite
an everyday occurrence, turned through the
trees and made his way into the Triangle.
He was calm and self-possessed, precisely
the same as usual,

The fact that he had been in the grip
of enemies seemed to make little or no dis-
ference to him, and his recent experience

“You may

we O!JE'}',”

| in the haystack had not affected him in the

least.
To any other junior, these adventures
would have left him somewhat breathless

with excitement and confuzion. But ecvery-
thing came alike to Yung Ching. Whatever
he thouzht, no hint of the workings of his
mind was reflected in his expression. His
face was always the same, always smiling
and blandly open.

The Chinese boy walked towards the
Ancient House, passed inside, and more by
chance than anything else, he arrived at
the end study without having encountered
anybody. He: walked in, and found the
etudy in darkuess.

Switching on the electric light, Ching

(Continued on page 25.)
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J. DIMMOCK.

B i

voung outside leit of Tottenham

Hotspurs, though he has not
graced the ranks of first class football
for more than four scasons, has already
risen to the topmost pinnacle of foot-
ball fame.

Dimmock

JAI\IES DIMMOCK, the popular

was borm in 1901 at

Tottenham, within a stone's-throw of-

the White Hart Lane ground, and
déveloped his footballing talent as a
schoolboy. When he had reached the
age of scventeen, Peter McWilliam,
the manager of the 'Spurs, recognising
in him a foatballer above the average,
signed him on for the "Spurs,

He got his chance with the Totten-
ham first string in the season 1919-20,
owing to an injury to Chipperfield, the
regular outside left, and so wonderiully
did he comec on that last season his
talents were recognised by the Selection
Committee, and he was chosen to play
for England against Wales., As ill-luck
would have it, however, he sustained an
injury just before the game was due to
be played, and that, of course, excluded
him from taking part in it.

He got his first cap later on, how-
ever, for the match against Scotland,
—and so well did he play on that occasion
. that many more honours were prophe-
sied for him. In that season, too, he
played in both of England's inter-
national trial matches,

His crowning glory, however, came
at the end of the season when, in the
. Cup-final against Wolverhampton Wan-
derers he scored the goal that earned
the ’Spurs’ victdry, and incidentally
- earned him his first Cup medal. Height
5 ft. 9} ins. Weight 11 st. 9 1bs.
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C. WicKAY.

OLIN Mc¢cKAY, althocugh he has
only been with Huddersfield -
Town since the beginning of

last season, is one of the most popular

players of the Leeds Road ground.

McKay may be said, as yet, to be in
the stages of development for he has
only had three secasons in first class
football ; but even in that small space
of time he has managed to cram in a
greatt amount of cxperience, having
played with both Scottish and English
clubs. He was born at Portobello,
twenty-four years ago, and at an
early age was removed to Fife, where
he was brought up, and where, in-
cidentally, he learned his football,

He had a great reputation as a local
centre forward when the manager of
the Heart of Midlothian Team, scouring
the district with an cye to sccuring
possible talent spotted him, and signed
him on.: McKay stayed with the
Hearts for one scason, filling both the
positions of centre and inside left, then,
desiring a change, left for Sheflield,
and for the next season played in the
ranks of the Wednesday of that town.,
But with the Wednesday he was none
too happy, and so, after he had played
in a dozen matches for them, he went
back to Scotland, whence, at the
beginningz of the present season he was
gsecured by Huddersfield Town.

At Leeds Road he seems to have
scttled, down fairly comfortably, and
the management of that club value his
gervices very highly. In the forward
line he is a brilliant attacker, and in the
half-back line a sturdy defender.

He is a pleasant looking youngster,
whose sunny disposition and brighb
smile has endearcd him to the hearts
of all who know him.  Height 5 ft.
9} ins. Weight 11 st, D
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APA wanted to send me off to school,
but mamma sade, ‘* No, he’ll be sent
back, wot’s the wuse?” coz the

citizens wanted me to leve the place. _
The nice yung citty feller wot broke his
leg, he is abul to be out, witch T am very
sorry for, cos I shel miss the good things
my sisters sent him to ete. It makes my
mouth wotter to reckolet them.
Reverend Mr. Slocum might as well hang
his harp on a wilo tree, for Betty she told
‘me last night confidenshal that Bess was
dead in love with the citty chap, an’ Betty
is & good juge—she knows how 1t 18 herself.
She has a red-hedded bow who looks like
one o' thoso punkins with a candel inside
witch I friten her with on dark nites. 1
should not think she wood be fritened, they
are the perfick immidge of her bow.
Mr. Jennings, whose leg is got well, he

called to sce my sister Bess last evenin’;
he said he

must go back
to town to-
moro, but he
wood come
agane.

Bess whisp-
cred to me it
wos my bed
N time, so I said,
¥ “Good-bye,
Mr.Jennings,”
and went out
as quiet as a
lamb, but 1
crep back into
the front par-

| lour, witch
Papa grabbed me by was in - dark.

the shoulder and took ness. Gn® Ia
me out to the stable. ’ &Yy
down on the

" —

sofy coz I was wide awake as a hawk,
an’ Bess she says:

“ Do, Mr. Jennings, stay til Friday ;
there’s going to be a sirprise party on
Thursday nite, and we can’'t get along
without you.

“1 wouldn’t have little Georgie here
about it for the wurld—he’d do some
mischief, I’'m afrade—that’s the reason 1
didn’t tell you til he was gone to bed ;
it’s goin’ to be to Judge Bell’'s; we'll have
a luvly time.”

So he said he’d stay to pleze her, an’ he
squeezed her hand like it was an orange.
It must be true wot Betty says, they will
make a match.

I wanted to fire a marble at ’em, but I
thot Ide better not so’s Suo wouldn't kno
Ide heard about the sirprise party, an’ I
lay lo.

He asked her was she engaged to Mr.
Slocum. She said she woodn’t marry him
if he was the last man, she wasn’t good
enuff to be a minister’s wife.

Then he asked her was she good enuff to
be hzs wife. I don’t kno wat she sade, she
spoke so lo, an’ 1 fell aslepeo.

All was dark wen I awoke, so I went up
as soft as anything, but the stairs creaked,
and papa he rushed out and fired his
pistol. -

The ball took oph a little peaco of my
rite ear, an’ made me fall downstairs, so
papa was sertain ke had killed the burglar,
an’ he got a lamp, an’ Suo an’ Bess locked
their door and scremed inside, and he an’
mamma come down were I was all curled
up at the foot, an’ she said :

*“ Oh, Lord, it’s dere little Georgie ! Oh,
my sun, my sun !’

Papa he groned like he was hurted. Mame
ma she saw the blood on my face, an’ said :



* He's killed.”

But I was only wounded, like I was a
soldyer, an’ I jumped up and sade I wasn’t
hurt ; then mamma had a fit of high-
sterics.

Such a time ! My ! My ear was wrapped
in cotton, and I was put to bed wen it was
getting dalite. I had my brekfust brot up
by Betty, but I didn’t let on about the
sirprise even to her.

Mamma she cride some more wen she
came up to-see mo. I tezed her to let me
get up.

Wen I was dressed, I slipped out un-
beknone, an’ went over to Juge Bell’s, an’
asked for Miss Anna, an’ told her thare
was a big party comin’ to her house that
night, so she must be surprised as ever
was.

She laffod, an’ said she wood—she was
glad I tole her, cos she woodn’t let her
krimps out now till ovenin, an’ she’d put
the piller-shams on, and have the girl
gweep under the beds.

Then I'went an’ asked ole Miss Tucker,
who goes by the day, to come, an’ Johnny
Gill, who tends the ralerode switch with
one leg, an’ wido Robison, who white-
washes our kitchen, and the two Green
girls who work at tailoring.

They was delited, and promised to go,
‘and not say a word all day.

My peple that I invited all went urly.
They were all thare bhefore other folkes
came, an’ Juge Bell ho thot it was a sell,
.because he was up for offis, and Miss Anna
she was that mad she put on her bonnit
and went away.

So the sirprise party took thare cake an’
creme an’ music an' come over to our house,
where they had a very nice time.

Papa was awful sorry, cause the juge
an’ he was friends. He wondered who did
it. But I thot wot a pity those poor people
went away without cakes or sandwitches
like we had !

I gess somebudy tole him Georgie did it,
fur he looked at me so sharp I thot I wood
go out in the back yard and see if the moon
had set.

There was a strange cat come in the yard.
It was a white and black cat. I said,
¢ Kitty, kitty, kitty !’ but it run away.
There was an awful owder, so I couldn't
stand 1t, and I went in.

The fokes was in the dining-room
havin’ their refreshment, so I went in
thare. They set up a dredful hu and cry
like I was a wild beste.

“0, go away ! go away !”

The ladies put up their kankerchers to
thare facos as if they had tho toothake

I9

Papa grabed me by
the shoulder and
took me out to the

stable, an set me
down on some hay,
and tole me to sta
right thare til the
party was over.

It was offal mene.
I could here tho
music plaing, and I-
hadn’t had any sup-
per; it was cold
and dark in thare,
an’ such a smell, 1
almost dide.

Betty [she come
out tharo after a
wile with a lot of
cake. It was
moonlite wen she
opened the dore, so
I saw who ’twas.

‘* Betty dere, I'm here,” sade I, overjoid
to see her.

““ Oh,” sade she, “ I could find you if it
was ever so dark, Georgie, by my nose,"” an’
she laffed fit to split. But I didn't get mad,
cos it was so thotful of her to bring me
somethin to ete in that drery place.

1 asked her wood she sta with me, but
she was too bizzy. She sade she’d bring me
out my other close as soon as ever she got
time. In about half an hour ghe brot them
out, an tole me when I had put them on 1
mite come to the house. : |

Betty is a good girl, I prise her hily. 1
got back a little wile before the company
went away.

“You musn make frens with strange
cats, Georgie,” sade Dr. Moore.

They oll tezed me. Mr. Jennings he

So Dr. Moore,

he put me on his

shoulder an’
took me out.

wanted to kno if I sented my hankerchuf

with Ess bokay ? But papa spoke sternly.

““ Georgie,” said he, * did you tell that
riff-raff to go to Juge Bell’s ? ”

Guso then, before I could anser, thero
was a fereful racket outside—ole tin pans
and drums an’ horns and whissles enuft to
make you def for life. Evry eye turned on
me as if I was the gilty culprit.

““ What’s up now ? ' groaned mamma.

For once little Georgie's conshunce waa
free.

“I don’t kno, mamma, I gess its the
callythumpians, don’t you ? "’

You seo, dere diry, I had tole a few
fellers round the depot they'd get cake an
cider if they went to Juge Bell's an’ saran.
aded the Sirprise Party, witch they had
found out it was to our house and comsg
llBI'G-
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'You never heard such a bedlum as they
“hade—thare was about thre duzen of
’em. If Ide knone the party was to he at
our house I woodn’t & invited ’em,

Dr. Moore went out to ¢aunuet the krowd,
wich gust houled an yelled like demons, so
he came in with his fingers in his cres.

“You will have to treat them,” he said,
“to get rid of them.”

Mamma went to get them =ome cake,
the Sirprisc Party had et it all up, there
wasn’t time to bake enny that nite, so one
chap throwed a stone rite thru the parlour
window—the noise got worse—1 was so
sorry I had sade enny thing to those lo
fellows about the saranade,.

Then Bess sade there was g hig {ruit-
cake for Thanksgiving in the store-room,
she wood get that : so papa sent 1t out with
a lot of qlder and }ua respeks witch they et
up and then give ‘‘ thre cheers for little
Georgie,” an hollered they wouldn’t go
away til little Georgie made ‘em a speche.

I was fereful fritened. Papa said :

“You've got us into the sc rape, my boy-—
—Yyou ve got to get us out of it.’

"30 Dr. Moore he put me on his shoulder
an’ took me out. 1 xpect I was pale, but
wen they set up o laffin and a screeching 1
got indignant, so I spoke up real loud ¢ and

sade :

“Fello citizens "—Ilike Ide heard papa
down to the hall—*" we’ve had 2 unex-
pected visitors to our Sirprise Party to
nite. One come into the bakyard—it was
a stray cat, thither came into the frontyard
—it was the Callythumpians. 1 don’t
know witch I liked the best. Gceod nite.”

“ You'll make a stump-speker some day,
my sun,” said my father, wen they bad
gone as quiet as Jams, an’ he laffed so much
he got over bean angry with me about the
affare, but my best close are ruined, they
are burried in the garden, I cannot go to
Sunday-skool tomoro.

I'm sorry, for I prommised Harry Hanks
I'd bring him my knife if he'd bring me
the Ingy rubber lizzord hig aunt gave him
—JI wanted to {riten Betty.

Next week is Thanksgiving, I hope an’
pra my close won’t be berried then, for we
expect to have all our relashuns to dinner
an’ stay over nite,

I shall have a jolly time. Thanksgiving
js the best seson of the yere. excepting
Christmas, wich is better. Children are
very fond of Christmas. I kno somethin’
aboub it that is not true, but I shant let on.

Thare are a good menny things in
mince-pies you wouldn’t think wen you ete
them—mete, apple, suet, razons, sitro
brandy, nutmeg, cinmon, pufpastie—an’

1

"

- some has snuff. Cook let me sce her make

" noosepaper,

| them.

