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I opened the

throttle to its widest extent, and the way we tore along made
the blood race through my veins.
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(THE NARRATIVE
RELATED
THROUGHOUT BY
NIPPER.)

- CHAPTER 1.
SOMEB\WHAT SWELTERING !

T. FRANK'S fairly scethed!
It was afternoon, and a holiday.
The sun hlazed down relentlessly from
a clear blue sky. Hardly any wind
stirred, and the air fairly quivered with the
tremendous heat. It was like August at its
hottest—although the date, actually, was
gomewhere near the beginning of Jume.
There was no cricket this afternoon, and
most of the fellows were very thankful for
this. Cricket is a glorious game, but even
the most enthusiastic followers would not
have particularly cared for the sport on such
an afternoon as this. The heat was so
stifling that_ omne didn’t know what to do for
thio best.

Out of doors the sunlil air was heavy and
oppressive, 1nsects buzzed by the thousand.

-

The stirring events described in this
story
Adventure Series, which BEGINS NEXT
WEEK !
to the far corners of the earth have now
become a feature that is looked forward
to by readers with the keenest possible
delight. I need hardly mention that the
Author makes a thorough study of those
parts of the world to be visited by the
Juniors for weeks beforehand.
IS TEE TIME to get your friends and
acquaintances to begin reading these
stories. I want you to spread the fame
of their fascination far and wide, so that
as many as possible can derive the
same pleasure that is

i
!

lead on to the Grand Holiday

These summer annual trips

NOW

given to you,
—THE EDITOR.

and it made a chap perspire to walk even
a hundred vards. 1t was not much better in
the shade.

And indoors the heat wa3s overpowering.
The classrooins were stifling, and evervbody
was thankful that there were mo lessons.
Ilven the junior studies were like ovens,
and the Remove passage in the Anpcient
House was like the flue of a gigantic furn-
ace. The heat in here moved sluggishly
along, for there was practically no draught,

Outside, in the Triangle, mumbers of {el-
lows were sprawling about in the shade,
reading, chatting, and generally doing
nothing. Others had gone off to the River
Stowe, either to bathe or to take out bhoats.
They almost wished they hadn’'t, for the
heat on the river was as bad as anywhere
else, and the insects were certainly far more
numeroius.

“By my life!” exclaimed Solomon Levi,
as he opened the door of the end study in
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the Remove passage. *“ This is the hottect
vet, Dick. DBelieve me, it couldn't be much
warmer than this in Palestine!”

“You're welcome to go there, if you
like!” said Dick Goodwin, feebly fanning
Lhimself with an exercise book. *‘* Palestine,
by gum! Ay, lad, Palestine was all right
thousands of years ago—for the Jews, 1
mean—but I don't reckon they'd care much
about it now. They're not Easterm as they
used fo be, and they wouldn't care to change
all their customs and habits!" -

‘““ Sure enough!” agreed Solomoun. ** And
I've got an idea that we couldn't make
enough money! Still, it's too hot to argue
about the Jews! Blow them! I'm cne, and
vou can take it from me that 1'd like to be
blowed! Phew! Gimne ice!”

Levi had opcued the door in the iiope that
a faint draught would be caused. But he
was disappointed. The air from the passage
seemed hotiter tham ever. The only person
in the study who was not affected was
Yuug Ching, the genial little Chinese junior.
He squatted there, quite content, poring
over his lesson books.

Dick Gooodwin looked at him inr wonder.

“ By gum!’’ he said. ‘' See thee, lad, it
ruakes me hot to look at you!

lessons on an afternoon like this! Eh, but

it's queer. You don't even seem to be hot!”
** Me allee lightee!” said Yung Ching
smiling.

“* That's how I feel!” observed Levi,

“ What?”

““ All alight!”’ explained Levi. *' Can't you
gmell burning?” =

Dick Goodwin smiffed.

““ There is a faint niff of scorching wood!”
he replied. * Your hcad must have started

first!”’
““ By my life, that's the Iimit!” gasped
&olomon. *‘‘1 heard that joke before wy an-

cestors went into the Ark! I won't say any-
thing about the insult—I'm too hlessed hot
to wipe you up!”

‘“ Justee aicee!” said Yung Ching. * Notee
hot. Heap plentee comfoltable. Velly much
like China!"”’ '

‘““Is that so?” breathed Levi.
go to China!”

‘““Eh, lad, we ought to
said Dick Goodwin.
all t’ afternoon, tha® knows!

“T1’ll mever

do something!"”
“ We can't stand this
We shall melt.

Can’t -you think of something to do? Haven't.

you got any ideas?”

““1 reckon my brain’s overheated!’ replied
Levi. ' And, anvway, we cau’'t do much.
You're forgetting that we've got to stick
like glue to Chingy. A fine study companion
he is. Can't be left alone!”

‘“Me notee mind!”’ said Yung Ching.
“You goee. Me allee lightee. Me plentee
safee. No wollee!"”

“ Ass!” said Solomon. * I'm not wolleeing!
Bu'f;,i! we go out, you've got 1o c¢opme with
us!

‘“Me learmiee,” zaid Ching.

“You've done enough. learnee!” said Levi.
“And it's a pretty good idea to go out, too.
But wh:%’s the good? It's simply like

T e f s
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out of a saucepan into an oven—one's just
as hot as the other!”

They certainly didn't kpnow what to do—
and it was actually Edward Oswald Hawod-
forth who solved the problem.

Levi and Co. had been aware of certaio
distant noises for some little time, but had
heen too languid to take any notice of it,
They might easily have guessed that these
noises proceeded from Study D, further
down the passage. There was nothing to be
alarmed about. Handforth and Co.- werc
merely chatting.

‘““If you chaps think you're going to dic-
tate you've made a bloomer!” roared Hand-
forth, with extraordinary energy considering
the heat. ‘' ¥m leader of this study, and
I'm going to have my way!”

‘“ All right—have it!” said Church weakly.
**You're welcome!” murmured McClure,
sipping some lemonade.

*“Oh, so you're going to argue?” demanded
Handforth fiercely.

**Who's arguing?”’

‘“Don’t start now!” snorted Handforth.
““1 say that this weather's too hot! Caaq
you demy it? It’s too hot for anything!™
. ** Awful!” said Church. * What on e¢arth
can the weather people be up to? Like their
nerve to send weather that doesn’t suit you,
Handy. If I were you, I'd write a letter
to the ‘Times'!”

Handforth glared.

- **You—you fathead!” he snapped. * Try-
ing to be funny now! But you can't be—it's
not ia your line! For the last ten miuuter
I've been trying to think of- somne method of
getting cool &

‘““ And working yourself up into a fiue heat
over it!” observed McClure. *“ Tako my
advice, Handy—flop down and say nothing!
The very exertion of speaking is enmough to
make a chap hot! I'm mot moving out of
this study until the evening, anyhow!"

Handforth sniiled. - )

“No?” he asked swectly.
moving 7"’

** Of course not!"” -
“But I've got an idea that you're comin
with me!” said Handforth.- * In fact, I'm
joHy certain you're coming! Because, if
you start making a fuss, it'll only take me
three seconds to pumch your nose into the
middle of next month! I'm not standimg

auy rot!” y ¥

~ " Coming?” repeated Church, with slight
interest. '* Coming where? What dotty idea
have you got now? I—I mean, what's the
wheeze, Handy ?" |

‘“It takes me to think of something de-
cent,”” said Handiorth. * We can't rest
here—too much heat! We can’'t practise
cricket—too much heat! We can't go out-
side—too much heat!”

““We seem to be in an awkward position!”’
remarked Chureh. “If we can’'t stay here,
and we can't go outside, what's to become
of us?”’ ; '

“ Oh, we shall melt to spots of greasc!”™

“You're. mct

going § said McClure feebly.
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“ We'rte going to Caistowe!™
forth.

S But you just said——"

“Blow what I just said!” scapped Handy.
“ Great pip! I never knew such chaps for
quibbling. We meed a bathe! At least, 1]
do! I need a bathe badly!"

(hurch looked at Handforth critically.

“Very badly!” he agreed.

‘““ What ?"” |

““ You need a bathe—you said it vourseli!™
repiied Church.
to convince anybody that you could do with
a jolly good rinse! It must be the dust and
the heat——-" _

““Are you making out that 1'm dirty?"
howled Handiorth.

“But you just said so—-" 1

“I'm hot—I need cooling!"’ spapped Hand-
forth. * That's what I meant! Aad you
kuew it ail the time! And you're hot—and |
vou need cooling! So we're going off to
(aistowe at once. Come on!"

“ But—but it's too much fag!"’ protested
McClure. ““ Why the dickens can’t we have
a cold bath upstairs?”

Hlundforth looked at his chum contemptu- |
ously.

“A cold bath wupstairs?”
“ You—you babbling lunatic!
i a cold bath?"”

“But we werem't talking about swim-
ming g

““1 don’t care what we were talking abont |
—we're gaing to swim!” said Handforth
firmly. * A cold bath is only meant for in-
valids and chaps who are lazy! And as for
the river—it's not worth diving into!
Nothing but insects and weeds and water
lilies! And you're always getting coshed by
some fathead who can't use a pair of oars!”

“It's always easy to steer clear of a
hoat ! said Church. * Of course, if you get
ia the way—-""

“1 don't want anv insults!” put in Hand-
forth. *“ Now, are yon coming or not? I'll
give you just one second! Say the word,
and we'll go! If you refuse I'll chuck you!
out om your mecks! Now, it's up to you—
take your choice! I'm not an unreasonable
caap—you can please yourselves.”

‘** We'd rather stay here!" said Church.

“Oh, all right—stay!"' snapped Handforth
grufily. *“I'll jolly well go alone. If 1 get
drowned, don’t blame me! You—you rot-:
ters!  Let wme go alowme, will you? Tukei
that ™

Bift!

Handforth was always voicante in action,
and he generally let flv without wamning. |
fiappily, both Church and McClure were on
+he alert—they knew what was likely to
come. Church saw a huge- fist shoot to-
wards him, and he dodged just in time. The

roared Hund-1

he repeated. |
Can you swim

fi-t crushed upon the back of Church’'s
-hair.
o Yow—yaroooh!” howled Handforth
wildly.

“ Hurt much?”’ asked Church, dodgiag

round the table.

“ One look at you is enough |

“ You—you c¢ad!” hooted Haudforth.

i

“Why the dickens dido't you keep still?
Couldn’'t you see me sloshing at you?’
“That's why 1 didn't keep still!” ex-
plained Church. * All right—don't get ex-
cited! We'll come to Caistowe with you.
Anything for a quiet life!”
Handforth was instantly 'mollified.

““Oh, all right!” he said briskly. * Come
on!"
He forgot all about his hurt fist. As a

matter of fact, it was hardly hurt at all—for
his fists were like iron. Both Church and
McClure were astonished by the fact that
Handforth’s knuckles were clear. They ex-
pected Handy's knuckles to be smothered
in hard corns—from the eflect of so much
use.

" We'll start off at once—on bikes®” said
Hamdforth, as theyv left the study. ‘' We
shall get a bit hot, but think of the glorious
reward at the end! A dip in the sea—a
swim in the jolly old waves! Why, it's
enough to make a chap hustle, even on a hob
afternoon like this.”

And, after all, there was something in
what Handforth said. The prospects oi a
bathe were certainly alluring. The ouly
trouble was that Caistewe Bay was mearly
three miles away. However, after the dip,
the juniors would be able to loll about until
the cool of the evening, and ride back in
comfort.

They were just out of the passage when a
hail came to 'them.

“Whither away, brethren?'’ inquired Solo-
mon Levi.

“Eh?" said Handforth.
to Caistowe for a bathe.”

“By my life!” said Solly.

“What ?"”

“That’s a good idea, vou know!'!”

“0Of course it i¢,"”” said Handforth. *I
thought of it!"

“ Any objections to our coming along with
you?' went on Levi. ‘

Handforth considered. ;

*“ Well, you can conte if you like,” he said
condescendingly. * Of course, you'li have
to behave yourselves—and you'd better un-
derstand from the start that I'm not stand-
ing amy rot!" :

“You're too 'kind!'" said Leyvi solemaly.
‘“ Believe me, such generosity is too much!
But we'll come—and if we don't behave our-
selves you are at liberty to walk away!
\1’(31’1! make up a party, anud do the thiog ia
gtyle.”

Dick Goodwin was quite willing, and Yung
Ching simply had to go. For he couldn't be
left behind.

*Both Levi and Goodwin had
Nelson Lee that they would mot let the
Chinese boy be by ‘himself. Aad, as they
wanted to go out, Yumg Ching would have
to go out with them. - _
Of recent weeks there had beea many stir-
ring adventures at St. Frank’'s in connection
with Yung Ching. The Chinese boy, in [act,
had caused more commotion than any other
fellow in the history of the school. It wasu't

“ Oh, just goiug

promised



his fault, but there was no denying that he
had caused a rare amount of excitement.

For it was only a few days since Fu Chow
had been captured with all his fiendish asso-
ciates. Fu Chow had made several attempts
to murder Yuung Ching. And even mow the
Chinese boy's danger was not over, for he
had other enemies! )

Nelson Lee had decided that he should
leave St. Frank's as soon as it was conveml-
ently possible. The famous Housemaster-
detective was already in communication with
Chingy's guardian—Mr. Tsen Wang, of the
Chinese Embassy. ,

Fu Chow had been dealt with. but there
remained the Yen-Shan Tong—a powerful
Chincse secret society, which had designs
upon him. They did not wish to murder
him, but they were certainly anxious to take
him away from the school. The worst dan-

er was over, but it was advisable that

ung Ching should leave. - _

And, in case amything happened to him
during his last day or two at the school,
Nelson Lee had extracted promises from his
study-mates that they would be with him
constantly.

1 was always on the alert, 1co.

I had takem part in nearly all the adven- |
tures so far, and Nelson Lee had told me to
keep my eyes well skinned for the first sign
of any trouble. But now that Fu Chow was
under arrest I had no particular fears. And
there was certainly no danger in Yung Chiag
going to Caistowe.

It would have been unwise for him to have
ventured out alone—he was, in fact, strictly
forpiddem to do so. But to accompany a
whole party was quite all serene. The
Chinese did not work in the daytime, and,
in any case, they would not take any action
whenn Ching was surrounded by fellows. So
far as 1 could see they could not have any
opportunity.

The party for Caistowe gathered members
28 it made its way out into the Trizagle. I
jecined in—for, to tell the truth, Tommy
Watson and Tregellis-West and 1 had re-
ceived the same brilliant brain wave as
Handy. We were just starting off for Cais-
towe when we ran into the other party.

Pitt joined in, too, and last, but not least,
Arr%*ie Glenthorne. Archie, the Gemial Ass,
decided that it would be a frightfully good
stunt—only the fag of getting to Cuaistowe
was positively foul.

However, he started, and we =saw to it that
he finished!

CHAPTER II.
- THE DRAGON STRIKES !

KL H, ripping!”
Reginald Pitt
uttered that re-

mark ae we stood
upon the esplanade at the
little const town of Caistowe.
We had just stowed our
bieyeles in a big clump, under the care of |

|

|

And there Cualstowe
of sjparkling,

an old longshoreman,
Bay stretched out, a ripple
flashing water,

A breeze was blowing here—cool and fresh

and sweet, and the waves were breaking
with hissing surges which made us feel even
cocler to listen. The tide was in, and this
made it all the Detter. For at low water
the sea was generally flat and listless.

“My hat! Now for a dip!"’ exclaimed
Handforth eagerly. ** What a perfect idea
of mine! 1f it wasn't for me you wouldn’t

have been here at all!”

“Well, it didn’t require a very large
brain to think of a lathe oh an afterzoon
like this!” remarked Jack Grey. *‘ Besides,
Nipper suggested it first——" ,

““ Not at all'y” I said hastily. ‘It was
Handy's idea—let him take the credit. 1t's
too hot to argue. But it was worth
the sweltering bike ride—we ehall have a
topping reward!”

‘* Qh, rather!”

“1 mean to say, the old briny looks some-
what inviting, and all that sort of thing!”
ohserved Archie, eyveing the sea with
approval. ‘ In fact, the whole scene, don't
'ou know, iz perfectly priceless, what? A
dip-cn  an afterncon like this is just the
bally thing to make a chap sprightiy!”’

*““ Hear, hear!”

““ Large quantities of energy restored, and
so forth,” went on Archie. ‘‘ Absolutely!
The cld tissues rejuvenated! Well, laddies,
what about it? What about the staggering
business? Shall we trickle to the disrobing
department? I must admit that my cloth-
ing is most frightfully clammy!”

‘“ Right you arec—come along, Archie?”

Some of the fellows hurried off, but just
at that moment I happened to spot an
acquaintance coming along. He was &
gentleman in a cool looking white suit and
a peaked cap. This fentleman was Mr,
Fielding, and he held a pasition of some im-
portance in Caistowe. But the most
interesting pointg about him was that he
owned two or three highly joweriul motor-
boats. On more than cne cecasion MNelson
Lee had used Mr. Fielding's Loats when on
a .chase.

‘“ Well, Nipper, how are you?” asked Mr.
Fielding, as he came up. *‘ How do, boys?
Just come along for a bathe, I suppose?”

“ That’s it, sir,’”” I replied.

“How’s Mr. Lee?” ‘
;.10111 fine, sir,” 1 said. “ You look pretty
'WE] ".'1

1 mustm’t grumble,” smiled Mr. Fielding.
““ The gea air doecs a mam good, you know.
I've been doing a lot of crmising lately.
How would you boys like tu come for &
littie tide after the- dip?” '

“ How would we like it!"* T echoed,
grinning. ** By jingo! We'd simply love it,
sir! Do you really mean it?"’ -

““ Of course,” said Mr. Fielding. “1've
got one of my boats down at the jetty nuw
—you can see her from here. She's fast,
but not like my new cne. I'll take you for



a trip in the big fellow one of these days.”

“ When shall we come along, sir?”

“ No need to hurry—say in about a couple
of{ hours,” said Mr. Fielding. “ I shall be
knocking about somewhere—you're bound to
sce me."

He nodded and went off.

Mr. Fielding had always been genial and
good-natured, and we appreciated this offer
of his to take us for a trip in his mator-
boat. Of course, he had not made the invi-
tation general—only to Sir Montie, Tommy
and myseif. The other fellows had gone oft
to the bathing tents.

‘““ Begad! This is rippin’, dear old boys!"
said Sir Montie approvingly. “ A bathe is
all very well, but I must admit that a ride

in a4 motor-boat seems frightfully attrac-
tive."”
“You bet!” I said briskly. ** And that

boat can shift like the wind—and then
gome!”’

1 glanced across at the jetty. It was only
a short distance away, and comparatively
near to the bathing tents. Close beside the
jetty lay Mr. Fielding's motorboat, gently
rocking at its moorings., It was ready to
leuve at a moment's notice cnce the engine
was started. A solitary chap in a jersey and
peaked eap squatted necar by, on the jetty.

e was evidently lcoking after the boat.

‘“ She's not Mr. Fielding's best, but I'll bet
siie can buzz,” remarked Tommy Wuatson.

“Buzz?” 1 repeated. “Haven't I just
said that she can ehift like the wind? That
boat is the *‘Flying Bat,” and I've been in
her before. If Mr. Fielding's newest boat 1s
fuster, it must be a terror!”

We paid mo more attention to the boat
tiren, but passed down on to the beach, and
were socn getting rid of our clothes in the
bathing temts. Then, attired in the ordinary
regulation swimming costume, we emerged,
anid made for the sea.

But at thut moment I came to a halt, and
stared.

“Is it real, or do my eyes deceive me?"
I asked faintiy.

“ Begad!” murmured Sir Montie.
truly frightful!”

An apparition had just appeared from a
bathing tent near by. It was, as a matter

‘““ How

of fact, & youthful. form which we could
eusily recognise as belonging to Archibald
Winston Derek Glenthorne. He lounged

down the sands elegantly, and his monocle
was firmly fixed in his eye,

“1 mean to say, cool breezes— and all
that!’" he observed languidly.

*“ Ha, ha, bhat"

“Oh, my goodness!'

“ What is it?" .

The juniors yelled. For Archie was

attired in a bathing suit which fairly took

the sehine out of any Ilady's swimming,
costume 1 had ever seen. It secmed to be
made of pure silk, and glinted and

ghinmered in the sunlight, _ _
The colours were almost blinding, being a

Archis was attired in a bathing suﬁ:
which fairiy took the shine out of any
lady’s swimming costume.

kind of draughtboard mixture of red, greeu
and yellow squures. And, to make the
whole thing more ludicrous, Archie was
wearing a cap to match.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Archie paused, and screwed his monocle
more firmly home. He suddenly realised
that lie was the object of all the laughter--
and only a few minutes earlier he had been
assuring himself that the whole populace
would be simply dumb with awe and admira-
tion. This was hardiy the right effect.

“ Dash it all!™ he protested. I mean
to say, “deucedly bad form! Kindly desist,
dear chappies! Possibly  something is
wronz? Have 1 left a button undone?
Have I committed some frightful bloomer
like that? The fact is, Phipps ought to

have rallied round—but the bally cove
trickled off i

““Ha, ha, hal!”

““* Yee, there's something awfully wrong,

Archie!" said Pitt solemnly,

“What?"” gasped Archie. “1 mean to
say, what? Kindly lead me back into the
ohscurity of the cold convas department--
that is to say, the tent! This, don't you
know, is not only frightful, but foul! Under

the public gaze,- and something fearful s
wrong! I'm all flustered! Absolutely!”
“The swimming suit’s wrong, Archie,”
said Pitt. :
“ What? The  swimming  suit? [
mean—""

“*Taken as a whole, it's not such a bad
affair if vou deliberately enier the water



with the idea of scaring the fish.” went on
Pitt. ** But when it comes to lcoks, the
colours are a bit too jazzy!™

“ But what about the butions?” asked
Archie anxiously. “ I mean, you mentioned
scmething was wrong, old onion! [
gathered that some portion «f old
carcase was showing—-"

“* Nothing =0 terrible as that!”
Pitt. ** You're quite hidden, Archie. All we
can see is a dazzling mass of red and green
and yellow. Im fact, it's so brilliant that
1'd rather look at the sun!” '

“ Dash it all!” protested Archie. ‘' Scme-

what terse, and eo forth. 1 mean to say,
the old costume is hardly deserving of such
dashed caustic words. I might even mention
that the whole bally thing cost me quids.
Absolutely quids! But ['ll admit that
Phipps was dubious, Yes, Phipps cast a
large assortment of doubts upon the advisa-
bility of appearing before the populace!™
~ ** Phipps has got eome sense,”” I grinned.
“ Still. It ecan’t be helped now. In you
come, Archie!”
- Once in the water Archie was practically
hidden—for he did not splash about in the
shallows. Feor all his elegant ways, Archie
Glenthorne was & fine swimmer, and he lost
po time in striking out acrcss the bay. He
became another being, and most of tne
fellows rezarded him with disappoimtment.
They had been waiting for something
amusing.

It was Handforth and Co. who provided
the entertainment.

Haondforth, as usual, insisted upon lhaving
hiss own way. And he suggested that
Church should bob down, and Handy would
leap over his back. The scheme was to have
a game of leap ifrog.

* Jolly fine wheeze¢!” said Handforth.
‘“ A1l you've got to do is to bend down, and
when 1 jump over vour back, I dive in.

the

grinned

See? It's fine sport—1'l]l ehow you how it's
done!”

“* Too jolly kiddish!” =aid Church doubt-
fully. |

*“ Rot!" snorted Handforth. “ We've been
swimming a good bit, and we can’t swim all
the time. Besides, larking about in the
water is all right. And who do you think's

looking at you? Jolly important, ain’t you? |

I suppose you're got an idea that the whole
town is staring straight at us?”

‘““The whole town will be, before you've
done!” muttered McClure.

“ What's that?'’ asked Handforth gruifly.

“ Oh, nothing!”

‘““ All right—that's nothing, too!” roared
Handy.

He lunged forward at McClure, intending
to administer a fitting punishment—for he
detested his chums to mutter things to
themselves. He always had an inkling that
these mutterings contained insults which
dared -not be voiced aloud. And, as a

matter of fact, this generally was the case. |

Handforth again failed, however, This

Churech

Un-

certainly was not his lucky afterncon,
fortunately, he stepped into a hole—whicl,
of course, he couldn’t possibly be aware of,
a3 he was etanding up to his waist in the

waves, £0, jnstead of punching MeClure,
Handforth merely disappeared beneath the
surface. _

“Hazlo!" said Church. ** Where's he c¢ff to
now?’’

Handforth c¢ame up, spluttering.

‘““You—you rotters!” he gasped. “ Whit
do you mean by that?”
't.‘.' My hat!” said Church. ¢ We didn't do
it!”

*“ Couldn't you have warned me about that
hole?”” howled Handforth.

‘“ Oh, sorry!” said McClure sarcastically.
‘“ Churchy, it's the first time I knew we
had eyes that could bore through four feet
of muddy water! The fact that the water
is muddy c¢an be explained by Handy
being— H'm! Well, I'd bectter not—"

“ Well, finish!” said Handforth grimly.

“Oh's let us get on with t{hat leap
frog!”’ said Chureh.

Handforth decided to do so after a
moment. And Church bent down--slightly.

He waited, fully expecting dire _results.
But Handforth merely stared at Lim, and
uttered a snort.

““ What's the good of that?’ he asked.

**You're not bending down far enough!”

“I can’t get down emy further,” said
Church. -

‘** Like this, you ass!”

Handforth seized Church, &and pushed him
down—apparently unaware of the fact that
Church’s head went Dbeneath the waves.
The water smothered him entirely, except
for the lump caused by his beat person.

** There, that’s better!” said Handforth.
‘““ Hold still—"'

He was in the act of jumping—hut
Church, as it happened, was in the act of
rising at the same moment. Consequently,
they collided with fearful force.  Hand-
forth’s knee caught the unfortumate- Church
a sloech on the ear that half brained him.
collapsed * backwards and dis-
appeared under the surface. And Handforth
went in head first, and for a moment or
two only a wildly waving pair of legs could
be ceen.

McClure looked on, enjoying the whole
scene. '
And then Handforth came up.
“Yow——yarcoh!”” he roared
‘“What on earth—— 1Ha, ha,

wildly.

ha!’ ex-

| claimed Church.

For to his surprise he found that Hand-
forth had found something in his investiga-
tions under the surface. A tiny ecrab was
clinging to his nose—and apparently cling-
ing to some purpose, for it was some few
moments before Handforth succeeded in
tearing it away. His first thought esecmed
to be that McClure had placed the crab in
position, , -

“* You—you fathcad!”” be roared. “Tn
teach you to go on like that when I'm
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simply gasping with agony!
nose!"” :

I can see it,”" said McClure.
enough!”

A TI'm oin pain!" said Handforth, rubbing
hiz nose tenderly. *‘ I'm absolutely bitten
by that rotten crab! And it was all
Church’s fault, the fathead—— Great pip!"”
be added, suddenly. ‘* Where is he?”

“Eh?" grasped MecClure.

“ Where's Church?” asked
turning pale. “ I caught him,
with my knee— a fearful cosh!
have sunk! Quick—find him! Yell
ambulance!”’

Look at my

“ It's plain

Handforth,
P11 Kknow,
‘He must |
for the

Without waiting further, Handforth took |

a deep breath, and dived under the surface,
1f he had taken the trouble to. gliance
behind him he would bave seen Church
standing there tenderly rubbing his ear.
Church saw mo reason why he should publish
hiz whereabouts, If Handforth Iliked to
make silly mistakes, it was his own look-
out. And then Handy came up.

‘““ He's mnot there!" he spluttered wildly.
“I've groped everywhere. Haven't you sent
for the ambulance, you idiot?”

** Not yet,” said Church. ** Why should

1?2

Handforth stared at him blankly.

** Why, you—you funny fathead!" he
bellowed. ** I—I thought you were drowned. |
Thank goodness you're sife! Ch, my hat,
I'm glad!"”

He grabbed Church's fist, and shook it

warmly. ‘T'hat one little grip proved, be-
yond all else, that Handy had a very affec-
-tionate regard for his chums. But hLe
couldn't help being himself, after all. He
suddenly dropped Church's hand, and stared
at him with glittering cyes.

** And now I'm going to punch you on the
nose,”” he said grimly. “I'm going to
slaughter you on the spot! Pretending that
you were dead—just to spoof me! You—"
you rotter! I'll—" J

“Oh, dry up!” said Church. *“ My head's|
singing now—that blessed knee of yours is
like a battering ram. Look here, if you
want that giddy game, we'll 2o into more |
shallow water.” |

** Right  you Handforth
promptly.

They got a bit nearer to the beach, and
Church bent down. And as he did so, he]|
winked significantly at McClure, and both
juniors were somewhat astonished by the
fact that Handforth did not jump to the

are!"”’ eaid

wileeze. But he certainly deserved some-
thing.
He got it.

Church made a beautiful back, and Hand-
forth leapt over in fine style,-and dived head |
first into the water on the other side.
Then he came to a jarring halt, his legs in

the air, and strange gurgles c¢ame up
from the deep. .
Handforth flopped over all limp, and

p—

enough to reach his neck. He gazed round

- dazedly, and feebly beat the water with his

hands.

“ Help!" he moaned.
O, my goodness!
or something!"’

_ Church and McClure remained as grave as
judges.

“That's  impossible old man,” said
Church, with concern. * It's all sand here,
you know. You shouldn't have gone over so
forcibly. Still, I think we've had about
enough of that leap frog busines—Ilet's go
for a swim."

And without waiting for Hepdforth to
reply, Church and MeClure plunged into
deeper water with the intention of swimming

1. *“My neck's broken!
I—I hit against a rock,

to another part of the bay. But they
paused, attracted by a loud, aggressive
purring.

It sounded like the hum of an aeroplane,
and Church instinctively glanced up. Then
he discovered that the noise was being made
by & motor-boat— a sleek looking racing
craft which was coming in from seaward.
The boat was. shooting towards the shore ab
a tremendous pace.

I saw it, too, and for the firat moment I
thought that Mr. T[ielding was stunting—
and I considered that he was most unwise
to come dazhing so close to the bathers.

But a glance at the jetty showed me that
the *““ Flying Bat ™ was still there. This
other motor-boat was a stranger. There
appeared to be two men in it, crouching low.
And the craft held on to its course, and
came shooting towards the clump of school-
boy bathers at an appalling speed. .

““ Hi, look out, you chaps!” I
“The chap must be dotty!"

yelled.

“ Kither that, or he's lost control,” said
Pitt, who was the only fellow mear me.
“ Look at the way he's coming in! He'll
crash on the beach with terrific force—-
No, by Jove! He's turning. Look! My
hat! Doesn't she look grand!”

Pitt couldn’'t help speaking in a voice of
admiration, although he knew that the
actions ol this boat were foolhardy in the

{ extreme.

IFor the craft came right on at full speed
towards the bathers. Then, at the last
moment, .the helm was pushed over hard,
and the insistent drone of the engine died
away. She had been throttled down, but
was still travelling at great speed. -

Round swung the boat, and the swimming
juniors were compelled to dash wildly to
sufety. It was rather surprising that none
of them were hurt. The steersman of the
motor-boat, however, was clever, and he
selected a course which carried the boat
rcund in a sweeping cirele, and almost
within grounding distance of the beach.

Then the other man in the boat leapt up.
He stood there—aund I gave a big start as
I saw, on the instant, that he was a
Chinaman! He held a rope in his hands,

then. sat up. The water was just high

| and at the end of this rope was a nooee.
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“ Chingy!” 1 shouted. “They're after

I didn't say any more, for I was breath-
Jess with excitement. Yung Ching was quite
near to the shore, and standing in water
which reached to his waist. And the motor-
boat came so near that the man with the
rope had an easy task. The line suddenly
swung out. Accurafely, it coiled over Yung
Ching's shoulders, and drew tight. And the
next moment the Chinese boy was jerked
half out of the water, and carried along at
great speed.

The jar must have hurt him, and he was
helpless. Hand over hand, the Chinaman
pulled the rope imm—for he could see that
Ching was trying his utmost to free him-
self from the rope.

He failed—aud a minute later the Chinese
boy was roughly hauled over the side of the
boat, and flung back into the well. The
engine roared with full power—and the eleek
racing craft tore straight cut to sca!

— — —

CHAPTER 11I.
TWO ON THE TRAIL!

EGINALD PFPITT turned
R to me with a ecared
" look on his face.
** Great Scott!” he
ejaculated. " Did—did you
ever see anything s0 quick?
We couldn't do anything—
there wasn't time to move a finger!”

‘* The cunning rotters!” I excluaimed
fiercely. ** Nobody on earth could have been

prepared fo¥ such a move as that. They've
got Ching at last—they've taken him away,
and we're done. They must have had spies
cn the watch, who warned them Ching was
bathing. These Chinese are cunning enough
for anything!”

‘““ But how could they be
there?” asked Pitt.

** Wireless, I suppose,” I said briefiy.

I stared out after the rapidly moving
boat. All the other fellows were shouting
with excitement and dismay. . The incident
had been so sudden and unexpected that the
juniors could hardly realise what it meant.

But Ching had been kidnapped.

Under our very eyes he had been carried
off, and we had not been able 10 move a
hand to avert the disaster.

Indeed, until the very moment of action,
not one of us had realised the reason for the
motor-boat’s dash so close inshore. 1f we
had known it in advance we should have had
time to take Ching to a safe distance. No-
body was to blame. The whole thing had
come as a surprise.

And then, suddenly, an idea hit me.

“Can't we do something?’ asked Pitt.
“1t's awful, you know. Letting Ching go
like this—can’t we warn somebody, or send
out messages—"’

warned—out

“ We can do better than that!” I inter-

ruptea grimly. ' Quick—come cld
man! Speed’s required!”

“ﬁpeed!" repeated Reggie. ** But what

*“The *Flying Bat "!"”

“ Oh, my only aunt!”

Pitt stared at me
dawning understauding.

“The *Flying Bat '!"" I repeated. * It’s
there—absolutely ready to shoot off at a
second’s notice. And it's the only chance—
the only possible way in which we can hope
to get Chingy back. Come on—we’'ll tind
Mr. Fielding on the jetty, as sure as guns!’

““What about the others?” gasped Pitt.

'"No time!" 1 snapped. .

I should have liked Montie and Tommy to
come, but they were almost on the other
side of the bay, having gone off with some
of the other fellows. And, in any case, it
would be better for Pitt and I to accom-
pany Mr. Fielding alone. For the bcat
would be lighter.

This was the only thing we counld do, as
I said. I was a chance. By chasing the
kidnappers direct, it was more than likely
that we should be able to overtake them,
and compel them to surrender Yung Ching.

Pitt and I dashed out o¢f the water,
rapidly dressed, raced up to the esplanade,
and then tore along the jetty. Not much
notice was takeh of us in the general com-
motion. We arrived at the spot where the
old fellow was squatting near the motor-
boat. I faced him breathing hard.

“* Where's Mr., Fielding?” I asked breath-
lessly: '

along

I said briekly.

afresb, and w:th

“That ain’t mo good you z-looking for
Mr. Fieldin’ now,” said the old chap. i
reckon as ’'e’s gone into the town. Told me
as 'e'd be back in a bour. That was ten
minutes past.”

“An hour!” said DPitt, aghast. ““ Then
we're done!”’

' "' No, weTe not!” 1 snapped. ‘“ Jump
m.!i

Pitt looked etartled.

“* But—but we can't go off alone—"7?

“Can't we?’ 1 said grimly. " We can—

and we will: I've handled a motor-beat be-
fore to-day, and I'mm easily capable of steer-
ing this craft. It's a pity Mr. Fielding isn't
here, but it can't be helped.”

‘“ Here, young gents!’ said the c¢ld man.
“You can't try any o' them tricks. - You
ain't got to go off in that there bhoat—"

But I considered that the situation de-
manded instant action, and 1 took no mnotice,
I had been in this boat before, and I knew
its workings. I soon discovered that every-
thing was ready for instant starting up.
And 1 seized the starting hundle, and gave
it a swift tug.

“ Purrrrr!®, :

It epoke much for the efficiency of the
cngine that it started up on the mstant,
with o fierce, powerful, throaty roar. The
old fisherman on the jetty danced with rage
and concerg—but I hardly noticed him,



Cast off!” I yelled.

Pitt threw off the ropes, and I flung my-
self into the driving seat, and the mnext
instant put the gears in action. The motor-
boat simply jerked forward like a live thing,
and for a few seconds I was in danger of
losing control—for I was no{ accustomed to
driving at such a speed, especially to start
off with.