I had Johnny’s grandmother’s snuff-
hox, which I borrowed without her know-
ing it. It looked g0 much like cinmon, I
put it all in wen cook was in the pantry.
[ hope it 1s good in pies.

This has ben a busy day. Bess took me
out in the country with her to spend the
afternoon. Thare was a boy thare, and lots
and lots of hickory nuts in the woods, and
cows. We picked up all we wanted.

He told me about snakes—how they put
on a new suit. It is wonderful: 1 wore my
old one cos T was goin’ nutting, an’ my
other was berried.

For once I can close the, my diry, with-
out any sadning axdent to mar thy page.
1 was told I was a very polite child.

Bess belongs to an archery club in our
village. She ‘took her bow and arrow out
so as to shoot in the country where there
was lots of room. When she was tired of it
me an’ the other boy we borrowed it.

Bess let us have it if we woodn’t shoot
tored the house, or at any living thing.
We went in the pasture, and we put up a
noosepaper on a big tree for a target. But
those plagy cows they kep a w alkin’ about,
and most evry time we took ame at tho
noosepaper they would frigk their tales agd
walk siowly past that tree like t‘hf;., was ,
possesst, thare want no utther place to
promenaid hut tlmt

Finally one o’ them arrows hit the boy’s
father’s best Aldernay cow strate in the

eye, wot just iade down, kicked once, an’
give up the ghost.

I'm afrade, wen the cow don’t go to the
barnyard to get milked, his father will not
think Georgo Hac kett is a polite little
fello ; but I did not mean to—no ndede !

I did not ame at a single thing but the
and 1f thnt fool cow would
keep wailung past whose fault was it—
hers or mine ?

:LI‘
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SCHOOLBOY HOWLERS.

Two Halfpennies or
a Penny.

1n a North-country
school the master
had been giving a
class of boys a lesson
on the nature and
value of coins. Pre.-
sently, in order to
illustrate what he had
said, he asked :

““ Are two ha'pennies of more use than
one penny ? ”’

““ Yeg, sir,” replied one of the lads.

“Indeed ?” said the master,
appointed at the answer. *“ \Why 27

*“ Becos,” explained the lad, *“if I lost
my ha'penny 1 should still have anothe
left ; while'if I lost my penny, 1 should have
nowt at all !’

i ¥ >
His Preference.

Just as shrewd was the answer given
by another lad to his teacher on this same
subject of coins.

““Which would you prefer me to give
you,”’ enquired the teacher, ** twelve half-
pennies or one silver sixpence ?”’

“The twelve ha'pennies,”’ answered the
lad.

“Why ?”

‘*“ Because my mother lets me spend th’
coppers 1 get ; but the silver, I've allus to

gi'e it to her ! ”
* * *

dis-

A Proper Noun.

The following is an amusing example of
the folly of eramming the heads of children
with a multiplieity of subjects—history and
physiology, Scripture and botany, compo-
sition and woodwork, ete., etc.

At the close of a Scripture legson on one
of the Parables, the master proceeded to
take. his lads on the subject of the parts of
speech In grammar. |

“What is a proper noun ? 7 he asked.

And one of the lads at once replied :

‘““A earthly story with a heavenly
meanin’ !’

Sometimes, on the other hand, boys
show themselves to be & little smarter than
their teachers.,

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

NP IAMNSIN

“1Is it true, sir,” asked a lad, who had
evidently been reading something on the
subject ; *‘is it true that Satan is to bo
chained up for a thousand years ? "

“ Well, I think so,” replied the teachcer,
rather taken by surprise.

“And will the chain reach all round
the earth, sir ?”

“ 1 suppose s0,” said the teacher, heartily

PThe Manacles of Satan.

{ wishing the lad would shut up.

“Why, then, sir,” retorted the lad,
““he might just as well be loose ! ”
5 * *

Where the Examiner Would Go To,

A schoolinaster at Gateshcad had been
 giving & class of boys a lesson on geography,
and had referred particularly to the inter-

[ esting city of Durham-—its cathedral, its

castle, and its prison.

Some time later the Government inspec-
tor paid one of his visits to the school, and
in examining this particular class on the
course they had gone through, put the
following question : .

“1f T visited the city of Durham, what
large building should I most likely go to 7

““The prison, sir!” promptly answered
one of the lads, on whose mind the teacher’s
reference to that structure had made the
deepest impression.

* E *

Too Improbable,

The master of an evening school got an
interesting bit of information from one of
his boys—a lad of some fiftecen years of
age.

The {eacher was dictating
problem in arithimetic, and said :

“1f your father had a sovercign, and
paid out of it two shillings and threepence
for meat %

“Yes,” said the lad, taking it down.

“Four and sevenpence-halfpenny for
aroceries—-—-"’

“Yes,"” (with a grin, as if he thought the
item rather large).

“LKleven and sixpence for rent

“What 7’ said the lad. * Eleven and
sixpencoe for rent ? He'd ncver pay d,

an casy

M
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IF DREAMS WERE REAL'!

By CECIL DE VALERIE

o

(NoTte.—The other night I had a vivid
dream, wn which all sorts of impossible
things happened. If events occurred in real
life just the same as they do in dreams, some-
thing like the following might be an everyday
happening.—C. pE V.)

ANDFORTH & CO. were having an
argument in Study D. This apart-
ment seemed bigger than usual, ,and

e huge kitchen-range filled one side of it.
Church was busily frying some sausages
for taa. The sausages were a foot long,
and Handforth was trying to make out that
they were cucumbers,

Church persisted that they were sausages
and refused to let Handforth go near the
frying-pan. Handforth, of course, was
determined. McClure barred the way, but
Handy merely picked him up and threw
him into the coal-scuttle. But Church was
determined, too.

He seized the frying-pan, and floated out
of the open window with it. Soaring over
the Triangle, he unfortunately upset some
of the hot fat down Pitt’s neck. Pitt hap-
pened to be passing just then. Pitt melted
at once into a grease spot, and Church
grinned unfeelingly.

Then Handforth came charging out of
the Ancient House. He was about twice
his usual size, and he reached out a tremen-
dous hand to grasp Church. But the
latter hurled the frying-pan at Handforth,
and the sausages turned into green cab-
bages. They thudded upon Handforth in
a shower.

Church, in the meantime, soared higher
and alighted with ease upon the topmost
point of the old clock tower. He squatted
there, porched on high, and gazed serenely
down upon the enraged Handy.

Apparently he thought he was safe. But
this was not the case. For Handforth
merely reached his hand upwards, and his
arm extended like a telescope. His hand
grew bigger and bigger as it came up, until
it was about twice as large as Church
himself.
| Church tried to escape, but he was too
ate !

Tho enormous hand seized him, and he
struggled wvainly for freedom. He was
pulled down into the Triangle. And Hand-

forth- towered up like a building., Just
then Morrow of the Sixth came along, and
Church appealed wildly for help.

Morrow stopped, and looked round.
Handforth shrivelled up like a pricked toy
balloon until he resembled a little insect on
the ground. He scampered away, and
disappeared underneath a flat stone.

McClure came out into the Triangle. He
joined Church, and they went to the flat
stone and turned it up. Handforth had
disappeared, and a little beetle sped away
and vanished into a crack in the ground.

Church and MecClure seemed startled,
but Handforth appeared in their rear. He
weas smiling broadly, and suggested going
on to the playing fields. All thoughts of
doing damage had apparently left him.

The three chums of Study D strolled out
of the Triangle, and when they arrived
on Little Side they discovered that it was
really a lake of water, with boats floating
about serenely.

Nipper and Tregellis-\West and Watson
and Archie Glenthorne, and quite a number
of other Remove chaps, were partaking in
a game of cricket. Only it was quite a
novel game, for the wickets were fixed in
one of the boats, and the ball was like a
miniature balloon. It bobbed about on
the water, and as Handforth looked at it,
the ball suddenly turned into a tiny aero-
plane.

It came scudding across the water,
growing larger and larger as it approached.
Finally it landed on the ground, and it
was now a huge machine. The lake wag a
big aerodrome, and there were several
hangars near by.- The cricketers turned
into blue-overalled mechanics.

Handforth & Co. stepped into the aero-
plane, and Handforth secized the steering-
wheel. Within a couple of seconds the
machine was a thousand feet in the air.
And the chums of Study D were gazing
down upon St. Frank's. It certainly was
St. Frank’s, although it seemed difierent.

There were towers and minarets added,
and curious golden domes which glittered
in the sunlight, And thore were palin
trees, and tropical gardens. Handforth
touched a lever and the acroplane dived
down. Before it reached the ground, how-

| ever, the three chums found that they were



in a motor-car,
Triangle,

They jumped out, and Fatty Little came
out of the Ancient House. He was wearing
flowing robes, and looked like an inhabitant
of Bagdad. Behind him came half a dozen
fags, all similarly attired, but recognisable
as Heath, Owen minor & Co. They were
carrying enormous trays containing beef-
patties, buns, jam tarts, doughnuts, and
dozens of other dainties.

Fatty Little was emptying the trays as
fast as he could eat. He stuffed the food
into his mouth with extraordinary speed.
It was like a furnace
being stoked. And
as fast as the food

It pulled up in the
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man suddenly vanished, and Handy dis.
covered that he was in the Form-room,
He had been trying to drink out of the
ink-well.

The leader of Study D gave & bellow of
rage, seized Church and threw him out of
the window. Church soared high into the
air, and descended in the middle of the
River Stowe—which, for some reason,
was flowing through the Triangle,

Handforth jumped up and hurried out.
He didn’t trouble to go through tho

wirixdow, but simply walked through the
wall,

Church hobhed out of the water,
and ran for his life.

He took tremendous
strides, his very first

vanished from the stop taking him into
trays, 1t was re- the middle of the
placed. The trays Bannington High
never became exe Street. Ho went
hausted. straight on, casting

Handforth & Co. a glance over his
looked on with in. shoulder every now

terest. Fatty Littlo
becamo larger and
larger. He expanded While they were

and he rose higher. engaged upon their

Within a few minutes task the door
the sun was blotted ©opened. Phipps—
out by Fatty's bulk, Archie’s man—

appeared, carrying
an immense tray,
containing ginger-
beer and lemcn-

ade, etc.

Then, suddenly, dark-
ness descended.
Handforth and
Church and McClure
found themselves
groping in the intense
gloom,

The electric light
was switched on, and,
strangely enough,
the three juniors dis-
covered that they
were in  Study D.
Everything was just the same as usual,
and they sat down to do their prep.

While they were engaged upon this task
the door opened. Phipps—Aurchie’s man
—appearcd, carrying an immense tray.
There were bottles on the tray, and the
labels on the bottles announced that they
contained ginger-beer and lemonade. A
big bowl was filled with oranges.

Handforth & Co. stopped their work,
and Phipps set the tray down, and poured

out three glasses from the bottles. But
the glasses were filled with delicious-

looking fruit ices. Handforth seized one,
and put it to his lips. He was disgusted
to find that the glass was empty.

He picked up another, and this was
empty, too., Then, glaring at Phipps, tho

and again,

Handy was follow.
ing, but he was only
rmning, in the usual
way. But, somehow,
Church found it im-
possible to outdistance

him. No matter how
fast ho ran, Hand-
forth was always

hehind. There was no
doubt that Handy was
determined to catch
the runaway.

Church was rapidly
feeling exhausted.
And, at length, he
flopped down in the
road—only to find
that he was in the
middle of Piccadilly Circus. A motor-bus
came cherging down upon him, and the
whole scene became inky.

Church was in Study D, really, and
Handforth was still doing his prep. And
cverything seemed normal. The bell
clanged out, announcing that it was bed-
time.

The three juniors threw their books
aside and passed out into the passage. At
least, it ought to have been tho passage,
but the door of Study D really led straight
into the Remove dormitory. .

And the evening was over—and so is this
rubbish !

L

Ipiror’s Nore.—It really seems to us
that Cecil ought to visit a specialist !
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‘Heap Plentee Fine Placee!”

A Few Minutes with Yung Ching.
(BY OUR SPECIAL INTERVIEWER.)

= MF} likee London one piecee fine!”
sald Yung Ching, in reply to my
query. ‘“ Heap plentee fine placeo !
But notee so nicee as St. Flank’s. Me velly
happyv at St. Flank’s. Allee samee likee
Blitish boys ! "

““I have been instructed by my Editor
to obtain your views on London, Ching,”
I said. making a jotting in my notebook.
““ Of coursoe, you stayed in London for some
little time before you came to St. Frank’s,
didn’t you ? "

“ Plentee week ! ™ said the Chinese boy.

“All right—go ahead!” 1 exclaimed.
“ How did you like London ? *

“ Muchee confuse !’ said Yung Ching.
“ Makee my blain go upee and downce !
Allee samee plentee noise. Plentee motol-
cars ovelywhore. Shootee out and makee
people lun one piecee quick. Allee samee
_scare. Me getee big flight.”’

“ A fright, ¢h ?” I asked. * Why 2"

“ Evelything so muchee noisee !’ replied
Ching. “ Me allive at station ”

““ Of course you were alive ! ”” I put in.

“You no savvy!"” grinned Ching. *‘I
meanec allive—getee thero!”