“ My only hat!' said Pitt pantingly.

But we were all right after a moment.
And I opened the throttle still wider. The
“ Flying Bat ' mnearly lifted itself out of the
water, and streaked across the bay towards
the open sea like a thing alive.

And T saw the juniors on the beach—all
of them waving wildly. For they knew
what this meant—they knew that we were
going in chase, and they were fired wup
with tremendous enthusiasm and excitement.

They probably knew, too, that I was at

the helm—for they had seen Pitt and me
dashing on to the jetty. But mneither Pitt
nor I could afiord to give any time to -the
shore just now.

Our attention
quarry.

And so swiftly had we acted that the
escaping motor-boat was still in sight—low
down on the horizon, but it was a speck
“hit we could not mistake. I opened the
throttle to its widest extent, and the way
we tore along made my bilood race through
Iy veins,

It was gorgeous—exhilarating.

** We shall do it!" I shouted, above the
roar. ‘“ This boat’s faster than their's!”

“ Good!"' yelled Pitt excitedly

Fortunately, the eea was as calm as the
proverbial mill-pond, for on this blazing
*afternoon there was scarcely a breath of
wind. The motor-boat tore across the water

lay ahead—towards our

with such terrific speed that we ate up
the distance. Had the =ea been at all
choppy we could mnot possibly have main-

tained such a pace,

And I was finding that the * Flying Bat ’
was easier to handle than I had imagined.
Once I had got the hang of the controls, I
had no trouble at all.  Of course, 1 had
piloted these craft before.

But I think the * Flyving Bat ' was the
most powerful I had managed so far. If

Mr. Fielding's new boat was better than
this, it was certainly a goer! But the

¢ Flying Bat ' fulfilled requirements.

Tor we were in chase of the Chinese kid-
nappers, and, what was more, we were over-
nhauling them—not gradualiy, but quite
rapidly. The speck om the horizen had be-
come a distinet boat, and we could even
see the wake of whitish foam curling away
in the rear.

The whole thing had been done so quickly
that even now it was difficult {0 realise
what had happened. Regimald Pitt, 1
knew, cool though he usually was, had been
quite taken out of his depth. The speed of
the thing wanted a bit of realising. And
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Handforth had fcund something in
his investigations under the surface.
A crab was clinging to his nose—
and apparently clinging to some
purposs.

Pitt looked at me withh his face flushed,- and
his hair waving in the terrific wind which
our speed was causing.

““Well, you've done it!" he =raid loudly,

because of the rush of air. ' But what the
dickens can we do, Nipper? I mean, what
gocd will this do us? We can't possibly ge’
Ching away i _,
* We don't know what we can do
we overtake that boat!” 1
‘““ Anyhow, I did the only poasible thing.
Chingy was captured, and whizzed out to
sea before we could do a thing. Well, this
moctor-boat was handy. and so I grabbed it.
If we can't get Chinegy back, we might be
able to find out where he's been taken to.”
Pitt nodded.
“ Yes, by Jove!" he said. * That's right!
And jolly important, too! If we ecan dis-
cover where Ching is taken. it ought to be

untii.
interrupted.

pretty easy to rescae him afterwards., I
say, what a game!” ]

‘““ A pretty game, I reckon!” I said
tensely.

We continuned to overtake the Chinesa,
and by now it was fairly evident that they
were aware of the fact that we were in
chase. For we were not overtaking them so
rapidiy. This meunt that the engine of the
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fleeing motlor-boat was now going all out.
1t wase a Ttace between the two craft.

** We shall ‘meed all ocur speed to do it!”
I panted grimly.

“ But we're getting nearer!” declared
Pitt.
"He glanced back, and was astonished 10

sce that Caistowe
into the background.

Bay bad receded right
The pier was a toy-
itke affair, and the hoteis on ithe front
looked like dolls’ houses. We were already
several miles from the ehore, and making
straight out into the Channel.

And there, quite a long distance ahead,
the enemy sped before us. It ncedn’'t be
imagined that we were rushing up to them
-swiftly., We werent. 1 had to ccax every
ounce of epeed out of my engine—and, even
s0, the distance between 1ihe two boats
leszened only gradually.

“ Who do you think’s dcne this?” asked
Pitt. .

** The Tong!"” I rejlied.
“*Not ¥Fu LChow?” .

‘““ No—Fu Chow is under arrest—"

““ But his men might have dcne the
trick—" _
“J Jon't think s0,”” I put in. *“* Fu

Chow's pretty well out of the picture now.
He’s shot his bolt, Reggie. You see, his
aim was to kil Yung Ching, and if these
rotters were lhis emissaries, they wouldn't
bave hauled Chingy on board with a rope.

They'd have finished him c¢ff then and
there.” | _
‘““ Yes, I expect you're right!” agreed

Pitt. ‘* So these rotters are members of the
Yen-Shan Tong? Why the dickens do those
chaps want to kidnap Yung Ching? What's
the idea. It's still a bit of a myetery."”

“ Of course it is,” 1 agreed. ** And it's
no good asking me questions. Hallo!
Hallo! What’s this?”’ I asked suddenly.
“ Just cast your eye over {o port, niy son!”

Pitt bobbed up, and ehaded hie eyes
against the sun.

“ By Jove!” he exclajmed. ** A steamer!”

*“ A private yacht,”” 1 went on. ** A large
one, too! 1 wonder if those chaps are mak-
ing for it? If so we shall cvertake them
long before they arrive. This js beginning
to look exciting, old man!”

““ Beginning!”' said Pitt,
ing enougn already?”

I took another look at the steamer in the
distance. It wae quite a long way out. and
nearly hull down. But in the clear
the afternoon we could see her fairly
distinctly. And by her lines 1 knew at once
that she was a private yacht.

And it seemed to me that she was at
anchor. No smoke was appearing from her
funnel, and the flags were flapping idly. 1
could eee this vaguely, buts the signs were
obvious. Moreover, she maintained the
sume position.

It became clearer as we progressed that
the motor-boat was indeed making for the
yackt. There was no doubt abcut it. And

“JIsn't it excit-

air of |
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I was- more determined than ever to get

hold of Yung Ching at once.

If he were taken on board the yacht we
should never have a chance of getting at
him—for we should have to deal with dczens
of enemies—mot merely a couple.

But, while my thoughts were in this stage,
I could not help realising that we were
most unfitted {o wage battle at all.

We could not get the better of even two
encmies.

For it must be recmembered that we were
quite unprepared, and didn't possess a
weapon between the pair of us. We sufiered
no discomfort owing to our wet bathing
costumes Dbeing mnext our skins, for in
dressing, we had not time to take them
off. The afternoon was so warm that we
only felt pleasantly cool.

‘“* We're doing it!” said Pitt grimly.
** Quickly, too! I believe something's gone
wrong with their giddy engine!”

And this certainly did seem to be the
case. For during the last minute or so we
had Dbeen getting nearer and nearer with
much greater speed. The fleeing boat wus
not maintaining its previcus rate.

And I knew that (he clash would come
shortly.

Some little distance away, on the right, a
black object stuck out of the water, silent
and almost motionless. It merely rolled
lazily from side to side as the swell swung it.

And this object, as I knew, was the
Caistowe Bank bell-buoy. The sand bank
out here was a fairly treacherous one, and
this byoy, with its tolling bell, served as
a warning to the small fishing craft which
sometimes used these waters.,  Big ships
scldom came anywhere mnear. _

On the other hand—that is to port—the
steamer loomed nearer and nearer. But we
were not able to give it much attention
just now. Tor we were rapidly overhauling
the enemy, and all our attenticn wuag needed
in this direction. _

Pitt suddenly uttered an exclamation.

*“ Good egg!’ he shouted. ** A find!™

“ What?"

** Look here!'" yelled Pitt.
to be handy!”

He had left his seat and was investigating
a locker close by. And as I gave a swift
glance at him I saw that he was hauling out
a tremendous spanmer, about a foot long,
and a huge hammer. 1 nodded with
approval,  Pitt couldn't have found any-
thing better.

““Fine!” I said. ‘ Grab omne, and shove
the other next to me.”

It will be seen by this that we were both
determined.

We had come on this chase, and we
didn't mean to give it up without baving a -
scrap. If it was at all possible to rescue
Yung Ching, Yung Ching was going to be
rescued. ;

We were mnot spceding along quite 80
steadily now, for there was a bit of a roll or
the water, akd we were also beginning 10

““ These ought



feel the effect of the other boat’s wake.
We bounced up and down, leaping this way
and that, and Pitt was obliged to cling to
anything to hold himself steady. I had the
steering wheel.

And now we were quite
quarry. : /

The escaping motor-boat was within about
two hundred yards, and the man who had
lassoed Yung Ching was standing up and
waving his arms in our direction. We took
absolutely no notice.

“ Warning us to elear
- ¢ Rats to him!” oy .

We drew nearer and nearer, and then 1
set my jaw firmly. I'or something 1 had
been half expecting was now an actual fact.
The Chinaman in the other boat bad pulled
out a revolver!

It was evidently a plated article, for the
sun glinted con it significantly as he brought
it forward, and levelled it. And we had no
weapon of this kind to retaliate with,

“Jt’s ounly bluff!” said Pitt. * Yes, I
can sece that gun! But the rotter wouldn't
dare to fire!" ;

As if in answer to Pitt's statement, a puf
of whitish smoke suddenly appeared at the
revoivers muzzle.  The terrific purring of
our engine, and the swish of the scudding

close to our

oif ! said Pitt.

waters made it impossible fer us to hear anywf

Teport.

But we knew the revolver had been fired.

“The murderous hounds!” yelled Pitt.
‘“But he missed, anyhow!”

“ Yes—but he might not miss next time!”
I exclaimed. * What shal] we do? Tumn
back?"

Pitt stared at me.

“Do you want to turn back?” he de-
manded.
“No—I'm game to go on!"N 1 replied.

“ But I don't want to expose you to——

“ Rats!"” grunted Reggie. ‘““We'll buzz
on, and show these rotters that we're not
scared!” :

“1 mean to ram them!” T said fiercely.
“It won't hurt us much, but it’ll crumple
up their stern and wreck the stecering gear.
It's the only thing to be done, and we're
going to do it!" :

But I'ate destined otherwise.

Puff! Pufi! Puff! ‘

Three times the revolver was fired, and
now we were at much closer range, and
racing along at a tremendous speed in the
very rear of the other boat. Even as the
shots were fired 1 jerked the steerinzg wheel,
and we hissed round in a curve. 1t was
more of a leap than anything else,

The movement probably saved our lives—
or one of our lives. The bullets splintered

‘through the woodwork of our port side as|

‘'we reared up. I didn't actually see any-
thing, but- I heard the thudding noise as
the lead struck. _

And then, suddenly, ' Pitt uttered
ejaculation, ol s
- “Pooof!" he panted.

an

%1 can sm.ell
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.

~ : s ) -.II .
petrol! Why, what—— Great Scott! Look
at this! Look here!"” ' -

From some unknown source the spot near
Pitt’s feet was becoming flooded! It was
ounly too clear that those bullets thad penc-
trated the petrol tank! This was an "abso-
lute disaster.

I knew that something hLad to be done
on the second.

The petrol flooded out, and I could smell
the fumes surging round the pair of us.
And the engine, after runming all out for so

long was tremendously overheated.  These
fumes were deadly.

At any moment the petrol tank was
 liable to e¢xplode! .

It may seem that I was unnecessarily

alarmed, but I knew the fearful nmature of
the peril. If that explosion did actually
take place, there wouldn't be a dog's chance
for us. Both Rezgie Pitt and | would be
killed on the spot.

Those rtevolver
whole affair, 1

[t was mo longer possible for us to con-
tinue the chase—it was no longer possible
to rain the enemy. There was one thing to
be done—and one thing only. And that was

1

shots had altered the

to zet out of this bout in the shortest
possible space of time!

“We've got to dive overboard!’' I
gasped. *“‘Quick!"
b‘; What!” shouted. Pitt, staring. “ But—
u-————‘.

“ We're going to explode!” 1 yelled.
“We can’'t stop—it's too dangerous, We

' can slip over the stern without those rotters
seeing us—and they won't notice our heads
bobbing about in the fcam astern. They’ll
think we're still following!”’

Pitt didn't argue—he knew better.

With me, he crawled to the stern, hend-
ing low €0 that those in the other boat
could not see our movements. I had left
the steering wheel, and the boat was now
going erratically. We quickly divested our-
sclves of our clothes, wearing only our
bathing suits.

“*Now!" I shouted tensely. |

Together, we dived overboard, and there
was no fear of us being caught by the.
“ Flying Bat’s '’ propeller—for by the time
we struck the water she was yards away.
We found ourselves fighting for breath in
the surging sea, left behind by the rushing
motor-boat,

When I managed io open my eyes, |
found Pitt near me, and the motor-boat was
at least 2 hundred yards off. Uncontrolled.
she had veered round, away fram the
enemy. The latter had pug on full specd.
and was tearing away. The Chinesa
evidently guessed that something was bad!y
wrong with the * Flylng Bat.”

And then—-
Flash——Afl 115]1 ! Bo00o00--00—In!
The oxplosion was appalling—and myv

hasty action in leaping out of the motor-
beat was justified.” I 'knew well enough that

| Pitt thougnt I was detty, but tbhis pljc_n.'ef_i



that my quickness of

our lives,

We saw a blinding flash of lurid fire, near
to the water. It was followed by a tre-
mendous puff of blackish smoke and
thousands of particles of wreckage. These
atoms were flung into the a&ir in every
direction.

And, immediately afterwards, came the

de.afenmg report.

-1t was tremendoug, and told full well that
nothing living could have continued living
had it yemained on board.

And the whole thing was over so quickly
that it seemed difficult to believe that it
had really happened. A tiny wave surged
over my face, and some water got into my
Cyes.

By the time I could sce again—only a few
seconds later—the surface of the sea was
empty. The only indication of that dreadful
explosion was the lazily drifting cloud of
emoke, now on its way skywards.

And, right away in the distance,
motor-hoat was speeding off,

* They think we're dead,” I said grimly.
“ The murderous rotters think we went up
into little bits with the * Flying Bat ’'—-"

‘““ Well, what difference does it make?”
aske:d Pitt, who was keeping his head above
water close beside me. *“ We escaped the
explosion, and I'm rather aorr_s,.

the

“ Sorry,” I echoed. *What do you
mean?”’
* Well, it would have bheen a quick

death, at least!” excluimed Pitt bitterly.
“ What hope is there for us out here?
We're miles from the shore, and boats don’t
come this way. We can't swim for much
inore than an hour, although we're fairly
decent at it. We shall gradually get
exbausted, and—-"

‘“* My dear ass!” I interrupted. * When 1
dived overbowrd I knew what 1 was doing.
We should have had to dive in any case,
but 1 could see that we had an easy way

of escape What about that chap over
there?” : |

I pointed a dripping finger, and Pitt
swung round in the water,

‘“ The Caistowe Bank Buoy!" he
cjaculated.

“0f course!”

Pitt looked at me with an expression of
intense relief in his eyes. He had had his
back to the bell-buoy, and had completely
forgotten its existence. But there it lay,
still rolling lazily—and ouly about half-a-
mile away from us. In such water the
swim was dead easy.

And,. without any furtlier ado—for we
were both rather chilled—we made off with
poweriul strokes towards this haven of
refuge. The water out here, in the open
sea, was not so warm as the water of
Caisvowe Bay. But the absence of any
clothing made our swim easy. It was for-
tunate that we were wearing  swimming
costumes.

We arrived at the buoy without mishap—

action had saved botah'

i

|

|

" grumble.

but I had kept my eye on the fleeing motor-
boat all the time. I-wanted to get higher,
however, for with my head level with the
surface of the water it was very difficult to
see anything. And the spray got into my
eyes, too.

We reached the buoy—now a huge affair,
it seemed—and hauled ourselves up on to
a kind of ledge which ran all the way
round it. We clung to the metal work—
and found that this latter was uncomfort-
ably hot, The blazing sun was beating
down with relentless Herceness out of tlhe
cloudless sky.

*“ Get round the other s:de—better there!”
I exclaimed. _

The buoy, & mere black d{}t at a distance,
was a4 great mass of girders and floats.
There was plenty of room on it for a
couple of dozen shipwrecked unfortunates
such as ourselves,

But [ paid no heed to tlie buoy at the
moment. I was staring across the sea in
the direction of the motor boat. And, sure
enough—just as I had expected—it was now
only a stone's throw away from the private
yacht. And as I watched, the boat crept
alongside.

“I'd give anything for a pair of decent
binoculars!” I exclaimed. * Thank gocdness
it’'s @ clear day—we can see a bit, anyhow.
Yung Ching’s being taken on board that
yacht, Reggie.” o

** Not a doubt about it,” said Pitt. “ And
we're stuck here, helpless! Talk about
rotten luck! And what the dickens will
Mr. Fielding say about his boat?’’

‘“When he hears the details he'll
nothing,” I replied. “In any case, the
loss will be made good, so he can't
We've had bad luek, old man, buu
perhaps things will turkn out all right in
the long run.” g

We had, indeed, had some tremendous
excitement, and it was hardly surprising
that we were now feelmg a bit worn out.
The explosion of the ** Flying Bat '’ was a
very real disaster, and I was filled with raze

The boat was valuable piece of
property, and it had Dbeen ruthlessly
destroyed. The Chinese did not care a
snap aboud the boat, or about us. They
were probably congratulating ithemselves
upon the success of their methods—{or,
without a doubt, they believed that we had
perished.

And, as we watched, we saw that the
motor-hoat was being hauled bodily up on
to the yacht—the boat was evidently .
part of the yacht’s equipment. There could
be mnot the slightest doubt that Yung Ching
was on becard the big vessel now, .

She was light grey in colour, with a cream
funnel ornamented at the top by . two
orange-coloured hcops. It was impossible
to mistake the general lings of the yacht,
and I knew that I should know her. again
anywhere, . . e

Say

| against these Chlnamtm.

a
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But, of course, at such a distance it was]
impossible to see lier mame, or to mnotice
any minute details, We could only be cer-
tain of her general shape and colour, And'
very soon she steamed away.

“ Well, we know something, anyhow,” I
declared. ‘ Once we get off this buoy we,
shall be able to send a warning out—by |
wireless—and it ought to be pretiy easy to
locate what this yacht is, and where it
belongs to. It's rather a pity we couldn't
distinguish her flag."”

“ 1t seems to me that we're done,”" said
Pitt. “ We're finished!” ‘

And there was something in what he said.
For after the yacht had disappeared we had
the whole surface of the sean to ourselves.
In no direction was there the slightest sign|
ol a sail.

Only the unbroken sea, hazy towards the]
horizon, and smooth and glassy in our im-|
mediate vicimity. The sun beat down
relentlessly, and our position was
exactly an enviable one. ;

How wus it possible for us to be reecued?

—-Il-l-—_-_- -
CHAPIER 1V. '1
LORD DORRIMORE'S PROPOSITION.

T. Frank’s
. seethed.
It was later in the
afternoon, but
heat, if anything, was worse!
than it had beecn befere.
Hardly a soul moved about.
A great silence - pervaded the school, except |
for the incessant buzzing of myriads of |
Insects. ' ]
The sun glared down slantingly, although |
it was still high up in the sky. In the
Triangle there were deep patches of shadow
and spaces which were Ubrilliantly flooded
with sunlight. :
A faint hum sounded outside, in the lane,
and a cloud of dust appeared over the top:
of the school wall. And then, a minute
lnter, a grey racing car, of
design, swung into the gates.
It glided over towards the Ancient House,
and came to a stop.
From the driving seat emerged a tall,]
secmewhat lean figure. He had been in a
recliming attitude—for in the ecat of this,

still

not 4

the{

very rakish {
A

car he was almost able to lie down. Heﬁ
was a gentlemen of uncertain age—any-
thing Dbetween thirty-five and forty-five

might have been right—and he was attired.
in a weil-cut lounge suit and a light fawn
dust coat and a peaked cap.

** Well, here we are!" he remarked.
‘“ Al bright an’ smilin’, by gad!”

He glanced round, and could only see a
stout form sitting just inside Mrs. /Hake's
tuck shop, absorbing huze quantities of
lemonade through a straw. The Triangle,
otherwise, appeared to be deserted.

The newcowmer stopped the engine of the

car, and then removed his cap and fanned
himself. And just then, Tubbs, the Ancient
House page boy, put in a hasty appearance.
'g_‘:ubhs was prohbably con the look-out for a
ip.

“ Yeseir?” he said brightiy. “Want to
see somebody, sir? Oh, beg pardon, sir! I
mean, my lord!”

“Bo you remember me, Tubbs, eh?’ said
Lord Dorrimore languidly, *“ I don't want
to be inquisitive, but you might let me know
what's happened? Have all the natives of
the place fled? There scems to be a distinet
shortage of youngsters!" -

Tubbs grinned. "

“.I reckon they're all out, me lord!” he
“Tain’t surprieing, neither, on an
afternoon like this 'ere! Most of the young

gents is on the river, 1 believe, or else
taking their ease under the trees. Fair
stoowin' to-day, me lord!"”

‘“ So it 8, young man—so it is!"" said
Lord Dorrimore, mnodding. “ Well, what

about Mr. Nelson Lee?
out somewhere?”

“ Mr. Lee's in his study, I think, sir!”’

“ That’s better!” said Dorrie. “* Buzz
along, an’ let him know that I've blown in.
He doesn't expect me, but that's nothing.
I'm lucky to find him on hand. Go on,
sonny—this might epeed you a bif!"”

He placed a half-crown in Tubbs’' willing
palm.

“ Thanks, me lord!" gasped the page boy.
“You allus was a generous gent! You'd
best come straight along, sir!"

Lord Dorrimore considered that this was
an excellent 4dea, and he accompanied
Tubbs into the Ancient House, and then
along the hot, deserted passages to @he
House-master’'s study.

Huas he ventured

Tubbs knocked, and announced . .the
visitor with an air of great importance.
Dorrie strode in, and found Nelson l.eo
reclining languidly on the comfortable
lounge. The famous schoolmaster detective

had divested himself of his -coat ard waist-
coat, and looked quite cool. _
‘“Why, Dorrie!” he exclaimed, rising.
“This is really a delightful surprise! |
knew you were-in town, but 1 hardly
expected you to visit me so promptly.
Come in, old man—make yourzelf av home!"’
“Just what I'm doin'!" said Lord Dorri-

more, as Tubbs retired. “ By the way, 1
suppose you haven't got a long driuk
knockin' about—eomethin’ juicy, with

chunks of ice loose in it?"”
“Try some ofy this lemon squash!” smiled

Lee, as he shook hands. *‘1t is quite
refreshing, although lucking the ice. I
must say, Dorrie, that you are Icoking

better than ever!”

Lord Dorrimore regarded Lee critically.

“1 can’t say the same!” he exclaimed.
¥ By gad, man, you're scedy!  Positively
seedy! Lines under the eyves—saliow com-
plexion-——wrinkles on tue brow! What you
need is a change—sea air an’ mnothin’ to
worry you!l’ |
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i Well’
with a bit of a change,”” admitted Nelson

Lee. ** But just now, Dorrie,
ehgaged im a matter of some
and I must clear it up——"

* You were busy when 1 came in?”" asked
Dorrie, grinning. ' You Ilooked it!"”

‘1 was glancing thmugh some notes of
this particular case,” said Nelson Lee. "1
can assure you, my dear fellow, that the
task was mot a congenial one. 1 have been
greatly worried of late, and things have not
gone according to my desires.”

Lord Dorrimore sat down, and made him-
self eomfortable by removing his dust coat
and then propping his feet on Nelson Lee's
desk. He lounged back, and lit a cigarette,
after passing his case to Lee.

The famous sporting peer was just him-
self—careless, free and easy, and extremely
genial. By some people Lord Dorrimore was
considered ¢o be a bit of an easy-going
fool., But this, after all, was more or less
of a pose. Actually, Dortie was very Kkeen,
and had all his wits about him.

‘ Another of your blessed  detective
cases?” he asked. * Cam't you get free of
those confounded things down here?”

** This case is as perilous as any I ever
undertook,” said Nelson Lee. ‘1 can tell
you fm.nklv Dorrie, life has been very
strenucus down here of late. I'll just out-
line the affair to you.

The detective did eo, and Lord Dorrimore
was quite astonished.

I'm busily
importance,

‘** Attempts to blow up the school—
Chinamen lurking in woods—death dodgin’
round cvery corner!” said his lordship.

“Yes, by gad, you have had a pretty stiif
time of it. An’. where's this interestin’
little Chinee now?”

** He went out with a whole crowd of
boys—to bathe in Caistowe, I believe,” said
Nelson Lee. '*1 only fear activity on the
part of these Chinese at
any case, the chief dunger is now averted
gince Fu Chow is.in the hands of the police.
There is mothing likely to happen to Ching

in the broad daylicht—especially in the
company of a dozen juniors.” ’

Dorrie modded.

** The subject, although doubtless
enthralling, fails to interest me,” he =said
lazily. *‘Sorry, old man, but 1I'm bored

absolutely stiff by detective stunts am’ all
- that kind of mt.. Give me a few tigers to
polish off, an’ 1'm there. But to get. to
business. What about the holidays?

** The holidays?"

* Exactly,” said Dorrie.
break up There”

*. Oh, not for_ two or three wecks, at the
earhiest.”

‘“ That's bally awkward!” said his lord-
ship, frowning. * An’' I've made all sorts of
plans. Still, they can wait over, 1 suppose.
We shall have to do a dash as soon as
you're at liberty.”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“When do you

as a matter of fact, I could do |

L got plenty of time, it seems—"

night—and, in

| class education!

““What harum-scarum idea have you gob
now?’ he mquired.

“ No harum-scarum idea at all—but a
sound c¢ne,”” replied Dorrie. “The old
| Wanderer comes into it, of course,

She’s as fit as ever, and :l'mr]y mchm to get
under steam,”

“ You mean your private tacht‘?"

‘“1 do,” said his lordship. ** She can bLe
prepared for sea within twenty-four hours,
if necessary, although a couple of days
would be more comfortable, Still, we've

‘* But, my dear man, what's the sugges-
tion?”’ broke in Nelson Lee. * You're surely
not suggesting that we should go to somo
wild corner of the earth again? We've had
some stirring adventures at different holiday
times, eh?”

*“ By gad, rather!” said Lord Dorrimore,
his eyes sparkllng “Up the Amzazon—into
the umknown regions of that tremendous
river! The South Seas, an’ plenty of excite-
ment! The United States an’ Canada, av’
then up in the North-West territory——"~

**In the Wanderer?* chuckled Lee.

‘““ Well, you know what I mean!” said
Dorrie. * These holiday adventures. We've
had some tophole times, old fellow. An’ 1

want another s=ample this summer—I'm
fairly on the edge, waitin' for it.”
“1 will admit that the prospect attracts

me."”’
* Good lor’ man, it couldn’t do anythin’
else!”’ declared Dorrie. “1 don’t know if

I'm in my second childhocd, or what, but
there's nothin’ 1 enjoy so much as goin’ off
on an adventure with a erowd of scheolboys
on hoard! I've felt bally lonely sinee lust
summer—potterin’ round the Congo district,
an’ then up into the Sahara. I'm Kkeen on
this thing, Lee—deucedly keen. 1 want to
carry off a gang of your youngsters. An’
then we’ll have some rippin times.

Nelson Lee laughed outright. -

“ Tpon my soul, you’re just about
right when you talk about second childhcod
—you're nothing but a schoblboy yourself!”
he grinned. ** And you infuse some of the
same enthusiasm into me. But what, -
exactly, is this latest proposition of yours?”

“ Nothin’ startlin’,” admitted Dorrie. I

b thought about takin' the youngsters to a

they haven't visited
Man alive, it's a . first-
It'll do 'em a world of
gaod! I suggest a kind of all-round voyage.
We'll go through the Mediterranean, have
a look at the pyramids, for example, then
go through the Suez, explore Java, drop
into New Guinea for an afternoon, an’ then
potter for a while among the Solomon
Islands. A first-class hohda} I'll take a
film chap with me, and we’'ll make pﬂte of
money when we come back!”

““ What about your millions?”’

“0Oh, I don't want amy money—-—but we
can make pots, all the same,” said Dorrie.

part of the world
before—that’s . all.

- 4L % You can do with 1011:' share, 1 daresay,



an’ mine can go to charity.
want to discuss details of that kind. 1
tell you, Lee, it's the idea. Abs=olutely it!
We can get back in timme for the Autumn

term, and I'm not takin' *no’ for an
answer. How's that?"”
“ Well, it seems to be pretty final,”

smiled Lec.

“It is—absolutely!”

- *“ Well, Dorrie, I'm not going to argue—
because, to tell the truth, the proposition |
attracts me enormonsly,” said Nelson Lee.
“1 accept your invitation on behalf of
Nipper and myselft—'

Dorrie grabbed at Lee’s fist.

“ Good man!"” he said gleefully. * Put it
there!” :

They shook hands warmly.

“And I don't think you'll have much
difficulty in colleeting a party of school-
boys,” smiled Lee. ‘ Your trips in the
Wanderer are famous, Dorrie, and the

youngsters will be falling over themselves in

their eagerness to become members of the

expedition. They ought to be exceedingly

grateful to you—-" ‘
* Oly, pull up!” growled Dorrie.

“T won't!" said Nelson Lee. ‘' Do jyou
realise, old man, that your generosity 1n
these matters is almost unprecedented?

How mauny other boys, belonging to other
schools, have such gloricus opportunities?
You come along with your yacht, youn pro-
vide every possible necessity and luxury, and
give the party a royal time from first to
last. And you foot the bill every time!
You don't scem to realise that the whole
thing is enormously expensive——"

“ 1 realise that the yacht costs just as
much to run whether I want it alche, or
whether she’s full!”  interrupted Dorrie
pointedly. “ An" as for the grub—well,
what does it amount to? A few quid extra!
I'm goin’ on this trip, whatever happens,
an’' I like to have a few others to share the
joys. That's all!  Where's the generosity?
Tell me that!"”

Nelson Lee smilingly shook his head.

“ I'm afraid it's no good telling you
that!”’ he said. _ _ .
Dorrie, who do Kkindly uctions  without

knowing it. I can tell you the boys will be
overjoyed, an’ 12

“ Just thought of somethin’ else,” put in
tiie millionaire-peer. *“ That old rascal of|
arn Umlosi! He'll be with us. He's dodgin’
ahout Cairo, somewhere, an’ he means to
come to Alexandria er Port Said an’ jump
on board when we touch at either of those
peorts. I'm going to send him the tip
when to be there.”

“The whole scheme is most pleasing,

“*You're ¢ne of those men, {
}
[

Ld |

said

Nelson Lee. *‘ The change will do me quite
a lot of good, Dorrie—— Yes? Who is it?
Come in!”

An urgent tap had =ounded upon the

doer, and in answer to Nelson Lee's invita-.
tion, Tommy Watson burst in. He was look-

But we don’tl

§ Watson,

ing flushed and excited and very hot.

*“*Yung Ching, sir!” ‘" He's
been kidnapped!™ "

‘““ By gad!"” said Dorrie.

Nelson Lee looked at Watson steadiiy.

“Tell me what happened, my boy,"”
said, his voice quiet and firm.

Tommy Watson babbled out the story of
how Yung Ching had been bathing, and how
the motor-boat had dashed inshore, and
whisked the Chinese boy out of the water.
Lee and Dorrie listened intently. ‘

“And that's not all, sir,”” went on
before Lee could say anything.
‘“ Nipper and one of the other chaps—Pitt—
were fairly near by, and Nipper buzzed

he gasped

he

round to the jelty and jumped into Mr.
I'ielding's motor-boat.” :
“ Yes!" said Lee quickly. “ Go on!™

“Thev went in chase, sir!” said Tommy
Lreathlessly. “ That's all we know—both
the motor-becats whizzed out to sea at a
terrific speed, and we haven't seen or heard

anything of them since. Mr., Fielding's in
a hig way about it, and he's watting in
Ceaistowe. I offcred to come over and tetl
you."

Nelson Lee rose to his fees

“] will come to Caistowe at once!”” he

caid briskly. “I'm corry, Dorrie, but it's
necescary for me to hurry off ——"
*““Let me run you over in my car,”’ offared
Dorvie prombtly.
“Good man!"
no time to lose!™

—— —

““ There's

exclaimed Lee.

This i8
pretty’

CHAPTER V.
RESCUED!
€ HEW!
getting
tough!”

Pitt made that
remark as he leaned back
against the hard metalwork

: of the Caistowe Bank Buoy.
That metalwork was hot, and the sun
beat down mercilessly. There wasn't tho
slighlest trace of a cloud in the sky to
bring any shade or relief.

A coupie of hours had passed since we first
tcok refuge on the buoy, and during this
time we had not seen any sign of a sail--
not even a trail of smoke on the herizon.
We were utterly and absolutely done,

And it was still afternoon—getting rather
late, perhaps, but the sun was high, !
reckoned that it was about teatime, in the
ordinary way of things—and in June this
means that the sun is a very long way
from losing its power.

We had been rather inclined to grumble
at the heat of the sun, and we were suffor-
ing conesiderable panzs from  thirst., But
our plicht micitt hkave been ten times worse
than it actually was,

“This heat’s awful!" execlaimed Pitt,
shifting his position. “I'm parched! I'd
(Continwe d on page 23.)
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F. MANN.

HERE is no doubt that Hudders-
T ficld Town owe a great measure
of their suecess to their brainy
incide-right, Frank D. Mann, who,
though somewhat thinly thatched in
the upper regions, is not as old as many
folk believe.

As a matter of fact, Mann is thirty-
one, havinz been born at Newark in
March, 1891. He. like the majority
of other great footballers, started the
big ball rolling as a schoolboy, and
played for his school until he left, when,
to fill in his leisure, he played for a time
for the jumior club, Newark Castle
United. '

With the United he did not remain
attached long, however, and in 1906
he went to Newark C(astle Rovers,
with whom he played for a season,
scoring twenty-three goals before he
again left to join Newark Town. His
first real step to football fame, however,
came in the season cf 1909, when he
appended his signature to amateur
forms for Aston Villa. Before this he
had assisted both Leeds City and
Lincoln City, and had covered himself
with glory in both teams.

Before the end of 1909, Mann had
signed professional forms, and it was
as a professional player, in 1912-13,
that he was transierred to Hudders-
ficld. "

Whilst with the * Townies,” Mann
has been instrumental in twice helping
them to the Cup Final, and has also
assisted the team to win promotion from
the Sccond to the First Division. With
the possible exception of Bullock, he is
the most popular player at the Leeds
Road ground. Height, 5 ft. 74 ins. ;
weight, 12 st. 2 1b, :

—
b S N
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T. HAMILTON,
e ————

the highest priced player on the
books of Preston North End,
for when he was secured from XKil-
marnock at the close of the 1921 season
the amount of his fee was rumoured
to be somewhere about £5,000.
Hamilton first saw the light of day
in New Cumnock, Scotland, and as a
junior he assisted Cronberry F.C. He
}oincd Kilmarnock in 1914, and plaved
with the team consistently until
1920-21 season, when he was trans-
ferred to Preston. It was in the early
part of that season, as a matter of fact,
that Hamilton received his first dis-
tinction in being selected to play
for the Scottish ILeague against the
Irish League, and it was his display in
that match which attracted the atten-
tion of scveral prominent English
clubs, Beolton Wanderers unsucecess-
fully angled for his signature, offering
to pay £4,500 as the price of it. But
because this was either not enough,
or becausce Hamilton did not care for
the air of Boiton, the offer was refused,
and Preston got what Bolton desired.
Whatever the price, however, Hamil-
ton, during his sojourn with the Deep-
dale team, has proved hiniself worth
every shilling of it. From the time of
his first appearance with the Pres-
tonian’s first string-until the end of last
geason he has rendered the club ex-
cellent service, and has very seldom
been ‘‘ off form.” He is a stalwart
right-back who uses his head just as
expertly as his feet, and possesses a
magnificent physique, = His dearest
ambition now that he has appeared in
an English Cup Final is to represent
his country in an international match.
Height, 5 it. 11 ins, ; weight. 12 st. 101D,

THO}IAS HAMILTON is probably
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RAN THE BALLOON

Y dere, dere diry, is it p.oss;h_ul p!
behole the unce agane? It 1s
more than I xpected. Such a

time as I have had.

I gess Robson Cruso an Jules Verne
wish they had been in little Georgie's shoes,
but it is a corious bisness for a small boy
of my own age to go up in a balloon alone
—more curious than I antispated.