“Oh, arrive ! I said. “I've got you
now. Go ahead.”

““Gleat plentee big tlain!' said Yung
Ching. ** Muchee better than in my own
honourable letched countly. Heapee go
quick., Me thinkee allee up. Then we in
London, with noisee evelywhere. Me goce
in onp piecee taxi thlough stleots.  Me
thinkee big motol-’bus smashee me up evely
minute. Poor 1i'l Chingy muchee flightened.
Mo thinkee notee live no more.”

“ So you didn’t like it at first ? "’

““ Me too scare,” replied Ching. ‘‘Then
me comee to bigee hotel. DMuchee fine,
Heap plentee glub—allee samee cat
muchee, Then me taken out to see sights.
Me goee along Stland, and Tafalgal Square
and muchec blight other place.”

“ Piccadilly Circus ?’ 1 ventured.

““ Notee lemember—but 1 thinkee you
light,”” said Yung ‘Ching. ““ Oh—olb,

plentee blight-placece. Gleatee 'lectlic lights |

Iunning all over sides of houses. Me thinkee
allec samee buildings on fire.  Velly
wondelful. Heap malvellous! Notee seon
samee in my own hcenoulable countly.
Engleesh people velly clever. One piecce
blainy people, me think!" ‘

“ Oh, rather!” 1 agreed.
elso ? "’

“My honoulable guardian takee me
lound in big motol-car,” said Ching. *‘ Me
seo muchee. Big tlains lunning about in
stleets!  Velly stlange! Velly muchee
malvellous ! Gleat bigee tlains lunning on
lails!  Allee samec movee quick likee
lightning. No engine—no nothing! Velly
muchee milacle !

““Oh, you mean the electric trams 7 [
grinned. ‘‘ Yes, they are rather wonderful
when you sece them for the first time. 1
don’t know whether you've got cloctrie
trams in China, but they couldn’t bhe any-
thing like ours in London. What did you
think of the shops ?

“ Mucheo fine!” said Ching. “ One
piecee wondelful shops! Plenteo light—
plenteo blight colours—plentee goodce
things ! Me never see suchee shops in my
lifee ! Makee mo feel likee little insect. So
smallee [ notee Know I alive! Evelything
heap plentee big—heap plontee noise.
Poor Chingy flightened. Likoe St. IFlank’s
muchee better. Velly goodee here.”

“ Don't you want to go back to China ?
I asked.

“ Notee on your lifee,”” replied Ching,
firmly. “ Me stayee here muchee long years
Learnes heap plentece at St. Flank’s—
learnce talkee Engleesh, likee you. Then
me go Oxford—and leturn to China alleo
samee like White man. Me velly pleased to
be here. Likee evelything. Oh, yes, one
piecce goodee ! "’

And, as I couldn't get very much elso
out of Yung Ching, I closed my notebook
and the interview was officially declared at
an end. Besides, the Iiditor distinetly told
me that I couldn’t have more than this
particular bit of space !

“ Anything

THE END.



(Continued from pajye 15)

looked round, and then curled himself up in
the easy chair with a couple of books on
English grammar. He was very keen to im-
prove his English, and availed himself of
every opportunity. It was rather ecurious
that he should be ahle to compose his mind
for such work now.

In the meantime, a council meeting was
taking place in Study C, just along the pas-
sage. And ihis meeting was a somewhat
cerious affair. At least, it would have been
if Handforth had been absent. But even in
the most grave circumstances, Hamdforth
had a habit of creating a ridiculous atmos-
phere. He couldn’t help it—it was just his
little way.

** Now look here, you chaps, this thing is
serious!” 1 said, looking round. *‘Some-
thing‘s”got to be done before we go to
bed

** Why not do it?"’" osked Handforth tartly.

*“* Don’t interrupt—-" ;

“ Rats!” snapped Edward Oswald. ‘' All
you cuan do is to talk about doing some-
thing! Jaw—jaw—jaw, all the giddy time!
But when it comes to action you're stumped
—yeu can't do a blessed thing! I'm the
only chap who can do things!”

“You've dene a fat lot =o far!"
Pitt.

The meceting comsisted of Handforth and
Co., Tregellis-West, Watson, Pitt, De
Valerie, Levi, and Jack Grey—and, of course,
myself.  During the last hour or two we
had been hoping and expecting that Yung
Ching would turn up.

But there had been no sign of the Chinese
boy, and conly ten minutes earlier 1 had
searched the whole of the Ancient House
in an endeavour to find Nelson Lee. But the
guv'nor was missing. Apparently, he was still
on the trail—or attemptimg to get on the
trail. The fact that Yung Ching bhad not
turned up looked grave. Something cerious
Thad happened.

““I've called you

said

chaps together hecause
it's time to get into action,” I said. * It's
no good Handy saying that nothing has
heen dome. We know that. We haven't had
a chance to do anything, we've been waiting
for my guvnor to turn up.”

Handforth snifled.

“Don’'t blame me,”" he said grimly. ']
offered to get on the track of that Chinese
kid, hut I was turned down! If T had
started on the job, the mystery would have
been cleared up by this time; and Yung
Ching would be here, with us. 1t's not my
habit to blow my own trumpet——"

“Not at all,” interrupted De Valerie.
““Hew absurd! A trumpet isn’t big enough
for you, Handy—you use a megaphone!”™

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

““No joking now—-" 1 began.

“Joking!” howled Handforth. “ Do you
call it a joke to imsult me? Put up your
hands, De Valerie—I'm going to punch you
on the nese! I'm going to knock you down,
and then Kkiek you out of this study!”

L]

De Valerie grinned,

**Just as loving as ever, Handy,” he eaid.
““ What an affectionate chap you are!”

Handforth pushed up his sleeve,

“You funny lunatic!” he roared., * I'l]
show you o

“Grab bhim!" I said curtly. “ Hold him
tight! If you don't dry up, Handy, we'll

expel you from this meeting, and bar you
altogether! This isn't a time for rowing
and squabbling!" -

Handforth looked at me in pained surpiise,

“You—you'll chuck me out?” he aszked
dazedly. ** Me? Me?”?

“ Exactly!” I replied. “ You!”

“Why, you ddtty babbler!” shouted
Handforth. ** I'm the only one who’s any

cooud at detective-work! Just say the word,
and I'll buzz out and find Yung Ching in
two ticks! It doesn't take me long once
1 get on the trail!”

" Exactly—once you get on the trail,”” I
agreed. ' But there doesn’t seem to be any
trail to get on! That's what we've got to
find out. And when you've done acting the
gout, T'l proceed. We've been wailing for
Yung Ching to appear, but there's been no
gign of him so far. I suggest, therefore,
that we form ourselves into two search-
parties, and go out in opposite directions.”

* How shall we know where to look?”
asked GUrey,

“* My dear ehap, we sha'n't know,” I re-
plied. ** But it's just possible that we might
stumble on something, if we're lucky. Any-
how, we can't go to hed leaving the position
as it stands.,”

“0f course not,” agreed Pitt,
shall we devide ourselves?”’

“ Well, I'll take one lot, and you can be
in charge of~the other.”

““And what about me?” demanded Hand-
ferth warmly. " Where's my party?”

“You'd better go with Pitt-—"’

‘“ He'll be more valuable with your lot!”
said Pitt hastily, ' -

Handiorth looked rcund, and curled his lip.

“0h, so that's it!" he said Dbitterly,
“Jealousy again! I'm being shoved into the
background, eh? Instead of letting me lead

“ liow

one of these parties, I've got to stick
amongst the rank and file—"
“*Oh, my goodness,” I groaned. *“ What

an  ass you are, IHandy! What does i2
matter who leads? Each party will be on
the alert for any suspicious circumstances,
and you stand just as much chuance of find-
ing a clue as anybody else! And if I {ake
WI? ;with me, you'll have to bhehave your-
self !

Handforth gulped.

** Be-behave mysell!” he stuttered. “ Why,
do you think I'll submit to this sort of
rot ?”

*“ Gag him, somebody,” groaned Reginald
Pitt. **He's like a Dblessed gramophone!
He keeps saving the same thing over .and
over again! I can’™t understamd how Ching
vanished, in the first place. Why was he
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haystack? Who took
he ultimately go to?”
“We can't an-
We only

taken behind that
him? Where did

‘““ Steady on!” I put in.
swer these questions, Reggic.
know that Yung Ching
very mysterious circumstances, and it seems
fairly safe to assume that le was taken
away by Chinamen.”

*“That's what I thought,” said Church.

“But why should Chinamen take him?”
asked MeClure,

“Rot!” put in Handforth. * Chinamen!
Huh! A fat lot of sense you chaps have
got! All you can do is to imagine a lot of
sensational piffle! Yung Ching simply fell
into the hands of a couple of tramps! 1
expect they took him into the wood,
picked his pockets, and let him go!"

“ And he's been over three hours
ting home?" 1 asked.

‘“ Oh, well, they probably closhed him on
the head,” said Handforth., ** We've only
got to go to Bellton Wood, and we shall
find him there, hidden away in some gully,
You den't need any trail on a case of this
kind.”

“ Right you are, Handy, vou can buzz off
Lo Bellton Wood,” I said. * That's rather
a good idea, Think of the triumph you'll
get, too!”

‘I shall want about ten chaps with me,”
sail Handforth briskly. * We'll start with-
in five minutes -

““ Look here, if you go, you'll go alone!"
I interrupted. * It’s quite suflicient for one
fathead to go on a focl’s errand.
not stopping you, Handy—you're at per-
feet liberty to go. And this jaw has gone
on quite long enough. We're simply wast-
gne time. Are you fellows ready?"”

“ Of course,”” said De Valewmie.
waiting for you.”

“ Wait a minute, I want to fetch my
cap,” said Solomon Levi. “1It's in the
study, and I'll be back in a couple of ticks.”

He hurried out, went along the passage,
and then opened the door of the end study.
He saw that the electric light was full on.

“ Oh, are you here, Dick?”’ he asked. ** Be-
licve me, there's going to be something do-
ing in a minute or two—— Why, what——
By my life!”

The Jewish boy paused, starine hard.

For, instead of Dick Goodwin, as he had
supposed, the occupant of the chair was
Yung Chimg himself! It was such a start-
ling surprise that Levi could only stand
there, gazing at Ching as though ne were
a ghost.

It was, indeed, a staggerer.

Levi had just left the meeting which had
decided to go out into—the gloomy evening
in a couple of search parties, to looK for
Yung Ching. And the Chinese boy was here
@ll the time, calmly and serenely sitting in

cet-

i “‘re!re

his own study, learning grammar! It was
absolutely the limit!
And there was a certain eiement of

humour in the situation, only Levi couldn't

disappeared under

But I'm

l

whole

The
thing was quite funny. So much anxiety for
Yung Ching, and here he was, as large as
life and perfectly safe.

appreciate it at the moment.

He sat there in just the same way as
ever—bland, smiling, and aggravatingly
calm. He looked at Solomon Levi with his
own peculiarly cheerful expression, and
coolly nodded.

“ Allee samee good,”” he remarked. ‘‘ Me
wantee you, Velly hard piecee glammar,
Me wantee you tellee me one time—""

“Great Scott!" gasped Levi. “You're
here, then!’’

““ Heap plenty muchee!”’
nodding.

“You young bounder!”
‘“How did you get here?"

“ Walkee thlough door!"

“l know that, you young idot!" snapped
Levi. ‘" But what's happened? What have
you been doing?’’

“One piecee plentee learn glammar,” said
Ching blandly. ** Velly hard. Me notee
know muchee——=""

“You—you lozer!” roared Levi. *“ I know
you've been learning grammar—haven't 1
got eyes? Can't I see? But what did you
do before that? What happened to you
after you went to fetch that cricket ball?”

““No savvy!” said Yung Ching calmly.

“ You—you——" Levi paused, breathing

"

agreed Ching,

shouted lLevi.

hard. ** Look here, I'm not putting up with
your nonsense, you rogue! ‘*No savvy’

won't suit me! Where have you been all
the evening? Eh? Answer me that!"”

Yung Ching smiled mnore broadly tham
ever.

‘“ Heap plentee muchee doing!" he replied.

Levi glared at him, and then suddenly
dived out of the study, and made his way
down the passage. I was just emerging at
the same moment, with the other fellows
hehind me. We looked at Solomon's excited
face in some surprise. He came up to us
with a rush.

“ Hallo?” “ What'~ -
wrong?”’ |

““ There's mothing wrong, believe me!’ re-
plied Levi promptly. “But you {fellows
needn't break your heads over this search-
ing business. And as for that chocham,” he
added, glancing at Handforth, * he'd de a
ot of good in Bellton Wood you can take
it from me!"

“ What's that?” snapped Handforth.
“What did you call me?"

““ A chocham!"

“You'd better not use any of those Chin-
ese words—-"'

“It's Yiddish!” grinned Levi. ‘“ A cho-
cham——"

“You're

I asked curiously.

not going to insult me!”" said
Handforth fiercely. * For two pins—-"

“By my life! Can a fellow breathe?'
asked Solomon patiently. *“ A chocham is a
wise person, but 1 was a bit sarcastic when
I called you a chocham!”

‘*“ A wise person,”” said Handforth. “ H'm!