Tt is offul amusing for bout a minit an’ a |

half, after that it is simply friteful. 1 ast
Betty was my hair turned white—I thot 1t
would be; 1 am postive I shall never be
the careles, rash, ido! child I was before 1
took that ride.

Yes, it is deliteful for a minit or so, being
in a balloon all to yourself, going up like a
thousan of brick, waving your hankerchef
and watching the peple growing small,
seeing the trane crall along like a snake,
the fields an’ rivers an’ trees an’ fenses get-
ting litler an’ litler. _ )

But Qh! how lonsom a little boy 18

when he has rozen

about a mile an’
finds he can’t stop
the plagy thing, and
there is nuthing
around him Xxcept
nuthing, and he is
that cold his fingers
are nuni.

But I had put a
little basket in the
car with a fu sant-
witches an a small
bottle of lemonade.

I thot I had bet-
ter go up the ropes
wile my fingers

It is deliteful for a
minit or so.

.T_'. i

could feel, an’ cut a small hole or two in
the gas bag, like T had read of, so it would
stop going up tords Greenland.

Dear, dear, you would never dreme it
was the forth of July in six or seven hours
—you would sertanly say it was Chrismas,

I am glad now my sisters was not there
to holler an’ screme while I went up the
rope, gack-nife in hand, for I might have
dropped. It was ticklish bizness, but it
was that or freze to deth, so I managed it,
sure’s your alive ! '

I jabed 2 holes an’ come down the rope
an ’et a santwitch’ an put a coat around
me, which was in the car, an went to slepe.

When I woke up I dremed I was in hed
an’ Betty was tucking me up, but I soon .
sat up an’ looked around to see how I was
coming on.

It was night. The moon shown butiful.
I was saling along as nice as you pleaso
rite over something that was bright an’
smoothe as silver; when I came closer,
witch I soon did, for the balloon was
settling sloly, I saw it was a lake or oshun.

Then I felt I was a gone case, domed to
be drownded, an’ his mamma would never
kno what became of her only son.

I felt very bad. I thot of all the axdents
I had got into—how much anxity I had
cawsed my dere parents, an’ I tuged an
tuged to throw over a sand bag like the
aeronaut had xplained to liten her, but
they were too much for little Georgie. 8o
1 resined myself an’ et 2 more of my
remaning santwitches. _

Then I looked over the edg of the car
an’ saw a black spot in the shining watbr,
I said to myself *‘ it is a whale ”’ ; but in
less 'n 5 minits it proofed to be a very small
iland about as big as a feild an’ before I'



could say ‘‘ Gack Robsin,” that balloon | nicks an’ marching

lited rite down on it like a bird on a tree.

It dragged along enough to set your|

teeth on edg, but I gumped out like
litening, you bet, an’ I cot the rope witch
I had cut when we went up an tide it
round a poor little pine tree gust big enuff
to hold it—and there we wero !

I made it very sucure with lots of nots
80 1t could not play me a trick an’ get
awqy, an’ then I got in the car an’ lay
dowix for it was warm down there, and
I was offul used up and drowsy.

When I awoke it was broad dalite. I
stood up an’ took an ohservashun.
h “ Hallo, Georgie,” said I, *“ this is a

good goke! being recked on a dessert
iland ! O if I had my diry what lots 1'd
have to write in it !”

I must go to work at once an’ take an

inventory of what I've got to bild me a’

hut an’ subsist on. So I et 2 more of
the sanwitches, witch left 1.

I was offul hungry ; it was a grate temp-
tashun to ete the last but I resisted. I
was dredful thirsty, so the first thing was
to surch for water. There was lots of it
all around the iland, but I was afrade it
was salt.

There was no other, so I waded in an’
tasted of it to see where I was, wether I
was in mid-oshun or one of the lakes be-
tween the United States and Canada, 7f was
Jresh.

I then set to work at once to save my
stores an’ bild my hut, like Robhson Cruso ;
but alas, a balloon is not worth a penny
whistle beside a ship—there were no nails
—no see biskit—no peices of old iron—no
salt beef—but I konsoled myself at last by
gust making up my mind to use the old
thing itself for my house.

Then I wanted to bild a pickel fence
around it to keep off wild animals, but
there were no pickets to be had nor no wild
animals so far as I could obsurve; so I
started out to walk around the iland to
look on the wet sand if there were any
tracks of cannibulls.

I walked a good way without seeing any
tracks or any canoos on the water ; then I
came back an’ on my way I found a surtin
sign of civilsashun that made my heart bect
—an ole tin can, a tomatto can, rusty an’
bent, but I said I must not waste it, I
may need it much. So I filled it with water
so I could stand a seegs if the cannibulls
arriv. By that time I was hot an’ wery.

I climed into the car, et my sole remain-
ing santwitch, drank a little of the water
an’ when I remembered that it was the
glorious Forth, an peple were having pic-

£9

an’ firing cannon
an’ having such
golly fun, an’ how
I would have no
supper, nor see no
fireworks an’ was
lost an’ starving on
a dessert iland, I
cride a little, tho I
tride to be brave as
folks lost in such
places ought to be.

I could not help
it, though I winked
and winked to kepe
the tears back,
wunking did no
good.

I took a nap, an after that I felt some
bhettéer. 1 ast myself ? ““ What would
Robson Cruso do ?”

“ Ah,” said I, ‘‘ he would get a stick an’
cut a noch to mark the days so he would
know how. many days he staid there.”

So I fixed a stick an’ cut a noch, an’
after that I spent the rest of the afternoon
watching for a vessel to heve in sight.

No vessel heved.

I found some clamshells, but there was
no clams in them. I was very hungry.

It grew dark an’ I crept to my car,
cuvered myself with the other felloe’s coat,
an’ slept sound all night long, I was that
tired an’ home-sick. v

Morning came. I made skanty brekfast
on watter. My stummick hurt me, so 1
remembered bout the Injuns making their
belts titer to stop tho nawings of hunger,
but I had no belt, so I had to let her.-naw.

I cut another noch in my stick, and
walked about trying to find a bread-frute
tree, but there was none on that island.
There was nothing but sand an’ little recked
pine trees—my stummick aked offul.

I thot of the wreckles way in which I
had often given my mince-pie to Towser.
I wondered what our fokes would have
for supper and were they trying to find
little Georgie. Perhaps they were glad to
get rid of him when he was such a trial to
them. '

They never would find him, even if they
looked & month or a vear. Oh, how little
boys plan to run away from nice, kind,
comfortable homes, little know how they
will sufter when they are cast away on a
dessert iland ! |

I continyvud to feel hungry. I thot of a
grate many things, speshally jam tarts and
minecepies. I also continyud to look for a

I put my handker-
chief on my noched
stick and waved.

| ship, The sun set, I felt worse an worse.
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1 staid by the shore; then all of a
sudden ¥ saw one not far oph—a ship I
mean. 1 ran an’ got my noched stick an
put my hankerchef on it an’ waved, but 1
nede not have trubbled ; they told me
afterward they were stearing strait for the
queer thing hiched to the tree.

It was most dark when they dru near.
They lowered a boat, an three men got in
an rode ashore. "
¢ ** Hallo,” said they, when they saw e,

“ Hallo yourselfs,” said I, very glad to
see them,

“ Well, I'll be blowed,” they ansered,
‘“ did you ever 7 7’

- Hardly ever,” said I, *‘ gust once, 1n
fac. Got anything to eat on bord your
ship ? My balloon come down herc where
there isn’t even a bread-iruie tree or a
watter-melon patch, I'm starving.”

An’ then I came mity near crying, witch
1 wouldn’t for anything, but stratencd up,
and asked them :

** Are you Merican or British tars ?”

They said they were British tars, who be-
longed in Canady, but they were suling for
Buflo ; would I like to go there ! So they
took me on borde where the captin was
eting his supper ; he was very polite.

He ast me would I sit right down without
scremony ¢ 1 did. There was fride fresh
ish an’ fride potatose, bread an’ butter an’
coffy ; a most delishus meal, but I had
read how peple when picked up ot to ete
but little to begin on, so 1 refused fish an’
" neggs an potato the 4th time, an checked
oph on my fifth slice of bread.

He sent the men to take the balloon
abord after 1 told him whose 1t was, an’
- cost sevral thousan pounds.

It took us 4 days an’ mights to reach
Bufflo, but 1 past the time plesently talking
 with the salors,
who made a pet of
little Georgie, not
knowing his repu-
™ tashun for being a
/1 bad boy.

’ I told them about
my sisters, the new
baby, the telegraf
oprator, an’ lots of
things witch intres.
ted them, an’ they
told
sce-serpent, the
murmades, how to
tie o salor's gnot, to
go up the mast, an’
sc 4th,

I sat right down to
a most delishus
meal.

l

l

l

I tride to make as
little trubble as pos-
bul, but I fell over-

borde twice Iin o
decp place, so they
had to go in for me,
an’ 1 lost Ben’s sil-
ver watch in the
water, what his
mother gave him,
but I promised him
a better one when
I got home,

The salors drew
an nankor an’ a
ship on my arm in
injy ink, so my par-
ents would know me next time I got lost.

The captin took me to the cars telling
the conduckter I would be pade for when
I got there, like I was a C.0.D. I spose
cause I had been in the water so much.

I rode an rode all day, it was gust getting
dark when I got off at our stashun. 1 bad
made the captin prommis he would not
telegraf I was y1 town, for I wished to cir-
prise the famly.

Oh, how my heart beet when I drew
near ; it scemecd I had been away an adge
—a censury ! 1 went sofly in the back
yard an’ peped in the dining-room windo.

My ! what lets of good things there was
for supper; an’ there they sat about the
table like mummys, not eting enuff worth
the cooks trubhble.

Mamma had a hankerchef to her eyes,
Bess was pail an silent, Betty was snifling as
she handed the tost2 to Lil an’ Montagu—
such a set !

So I bounced rite in the open windo like
I was a Ingy-.rubber ball, an’ I said:

“You'd have a better appetite, you
fokes, if you had been cast away on a
desert iland like I was. O, my, how
hungry I am—give me suthin to ete.”

Good grashus—but my pen fales me—I
will draw a curtin over the seen. Only
one thing strikes me a3 pecoolyver—bad
boys’ famlys seem gust as glad to get them
back when they have been lost as if they
were not such dredful children.

PeS.—It’s well the captin took charge of
that balloon ; the aeronaut has sude my
father for seven thousan pounds, but now

like | was a

So | bounced right
in
infjy-rubber ball.

all papa will- have to-pay will be for the
me about the |

paches that will have to be sode on whero
I cut holes with my gack-nife.

My sisters are going to give the captin a
silk flag, an’ a nice watch to each one of my
frends, the British tars; they are golly

(my sigsters),



Final Instalment.

tive and

Thrilling New Serial.

THE BROTHERHOOD OF
THE SQUASHED

The Amazing and Staggering Adventures
of the World’s greatest Criminal Detec-

a1

NOSE

his Boy Assistant, Splinter.

By EDWAHD OSWALD HANDFORTH.

TRACKETT GRIM versus PROFESSOR FULLER CRIME—
MASTER MISCREANT.

SYNOPSIS.

Within the Secret Heceadquariers of the
Brotherhood, Trackett Griin has made many
amazing discoveries. But he has fallen into
the hands of the enemy, and finds himsel in
an enclosed iron cage. There is no hope of
escape. This etronghold is situaled far under-
ground, and can only be reached by means of
an underground river, direct from the sca.
Theire 18 an alarm clock fitted to a revolver,
and when the clock reaches the hour of nine,
the revolver will go off —and the muzzle s
pointed at Trackett Grim’s heart! Now
READ ON.

The Surprise !
ICK-TICK ! Tick-tick !

The clock ticked away steadily,

and Trackett Grim’s fascinated eyes
were glued to the hands on the dial. At
nine o’clock the fatal shot would be fired—
operated by that cord from the alarum
bhammer.

And the time was now cight-fifty-nine
and forty-five seconds !

In other words, there were only fifteen
seconds left !

Fifteen seconds! And there was no
means of escape. It was terrible. Trackett
Grim rr]utchet]i at the iron bars of his cage,
and the breath came and wenv in his throat
in great big sobs.

4 Windy, ain’t you ?
guard callously.

He was a brutal-looking ruffian. and he
was accustomed to this sort of thing. On
the average he saw men killed like this ten
times in an evening. The Brotherhood was
always putting its encmies out of the way.

““You babbling ass !’ roared Trackett
Grim. “J am prepared for myend ! I am
brave and calm! Bah! Do you think I
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said the man on

“Five seconds left!” said the man,
with a sneer. ‘‘Just time to say your
prayers ! This is what comes of interfering
with the Brotherhood, Mr. Busybody Grim.
You were warned, and you took no notice,
| Now beware ! ”

Zrrrrrrr !

The alarum hammer was working.

““ It is the end ! ”” howled Trackett Grim
| wildly.

Crack !

The revolver spoke with a sharp crack,
and Trackett Grim uttered a dread scream
and crumpled up in a heap at the bottom
of the cage.

The man on guard laughed with brutal
amusement.

“ Another of ‘em!” he =aid.
he goes!”

He touched a lever, and the cage shot
down into.the Council Chamber. Professor
Fuller Crime, the master miscreant, camse
forward and looked down gloatingly upon
the celebrated detective’s still form.

“ At last ! 7’ he said triumphantly., ““ At
last ¢

He opened the door of the cage and
dragged the detective out by one of his feet.
The other members of the Council gathered
round, laughing in demoniacal amuse-
ment. Then a qtart]mg thing happened.

In a flash Trackett Grim ]capt to his
feet and snatched the Professor’s revolver,

Turning the Tables! -

‘““ Ha, ha ! ” eried Trackett Grim. ** This
18 where I score ! You thought I was dead,
didn’t you ? You thought your foul scheme
had worked, didn’t you ? But you wore
wrong ! I have the upper hand now !’

‘“Curse you!” snarled Professor Fuller
Crime. “ Curse you a thousand times }

‘“PDown

care for any of you 7 ¥

| Foiled ! Foiled at the post !
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“You pitiful fathead ! exclaimed tha
detective contemptuously. *‘ This is where
you fimish your worthless career ! I hold
the trump card—and you shall all perish
if you do not at once surrender ! "’

Trackett Grim pointed steadily.

“You will all get into that lift ! he
ordered. ‘‘ Now then—look slippyv !

Professor TFuller Crime led the way,
grinding his teeth so forcibly that for a
moment Trackett Grim wondered what
the grating noise was.

But all the misereants walked across the
room: and entered the lift,

Splinter to the Rescue!

By the time they were all in the liit
there was not much room, but Trackett
Grim squeezed in. And as he closed the
door the lift shot upwards at lightning
speed. It reached the top, and Trackett
Crim was surprised to find that he was
now out in the open, on the top of the
frowning cliffs. The stars shone brightly
overhead, and the night sky was com-
pletely overcast with heavy cloud banks.

““Now’s our time!” roared the Pro-
fessor. “ Grab him !”

Like an avalanche the members of the
Brotherhood fell upon Trackett Grim.
Swiftly, he firod his revolver, on]y to find
that the cartridges were blank ! The next
moment ho was a prisoner, and he struggled
wildly.

“ Help ! he howled.
chaps !”’

How did Trackett Grim know that any
chaps were near ? Marvellous to relate.
there was an answering hail at once, and
crowds of policemen swooped down, led by
Splinter—Trackett Grim's faithful as:is-
tant.

In a trice the villains were seized and
hauled away. :

“Jolly good, sir!”

Nearing the Finish.

One by one the Brotherhood members
were kicked over the edze of the cliff into
the sea. And there they were compelled to
swim to the waiting steamer. Trackett
Grim and Splinter, with the police, went
in a boat. And soon they were on board.
Hardly had they reached the deck when
the whole cliff went up into the air with a
shattering roar. The explosion was appal-
lm? and the steamer rocked.

I arranged for that before I lefc!
snarled the Professor. * You shall nos
fina any evidence, curse you!”

The Chief of the Brotherhood gloated
with triumph, and he was takea down.

“ Rescue, you

said  Splinter,

"
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One by one the ﬁrotherhood members
weore kicked over the edge of tha cliff.

sgaira into a cabin. And Trackett Grim
and Splinter were about to leave when the
Professor drew something from his pocket.
It was about the size o[ a walnut, and glit-
tered.

““ Now my time has come ! ” he hissed.
“This is a bomb, and the explosive it con-
tain3 is a thousand times more powerfui
than T.N.T. It is my own invention, and
the secret of it will die with me ! "’

So sayving, he hurled the bomb into the
fire. '

“Stop ! yelled Trackett Grim.
dotty lunatic it

“Too late !’ roared the Professor, with

a yell of fiendish laughter.

Quick as hghtmnrr Trackett Crim and
Splinter dived through the porthole.
.Splash ! Splash ! They Teached the water,
and dived strmght into the depths.

Down they went—down to the sea bed.
And when they rose to the surface, they
gazed round. Under the sea they had beeu
aware of a dull boom. But now there was
nothing in view.” The steamer had van-
ished.

“Good heavens!”
Grim.

But the truth was all too clear. That
bomb had blown the steamer to dust.
including everybody on board. Trackett
Grim and Splinter were safe, but the
Brotherhood of the Squashed Nose was
dead for all time.

Trackott. Grim’s great campaign had
ended in complete victory. ‘There was
nothing beyond the powers of this mar-
vellous detoctive. And some day we shall
have much pleasure in recording other of
his staggoering adventures.

THE END.

“You

gasped Trackett



ST. FRANK'S COLLEGE was bathed in |

the sunshine of the perfect summer

day. Across the green sward lay
the deep and impenetrable mass of
yrimeval forest known locally as Bellton
Vood.

Three juniors were just coming out ef
the Ancient House. They were Cecil de
Valerie, Tommy Watson, and Archie
Glenthorne. All were wearing the ususl
skins, and the lower parts of their legs
and feet were bare. _
Archie, however,
was extra smart,
for he was decora-
ted rather lavishly
with woad.

“Behold !’ said
De dVa]erie. “Tis
a day of glory!
Methinks weg wilt
engage in ye merrie
game of cricket.
What sayest thou,
my brothers ?

“ Yes, verily, ‘tis
good ! 7 - exclaimed
Watson.

“Absolutely ! ™
agreed Archie.

They strolled to- 9
wards the green %
sward, chatting
amiably the while.* ?
But, ere they could
move far, three
other figures hove
into sight, making
their way round the College House. These
buildings were of massive stone structure,
vast pieces of granite being placed one on
top of the other, and towering high.