Well, that’s not so bad.
that about sarcasm—-"'

*“ For goodness’ gake dry up,” I put in.
““We can't hear ourselves think! Now then,
Levi, what's the cause of your sudden ex-
citement ?’’

“ Yung
promptily. .

“What do you mean?”

‘““He’s here.”

‘““ Here,”” 1 repeated, staring.

“* Sitting in my study, learning grammar!”
said Levi grimly. -

‘“ What!” roared the in
voice.

They stared at Levi blankly, and T must
admit that I was completely bowled over
for the moment. T had mot been expecting
anything of this nature. The idea of Yung
Ching retuming quietly and unobtrusively
had mot occurred to me.

~““You funny ass!"’ said Handforth. * I'ry-
ing to pull our legs, eh? If you can think
you can work that fatheaded dodge——"’

“ Come and look for yourselves!” inter-
rupted Levi.

We crowded along to the end study, and

But what was

Ching!” =said the Jewish boy

juniors, one

bursg in. ~ And there, sure _enough, was
Yung Ching, calmly proceeding with his
reading. ~

“Well I'm blesscd!” I eaid, striding for-
ward.

“ Great pip

““He's here all the time!”

“The awflul young bounder!"

“The artful little rotter!”

Yung Ching turned his head, and regarded
us with his usual open air.

** Me plentee glad!”’ he remarked. ‘* You
comee just lightee! Me wantee you explain
one piecee word—"’

** Never mind the one piecee word!” I in-
terrupted. *“* Do you know that we were
just preparing to go out searching the fields
and meadows for you?"

“* No savvy!” sgaid Ching cally.

** Well, you'd better savvy now!” 1 went
on. ‘1t was only by chance, apparently,
that you were found here. When did you
get back, Ching?”

*““ Me comee plentee long timee!"

“ What happened to you?”

““ Muchee!”’

“ You exasperating young ass!" I eaid.
““ What’s the good of saying that? We
want to kpnow exactly what took place.
You went after that cricket ball, and then
suddenly disappeared.”

** Allee samee light!” agreced Ching.

I know 1'm right!” I said. * But where
did you disappcar to?”

** No savyy!”

“ How did you manage to vanish in that
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- way?”

* No sdvvy!”

““ Did somehody take you away by force?”

(N ND S}l\:‘;y!!!

Just for a moment 1 felt like picking the
smiling Chinee up and giving him a terrilic

shaking.

IIe understood perfectly well what
I was talking about, and it was only too
obvious that he had no intention of giving

any explanation. 1In his quaint, Chinese
way, he meant to tell me that he was keep-
ing his adventures to himself. His smile
wag just as child-like and open as ever.
“ By Jove!” 1 said, at last. *‘ You young
beggar!"”’
““Me muchee solly,” =aid Ching. * No
“You're ecnough

wantee you be angly!”’

“ Angry!” I repeated.
to make a saint wild! Will you tell us what
happened to you after you were dragged out
of that ditch in the meadow? Were you
captured by somebody, or did you go off on
your own?"’

Ching shrugged his shoulders,
wider than ever,

‘“No savvy!” he said calmly,

“ Let me get at him!"” roared Handforth,
forcing his way forward. * No savvy, eh?
I'll soon show him how to savvy! I'll jolly
well punch hiln——"

““ No you won't, Handy,” I put in. ** Yon
can't punch Ching. One slosh from your
fist, and he'd be finished! It’s no good try-
ing to force him. If he doesn’t want to
speak, there’s an end of it!”’

“Rot! I'll soon make him talk—-"’

“I doun't reckon you will!” put in Solly.
‘“ Believe me, we've had some experience—
Dick and 1. That yellow smiler is about the
limit! If he doesn't want to talk, you can
say good-night! I've made myself hoarse
trying to make him answer sometimes, Be-
lieve me, he's a caution!” :

“Well, it's a jolly good thing he’s come
back!” I declared. * It's saved wus the
trouble of scarching, and I'm relieved, too.
By the way, Ching, what did you do with
that cricket ball?”

“No savvy!” raid Ching blandly.

And we gave it up—the Chinese hoy wajg
flopeless,

and smiled
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WHAT NELSON LEE DISCOVERED!

ND while these events

were taking place at

St. Frank’s, Nelson

Lee was by no means

idle. I had been wondering

what had happened to the

guv'nor, and I was' just a

little bit anxious, But I need not have
been.

For Nelson Lee was making a few dis-
coveries.

He had acted with precision and certainty
—at -a critical moment when hesitation
would have been fatal. And, as a result of
that action, he was now congratulating him-
self upon the events of the evening.

Before darkness had finally settled over
the district he examined the meadow care-
fully and thoroughly. And he came to. the
conclusion that Yung Ching had not been
taken very far away. Nelson Lee belicved,




in fact, that the Chinese boy was concealed
somewlhere within a radius of a few hundred
yards., DbBut the concealment was so cun-
ningly contrived that the detective could
iknow nothing for certain. That he had cer-
tain suspicions was obvious, for he returned
to the meadow after darkness had fallen—
like a shadow, silent and unobtrusive.

- And he took up his stand, practically in
the hedge, only a short distance from the
innocent Irmhm« haystack. Nelson Lee did
not actually behe\e that Yung Ching was
hidden thﬂre, but he was quite “certain that
-the missing junior was not very far off.

He knew something of the Chinese mind,
and he was quite convinced that Ching had
been taken away by Chinese. But they
would not be so f00h=h as to move while
daylight lasted.

It was Nelson TLee's theorv—aud this
theory was absolutely correct—that the kid-
nappers had been lying in wait for hours—
probably throughont the day—with that
characteristic patience of the Oriental.

These Chinamen were strangers in the
neighhourhood, Their very appearance
would have given rise to widespread gossip
if they happened to be seen by any of the
villagers. Nelson Lee took it as a certainty
that the veliow men would not allow them-
selves to he seen.

They had come to this distriet in the dark-
ness, and it stood to reasen that they would
take action in the darkness. In other words,
they would not move away fromm the meadow
until- night fell. To be seen taking Yung
Ching away would be absolutely fatal.

Exactly how the yellow men had effected
their object, Nelson Lee did not know. But
he, too. could be patient. And when he took
tip his stand in the meadow unseen against
the hedge, he remained like a part of the
hedge itself.

And his eyes were accustomed to the
gloom. e could see with a fair amount of
distinetness in all directions. And there he
waited, motiouless and silent, as the time
ticked by. |

Any movement on his part now would
pruhahl;« mean discovery. He instinctively
felt that eyes were watching out of the dark-
ness. He had a conviction that he was not
the only human being within that meadow.

And, late in the evening, after his weary
vigil, he was rewarded.

ife thought he saw a movement further
down the meadow, cloze against a clump of
willows. He concentrated his attention
upou this spot. Aund then, five minutes iater,
he saw three dim forms coming silently and
stealthily forward. They might have been
ghosts, for all the sounds the\ made.

And they were creeping along the hedge
towards the haystack—which now hbecame

doubly interesting to Lee. And these three
d.m ficures would have to pass within a

yard of him. He didn't stir an inch, He
waa effectually concealed by the hedge, and
he remained as motionless as a mummy.

Not that he had any particular fear of
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at that game.

. and

these Chinamen. They were not practised in
woodcraft to the same extent as he was.
He knew that he could beat them any day
Had they heen Red Indians,
he would have felt slightly uncertain—ior
the Red Indian can detect the presence of
an enemy in the most uncanny manuer.
These Chinamen were not to be feared in
that way.

But they were very caunftious. They crept
on inch h\ inch—so atm!t!nh that it hardiy
seemed possible that they could be human
beings. And, as it hdppl.l]\.,-d they paused
for a few moments when they were exactly
opposite the spot where Nelson Lee stood
concealed. 1lle could see their outlines
against the sky. They were Chinamen right
enough—big fellows, dressed in black cloth-
ing, to match the darkness. And they whis-
pered one or two words—which Nelson Lee
could not understand.

Then they passed on, and. finally, came to
a halt exactly opposite the rear ot the hay-
stack. And there, like three grim sentinels,
they took up their stand. There was some-
thing very sinister about ihis business.

Only a short period of time passed. Aud
then came quick movement on the part of
the Chinese. Yung Ching's captors had just
emerged from their burrow, and they found
themselves menaced by these black figures.

I have already deseribed what took place.
Yung Ching found himself among f{riends,
his two encmies took to their heels,
squealing with fricht, They made their way
across the meadow in the direction of Bell-
ton Wood.

And this was the moment which c‘dled for
instant action on Nelson Lee’s part.

There was no tiine for hesitation or delay.
fiither he had to remain, and see what hap-
pened to Yung Ching, or he had to follow
the fugitives. And Nelson Lee, without a
second’'s pause, took the latter course.

*The very facts, as he had seen them, were
significant. Yung Ching was safe now—+these
three black figures were not enemies.
they had rescued Ching from the other
(‘hinese. They were his friends,

But the two men who had fled were ob-
viously men of a different calibre. And
Nelson Lee keenly desired to find out what
they were up to—where their headquarters
were, and whether they were alone in this
enterprise,

Ilis only course, therefore, was to follow
them—swiftly.

FFrom the direction they took across the
meadow he could see that they were bent
upon entering the wood. And the spot
where they were making for was just that
section of the wood wlhlere a footpath led
through the dense trees.

A swift calculation told Nclson Lee t{hat
he had the advantage. The fleeing China-
men had to cross the widest part of the
meadow. And Lee, by running quickly along
the hedge, and tdkmrr a cut across the end
of an adqmmuw field, could arrive in the
wood first,

For



Once there, it would he a simple matter
for him to reach the footpath and work
his way forward in suchh a mmanner that he
would head the Chinamen off. But even a
minute’s delay would make this plan im-
practicable.

And so, leaving Yung Ching to the care
of his rescuers, he hastened ofi.

e carried out his plan to the letter, and,
as he had anticipated, e had not crouched
beside the footpath in the wood for more
than three minutes before the two defeated
Chinamen came along.

They were talking rapidly together in their
own language, llere, in the deep recesses
of the wood, they felt themselves to be
perfectly safe. This was not private pro-
perty, and there were no gameckeepers (o
bheware of.

The Chinamen passed along the footpath,
quite unconscious of. Nelson Lee’s presence.
They went on their way—not hurrying now,
but taking the walk easily, Nelson Lee
shadowed them. His work was perfect.
Even if the two yellow men had been on the

alert—even if they had been expecting pur- .

suit—th2y would never have known that a

grim shadow was dogging their footsteps. |

And so they progressed until they reached
the: far edge of the wood. Emerging, the
ground sloped gradually away down on the
vast expanse of Bannington Moor. The
great heath stretched out, dark and forbid-
ding, to the far horizon. Not a light showed

anywhere. Ior this spot was uninhabiied
and forsaken.

J EE
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By this time Nelson Lee had begun to :'

suspect the ultimate destination of the men
he was tracking. They had come to this dis-
trict. in the darkness, and it was clear that
their headquarters were situated in some
place that was not likely to be visited by
any of the local inhabitants.

And what better place could be fouﬁﬁ"

than the old disused quarry, which lay only
‘4 short distance across the moor, and with-
7 sight cf the wood? A more fitting spot
for such mysterious happenings as these
could not be imagined. And a better place
of concealment would be impossible to find.

The old quarry had been used on other
occasions—by other criminals. But this was
the first time that Chinamen had visited the
district. Instinctively, they had selected
this old quarry as their base, Indeed, it
was recally the only spot that was at all
suitable.

And Neclson Lee’s assumption turned out
to he correct.

The two [figzures stole across the moor,
and then vanished over the lip of the quarry.
VWhen Nelson Lee arrived, he could faintly
see them descending the steep slope. The
quarry was like a great gash in the moor,
tlie bottom of the gash being fifty.or sixty
feet below the moor level. And down there
the scene was desolate apd ugly in the
extreme, '

Great boulders, choking masses of weeds,

Fatty opened the cupboard, and
then his eyes glittered. He stood
there,and he instinctively smacked

his lips.

—

and a wilderness which looked depressing
cnough even on tlre hrightest day.

Enshrouded in the gloom of night, the
spot was forbidding and almost uncanny.
The two Chinamen were like sinister spectres
as they picked their way between the boul-
ders, and at last vanished utterly.

Nelson Lee knew the geography of the
quarry as well as he knew every door and
window at St. Frank’s. And he recognised
that particular section at once. The two
Chinamen had made their way into a cave-
like opening which led into one of the old
quarry workings,

It was not the tunnel which led to the
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old vault under the ruined monastery near
St. I'rank's. This working was guite a dif-
ferent one, and ended after penetrating
'nto the ground for about a hundred yards.
There were no branch tunnels of any kind.
Lee knew that the men could not emerge
into the open by any other means,

And he crept up sileutly and with ex-
treme caution. MHe felt that he was about
to make some further discoveries. It would
pe foolish for him to show his hand now.
Indced, he realised that his position was
fraught witn peril. If he fell into the hauds
of these yellow men, it was doubtful if he
would ever survive.

At last lie arrived at the very entrance to
the cave. And here he paused, wondering
exactly what his plan of action was to be.
To a large extent he must be gnided by cir-
cumstances, but he was very anxious to go
into this tunnel.

Ile knew the dangers, but he did not
hesitate. Ile was armed, and he had always
been well capable of taking care of himself.
These Orientals, however, had strange ways.
d'hey were not likely to give himm much
chance of using the ordinary methods of
self-deience.  Nelson Lee knew from pre-
vious experience that to deal with Chinese
criininalg, was like dealing with serpents.

However, he was not going to be foiled.

Having come so far, he had no intention
of turning back. And he edged his way for-
ward into the cave entrance. lle was on the
lookout all the time for the lcast sign of a
possible seutry. I'or it was on the cards
that one of these invaders had been placed
on guard,

However, this did not seem to be the case,
and Nelsou Lee was not exactly surpeised.
For they had no suspicion that their move-
ments were watched, or that their hiding-
place was known.

At last Nelson Lee found himself right
inside the cave. The rough walls were
irrce=iar and full of crannies and crevices.
This was all to the good, for he could easily
slip back into one of these places in the
event of of a sudden surprise. The uncom-
fortable thought struck him that these self-
same crevices offered excellent lurking-
places for the enemy.

But he did not pause because of this,

‘At the rear of the cave the disused tunnel
of the quarry working started. It was
marrow and irregular, propped up here and
there with rotten beams. And there was a
turn near the end. Reflected from this turn
there was a flicker of yellow light.

Inch by inch, Nelson Lee worked forward,
feeling that every step took him into greater
peril. And at last he found himself in such
a position that he could project his head
round the rock, and look upon the scene
beyond. He crouched to the ground until he
was lying nearly full length. Then, gradu-
ally, he slid forward.

| shadow he stole away.

The scene he gazed upon was very much
.48 he had expected.

At the end of the tunnel two candles were
burning on a ledge. And there was a kiud
of brazier, glowing warmly—and this, appar-
ently, was provided for cooking purposes.
Even Chinese villains must eat. The two
men lie had followed were squatting stolidly
near the brazier, partaking of supper. They
were eating a kind of stew mainly composed
of rice, by what Nelson Lee could cee, and
they were manipulating their chop-sticks
with characteristic ease,

But it was not upon these two men that
Nelson Lee chiefly gazed. 'T'here was a third
man, squatting at the rear, and partially
hidden by the brazier, le was older than
the others—a Chinaman with a wizened
vellow face which looked like old parch-
ment. His eyes glittered with a kind of fire
in the glow. And he was talking rapidly
in Chinese. llis voice seemed to have a
meunacing tone, and Nelson Lee judged that
he was angrily upbraiding his foilowers for
having failed in their mission.

FFor perhaps five minutes Nelson Lee re-
mained still, watching. Then, having seen
enough, he edged his way back. At last he
emerged into the open air, and like u
There was a puzzled
frown on his brow. He was thinking of the
incident which had occurred only a few nights
carlier-—when a Chinaman had attempted to
get into the Remove dormitory. Obviously,

this feilow had had designs upon Yung
Ching. Nelson Lee was convinced that the

man had meant to kill the Cliinese boy.

But he had been frustrated at the last
moment by a dart which had entered the
back of his neck, cauging unconsciousness,
and apparentliy death., And yet, in some
mysterious way the body of this Chinaman
had vanished by the time Nelson Lee arrived
on the scene,

Waus that man connected with this group?

It was a puzzling question, 1f they had
wanted to Kill Yung Ching, why had they
kept him a prisouner in the haystack? Why
had they not finished him outright, and left

him there? Somehow Nelson Lee did not
believe that these men were intent upon
murder.

In that case there must be others! The

whole countryside, in fact, appeared to be
teeming with Chinese! And yet the local in-
habitants knew nothing. These yellow 1u-
vaders moved stealthily and secretly.

The thought wgs a disconcerting one, and
Nelson Lee, having completed his preseat
task, realised that the hour was getting late.
It was his duty to get back to the school
with all haste.

l Somehow,

he knew that Yung Ching
needed protection more than he had ever
needed it before!
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CHOAPTER VII.
LOOKING AFTER CHINGY!
‘ EARLY bedtime!™”
' said  Tommy Wat-
: con, with a yawn.
; " Yes, and you
look ready for bed, too!” I
remarked. ‘' Must be the
cricket. Not that I'm feeling
particularly used up.”

Watson snitfed.

“You didn't do all the leather chasing,”
he said. ‘‘ Some of us were running about
for hours, and getting ourselves properly ex-
hausted. 1t's a pretty good idea being a
crack batsman or a howler! He escapes all
the hard work!”

1 grinned.

‘“Does he?” T =aid. "It seems to me,
Tommy, that a bowler does more strenuous
exercise than any fieldsman—and 1've been
bowling a good bit this evening, Still, we
won't start an argument.” )

** Begad! Rather nat, dear old boys!”
gsaid Sir Montie. ' Arguin’ is a frightful
bore, an’ shockin'ly exhaustin’. It's really
a wonder to me how Handforth manages to
keep up his strength, considerin’® the amount
of arguin’ he does!”

“Enh?’’ said Handforth, looking round.
“* What's that?”’

‘* Nothin’, dear fellow—nothin’!"’ said Sir
Montie hastily.

“0Of course not!” exclaimed HHandforth,
pushing up, his sleeves. ‘' 1'm going to put
a stop to this kind of thing! My back can’t
be turpned for two ticks without somebody
jawing about me! They're afraid to say
things to my face. And when I tax the
rotters, they simply say °‘ nothing’! I've
had enough of it!”

‘* There you are—there's an example!” 1
grinned. . ** You see, Montie. He’s quite
ready to start an argument on the spot, and
~to keep it up until he’s got you rocky. The
best thing is to studiously ignore him!"”’

** Rather, dear fellow,” said Sir Montie.

We walked out of the common-room, leav-
ing Handforth glaring after us. Handy was
still feeling a bit sore about Yung Ching.
The leader of Study D had made up his
mind to do a few wonderful things in con-
nection with getting on the track. And the
discovery of Ching safely in his own study
had made Handforth snort with disgust,
Personally, he would have preferred the
Chinese boy to be still missing—and,
choice, in the hands of a desperate gang of

scoundrels. This would have given Handy
a chance to rescue him, But Chingy's

chances would have bheen slim,

1t was very close to bedtime, and I saun-
tered along the Remove passage with my
chums, and we looked into the end study.
The lights were out, and the room was
empty. : ,

““ Not here!”” T said, frowning. ** Levi and
Goodwin distinetlv told me they'd keep their

__.___“‘I.-.
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eye on Ching for the rest of the evening. 1
wonder where the hounders have got to?”’

I had no misapprehensions, Within the
school itself there was surely no necessity
to have the Chinese boy watched every
minute. At the same time, I knew that he
was in some mysterious kind of danger.

Although he had told us nothing of what
had happened to him during the evening,
I.was qujte certain in my own mind that
Ching had passed through a startling experi-
ence of some kind. The fact that he would
say nothing of it was rather significant. Ile
evidently did not want us to know the
nature of his peril. And so, for the moment,
we were in the dark. As soon as Nelson Lee
turned up it would be ditferent. I was cer-
tain that the guv’'nor knew a great deal.

And T did not forget some instructions
that Nelson Lee had given me.

Owing to that experience, a uight or two
earlier—when the mysterious Chinamen had
attempted to get into the Remove dormitory
—Yuug Ching had been removed into Nelson
Lee's cwn bedroom. The guv’nor, in fact,
had decided to have the little Chinee with
him during the hours of the night. In {this
way he could safely assure Ching of certain
protection. -

And Lee had told me that if ever bedtime
came and he as not in the school, T was to
accompany Ching upstairs and remain with
him until Lee himself arrived. 1t was up
to me, therefore, to find out things.

It didn’t take me long to ascertain Nelson
Lee was not in the Ancient House. In faet,
he had not returned from his expedition.
This meant that I should have to look after
Ching until he turned up. And Ching was
evidently with his study chums, somewhere.

1 was just thinking in this way when I
ran across Solomon Levi and Dick Goodwin
coming out of the junior lahoratory, grin-
ning hugely. Levi had a small bottle in
his hand. |

* What's the game?"” 1T asked, pausing.

“* Just been making some patent elixir to
shove in Fulwood's tea at breakfast-time
to-morrow,” grinned Levi. ' Believe me, it's
pungent! 1 reckon that gunuf will be a it
sorry for himself! We'll teach him to mmake
insulting remarks about Petticoat Laue and -
Whitechapel Road!”

I chuckled.

“1 didn't know you came from
chapel Road!"’ 1 said.

1 don’t,” eaid Levi.
Maida Vale—but that’'s no reason why 1
should let PFullwood insult Whitechapel!
I've already knocked him down, but I want
to improve on that—-""

“Do it by all means,” I interrupted.
“I'm not intercsted. Where's  Yung
Ching?"’

“ In the study, isn't he?”

i NO'?!

“ By gum!” said Goodwin. ‘* LThat Ilitile -
heggar is a rare champion for disappearing!
We left him asleep in the chair "

! You oughtn't to bave left him at all!l”

White-

My people live in
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[ broke in. * Didn't you promise me that
vou’'d keep your eye on him until bedtime?"”

- H.an:.; it all, we're not the kid's
kecepers!" said Solomon. *‘ He was safe
enpough, and there was no reason why we
shouldn't leave him in the study for a bit.
He was dozing, and so we thought we'd
leave him in peace.”

I said wpo more, but hurried away. I
couldn’t altogether blame Goodwin and Levi
for mnot remaining constantly with Ching.
After ail, they didn't understand the nature
of the peril—and for that matter, neither
did I! And it was a bit thick to expect
t.l.liem to remain constantly by Yung Ching's
side.

After what had happened earlier in the
c¢vening, however, 1 was quite anxious con-
cerning the Chinese junior. And I immedi-
ately instituted a search. 1 went from
study to study; I went into the common-
room; I visited the gymuaasium, and 1 exam-
ined the Triangle,

Once again, Yung Ching had vanished!

As it happens, it was left to Archie Glen-
thiorne to find him—and he wasn't so very
tar away, after all. Archie's study was the
ouly one I had missed, and I hadn’t thought
of looking there. Ior one thing, it was in
the I'ifth Form passage, and for another
thing, I couldu’t quite picture Yung Ching
visiting the noble Archie.

The Genial Ass, to be quite exact, had been
upstairs with Phipps. Archie’s valet had
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been making certain alterations in the bed-
room—for Archie not only had a man to
himself, but a bedroom as well. He was a
privileged person—although, of course, his
pater had to pay for these privileges. The
other Remove fellows didn't mind. Archie
was an exception,

While upstairs, Archie had discussed the
subject of clothing with Phipps, and he had
made arrangements about what suit he
should wear on the morrow—exactly which
silk shirt, and so on. Phipps himself fairly
ogloated in this kind of thing, and Archie
never got tired of talking about clothes.

Now, however, Archie had comé down to
spend a few minutes in his study before the
bedtime bell clanged out.
or two notes which Archie wanted to make
concerning dress.

He entered his study, and switched on the
electric light. Then he advanced into the
apartment, and suddenly came to a halt. A
somewhat pained expression came into his
eves, and he gazed at the soft lounge with
a kind of reproachful look. He adjusted his
monocle carefully.

“I mean to say!"”
** Deucedly thick, what?”’

I"'or there, coiled up in the deep cushions
of the lounge, lay Yung Ching, the Chinee,
apparently sound asleep. There were two
or three comfortable pieces of furniture in

(Continued on page 33 )

he murmured.
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Archie's study—all of them tremendously
expensive and luxurious to a degree. But
Yung Ching had chosen the softest and
deepest of them all, lle evidently Kknew a
thing or two.

And, as Archie had remarked, it was cer-
tainly somewhat thick for a fellow to in-
vade his study, and calmly go off to sleep on
his best lounge,

*“ This, as you might say, is dashed awk!”
exclaimed Archie, gazing at Yung Ching, and
regarding him as though he were some
strange animal. I say, yvou know! 1 say!
Awaken, old tulip! Kindly come to life, and
all that!”

Yung Ching remained sound asleep.

“What-ho! What-ho!"” said Archie, strid-
ing forward, and giving the Chinese boy a
gentle jab in the ribs. ‘"I mean to say,

what about it? Pray be good enough to
realise, old darling, that you have com-
mitted several Jlarge slices of .intrusion!

Frightfully rotten to mention the fact, but

there you are! T sav! 1 say! Dash it all,
the chappie's dead, or something!”

Yung Ching certainly failed to respond.

** This is ghastly—absolutely!” went on
Archie, seratehing his head. * Dear old
laddie! T urge you to pay a large amount
of attention! 1 mean to say. Archie is
speaking! Positively allowing the old flow
to came forth!”

But still Yung Ching slept on. He ap-
peared to be doing so, at all events. And
Archie, having failed to arouse him, became
somewhat alarmed. He looked round help-
lessly, and then dzshed for the bell-push.

““The bally c¢ld S.0.8.!" he murmured.
* Phipps required in chunks!”

He pushed the bell, and waited, regard-
ing Yung Ching askance every now and
again. And, after a few moments, the door
softly opened and Phipps appeared.