The three fresh figures which appeared
were those of Handforth & Co., of Study D.
1t were by no means passing strange that
these three young Britons were quarrelling
in a most unseemly way.

“Ye babbling lunaties!’ shouted
Handforth. * By my halidom ! Sayest
thou one word more, Church, and I wilt

ted rather lavishly

Archie was decora-
with woad.

* It surprises us to learn that the Ancient
Britons spoke English. We can only conclude
that Reggie has made a ghastly bloomer. Still,
we'll excuse him.—Ed.

‘GﬁN
ST. FRANK’S IN THE STONE AGE'!

A FLIGHT OF FANCY.

By REGINALD PITT.

23

P T e e S )

smito thee on the mezzard! Thinkes$
thou T wilt suffer thy nerve 7 ”

““Oh, shut thy trap, Handy !”
claimed Church grufily.

** Oddsbodkins ! > roared Handforth.
“Take that, thou varlet !”

1Biff !

Handforth swung his hefty club through
the air, and it whizzed down and struck

the unfortunate Church upon his mezzard

€Xe-

| —which, in simpler words, was his skull.

He lay felled, and groaned.

‘** Thou hast hurt him, thou hasty one !
cried McClure in alarm,

** Thinkest thou I care for the wretch ?
demanded Handforth. “Ha! What
have we here ? ’'Tis interesting, me-
thinks ! The valiant Nipper appears to
be in much of a to-do! Perchance a
battle is approaching ! ™ '

Even at that moment, Nipper and many
other boys had come from the direction of
the forest. For 'twas a half-holiday, and
the party had heen hunting. And, verily.
their success was considerable.

For they dragged with them a comely
deer, which would doubtless provide food
for many days.. It was the task of the
schoolboys to kill their own meat, and it
mey be gaid that never did they go
hungry.

“What thinkest thou of this, my
brothers ? > asked Nipper, proudly, brush-
ing back his long, curling locks. *‘Gaze upon
it with thine eyes ! Hast over seen the
like ? But two hours hence did I smite
the beast with mine trusty blade! ™

And Nipper patted his weapon with
affection—a long implement of stout stone
with a keen edge. Even now ‘twas blood-
stained. Many were the exclamations of
approval, but Handforth sniffed.

** Thinkest thou this impresseth me ?
he demanded. ‘‘ Away, - thou scurvy
knave ! 'Twas only last moon when I did
kill a roving mastodon—of such dimen:
sions that this deer seemeth but a mouse
by comparison ! ”’

“ Thy mastodon was but a baby ! said
Nipper. ‘ And mayhap thou wilt be
merry when I inform thee of the thing
which I have even seen this day.” -

““What hast thou seen?” put in

23
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“In yon forest I did come across a
mighty plesiosaurus,” ‘'said Nipper im-
pressively. “ Yes, 'twas a mighty reptile
indeed ! The brute lay in tho swamp
closs upon the river. Methinks ’twas

hungry, and mayhap it will search for food

by night ! ”

“ Let the thing come here—1I1 will show
thee what contempt I have ! ”’ said Hand-
forth, with scorn.

"Twas impossible to make further con-
verse for even then were the boys called
in for lessons. And Mr. Crowell, attired
in his flowing skins, did look impressivo
with his vast black beard, reaching nigh
unto his stomach.

The boys did congregate in the class-
room. This wgd a vast apartment, open
to the skies, with grass underfoot, and
stone forms upon which to sit. And
"twas right ql mk that the scholars did com-
mence their lessons. pon slabs of granite
they. carved figuros nnd such like, under
the instruction of the Form Masteér.

And, meanwhile, -the seniors and all the
other boxs wore mmdarly engaged. The
Headmaster sat in his own study —a truly
luxurious apartment, with crude matting
upon the floor, and chairs cut from logs.
And furthermore this room was graced by
a roof, and there was also a rich lounge,
ronsisting of many grasses upon which
were strewn rich skins. _

And then, in due course, did the lessons
finish. The boys were free to partake
-of the evening meal. And for this purpose
they retired to their studies. These were

stone hovels with doors through which one -

was compelled to crawl. And in the study
which wac¢ marked D-strange and mysteri-
opus noises did proceed.

But 'twas usual for such sounds to come
frorn this study. And shortly Church and
McClure appeured one with an eye that
was black, and the other with an ear which
swelled in a fearsome way. And Hand-
forth, trinmphant, returned his trusty club
to the loop round Lis waist.

“ Now perchance thou
agrub ! 7 he shouted fiercely.

And, shortly, did Church and McClure
return, bearing with them slabs of meat
nnd mughlv made loaves which were like
unto bullets. And soon was & fire burning,
and upon the fire the meat was grilled.

And when 'twas nearly ready to be con-
sumed a strango thing did happen.

Into the opening of the study a vast
head was projected—a head which was at
once fearsome and horrid. In one gulp
b2 meat was grasned.

wilt prepare

(NIDDER'SFAGATINE )

But Handforth snorted right forcibly,
and did wield his club well and truly,

e g,

“The plesiosaurus !’ howled Church
wildly.

“Help ! ” shouted McClure,
last minute, methinks ! "

But Handforth snorted right forcibly,
and did wield his club welf and truly
Down it came again and again upon the
head of the plesiosaurus. But all to no

urpose, for the mighty reptile seized
})andforbh and dragged him out into the
open. It could now be seen that the
plesiosaurus was in size similar to the school
itself. It towered high, and Handforth
was whirled aloft, and then did the reptile
release its grip.

The unfortunate Handy soared high like
a kite, and vanished over the forest—to
fall with a mighty splash into the River
Stowe, 'T'was lucky for him that his hurts
were slight. And Handforth did go to the
wise man of the village—he who made
strange mixtures of herbs in the cauldron
—he who made strange and mystic potions,

The wise man was fourscore yoars and
ten in age, and his beard did reach to the
around In stlaggly locks. And he did give
unto Handforth & potion which caused his
hurts to vanish, and which gave him a

Y Pis our

| mighty strength

And ’twas near the gates that Hand-
forth dealt punishment to three vicious
knaves who went by the names of Fullwood
and Gulliver and Bell. Thoy were engaged
upon the forbidden game of put and take
—wielding a top of stono, and spinning it
in such a way that at times one wretch loat
the skins which covered him, only to win
them back shortly after. ’'Twas well for
Gulliver that Handforth appeared, or that
rash young knave would verily have gone
naked.

(There are about ten pages more just like
this, but, with all due respects to Reggie,
I think we've had just about cnough!

L Ev.)
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(Continued from page 15)

give anything for a long drink! And here
we are—stuck here—and we shall probably
bave to stick here until we’re exhausted!”

' Cheer up!” I said briskly. ** We're not
dead yet, old son! And we ought to be
thankful for this blazing sun—" -

“ Thankful!” exclaimed Reginald Pitt,
with a gasp.

“ Yes!” I replied. ‘““It's keeping us warm
and fit—a little bit thirsty, perhaps, but we
can’t have everything. The sun has dried
us completely, and if we're picked off before
evening we sha'n't take any ill effect.”

** That’s true enough!” admitted Reggie.
" And what should we have lcoked Ilike
iIf the day had been <cold and wet?’ 1
asked. ' Think of that! Supposing the sky
was clouded, and a chill breeze was blowing?
These conditions are ~quite common in
June, you know., Why, by this time we
¢hould have been chilled to the marrow and
well on the road to pneumcnia,”

Pitt confessed that my remarks were
etrictly true. Although suffering some dis-
comfort from the heat, the general weather
conditions were entirely in our favour,
And we had come to no ‘harm. But should
we continue to be unharmed? If mightfall
camre, with its accompanying chill atmos-
pliere, we should undoubtedly take cold.
Atlired only in thin swimming costumes
there would, of course, be not the slightest
pretection for us. _

And so it can be easily realized that our

anxiely was great as we scanned the
horizon for a sail. _
“It's like being on a giddy desert

iland!” said Pitt. ** We're marooned, and
about our only chance -of .being picked off
1s for one of the local fishing boats to come
n sight. Even then we might not attract
it-’.

‘“Don’t you get the wind up, Reggie!” 1
said cheerfully. *‘ Have you Iforgotten Mr,
IMielding?"

» " Mr. Fielding?"’

“ And the guv'nor?"’ I added.

“ The guv'nor?” '

“ Yes, parrot,” I exclaimed. “ Mr.
Fielding knows that we went off in his boat,
and =so did the other chaps.: I've been
thinking about the probable course of
events. ‘Now, what was likely to happen
alter we shot off in chase of those rotters?”

‘““* Well, I suppose there’d be plenty of
excitement——"

‘“ Well, that's certain,” I agreed. * And
'l guarantee that some of the c¢haps
whizzed away to St. Frank’s on their bikes
to tell Mr. Lee of what had happened, and
it wouldn't take long bhefore the guv'nor
arrived in Caistowe.. Confab with Mr. Field-
ing—out with the new motor-boat—and then
a search for us. They ought to be coming
into sight within half-an-hour!”’

Pitt looked at me eagerly. kil

“ By jingo, I believe you're “right!” he
exclaimed. ' Yes, that’s about the. size of

So we've got more than one chance

things. :
But I reckon we

of being -picked up.
better seize the firet opportunity.” '

" Rather|” I agreed. *'* We can't afford
to leave anything to chance. The very
first thing afloat that comes within sight
will know of our position. And we’ll go on
board—even if we’re taken to France. And
that’s quite likely, you know, It would
be madness to stay on this buoy with night-
fall approaehing, *

Although I appeared eo cheerful I was, at
the same time, filled with anxiety. This
anxiety was not so much for our safety, but
for the safety of Yung Ching. I was confi-
dent that our danger was shight—we should
be rescued within a shert time. But what
about Yung Ching?

How would he fare?

He was in the hands of his enemies at
last. They had fairly got hold of him, and
my chief worry was to get into communica-
tion with Nelsen Lee and tell him all
ﬁbout 1it. The guv'ner would know what to
0.

Fortunately, we knew a few things. For
example, we knew that Ching had been taken
on board a private yacht which was grey
in colour, with a cream funnel with orange
coloured bands.

It ought mnot to be =0 very difficult to
locate a vessel of that description. And,
once found, Yung Ching would be found.
The position was altogether improved by
the fact tbat the Chinamen believed us dead.
Therefore, they also believed that Yung
Ching could never be found, since there were
no witnesses to show what had become of
ll;i\mt after being taken on board the motor-

at. .

I went hot, however, when I thought of
these Chinese demons. With utter callous-
ness they had been content to see us blown
to atoms—as they thought. But, later, our
reward would come. ' '

The dramatic events had happened so
rapidly that it was hard to realise that both
Reginald Pitg and I had been very near to
death. Pitt was evidently thinking in the
eame way, for I found him looking at me
with & eerious expression, v

“1 say, that was jolly smart of vou,” he
gaid.

“ What was?”’

““ Why, the way you made us dive over-
board as soon as the petrol tank started
leaking,” said Reggie. ** If I'd been alone,
[ should have made frantic efforts te locate
the leak and plug it. And then, of course, I
thould have gone up to the sky in about
fourteen hundred lumps!”

“ You would!” I exclaimed grimly. ** But,
you see, 1 spotted at once that the
leak was too serious for us to remedy. And
I remembered that the engine was seriously
over-heated—she’d been Tunning all out, you
know. Just one spark was enough to set
that petrol off. And the exbhaust pipe was
clecse upon red hot near the engine ports.
My one idea was to get as far away from

i



the motor-boat as possible.
‘i3 a horrible danger Reggie.”

- Pitt nodded feelingly. He tried to make
out that I had saved his life—but -that, as
I explained, was sheer rot. We hadn’t been
in any real danger, I assured him.
diving overboard at once we had averted {
dt-aat.er

And then, while we were talking, I
guddenly pulled myself up on the mnarrow
little ledge, and stared out towards the.
open sea. I detected a faint emudge on the
'h(:':'_izou.

‘Is that a cloud, or smoke?”’ I asked.
Pitt shaded his eyes and stared. '
“ Well, it looks a bit bazy, but I should |

put it down as smoke,” he replied. My
hat! A steamer! But it's :not likely 1:0
come anyvwhere near us!”

We continued to stare at the smudge, and
as the minutes passed it looked more prom-
inent. We moved about a bit on the
.metal edge, and dthe iron was almost
too lLiot for our bare feet. The sun had lost |
~only a little of its power, and we were sl;:l[
warm all over. The hot day was in our|
favour.

Once or twice I had thought about diving
in and swimming round the buoy to get a
cooling. But it was better, perhaps, to
keep dry,
comfort. For it was possible that some salt
water would enter my mouth—and I was)
quite thirsty enough already.

** By George!’" said Pitt. “Tlmt smudge ;
is ﬂettmg more prominent, you know!
it’s smoke all richt—a steamer!”

Aud, sure cnough less than.ten minutes
Jdater thﬂ steamer itself ecame up gradually
over the horizon. She was hull down at
- lirst, and I believed thut she would remain
in this position. I could hardly hope that |
the vessel would come any mnearer - to us.
But the black shape came mnearer and
glearer.

And at last we could distinguish her gize
~and shape. She was steering a course which
would bring her within a reasonable distance
of the bum—unless of course, the direction
was aitered
_ ¢« About two or three thousand tonms, I
judge,”” I exclaimed, gazing through my
cupped hands. * A dlrty old tramp st.camer,
by the look of her. But it doesn’t matter
what -she is—we'll get on hoard if we can.
But I hope she isn’t German, because I

Leaking petrol | it was her captain’s dintention to hug

By |

1 ' They

| the steamer at first.

and to suifer the slightest dis- §

Yes |

%:mlt want to be carted off to Hamburg or
jel!"

Pitt grinned.

*“ She's more likely to be an old coasting
tub,’”” he said.

And this was my opinion, too. At the
game time I hardly dared to hope that the
steamer would come mear enough for us to
be spotted. And there was very little
chance of our being picked- off.

But as the time went by the ship came
nearer and nearer. She now altered her

course slightly, and it was fairly clear that

the
coast. She would therefore pass compara-
tively mear to the Caistowe Bank. The
danger zone was really behind us—not to
SEA\‘.dld

We could now make out her frowsy super- -
structure, and rust-stained sides. She was
a disreputable-looking eraft, and was
probably laden with a cargo of <coal or
scrap iran. She was cerbainly not a classy
boat.

“ Not much good waving yet,”” said Pitt.
won’t see UsS——

. Hw. do you know?” I exclaimed.
““They're bhound to keep their eve on
this buoy—it's the very thing they would

do. The*t ve pobt teiéscopes. don't forget—
we haven't. And although we can't see
them, qt' dead certain they'!l see us if we
wave.’

“You're nﬂht'” said Pitt. * But hadn’t
we better climb to the top?’’

This was a good suggestion, and vary soon
we were clambering up the ironwork sides
of- the gently rolling buoy. And at last,
perched on the top, we proceeded to wave

our ltands as vigorously as possible.

Of course, there was no sign of reply from
But then we noticed a_
cignificant thing. After we had kept up our
movements for about five minutes the old
tramp altered her course—deliberately. She
swung round, and came straight in our direc-
tion.

““ Hallo! That looks hopeful!” exclaimed
Pii;,?t- eagerly. ““ Do you -think she’s spotted
us?”’

o Pretty certain,” I replied. * There you
are—they're runmng up a signa! of some
kind. Yes, we've been spotted! I expect the
skipper is on the look-out for a nice fat Lip
He'll get it, too—later.”

There was not the slightest doubt that we
had been s=een, and that rescue was coming.
And Pitt had mentioned to me that he had
had a few qualms. On the quiet, so had I.
If we had not been picked up by nightfall it
would have ‘been almost impossible for us to
last until the morning. Without clothing as
we were, the chill air of the night would have
finished us. The exposure would be more
than we could stand. And we were botn
suffering torture from thirst.

It was, of course, merely a matter of
minutes now before rescue .came. The cap-
tain of the steamer did not bring his crafb
too cloze—perhaps he was afraid of the sand-
bank. But she came to a stop, and a boat
was lowered.

It came pulling across the calm sea in our
direction. And we could now see that the
steamer herself was British right enough—a
small coasting veasel of the type that one
sees constantly passing up and down +the
Channel.

The boat grew nearer, and at last we
could distinguish three figures within it—two
men pulling at the oars, and another man in
a greasy uniiorm and a peaked cap. And
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ft Iength the boat came within hailing dis-

tance. ' S

- It’s -all right, thanks—we’ll. swim this
bit!? I shouted. ** You can turn now!™ -

- Pitt and I jumped in at the same moment,
and swam with swifb strokes to the boat,
side.. We were hauled on board, and the
occupants of the boat gazed at us with much
curiosity, | -

"* Well, young gents, how'd you get in thig

fix?’’ asked the officer.. »

‘“ We came out on a motor-boat,” I replied
guardedly. ‘ But the petrol tank struck a
leak, and the loat exploded. We only just
jumped overboard in time.”’

The officer regarded us somewhat doubt-
fully. -

““ Queer kind of
motor-boat, ain’t it?” he asked.
none of my business.
taken off that buoy at all
chance we saw you waving!”

We didn’t say much else before the ship

costume to mear In -a
* Still, it’s

It was only by

was reached, and when at length we stepped |

on deck, we found the captain awaiting us.
He was a big, bluff individual, with a' face
which was not only weather-beaten, but
showed distinet signs of alcohol, :

‘_“T:h-anks for taking us off that buoy,” 1
said.
Caistowe, and we’d like to get back as goon
as possible.” -

I explained as many details as I thought
necessary—there was certainly no reason why
.I should tell this man anything about the
- Chinamen and the chase, and -the revolver-
shooting. The story wouldn’t have been be-
~ lieved, anyhow.

‘“0Oh, €o that’s the way of things?’ said
the captain, with a giin. *° Reckless young
shavers! Might have been the death. of
.you! Well, I've been to a lot of trouble
getting you off, and, it’s delayed me the best

part .of an hour—-="’

~_ *It’s all right—you'll be compensated,” I
put in. ‘ Don’t worry, captain—you’ll get a
nice ‘hi% tip for this later on. I suppose you
couidn’t ‘put into Caistowe, and shove us
ashore?”’ '
- The captain grinned wider than ever,

 *_Anything else as you'd like?” he asked
sarcastically, ‘' No, young gents, I can’t
put in to Caistowe. |
_mouth, and.we’ll probably tie up there “at
seven or eight o’clock in the evening.” -

I thought rapidly—time was valuable.