‘““Ah! Good lad!” exclaimed Archie. “1
mean to say, rescue has arrived! The good
old 8.0.8, has been answered, what? Phipps,
dear old pineapple, kindly gaze upon the old
goods aud chattels!”

Archie indicated the lounge, and Phipps
frowned.

** It appears to be the young Chinese gen-
tleman, sir,” he said.

*“ Absolutely!”

““ Did you invite him into the study?”’

‘“ Absolutely!”” said Archie.

‘“In that case, sir—"'

** That is to say, absolutely not!”’ added
Archie hastily. *“I'm feeling hot and
bothered, Phipps! Anything like this fairly
puts me off my bally stroke, don’'t you
know! Makes me deucedly nervy. The chap
has positively intruded! Converted the old
lounge into a hed!”

“T gather, sir, that Master Ching entered
during your absence and made himself at
home?”’

‘“ Absolutely,” said Archie.
Phipps!”’

** YWhat is it you require, sir?”

“Brainy lad,

il
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“What do I require? Well, I mean to
say!” caid Archie. ‘' Fairly ob, what? The
idea, Phipps, is to remove the obstruction!
Please get to work and awaken the sleep-
ing beauty!"”’

Phipps strode across to the lounge, and
shook Yung Ching's shoulder. He didn't use
the gentle methods that Archie had adopted.

He shook the Chinese boy vigﬂrm:sl?'. And
Yung Ching opened his eyes, and smiled with
all his customary childlike geniality.

“ Allee samee much thanks!” he said.
“Wakee me up goodee!”

““What are you doing in this study,

Master Ching?” asked Phipps.

*“ Sleepee !’

*“ Well, dash it all—rather frank and so
forth!™” said Archie. ' Sleenee, what? The
dear lad doesn’t mind admitting the old
truth and all that!"”

Phipps looked at Yung Ching doubtfully.

“You do not appear to realise, Master
Ching, that you have no right in this study,”’
he said. ' Will you be good enough to re-
turn to your own guarters?’’

" Absolutely the right stuff!” murmured
Archie.

" Allce
blandly,

Archie adjusted hiz monocle.

“Well, as it were, I'm dashed!” he ex-
claimed. ** The fact is, Phipps, this young
chappie is rather too much for us, what?
Quite imposs to deal with him, and all that!
Absolutely!”’

Phipps frowned.

“1 am certain, Master Ching, that ycu
understand what I amn saying,” he exclaimed
coldly. " It is quite true that you have
been sleeping in this apartment. But will
you kindly depart at onece?”

*“No savvy!" =said Yung Ching softly.

“ Gadzooks!"" said Archie. * llow fright-
fully exasp!™ _

“ Quite so, sir.” said Phipps. * But the
young gentleman need not think that we
shall deal lightly with him, Having failed
to depart after being politely requested to
do so, there is only one method to adopt.”

“*T mean to say, a scheme?’ asked Archie,
“Has the old bean grasped scmething,
Phipps? 1In other words, have you clicked
an idea?"”

**Yes, sir.”

“Good mau,”’ said Archie. ‘ You know,
Phipps, you're a deucedly brainy cove!”

“Thank you, sir,”” said Phipps. ** I shall
be compelled to use force—"’

“*What? 1 mean to say, what!’ inter-
rupted Archie, startled. * Force! Dash it
all, Phipps—that is to say, kindly apply the
old brake! LForce, what? Secarcely dig, and
all that! Hardly the thing, you know!”

** Nevertheless, sir, it is the only method
that we ean adopt,” said Phipps firmly.
‘* Much as 1 dislike the application of force,
it seems that the only way in which we can
remove Master Ching is to expel him bodily
from the study.”

Archie polished his monocle nervously,

suimce zleepee!” said Yung Ching



“ oOn the old neck, what?'" he asked.
¢ The order of the hoof, and what not! A
priceless scheme, l’lnppq, but most dashed
rotten I mean to say, not quite pally, and
g0 forth! Ilowever, proceed! (et busy on
the old stuff, and remove the obstruction as

quickly as possible. Get the awful deed
over!”

““ Yes, sir," said Phipps.

He advanced towards the lounge, and

‘umw Ching regarded him calmly.

" Now, then, Maqter Ching, if you please!”
said Phipps grlmlv “Will you be good
enough to walk quietly out, or must I carry
ou?"’
g No cally!"” said Yung Ching.

“You wili, I take it,

*“No walkee!"”

“ That, as it were, has bent it!"”" observed
Archie softly,

““ Since you will not walk, Master Ching,”
said Phipps, *‘‘the only alternative is for
me to carry you. I greatly dislike such a
procedure, but your obstinacy compels me
to take such a course.”

““ Plentee muchee talkee!”
Ching. *“ Me allee light here.
go. Velly comfoltable—oh, yes!
stopee, I think!"

Phipps didn't think so. Tle bent down,
seized Yung Ching firmly and lifted him
clean off the lounge. Contrary to his ex-
pectations, the Chinese boy made no at-
tempt to struggle, but submitted calmly
cnough, smiling as blandly as ever. And as
he was carried towards the door the bell
clanged out for bedtime.

“How frightfully rotten,” satd Archie.
“ Time to trickle away to the old dreamless!
This dashed chappie has wasted all the bally
evening, don’t you know. I must remark,
Phipps, that life is deucedly strenuous!”

e opened the door, and Phipps passed
out. And as the valet carried Yung Ching
into the passage, I came into view round
the corner. I was unrm;»melg.r pleased to
see Yung Ching in Phipps’ arms. For, to
tell the truth, I had been worrying about
the Chinese boy. But now I grinned.

‘“Run to earth!” I said, as I came up.
““ What's the idea, Phipps?”

‘““The young gentleman persisted in re-
maining in Master Glenthorne’'s study, sir,”
said Phipps. ' Our only alternative, in the
end, was to apply force. T shall be obliged
if you will take charge of the young gentle-
man now.,”

** Certainly,”” 1 said. ‘" Hand him over.”

““ Bally decent of you, Nipper—in fact,
dashed decent!” exclaimed Archie warmly.
‘“ Several yards of self-sacrifice, and all that

EVERY MONDAY.. PRIC‘
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walk out quietiy?"
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Kindly accept a large quantity

“ That’s all
right, AI‘L]IIQ—DIH}’ too delighted. Now
then, Chingy, you've got to come up to bed
with your unclie!" _

“You notee my uncle!”’ said Yung Ching
cheerfully.

“Well, I'm going to look after you—and
that seems to be a pretty tough proposi-
tion,"”” I said, ‘" Cowme on, my son!"

‘“ Me notee your son!” said Chingy. “ You
notee got son. Too youngee. Velly stlange
tulkee, No speakee likee that in my hououl-
able countly. You wantee me come to bed?
allee lightee—me comee heap pientee good!"

We went off together, and Archie gave a
sigh of relief.

sort of rot! ‘
of gratitude, old tulip!”
“Don't mensh!” I grinned.

““ Well, that, as it were, is that!" he
observed. & But I'm scared, Phipps. Abso-
lutely! I don't mind admitting that the

jiolly old wind is up in considerable gusts!
Gales, and what not!"”

“1s that so, =ir?"” asked Phipps. ‘“ May
I venture to inquire why you have—ahem!—
got the wind up?”

““ Absolutely !’ replied Archie. * Inquire,
laddie! T have a most priceless idea that
the chappie with the lemon-coloured face
will stagger around on the old morrow.
Whatl? Further trouble, if you know what
I mean!”’

“1 do uot think you need concern your-
self on that point, sir,” said Phipps, ' If
Master Ching comes into this study again be
good enough to ring for me, and I will soon
deal with the matter.”

Archie looked intensely relieved.

“ Brainy lad!” he ecaid. * Dashed if I
know what I'd do without you, Phipps!
Always on the spot—always rallying rourd
when there’s trouble in the old ofting. Good
man! Absolutely!”’

In the meantime, I was conducting Yung
Ching up to bed. He did not go into the
Remove dormitory with the other juniors,
but was directed by me straight into Neison
Lee’s own bedroom.

This, of course, was a most unusual pro-
ceeding, amd, indeed. quite unprecedented.
For a junior schoolboy to sleep in a master’s
room was unheard of. But Nel:on Lee
was something more than a schoolmaster;
he was the greatest detective in the country.
And he had undertaken to protect Yung
Ching from unknowm perils. And experi-
ence had shown that it would never do to
leave the Chinese boy in the Remove dormi-

tory. The only safe course was. to have
Ching in his—Lee's—own bedroom.
But Nelson Lee was still absent, and [

was in temporary charge. This bu%mess en-
tailed a certain amount of inconvenience for
the guv'nor, since it made it necessary for
him to retire unusally early or else leave
Yung Ching unprotected.

The Chinese boy undressed, and got into
bed. He was just the same as ever—tonk
everything as it came, and never showed the
glightest trace of surprise or, in fact, any

! other emotion.
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I was just wondering how lomg I should
have to wait when the door opened and
Nelson Lee came in. -

“* Ah, Nipper, good boy!" he said approv-
ingly. ‘I thcught I should find you here.”

I regarded the guv'nor curiously.

“Where have you been all this time, sir?”

- 1 inquired.
Nelson Lee

.“ Oh’ I
vaguely.

“You don't seem a bhit surprised to find
Yung Ching here,” I went on. *‘ How did
you know he'd come back, and——"

“1 was quite certain that I should find
Yung Ching at St. Irank's,” replied Nelson
Lee. ' An inquiry downstairs told me that
my conviction was correct. I am satisfied,
Nipper, that certain grim events are being
prepared. 1 must remain constantly on the
alert if I am to frustrate the designs of this
Loy’s enemies!”

** Why, is something going to happen to-
night, sir?”’ I asked quickly.

'* Most probably.”

“Can I help?”

““ Well, I hardly think so, Nipper,” said
Lee. *‘However, if you are very keen you
may come to my bedroom at about eleven-
thirty or twelve o'clock. But make no
sound. and show no light.”

**Good enough!”™ 1 said eagerly. *“ I'll be
here. What's the danger, sir?”

“1 cannot tell you.”

And so I went—knowing nothing of what
was to follow. But I was quite satisfied
that Nelscn Lee was amticipating some-
thing of a particularly sinister mature,

" And, in all truth, his suspicions were justi-
ed!

was delayed,” said

CHAPTER VIII.
THE THING OF HORROR.

ELSON LEE stood for

a moment or two in

deep thought after 1

~had gone. His keen

grey eyes were extra bright

ihis evening, and there was

a tense, alert expression on

his lean, clean-shaven face. The set of his

iaw was firm, and his very attitude was one

of a man who knows that an ordeal is com-
imng,

He croessed over to Yung Ching’s bed at
Iength, and bent down,

““ Ching?” he said softly.

““Me sleepee!” said Yung Ching, opening
his eyes.

“You will sleep soon, but not for a
moment or two,” said Nelson Lee. ‘* Listen
to me. I want you to get out of hed, go
to the window, pull up the blind and lean
out for a few seconds. Do you under-
¢tand ?”’

‘““Me savvy heap plentee,” replied Ching
readily.

He sat up in bed, and commenced smiling,

It was a smile that eame slowly, continuing |

uniil it was so infectious that Nelson ILee
wag obliged to respond. The Chinese smile
is unlike the smile of the European. It
grows, and when fully developed is a very
real smile.

““ Whatee idea?” asked Yung Ching. * Me
plentee savvy, but notee know why lookee
cut window, most honoulable sir. Me velly
culious, moble mastel!” |
‘“Perhaps you are curious, Ching, but I
cannot satisfy you,” said Nelson Lee. * Go
to the window, as I have said, and follow
my instructions, Do not remain for more
than a few seconds.”

The Chinese boy jumped out of bed, and
went to the window. He pulled up the
blind, raised the lower sash high, and then
leaned ount into the cool air of the night,
The full light of the room played upon him,
showing him up very clearly. Nelson Lee
took care to remain in such a position that
he could not be seen.

‘“ All right, Ching,” he murmured. * That
will do.”

Without a word, the little Chinee lowered
the sash, pulled down the blind, and then
ran lightly back to his bed. This was a
emall cme placed opposite to Nelsom Lee's
own hed, on the other side of the room.

The detective made no attempt to undress,
but extinguished the electric light almost at
cnce. Having done so he raised the blind,
and left it raised., The clouds had passed
away by now, and the stars were twinkling
brightly in  the deep -purple of the
heavens

In the Remove dormitory, I had got into
bed with the rest of the fellows, ind most
of them were now slumbering with all the
soundness of youth. And by the time that
ten-fifteem chimed out there was not a fel-
low awake, with the solitary exception of
myself. I made no attempt to &leep. I did
not want to sleep, and so I lay there, wait-
ing for the time to pass. It seemed inter-
minable,. Each quarter-hour of silence,
between the chiming of the school clock,
seemed like a full hour. But. at length,
eleven o'clock boomed out. And the next
half-hour scemed only about three minutes,

TFor I dozed off in spite of myself. And I
suddenly realised, with a bit of a shock,
that I had been sleeping, and that I might
have goné off into a eound slumber,

I hopped out of bed quickly, and slipped
imto my clothes. I only Tonned my socks
and slippers, trousers and coat, over my
pyjamas., Then I was ready, and I crept
like a shadow out of the dormitory,

‘The whole school was now silent amd still.
By this time the latest of the masters had
retired, and no lJights were showing any-
where. St. Framk’s lay in complete darkness
—a sleeping building. -

Arriving at Nelson Lee's bedroom door, I
seized the handle, and turned it noiselessly,
Then, like a ghost, 1 erept in. I closed the
door after me, amd stood there, just inside
the room.

The silence was heavy, and only slightly

-
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broken by the steady breathing of both)

Yung Ching and Nelson Lee.
came in through the window,
which was completely ralised.
amake out Yung Ching's bed,
of the littie Chinee coiled up
blankets.

On the other side of the room Nelson Lee
lay in his larger bed. I was surprised. Had
the guv'nor fooled me, or what? Why had
he requested me to come here if there was
no necessity to be on the alert? Then I
realised that he might have been relying
‘‘upon me to awaken him,

[ tip-toed over to his bed, bent down, and
touched him lightly on the head. Then I
received a fearful shock. His forehead was
as cold as ice! No living man could have
such icy skin,

A choking sound came up in my throat,
but I stifled it. For in that second I re-
membered that I had heard the guvinor's
steady breathing, and this figure in the bed
was not breathing!

I bent closer, and then felt like Kkicking
myself.

The thing was a dummy!

The “ body " was probably made up of
roiled Dblarkets and phiows, or something of
that sort. The head was merely a plaster
bust from the art section, with a wig on the
to‘::i No wonder the forehead had been icy
cold!

“Guv'nor!” [ breathed softly.

“1f you were deceived, Nipper, [ think we

The starlight
the blind of
I could dimly
with the form
under the

may safely assume thal any possible in-
truder will be equally hoodwinked,” came
Nelson. Lee's soft voice. ** Come over here

with me. I am in the recess just by the
wardrobe, quite hidden by this very con-
venient curtain.”

I padded silemwtly across the room, taking
care to steer clear of the window. There
was « light curtain fixed up there, just
against the wardrobe. Pushing this aside, 1
found Nelson Lee beyond. He was fully
dressed, and I could feel that he was smiling
at me with mild amusement.

““You bounder, sir!” I whispered. * You
gave me an awful scare!"
‘* Nonsense,”” chuckied the guv’nor. * Your

merves are made of better stuff than that,
‘Nipper. Now that you are here 1 am not
altogether sure that I was wise in allowing
you “to come. Your presence, let me say, is
quite unnecessary.”’

“Thanks awfully, guv'nor,’ I
¢ There's nothing Tike being blunt'”

said.

Lee chuckled again.
** Never mind, young ’'un, you may pos-
sibly come in uwl‘ul " he breathed. * But

am [ justified?”
“ Justified in what, sir?”

“Exposing you 10 a bhorvible danger,”

said Lee gravely. * Joking aside, Nipper,
I am mn-vi-;med that a terribie peril will be
et loose in this bedroem before another

hour has passed.”
“ What do you mean,
“1 ecarnot sa2y more now,

gir?"
bec:ause there is

just a faint possibility that I may be
wrong,'" replied Lee. * 1f this peril actually
does materialise you must obey me on the
instant, whatever I order. For the present,
you will remain «till., It will be far wiser
for us not to talk."”

1 was filled with intense curiosity.

“You might, at least, give me a hint,
euvinor,” 1 said. “1I can guess a few things,
of course. You are expecting a Chinaman
to come through the window, I suppose,
After Yung Ching.”

** Something like that."

“How will these Chinese rotters
that Chingy is here?"

‘““ A shrewd _question, Nipper, but I took
very good care that the enemy should know
that Ching has been placed in different
quarters,”” whispered Lee. "I made the
boy stand at the window.”

I was rather startled.

“You mean that you want these Chinks
to come?” 1 asked blankly.

“Yes.”

“ But why?”

“To get this ghastly business over,”" re-
plied Lee grimly. * It has got to come, thab
i certain. I have made up my mind that it
shall come to-might. The suspense is too
agreat, Nipper. 1t must be settled without
delay.”

“ But wasn't |t risky to expose Ching at

know

the window?” I asked.
‘* No, these enemies have other plans.”
I was more mystified than ever, and I

could not question Nelson Lee any further.
because he forbade it. And we stood there,
behind that curtain, absolutely silent and
mationless.

We were waiting, but waiting for what?

Nelson Lee knew, but I was in the dark.
Later on, I was immensely glad that 1
had been in the dark. If I lmd known what
was coming, I should not have stood there
so placidly and calmly.

The time ticked away. Midnight boomed
out, and then another half-hour passed until
the solemn chiming of the old clock sounded.
And one o’clock came and passed, and still
we remained at our vigil—waiting

But the zero hour, so to speak, was draw-
ing near. It could mot be delayed much
l{m"er If these mystericus Chinaman were
to act they must act soon. The school
was now in a state of deep slumber.

I felt that the air was charged with
arim and terrible possibilities. Nelson Lee’s
very reluctanze to tell me of his svso:cions
wuas significant. It told me tbat the ex-
pected peril was of a particularly horrible
nature.

Both the guv'nor and I had had previous
experience of Chinamen, and we knew that
nothing could be too gruesome, nothing too
ohastly. The Chinese are an astonishing
race of people. Some may be Kindly, good-
tempered and genial, but even these arc
so deep that a European cannot probe thein
to the inner depths. And when a Chinaman
is wicked—when he is a ecriminal, he i5 an
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arch eriminal. He is a demon who sticks at
nothing, and who adopts methods which a
white man would shudder to think of.

What, then, was the nature of this mys-
terious peril to-nightv

In spite of myself, T was thrilled through
and through. It was as much as I could
do to kcep mysell still, I wamted to move,
1 wanted to go to the window and peer out.
It was an absolute agony to remain hehind
that curtain. I kiew nothing. I had to
stay there and think, think all manner of
terrible ihin2s,

Nelson Lee remained like a statue. He
was calm, immobile and perfeetly certain of
himself.

And then, just as the school eclock was
about to c¢hime the three-quarters, there
came the first indication that something was
about to happen. My muscles grew taut
and temse. 1 mstinctively clenched my fists,
and it was as much as 1 could do to breathe
sently. My heart thumped.

It was just a tiny sound from the window.
It was eo imperceptible that it might have
been mnothing, But 1 knew differently.
Nelsom Lee was pecering round the curtain,
and he could see the window. I was not to
be outdone. 1t . wuas, in faect, physically im-
- possible for me to remain there without
lookimg at something. And, erouching beside
him, 1 peered round the curtain, too.

The window Wwas dimly outlined against
the faint starlight. There was nothing to
be seen. But then, as I watched, a kind of
black shadow pussed across the window.
Then, inch by inch, the lower sash was
raised.

At any mcement 1 was expecting the guv'-
nor to nhurst out of his concealment. But
he did not do so0. He remuuned perfectly
still.  The window opened more, so slowly
and silently that at one time 1 thought my
eyes were deceiving me. But this was not
thie ca=e, for at last the sash was fully up,
and a dim figure came silently through into
ihe bedroom,

It stooml there like a ghost for & second,
gazing at one after the other. Then, with-
ot maxing a sound it crossed towards Yung
Ching.

Now, surely, the guvnor would act?

He diin't!

He ronnined  just the same as betore.
And tae utruider bent over Yung Ching's
bed and stood there. I nudged the guv'ror
1ioa fever of impatience. Why didii't he
aet? This man would probably stick a
knife into Yurg Ching in a flash, and then
it would be too late.

But News1t Lee nudged me back, anid stili
did notinne  esa. The figare bky Yung
Ching’s bed walked away, returned to the
window, wand passed out into the night.
This wus more mysterions than ever! But
now. at last, Nelsen Lee took action, when
to e it secined teo late,

He =~iid down on all fours, and then across
the rovm with the agility of a monkey. He

had done this, I knew, so that he should not
be seen from the window. He reached
Yung Ching's bed, reached up, and seemed
to take something from the pillow. Then
he crept back and rejoined me. But he held
nothing in his hands now! Whatever he
had picked he had left c¢n the floor, just in-
side the window.

““The instant my light flashes out jurap
on my bed and remain there!” breathed Leeo
in my ear. ‘* Act on the instant, Nipper,
or you may pay for delay with your life!”

This was not very cheering news, but I
accepted the warning. Then, again, came
the dark shadow at the window. It was
followed instantly by a curious kind of
“plop 7 which sounded on the floor. Then
to my ears thete came a faint kind of
clicking noise, as though sumething moved
upon the polished linoleum,

snap !

A brilliant beam of white light shot cut
from Nelson Lee's hand. At the same
second 1 dashed on to the bed, obeying the
guvnoer’s jnstructicns to the letter, Heaven
only knew what ghastly thing w:is in the
rooul, It was almost more tlan I could
bear. But this sudden relaxation from dead
silence and secrecy was a stupendous relief.

I absolutely panted with excitement, and
I watciied Nelson Lee with staring, fixed
gaze.

In one hand he held the
and in the other a sirong, plable cane,
Considering the temscness of the nwoment,
the steadiness with which he lield the torch
was amazing., The beam c<f light made a
circular pateh cn the floor mear the window

iectre torch,

which illuminated the linoleum as clearly
as daylight, -
In that cirele scmething moved, which

made me turn as white as a eheet and my
skin contructed, and 1 felt revoltingly sick.

It was only a flash that I had received,
but one which burned itself into my mind’s
eve. Most prominent was a bunch of flowers
—smallish  flowers with red petals, I had
seenl some before. A bunch similar to this
had been left by the Chinaman who had
attempted to cet into the Remove dormitory
a night or two earlier.

But there, coing round sand rouund this
bunch of fluwers there was something black
and shiny, sumething with legs and feelers
and a horny kad of body. It was eight or
nine inches long, a stupendous thing.

And, althouzh I nearly fainted with the
shock of it, 1 knew that this horrible thing
wis - scorpion. But such a  scorpion as
neither Nelson Lee mor 1 had ever seen.

It was of unheard-of proportions.

What happened next tcok place in a flash,

W hizz—erash!

In one movement,
Lee's hand  descended,
true, and the cane fell with fearful force
upon the ghastiy giant incect’s head. That
%ne blow crushed the venomous life out of
3

the cane in Nelson
His aim was dead
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“* The electric light, Nipper—switch it on,”
said Lee steadily, *““ Thank Heaven this
business is over!”

As he spoke he pulled down the blind, and
{ switched on the electric licht. Nelson Lee,
although pale, was far steadier than 1.
And we both stared down at that fearful
insect and the bunch of flowers.

“@Good Heavens, guvnor,” I panted.
“ What does it mean? Did—did you know
this thing was going to he dropped into the
.room?" |

“I did not know that it would be a giant
scorpion, but I anticipated something of
the kind,”” replied Nelson Lee, wiping his
‘brow. * The devils! I am thankful that we
were on the alert, my boy!”

“ But—but what about the man who put

tliec thing here p
"It would be idle to make any attempt
tb catch him, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee,

“and extremely dangerous, too., It is not
worth the risk, for we should never succeed.
ite has fled, but he has failed.”

“I—I don't understand even now, sir,” I
2aid bhreathlessly.

“You will remember that some similar
flowers to these were ideft behind on 2
rormer occasion,”” said Nelson Lee, =
gathered that Ching’s enemies were trying

to work some scheme which would remove
their vietim witheut leaving a trace. They
intended this scorpion to bite him, and thus
cause death."

“But how, sir?”" I asked, horrified.

“1t ts obvious that the horrible thing has

been trained in a special way,”" replied Nel-
son Lee. *‘The Chinese are cunning enough
for anything. Evidently, they always fed
thiis vile insect amid these pungent smiling
flowers. Then they starved it, and let it
loose in this room. Naturally, its first ob-
ject would be to make a dash for Ching's
pillow, where it undoubtedly would have
bitten him on the instant. As you can see,
it has a thin line attached to it. Having
performed its deadly work, it would have
been drawn back, and taken away. Yung
Ching’s death would have been utterly un-
accountable.”

“Good heavens!” I muttered
“What a terrible thing, sir! 1--I
krow that ecorpions grew to such a size.

“They don't,”” replied. the guv'nor grimly.
“This thing 1s apparently a special breed
developed by these Chinamen. Its bite, no
doubt, would mean instant death. [ thought
it far better to let the thing come in, and
kill it. We do mot want such a menace
hovering over us, Nipper. It is most un-
likely that the enemy should have any more
of the creatures.”

The danger was past, and we felt rather
washed out after all the terrible suspense.
And Yung Ching slept soundly on, knowing

huskily.
didn’t

nothing, Not another soul in the school
knew anything, either. But both Nelson l.ee
and I had seen, and we understcod the

nature of the peril,
Yung Ching was truly
dangers!

beset by terrible

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Toster Moore, the rascally tutor of Wrasper's

School, who has ruined Mr. Wrasper, the
Head, in order to step into his shoes, may
well rue the day thaet Tom Tartar cante to
the school Tom, who stands for all that's
best in a Britich lad, is the prime mover
in the unmaskiag of Moore, of which you
will read in the approaching climax that
will bring tkis splendid yarn to a fitting
conclusion.

(Now read on.)