** How much would you want to drop us at
Caistowe?”’ I asked.

“It couldn’t be done for -any money!”
replied the captain firmly. *“ I can't go out
of my course, and even if you was to offer
me a hundred quid, I wouldn’t do it! Why,

“darm me, you ought to think yourselves
lucky to be took to a place as. near as Ports-
mouth. You_ might have been carted off to
Swansea, or one of them ports.” . . -

We said no more, but succééeded in obtain-
ing some clothing—and, what was much more

. necessary, something to drink, . And we
found that we could do with a hearty meal,
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1 but it went, down all right.

You're lucky to- be }

“ We're from St. Frank’s College, near’

I'm bound for Ports- |

a1 .
- e
.

' "

too. The fare was not excellent in

quality,

An ‘hour later we were absolutely ourselves
—as fit as fiddles, and all anxiety to get
ashore. To our sorrow, the wireless appa-
ratus on board was out of order. Messages
could be received, hut nomne could be sent
out. That was just our luck—because - I
should have liked to send a wireless to the

| guv’nor,

The clothing we had obtained was too large
for us, Dbut Tcomfortable enough, and,
although we looked rather queer, we felt all
right. And now we were filled with im-
P[{atlence while the old tramp plugged along
like a snail. : |

But we had bheen wise to leave that buoy.

Probably Nelson Lee would come searching -
for us in Mr. Fielding’s motor-boat—but we
could not be certain of this. And we were
assured, at least, of getting ashore within a
few hours—and it was only a comparatively
short train trip from Portsmouth to Bellton,

It was evening now, and although Ports-
mouth was go near'it seemed -ages before we
even approached the famous port. It’s not
necessary for me to go into details, because
nothing of interest took place. :

But when at last we were nzarly at the
end of our trip, somevhing did happen which
is well worth recording. To be more precise,
we spotted something which proved of ‘great

We were right among the shipping at this
{ime, plodding along towards the docks. On
every side lay naval vessels, yachts, and all
manner of other craft. They were mostly
at anchor, and the scene was very peacefnl
L on this calm summer’s evening. Pitt and I
were standing against the rail, trying to con-
sume our impatience, and taking an active
interest in everything about -us. Then -1
suddenly grew rigid, and I stared across the
water to a vessel that lay at anchor in the
distance. o 5

“Look at that yacht over there—just
‘beyond the. -destroyer!” I said quietly.
“What do you make of her, Reggie?”

Pitt followed the direction of my. gaze:

“ Why!’? he exclaimed, with a start. '‘ It's
—it's—— Yes, that’s the yacht that Yung
Ching was taken aboard!”

“ Without the slightest doubt!” T replied
tensely. ‘' Yes, and she’s flying the Chinese
flag, too! Grey paint—white funnels—
orange hoops! There can’t be two boats like
that!"- : oI 5

' But—but this is fine!” said Pitt. “ Yung
Ching’s on board, and we might'be able to
save him even now! I had no idea.we .should
find that yacht here, lying off Portsmouth.”

“ Neither had I—but there she ig! Our
luck’s well in, old man. What we've got to
do is to get. ashore as quickly as possible,
make a- bee-line for the nearest puslic tele-

phone, and ring up St. I'rank’s! The guv’nor
must be told about this.”

I was enthusiastic, for.there was a -dis-
tinet chance of rescuing Yung Ching ‘at once.
But I knew that it would be foolish for me
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to act alone. This was ezsentially a job]

for Nelson Lee,

1t seemed ages before we could get ashore.
But, not so very much later the captiin
announced that he was going ashore, and we
were afb literty to go with him if we liked.
We accepted the offer with alacrity.

We gave him- our full names and other
particulars, and I assured him that he would
hwar from us again, on the morrow. Then,
after a little formality with the dockyard
authotities, we found ourselves in the open
streets, free to do as we pleased.

And it wasn't long before we found a
public telephone. We both wedged our-
selves into the box, and I gave Nelson Lee’s

"phone number at St. IFrank’'s. We waited |
cagerly to get through.
Would the guv'nor be there? Much de-

pended on this.

cacmigmetie

CHAPTER VI.
EVENTS MOVE RAPIDLY!

HILE we were fuming“
at the =slowness of
the old ftramp
steamer, and while

we were pacing up and down
the grubby  deck, other|

S : events were taking place in
Caistowe.
Nelson Lee and Tommy Wateon, in Lord
Dorrimore’s racing car, were awhizzed to the |

little seaside town in record time. A’nd

{ Mr. Lee,” offered Fielding.

there, on the esplanade, they found a crowd
of St. Frank’'s fellows ¢xcitedly talking. And
a little distance off, Mr. Fielding, the motor-
boat owner, was talking with a harbour
official. They both looked round eagerly as
Dorrie’s <ar drew up.

“I'm glad you have come, Mr. Lee—very
glad,” eaid Mr. T'ielding, as he shook bands.
**This business seems to be utbterly extra-
ordinary. Nipper and one other boy have
made off in my boat. the Flying Bat. Where
they've gone to I don't know £r

“ By what I can understand, Mr. Fielding,
they went in chase of an unknown boai,
which kidnapped a little Chinese hboy who i3
pupil at St. Frank’s,”” put in Nelson Lea. “ I
think you can trust Nipper with your crafc.
He has been in charge of a motor<sboat upon
several occasions.”

““ Good gracious! I'm not worrying aboub
the boat!"” said Mr. IFielding. ‘' I don’t care
a hang if she is lost! But I'm concerned
about Nipper. Why hasn’t he returned?
He's been goue for practically an hour, and
there's no sign.”

““I must get the full details of this affair,
and then see about going out in search,’”” ex-
claimed Nelson Lee. * I don't exactly know
how——""

“We can go in my new boat if you like,
“1'm quite eager
to do anything possible. My new -~boat is
faster than the Flying Bat, and she is quite
ready to sail at once.”

(Continued on next page.)
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Dorrimore’s party.

our programme. For this reason we
| than in previous years and the author
by 5,000 words!
owing to the longer complete stories,

+ week’s story will describe the voyage,

——

Pacific.
Do not forget that we are GIVING
famous footballers.
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Editorial Announcement.

B

My Dear Readers,—You are all, 1 know, looking forward to next week’s
story, “ THE SCHOOLBOY CRUSOES,” as though you were one of Lord |
Mowhere will you read such entrancing stories of adventure
tn tropic climes as in this holiday series.
within our little book all the wonderful events "and experiences contained in

‘““ Nipper's Magazine '" will continuc to appear as usual, but, |

pages, and will deal with the humorous side of the holiday adventures.

to the Pyramids), a midnight attack in the Suez Canal, and other exciting
events up to the time when the party are wrecked eon an island in the |

Your sincere friend,

5

The great difficulty is to compress

are starting this series much earlier
is increasing the length of each story

it will be temporarily reduced to four
Next
adventures in Egypt (including a visit

AWAY two more splendid photos of

THE EDITOR.




( Continued from pace 28.)
Nelson Lee, of course, accepted the offer

very promptly. And. after he had heard
various accounts of what had taken place, he
started ofl. Only Lee, Dorrie, and Mr.

Fielding went. They were soon shooting out
to sea in Mr. Fielding’'s new motor-boat—a
fine, speedy vessel,

It was evening, the sun was fairly low,
and not a breath of wind stirred. The sur-
face of the water was like that of a pond.
The swift! racing hoat covered the water at
a great speed, but she was not going all out.

She could easily have travelled at double
this pace, but it was quite unnecessary. Mr.
Fielding was behind the controls, and Nelson
Lee and Lord Dorrimore gazed out in all
directions, keenly on the look-out.

** Of course, there's no tellin’ what that
ycung beggar would get up to!" remarked
Dorrie. ** Anyhow, Lee, there's no need for
you to get the wind up. Quite probably
Nipper has gone into another port—as far as
Brighton, perhaps. An’ instead of bein’ here,
we ought to be at St. Frank's—waltin’ for
him to communicate.” .

Dorrie was nearer the mark than he
imagined when he said this. For, as a matter
of fact, it would have been the very best
- thing under all the circumstances. DBut
Nelson Lee didn’t know the circumstances,
and so he was out searching.

“1f we can find nc sign of Nipper hefore
dark, we’ ehall certainly return to St.
Frank’s,”” said the detective.
agree with you, Dorrie. I do_ not think
Nipper would go into any other port—unless
compelled to do so. His first thought,
whether successful or unsuccessful in his
quest, would be to return to Caistowe.”’
_“* Perhaps he ran short of juice?”
gested Dorrie.

But Mr. Fielding looked round, having
heard the remark.

- ** That's quite impossible,’”” he s=aid. * The
Flying Bat's petrol-tank was full—enough
to carry her a couple of hundred miles.”

*“In that case it is almost certain that
Nipper will return,”” said Nelson Lee. ‘1
half believe that he is cruising about in these
waters. We know that he went off in chase
cf another motor-boat. 1 commend Nipper
for his promptness. But whether he has suc-
ceeded in rescuing Yung Ching or not is
another matter. I fear that the hope is
rather a forlorn one."”

By this time the boat was well out to sea,
and Dorrie suddenly pointed.

** What’s that over there?' he said. ** That
looks like a boat of some kind.”

- ** No, ‘it's a buoy,” put in Mr. Fielding—
“ the Caistowe Bank Buoy.”

**No good to us, then,” gaid. Dorrie cheer-
fuily. ** We want two boys!”

They skimmed over the water, and in a
very short time the buoy becanie clearly
visible, and could not be mistaken for any-
thing else. Just as I had anticipated, Nelson
Lee was making the search. :

sug-

“But I cannot |

But we had only been taken off a short
while earlier—indeed, the old tramp steamer,
with Pitt and I on deck, was even then hull
down on the horizon, right in the distance:
and Nelson Lee saw her—but never dreamed
for a moment that we were on board. If
Tommy Wat:on had got to St. Frank's
ear]_:er we should have been rescued by the
guv'nor. But Tommy had delayed—he had
been too excited to hurry off immediately,
and the other fellows had not thought of it.

Nelson Lee "really had mno chance to
wonder if we were on that tramp stcamer.
For something else claimed his attention at
that very time—somethmg which made Lim
grave and intensely troubled, .
“He happened to glance over the hoat's
side, and caught sight of eomething a few
feet distant. It flashed by, owing to the
spced of the boat. But even so, Lee was

apprehensive,

“*Mr. Fielding -at once throtiled down
completely.

" What's the idea, Mr. Lee?”’ he asked
curiouely.

“I don’t quite like to say—but we shall
soon know if my fears are well founded.”

Both Dorrie and Mr. Ficlding looked at
Nelson Lee in woender, hut the motor-boat
was turned, and she glided silently back
over the smooth water. Her engine was
throttled down so much that it could hardly
be heard.

Lee was standing up now, and gazing over
the expanse of limpid greeny bLlue sea. It
looked extremely beautiful in the evening
light. But the detective had no eye for
the scecne of beauty. He was looking for
something else,

‘“ Slightly more to port!” he said quickly.

The beoat veered round—and then both
Dorriec and Mr, Fielding saw the something
which had caused Nelson Lee to criginally

.ask Mr. Tielding to turn.

It was mothing much—simply a piece of
white wood with jagged edges, which was
floating idly in the water. As the motor-
boat slid by, Nelson Lee reached right over
and seized the scrap of wreckage. :

**Good Heavens!' exclaimed Mr., Field-
ing, turning pale. ' You—you don't think
—— But that is impossible! How could

the boat have been wrecked?”

“1 am not suggesting that it was,” esaid
Lee quietly. “But it is just as well to
satisfy ourselves, Mr. TFielding. Do you
recogniee this serap of wcod? Is it any-
thing like—"" - -

**1t appears to be a pontion of the
‘Flying Boat ’,”” interrupted Mr. Fielding
huskily. “I may be mistaken, but—-
Look there! TUpon my soul! - There seems
to be——- Yes! 1 was not wrong!”

Lee and Dorrie could not quite understand
what he meant, but as he spoke he opened
up the engine, and the powerful boat
swung round and skimmed across the water,
But omly for a short distance.

Again Mr. Fielding throttled down—and
now the boat -was literally passing through



a mass of wreckuge. There were pieces on
all sides—floating idly. They were grim
iestimony of some recent disaster. '

Picce after piece of woodwork was picked
up--and then, at last, Dorrie fished some-
thing on board which caused Mr. Fielding to
utter a gasp of horror. It was a ragged
portion of a seuat cushion,

*“ Great Heaven above!" said Mr. Fielding
hna‘lweh. ** There can nou longer be any
doubt!  Yes, that cushion belonged 4o the
‘Flying Bat "! I would recognise it any-

where. But what does it mean? What |

horrible tragedy could have happened?”’

Nelson Lee was pale, but he gripped him-
self hard.

““ It scems that only one thing could have
happened here,” lLe replied quietly. ** The
hoat was blown up—a dreadful explosion
took place., Nothing else could account for
this scattercd wreeckage. Farthermove, |
lrave noticed that one or two portions
were blackened and scorched.'’

Dorrie looked at Nelson Lee gravely.

“ And Nipper?'" he suid. ** Man alive, it
can't be pussihlc—-”

“* Dorrie, the least .said the Dbetter!"
!.IIL‘FTUE}-.Qd Nelscn Leo, in a voice that toid
much. If the boat exivlu{letl I fear that
there i3 no hope for those two boye. The
whole boat went to atoms in a flasn.”

** But surely we should find some—some
remains——"" -

“ 1t is possible—but not at all certain,”
said Lee. * Clothing will not be found
since both boys were in swimming costume,
But we will look. Old man, this is more
terrible than I had feared.” _

There was something in his voice which
seemed to grip Lord Dorrimore, and he
offered no comment. But he seized Nelson
I.ee's hand, and eclasped it warmly. For at
that moment they both believed that the
worst had happened,

The motor-boat, with Mr.  Fielding
nervously operating the wheel, was sent this
way and that. All three men knew that
they were looking for eomething horrible.
They didn't want to find remnants of the
beat now. They knew that the * I'lying
Bat ' had been blown up. They were look-

ine for remains of a more gruesome descrip-

tion.

Needless to say, none were found.

There weren't any remains. Reggie Pitt
and I, at that very moment, were cooling
our heels on the deck of the c¢ld tramp
steamer, waitineg to go ushore at Ports-
mouth. But the guv'nor thought we were
in the watery deep, in about * fourteen
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!:tumlred differcnt lumps,”” as Reggie had put
it.

“ No, it is useless,” suid Neison Lec, at
length, “I did not for a moment believe
that we should find any remains, Dorrie.
But there can be no doubt that o disaster
took place. Mr. I'ielding, you will have to
Lct tme.’ compensate you for thc lo:ss of your
oat—"’

* Jood gracious, Mr. Lee, why talk of
that?'"’ asked Mr, Ficelding, greatly
distressed. “In any case, the boat wus
insured. And what does the cost matter?
1 am thinking of the boys—they bluve un-
doubtedly been killed. But what could have
caused this trugedy? What ghastly thing
could have made the vessel blow- up?”

* Apparently the petrol tank exploded

“ Yes, but why—why?"

“T'm afraid we shall never knhow the
exact truth,” said Nelson Les quietly.
**The petrol might bave exploded through
cne of a dozen reasons. Perhaps the tank
| sprung a leak—perhaps the boys were care-
less. Perhaps the disaster was caused by
some act of treachery on the part of the
men Nipper was following, This, [ believe,
must be the correct solution. Nipper was
not the hoy to make a hash of th.ngs. Bub
it is terrible—terrible!"

The detective said no more, but lay baex
in his cushioned seat, and stared straight
before him. Leord Dorriﬁmre, acutely uu-
comfortable, sat still and  tried to smoke.
And Mr. IMelding directed the motor-boat
direct to Caistowe at full speed. Of what
further use was it to cruise about in the
open sea?

** It seems to me that I've brought rotten
luck, Professor!” said Dorrie, after a while.
“I didn't ¢ven see Nipper, cither. Poor
kid! This has absolutely messed up all my
- plans—the summer holiday trip, an' every-
thin’! Queer how things can be changed n
an hour or so, isn't ity

Nelson Lee didn't reply, and Dorrie
relapsed into a gloomy stlence. He always
called Lee ** Professor " when he was feel-
ing particularly friendly., 1t was just' a
little habit of his.

And Dorrie, who was"a man of light-
hearted cheerfuliess, was so unutterabiy
miserable at the turn of events that no
further words would ©come. He stepped
ashore, when the time came, with a face a8
long as a fiddle.

And he drove Nelson Lee back to St.
Frunk's witiiout offering any comment. He
didn't feel like conversation—and he knew
that Nelson Lee fclt like it even less. -

The motor-car ride was one of the mest
miserable Dorrie could remember.

The crowd of juniors at Caistowe—who
had waited—had not been told auything.
At least, Lee had only told them that t!c
search had had ne definite result., And so
the fellows eycled back to St. Frank's in a
state of uncertainty.

Lee jumped out of Dorrie’s car in fronl of

-
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the Ancient House, and looked at his lord-
ship listlessly. _
“*Coming in?” he asked, in a duill voice.

“ Suppose I'd better!” said Deorrie
gruffly.
These were the only words they  had

spoken to cne another since they had left

1ihe motor-boat. And " Lord Dorrimore
followed Nelson Lee into the Ancient House,
and then along passages to the school-

master-detective's study.

Fellows who passed them wondered whit
on earth was the matter, Grins  were
directed at Dorrie, but he took absolutely
no notice. As he approachied Lee's study,

‘“ As large as life, sir!” 1 rep]ieﬁ, from
the other end. '

*“Thank Heaven you are safe, my boy,”
said Lee fervently. .

“ What!"” yelled Dorrie, with joy in his
voice. ** What's that? Is that Nipper?”

“Yes.”

“ Good gad!” exclaimed Dorrie. * The
infernal young scamp!  Making us believe
he'd been blown to smithereens, an’ then
calmly ringin’® up! Tell him that when I
get near him L'l punch .his head!”

Nelson Lece smiled.  He really felt like
doing an improemptu war dance in  the
middle of the =study, He could never

i* Here, young gents !’

tricks !

he became aware of an insistent ringing.

Nelson Lee heard it, too, and knew that
it was caused by the telephone n hisg
rocm,

Just for one second his heart jumped, but
he crushed the hope aside. What made him
hope at all? Weren't there hundrede of
other people who could ring up—hundreds of
people he didn’t want to speak to?