— e e

CHAPTER LIV,
The Robbery.

o HIs i3 getting horrible,” said Mr.
I Wrasper shuddering,  * What makes

vou suspect him of that ? 7

“"Well, sir,”” said Tom, * this is how
I worked it out in myv mind. Powner and
Digeles were in solitary. Foster Moore took
them away. Digeles left Powner, or was cast off
by him and returned here to levy blackmail or
. hide again. He was lured down to the chalk-
pits and killed. Who here save that one man
had cause to do it 72

*“There i8 something in
Tartar.”

“T have an inward feeling that I am right,”
said Tom. ‘' Foster Moore is as cunning and
t-regcherous as a wolf, and will be hard to gct
at.

“TI will try. what I can do to trap him,” said
Mr. Wrasper.

“VYery well,” said Tom. ‘I have done all
I can, sir, for you, and the rest remains with
yourself. By and by 1 hope to see you re-
installed as head of the school. When that is
done 1 shall go away—at least for a time.”’

‘““ Why should you go, Tartar ? ”

“That we can leave for the present, sir,”
Tom said. “I have something on my mind

what you say,

(The World’s Most Famous
School Story).

which I hope to carry out with Turrell. Smith,
and Mclara, DBut my father's consent must be
first obtained. 1 think I shall get that if I do
my share in bowling Foster Moore out.”

“In any other case,” said Mr. Wrasper, after
a pause, ** I should hesitate to conspire against
another, but I think we are justificd here,”

““I have no doubt about it, sir,” said Tom,
with a smile. ** I have felt all along that open
warfare with a sceret, skulking foe would never
succeed.”

“Tartar,” =aid Mr. Wrasper, as he took
Tom’s hand, ** when veu first canie to this sechool
I disliked you cntirely, as I now believe,
because you were so honest and open. Then
I was a different man to what T am now—
never mind all that. Whatever be the issue of
the struzale, you will have my gratitude and
respect,  You are a noble lad, and your father
oucht to be proud of you. Good-evening,
Tartar”

““ Good-evening, sir.”

Tom sought and found his friends, A few
minutes sufiiced to let them know all that had
passed between him and Mr., Wrasper, -

“ Good ! commented Sam Smith., * Every
dog has his day, and Foster Moore's is closing
in.” .

Peddleton may be a small and obsecure vil-
lage, but it has at least one claim to distinction,
inusmuch as it holds two * feasts 7 every year.

In mnumerable  English  villages  the
annual = feast,” though shorn of its old-

survives, DBut Peddleton
aoes one better., It has its “ Spring Feast ™
and its “ Summer Feast.,” From time im-
memorial it has been sc, and Peddleton is
proud of the fact : for no other village in the
county—nor, for all we know, any other village
in the kKingdom—holds more than one in the
course of the twelve months,

The dayv of the Peddleton spring {easf
dawned, and fortunately the weather was all
that could be desired. Thig latter fact rejoiced
the hcarts of the boys of Wrasper’'s—or,.
perhaps we ought to say, Foster Moore's
school. For, in accordance with custom, the
occasion meant a hali-holiday, and the boys
would be allowed to participate in whatever fun
was going. The domestics of the establishment,
too, would have an afternoon’s liberty.

Thus it happened that as soon &3 dinner was

time glories, still




over at the school, there was a general exodus
to PPeddleton.

The afternoon passed, and evening came,
Wooden Jerry was the first to return, and as
Mrs. Wm&pel was known to have taken the
key of the door with her, he naturally eon-
cluded, on finding the door open, that she had
come back.

He entered the house, and hurried to the
kitchen, the door of which stood wide open.

No fire was lighted, and there was no sign of
Mrs. Wrasper.

Bub every drawer and cupboard was open,
and their contents tossed about in confusion.

i Precious queer ! " muttered Wooden Jerry.
“Some o them xoung rips have been up to
their larks, T 8'pose !

He glanced at the clorl\, and saw that it was
jnst on seven. The Loys had been told that
they need not come in till half-past,

“ Mrs. Wrasper ain’t likely to have come
back afore time,” muttered Jerry, ** What do
it mean ?°

He left thie kitclien,

And there, too,
sairked !

Wooden Jerry was staggered.

“ Blow me il it ain’t a burglary !
claimed.

From the ground-floor he went cautiously
unstairs, and as soon as he reacied the landing
be saw that the burglars bad been there also,

A peep into the dormitories showed that all
thie boys’ boxes had been opened and searched
tor anything of value.

ol e

and hurried to the study.
every drawer had been ran-

" he ex-

At the end of the corridor was Foster Moore’s
room, and the door being open, Jerry went
thither. That apartment had also been visited
and treated in the same manner.

Mr. Wrasper now slept on the next floor, and
Wooden Jerry, after a moment's hesitation,
decided to go up and see if that had been
favourfd in a similar way. .

The staircase was a winding one, and very
gloomy, even in the day-time. When cevening
set in it was soon wrapped in darkness.

With some feeling of fear, but braced up by
the day’s potations, Wooden Jerry went
upstairs with his ears upon the stretel.

As he neared the top he saw the door of Mr.
Wrasper’s room open.

l In all probability the burglar had visited that
also.

Curiosity prompted him to creep up, and
awkwardness induced him to stumble on the
top stair.

He fell at full length upon his face, so that his
head was level with the open door,

Inside that room he heard a quick movement,
and strove to rise to his feet and flee.

But ere he had well raised his head he received
a violent blow with some heavy weapon, and
was stretched senscless on the floor.

- L] L] - L]

When he came round he found that he was
still on the top floor, and Mr. Wrasper was
holding his head, while Foster Moore was giving
him some brandy and water from a glass.

(Continued on page iii of Cover.)
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(Cantinued {rom page 40.)

Mre, Wrasper stood a little aside, with a
Jook or anxiety on her face,

"He is betier now,” <he <aid.

“Try and stand up,” =aid Foster Moore

curtly,

“ 3 ean't,” replied Jerry,
Liead's broken.’:

‘The skin i3, but the bone s all right,”
replied Mr, Wrasper, ™ Who hit yon ? 2

1 _don’t know,” returned Jervy,

* Did you cee any one ? 7 asked Foster Moore,

* Nobody,” wplu i Fr*rrv

“dan’'t \mt give me the faintes tlﬂac‘lnrt'ml
of t]m fellow ?

1 never set eves on him at adl ! ™

I‘inish what is in this glass ! " said Foster
Maoore, *“ and then get up. Youn have the sort
of head to stand a stiftish knock. =0 don’t
try any shamming,”

Wooden Jerry aroaned and declared --a bit
of truth, for a change—that he had reecived
sich a blow that his head felt as big as a
halloon, .

*Get up,”” was all FPoster Moore said,

So Jerry arese, and with many =ighs and
noans was proceeding downstairs, holding on
by the balustrade, when ‘he stopped and said :

“The whole house has been robbed.”

 Thank you: I am aware or it]”
Foster Moore drily,

It was indeed true.

The whole hLouse had been  thorounghly
rangacked, and everyvthing or the least value,
.nul at the same time portable, had been taken,

Although nobody in the pl.we was very rich,
nearly evervhody had a few artieles of value,
and the haul was a considerable one,

Rings, watches, ping, small snms of money,
hadd been taken from the boyvs' lockers and
Mr. Wrasper's room,

Foster Moore declared he had been robbed
of over a hundred ponnds, and there was no
reason for disbelieving him,

From Jane’s box the savings of {wo vears
had heen stolen, and the nefarions business was
an all-ronnd, complete job,

Mr. Wrasper's sngaestion that the police
should be sent for was received by Foster Moore
with some asperity,

with a moan, " My

replies

in a moment,

“What is the good of sending for the poiice L
ht* Mml " llu*y never find out anything !
‘They can but try,” Mr. Wrasper replied,
“11 you don’t send 101 them, T will.”’
“ Do as you like,” said Foster Moore,
Supper, under th:, circumstances, was, of
COUTSE, tho, and the boys had a long talk over
the unexpeeted termination of the iy 's
events,
All sorts of speculations and theories weie
afloat, amnd those who knew least talked mosi.
Tom, Pubsey, Sam, Laurence 'nrrell, andt
(‘antious Johnny got towerlw and each and at!
saw the hand of Ptmnol, the poacher, in il
business,
" Where is he hiding 7 " asked Sam.
T'o this none of them could furnish an answor.
It was growing dusk when they saw Detoctive
Clark coming lm:mrelv across the grounds st
as if he had «ropped in on a friendly visif,

He turned his head here and there, and
stooped once to pick up some small object from
fhe around.

Whatever it wag, he considered it of suflivient
imnmtauv to put into his pocket,

" There's the man who will gef at the hottom
of i, if anvbody will,”" Tom sail.

“Bat will he 77 asked Sam.

“ T don't know,” replied Tom. ** The more T
think of it, the less I like it. II Powner is the
thief, how did he know that all of us weuld he
ouf to- day ?”

* Have vou lost much ? ' asked Lawrence,
* About two pounds and an old coin,” Lam
‘[‘f.‘]ﬂi{}d, carelessly,

““ YWhat coinis that ? 7" asked Pubzeyv,

“ A Queen Anne shilling,™

* Rather searce, are they not 77

* [ zshould think so, and T could tell wine
It has 1.1, ent under the head,
My father eut it yvears aco, before Iwas horn.”

Y Supper's ready 7 bawled Waooden Jerry,
irom the doorway. !

Tom and Sam were pretty well the last to
leave the schoolrgom, and as they were going
throueh the hall, they canght a alimpse of the
detective through the hali-open door of the

Istudy.

He was examining the marks on a drawer
which Foster Moore was showing him,

(To be continued )
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Send 7 of these Coupons with only 2/9 direcy to
the ¥Yleet Pen Co. 119, Fleet Street,
E.C.4. You will receive by return a splendul
British-Made 14ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain
FPen, value 10/6 (Fine, Medium or Broad nib).
If only 1 coupon:-is sent the price is 3/9, 2d.
being allowed for cach extra coupon up to six
(Pocket Clip 4d. extra).This grcat offer is made

«dandigestion

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY - y

b FLASHING o

. PISTOL.
Flashes (wilhout = aminuni-
tion) every ' timme Trigger

. is pressed. Also Fires Caps,
taking 100 at cach loading..
Strong Black Metal, 44 -x ¢
ing: Only 1/3, (Worth
Double). Postage 3d. ex-
tra. Delight or Money Back.
List, Novelties, Accordeons,
Toys, Etc. PAIN'S PRESENTS H_-O'USE.,
(Dept. 9N,) HASTINGS. (I'std, 33 yecarsiy -

YOU LACK SELF-OONFIDENGE ?.

FREE —Bargains

DO
Do you ever fecl “all of a tremblo P . Do you
feel awkward -in sthe presence of Olhﬂl"ﬂ? Do. 3ol

thave * nervous or mental fears” of any kmd?
Do you :suffer from involuntary blushing, nervopus
lack of enetgy, will power, or -mind
concentratfon? Do you shrink from- the company
of men or women, -gocial gatherings, speech-,
making, conversation, playmg or appearing -in
public? Learn how to chango your whole mental
outlook by sending at ,onco 3 .penny stamps for
particulars of guaranteed cure in 12 days. —Godfry
Flliott-Smith, Ltd., 527,  Imperial BJlldmgﬂ,
Ludgate Cirgus, London L C.4.

BE B' During the past ten years we have gup-

plied our Girvan  Scientific Treatmaont
for increasing the height to over 20,000 studeta.
L.ess than 200 have written to say they have _not
gecured all the dncrease they desired. If under
40, scnd p.e. for particulars, and our £100
guarantee, to Enquiry Dept. A.M.P., 17, %troud
Green Road, London, N.4.

MONTH LY.

W TLady's ar Gent's ogha
& Shoe in Black or I‘an 3;-
now and 3/- monthly,
Send 3/- with size.
- Iists
Lree,
Mnuagters,
+ Ltd.,,
92, Hope
Stores,
RYE.
Writes Invisitibo
Dircetions.  Send
Maxweéll,

Wonderful Magic Pencil!

Useful to write seceret letters,
P.O. 1/-, for packet of 6 Pencils, A, TN,
(Dept 71.), George Stroeet, llastings.

HOLIDAYS !

WHERE SHALL 1 G'O?

See the grand Seasnde Supplements 'in

ANSWERS’ LIBRARY

to mtmd}uoe theq fnnfmu*a Fleet Pen to NELSON
LEE readers. atisfaction guaranteed or c:u,h
returned.-- Foreigh post extra. EVERYBODY'S -2d. EVERY
Lever Self-filling Safety Model 2= extra. STORY PAPER TUESDAY
Pnnted and Published every W ednewday by the Prom ietors, The- Amalzaumtml Press, Lirited, The
Flecetway -House, Farringdon Strect, London. E.C4. ‘iuhscriptmn Rates: Inland, 13/- per annum.
6/6- for Bix months. Abroad, 11/- per annum; 5/6 for sIx months,- Sole - Agents for. South
Africa: The Central News Azency Limited,. Sole Agents for Austrealia and New Zcealand: Mossrs.
Gordon & Gotch, Limited; and for Canada - The Imperial News Company, Limited.
May 6, 1922,
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