He entered the study, and Dorrie followed,
the latter closing the door. Lee sat down

at his desk, grasped the instrument, and
placed the receiver to his ear.
‘“ Well?”” he enapped curtly. “ Who is

it?’ _

“ That you, guv'nor?” came a well-knawn
voice over the wires,

Nelson Lee nearly dropped the 7Teceiver,
and his face flushed.

‘“* Nipper!”” he sbouted thankfully. " s

that you?”

said the old man.
You ain’t got to go off in that there boat——"

‘*You can’t try any o’

remember being quite so relieved as e was
at the present moment. For he had been
certain in his own mind that Pitt and I -
had perished. And my voice, coming so dis-
tinctly over the wires, was like a voice
from the dead.

But within a few moments Lee was his
cld, calm self.
‘*“ Dorrie is here, Nipper.” he said. *‘ We

have just got back from Caistowe—after dis-
covering wreckage of the TFlying Bat.
We believed that you and Pitt had died in
the explosicn of the motor-boat. ls Pitt
quite safe?”

Ae safe as I am, sir,” 1 replied. ‘" But
how did you know that the boat had been
blown upi”

“We found many scraps of wreckage, as
I have already told vyeu,” 7T¢plied Lee.
‘“ Where are you now?" ;

“In Portsmcouth, e&ir,” said quickly.



““ And, what’s more, I want you to come
over at once. Pitt and I were picked up by

an old tramp, and landed here ten minutes |

ago. You've got to come over by the
fastest thing you can get hold of.”

And then, in a few tense sentences, I told
the guv'nor that we had located the wvessel
where Yung Ching had bcen taken on board.
I went into mo details," for there wasn't
time. And, indeed, the guv'nor stopped me,

“ That’s enouﬂh Nipper,”” he said briskly.

“T'l come over at once—without any
delay. You can tell me the full story when
I arrive.’

“ Good enough, sir!” I said.
the Broadhurst Hotel—it's a
place not far from the docks.
across the road from here.”

. A minute later Lee had rung off,-and he
looked at Dorrie with ﬁflf.-ammﬂr eyes.

“We'll be at
fairly small]
It's just,

“* This is more wonderful than ¥ had
hoped for, old man!” he exclaimed.
““ Nipper is not omly alive, but he has

succeeded in locating Yung Ching. You zee
his action in giving chase was fully leStlﬁEd
I must get over to Portsmouth at once.
It won't take me very long—"

“ Especially if I take you in my racer,’
put in Dorrie. “ No, not a word!
all, I'm in this! It seems 4o me I've
jumped right into a pile of excitement.
Good! All the better—a quiet life doesn't
suit me!”’

There was only one delay before the pair

1

|

Hang 113'

startéd off for Portsmouth. Nelson Lee met

the eveuning train at the quiet little
Bellten Station. And from this &train
stepped Mr. Tsen Wang, of the Chinese
Embassy. He was looking grave and
troubled.

Mr. Tsen Wang was Yung Ching's gunr-

dian, and Lee had ’phoned to him few
minutes after hearing the news of Chmgq
disappearance. For it was necessary that
Mr. Wang should know.

But he brigchtened up considerably when
Lee informed him of the course of events.
There was still a distinet hope that Yung

Ching would be rescued. And the trio, in
‘Dorrie’s racer, commenced their dash to
Portsmouth in the quiet dusk, of the
| evening.

CHAPTER VIIL
EGINALD PITT glanced
R at the clock on the
** About time your
guv'nor was here,”” he said.

NO SIGN!
mantelpiece.
““ They've had time %0 do the

trip by now, I should think.'"
s Hardly I said. - " It's ten-to-one
they're coming in old Dorrie’'s racer—bub

even Dorrie can't do miracles. I give them
(Continuet on nexi page.)
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about another twenty minutes. My son,
things are getting cxeiting.” |

Pitt grinned.

** Of course, they've been quiet wup till
now?’’ he said sarcastically. :

* Comparatively,” I replied. * Just jyou

wait!”’

~**Well, I don’t want anything more excit-
ing than that explosion,” said Reggie, with
feeling. *‘And that spell on the Caistowe
Buoy wasn't exactly peaceful.”

We were both pacing up and down in a
private room at the Broadhurst Hotel. We
could not keep still, for so much was at
stake that we were both filled with anxiety
all the time. By hook or by crook, we
meant to rescue Yung Ching from the hands
of his kidnappers. : -

We were both looking a peculiar pair.
We had not kept on our borrowed clothing
from the tramp steamer, but had obtained
fresh outfits from a large establishment in
the town. - We had no money, of course,
but the manager communicated with the
Broadhurst Hotel, and was satisfied that we
were all right. '

As a result, wo were now wearing ready-
made lounge suits which did not exactly fit
us, and our appearance, of course, was most

unusual—for St. Irank’s boys. But we
were, at least, attired in gentlemanly
costume.

A good meal had made us feel bhetter

still, and now we merely had to wait.

It scemed a long time—but, in reality, it
was quite short.

Only five minutes more had elapsed be-
fore we heard the powerful purring of a
racing car outside the hotel. We dashed to
the open window, and loocked out. And we
were just in time to see Nelson Lee and
Lord Dorrimore getting out of the car,
accompaniecd by Mr. Tsen Wang, ~ the
Chinese attache. - |

“Good!”" 1 exclaimed. * They're here!”

We hastened out, and went into the hotel
lounge—and found Nelson Lee in conversa-
tion with the manager. 1 rushed up to the
guv'nor -grabbed his arm.

“ Here we are sir—all alive and kicking!”
1 exclaimed cheerfully. ‘*“ And the sooner
we get busy the better.”

“T am heartily glad that you are alive
and kicking, as you say, Nipper,” said
Nelson Lee. ** At O6ne time I had feared the

opposite.  But we will go along to your
private room before we discuss anything
else.”

We went there at once, aceompanied by
Dorrie, leaving Nelson Lee and Mr. Wang
talking to the hotel manager. Dorrie looked
at Pitt and I with a stern expression on
his good-natured face,

‘** Now, you young scamps, what's the
meanin’ of it?”’ he demanded.
‘““ Oh, come oftf .it, Dorrie,”” I grinned.

“It’s great to see you again! Just fancy
vou coming to St. Frank’s to-day, too! For

finished he wasted no time.

once in your life you've had an opportunity
of being useful!”

* Thanks!” said his lordship. ¢ Yes, by
gad, I've beenr on the go all the time. I
buza:.ed down to have a word with your
guvnor about the summer holidays.
There’ll be somethin' doin” after all. I
suppose you fellows are game?”

* Game for amything, Dorrie,”” I replied.
“Why, are you thinking about a trip of
some kind?’' '

“It’s got. beyond the thinkin’ stage, my
lad!” said Lord Dorrimore. * We're goin’
to have a splendid time——  But more
anon! Nothin’ more now, my lads! The
great man has appeared!” -

Nelson Lee had arrived at that moment,
and -1t was hardly the time to discuss
Dorrie’s holiday- trip.

Nelson Lee sat down, and looked at me.

‘“ Now, Nipper,” he said briskly. “ I wang
you to tell me precisely what happened.
Go into full details, and do not leave any-
thing out. As soon as I have all the facts
I will make a move.”

Lee 1listened intently as I told him the .
exact state of affairs. And when I had
Jumping up, he
declared that the very first thing to be
done was to ascertain if the Chinese yacht
was still at anchor. It was also neces-
sary to discover what she was, and who she
belonged to.

And so the guv’nor vanished for about
half-an-hour, and when he returned I could
see that he had been successful.

“Yes, the yacht’s still at anchor,” lie
said. ** She belongs to a rich Chinese mer-
chant who frequently visits Engcland. And
she steams for Shanghai at dawn. All the
yacht’s papers are in order, and there is
no reason for any delay.”

“ But Yung Ching's on board, sir,” I
declared. ** Something must be done.”

Mr. Teen Wang turned to Nelson Lee.

““ I beseech you to do everything in your
power, Mr. Lee,” he said earnestly.
well, I am helpless., I can do nothing alone.
But I rely upon you. You I - hope and
expect to do mueh,”

“ You can be assured, Mr. Wang, that I

twill do everything humanly possible,”
replied Nelson Lee. ‘“* And I propose, as a
commencement, that we . visit certain
authorities—the Chief Constable among
others. We must obtain authority to board
that yacht at onece—authority to search
her.” ,

“By gad!”’ said Dorrie. *“ That's the
idea!"’ .
“* Rather!” I echoed. *“ But I suppose

you’ll have to see the port officials, won't
you, sir? The harbour master, or the Cus.
toms people, or somebody like that! We'll
all go, I expece g

** Under the <circumstances, perhaps it
would be as well,”” agreed Nelson Lee. ‘1
originally thought that it would be better
for me to go on this undertaking alone. But
both you boys witnessed Yung Ching’s traums-
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fereace from the motor b\oat to the yacht. bridge at the time, and I saw no motor-hoat.

Aud your presence, perliaps,
tialt"™ .

And so, without any further delay, off we
weut to visit the oflicials.

I had an idea that this would be a tiresome
task—because I Kknow what officials are.
However, it so happened that these par-
ticular people possessed (uite a lot of sense.

Or perhaps Nelson Lee's wonderful pres-
tige did a lot towards speeding them up.
Aud Mr. Tsea Wang, of course, was some- |
body of great iinportance. It was hardly
surprising, therefore, that less than an hour
later we all found ourselves in .a powerful
steam_‘launch, accompanied by police and
other officials.

We set oft over the dark water. It was
getting iate in the evening now, and only a
fammt glimmer of the sumset remained. The
air waz warm, and that trip was a most en-
joyuble one.

And we grew nearer and nearer to the
big steam yacht which lay at anchor. Lights
were gleariing from many of her ports, and
there were also ‘signs of activity on deck.

We found the gangway in position, and aiter ]

a little delay we all mounted and arrived
ot deck. _

It was the captain who came forward #o
speak to us flrst. He was not a Chinaman,
bhut  appeared to be some kind of a hali-
caste, with his sallow complexion and pierc-
ing eyea, He was tall, thin, and spoke Fug-
lish petfectly. . g

ITe ‘listenad with a face that was almost
cxpressionless as the offlicials explained the
reason for the visit, Towards the end, how-
. ever, the captain looked at us all with mild
_astonishment. But I-had not failed to ob-
scerve a peculiar glint some little time earlier.

*“But this is very strange!”™ he. said.
‘“ Gentlemen, I do not know what you mean.
_This_vessel is-the private property of Mr.
Ho Linag, and he is coming from Jondou
by a late train, and will at once preceed on
board. We sail at dawn.” |

* Precisely,’” agreed Neison Lee. * But it
_so happens, captain, that a Chinese boy,
named Yung Ching, was brought om board |
this wvessel this aftermoon. I have already
told you -this, and I am now giving vou an
cpportunity to produce the boy at cnce.”

- "Yon had better do so without any
trouble!"” put in one of the officials.

The captain looked at us steadily.

‘“There is no kidnapped boy on board
thisa yacht,” he said.

“You can't get away with that lie!” I
~said  hotly.. ** We saw Yung Ching taken
away on the moter boat, and we saw him
traasferred to-this yacht. It's no gopd deny-
1ag it, captain—you can’t do it.”

- 1 deny it absolutely!” said the captain,

" You deny that this boy wuas_ ever ou
board?" asked Lee.

*Yes."” :
4" You deny that the motor-boat was
picked up some distance from the Caistowe
Bank?”

-

“Yes,” said tune captrin. “I was on the

will be essen-| The yacht did not stop—she was under

steam the whole distanuce from Loendon."

The officials looked at Nelson Lee
quiringiy.

“* Well, Nipper?' asked the guv'nor.

““This man is lying, sir,”" I said angrily.
‘“Tt's obvious! Do vou think Pitt and [
don't know what we're talking about? Yung
Ching was brought on board this yacit.
We'll swear to that!"

““ Absolutely!” agreed Pitt promptly.

The captain was becoming angry, too.

“The whole thtng is outrageous!" he de-
clared. * This cock-and-butl story has no
truth in it whatever. Why should I be com-
pelled to put up with this kind of thing? [

iu-

wmust request you to leave this vessel at

oqice !’

But the authorities had something to say.
The facts were so significant that they could
not let the matter rest there. Nelson Lee.
of course, had told them of the mauy at-
tempts to Kidnap Yung Ching, and also to
kill him. .

And so the captain was informed that he
was to stand by while the vessel was
searched from stem to stern. The captain
merely shrugged his shoulders, and said that
the oilicials were at liberty to go ahead. He
premounced. the whole thing to be an out-
rage, and also declared that Mr. Ho Liang
would . have something very stroag to say
about it later.

But this made
was commenced. _

By the captain’s very attitude I instine-
tively feit that the result would be nil.
Nelson Lee thought so too. But if Yung
Ching was not here, where could he bhe?
We had already discovered, by searching in-
quirieg, that the yacht had come straight
mto port. It was hardly likely that Ching
would have been takem ashore. In faet, it
could not have been done in broad daylight
without somebody noticing, -

Morcover, it was the ‘object of these
Chinamen to take Ching back to their own
country. There would be no object in hring-
ing him ashore—especially as the yacht was
lo sail at dawn. : |

The search was a long one, for the vacht
was fairly -large. But, as I had anticipated,
the result of- the search was barren. There
was no sign whatever of Yung Ching, and
the officials declared thasw he was not on
board. |

Neison Lee, of course, had taken an active
part in the search—but he too was baflled.
He was absolutely convinced that the Chinese
boy was lere somewhere. And he believed
that the captain and crew had received

‘no difference—the search

word of the impending search, and had
nidden Ching away so securely that the
searchers were defied.

The captain was full of indignation and
amger. Again and again he denied all know-
ledge of the incident. DBuf this, as I peinted

out to the guv'nor later.. was the one piece -

of positive proof that wa had—positive~proot

| that. Yung Ching was actually on board.
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- For Reginald Pitt and I knew—we had
seen with our own eyes—that the Chinese
boy had been brought on board this yacht.
The captain’s demial was evidence that the
whole affair had been illegal. He feared
any contact with the law. But, at the same
‘time, he had been prepared for it.

“ Well, gentlemen, I think that we have
done cverything possible,” said one of the
officials, turning to Mr. Teen Wang and
Nelson Lee.” ** The boy is obviously aot here.
There has either been a mistake, or—""

‘“ There has heen no mistake.” I put Iip.
** Ching is on board.” !

But nothing couid be done. The search
having failed, our only course was to leave
the yacht—feeling bafied and furious. Both
Nelson Lee and I felt the thing keeuly as we
were taken ashore, and Mr. Tsen Wang was
nearly off his head with worry. *

““ What does it mean, guv'nor?’’ I asked.
“ Do you think that Ching was taken off the
vacht?”’ ‘

““ No—I believe he is still on board.”

“ But what about the search——"

“ It was as thorough as humamn skill counld
make it,"” replied Nelson Lee. *' But, even
so, there were mamy places where Ching
could have been concealed. I am absolufely
certain that he has-been hidden away, and
‘that he is still on board.”

““ And yet we can’t do anything?” I asked
flercely. .- _ .

It seemed that this was right. Nelson Lee
wanted to have the yacht stopped—to pre-
vent it sailing at dawn. But the authorities
said that this could not be dome. The ves-
sel’s papers-were all in order, and it was
guite impossible to stop her leaving.

And so, with the circumstances as they
were, we had to admit ourselves beaten.

We knew that the yacht was cailing, and
we could do nothing. It was even useless
standing by. The Chipese would be certain
to take every safeguard, The official search
haviug failed, there was no hope of a secret
ecarch- succeeding. :

I had had a desperate idea of getiing on
board the yacht in the dead of night, and I
. had suggested this scheme to the guv’nor.
But he was against it. There would be a
strict watch kept, he declared. Of that there
could not be the slightest doubt.

And, to cut it short, we returned to St.
Frank’s feeling thoroughly crestfallen. We
had done our best, but Yung Ching had
vanished into thin air. This time the China-
men had scored. '

" We arrived at St. Frank’s late, but this}|

did not prevent us {rom collecting in Nelson
Lee’s study, and discussing matters. . Under
;the circumstances Pitt and I were not-
obliged to go to bed at once.

* ““The whole affair is most unfortunate!”
said Nelson Lee, whea we were comfortably
settled. ‘ You see, Dorrie, this Chinese
youngster has had nothing but trouble éver
since he came to St. Frank’'’s. He has had
two sets of enemies. Omne set was determined:

; “ ‘THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY H@

impossible—""

to kill him. " These men were led by a mur-

derous rascal named Fu Chow.

; He is now
in the hands of the police.” '

“ An’ what about the others?” asked
Dorrie. :
‘““They are members of the Yen-Shan

Tong,” replied Nelson Lee. ‘I believe that
Mr. Ho Liang is & power in that particular
Tong, and probably the majority of the
Chinamen om board his yacht are members
of the same secret society. They wish to
kidnap Yung Ching because the boy’s father
has been waging war on the Tong for some
years. He has.impriscned six of its most .
prominent members, and caused the eXeccu-
tion of others. Yung Ching’s father, who is
a mandarin, feared that the boy would be
murdered, and so he sent him to England.
But Ching has had a very hot time since -he
arrived.

* So it seems.’? ,

* Those who tried to murder him were led
by Fu Chow, as I have said,” went on Lee.
“ It will convince you of this rascal’s deter-
mination when I tell you that Yung Ching’s
elder brother and his sister were struck
down some years ago. The truth of the
matter is that, in the past, the mandarin
married a girl whom Fu Chow had set his
savage heart upon. And Fu Chow made a
solemn vow that every child of the marriage
should be killed before attaining majority.
This vow has becn kept with regard to the
two elder children, and if Fu Chow ever gets
free he will do his utmost to kill Ching, too.”

“ But what of these men who have taken
Ching away?”’ - '

‘*“ They do not desire his life,” said Lee.
““They are anxious to take him back to
China, and to use him as a leyver—a hostage
—s0 that they will compel the mandarin to
release all the imprisoned members of the
Tong. And the only hope of attaiming that
end was to capture the boy. Well, they have
done so.at last—and I am certain that he is
on board the yacht. He sails for China at
dawu‘ll )

‘“The whole thing is terrible, Mr. Lee,”
said Tsen Wang. “1 was entrusted by
Ching's father with the boy’s life. Apd I
have failed! He has been takem away, aad
all hope is at end!” Bar

*“We have done everything possible,” said
Nelson Lee quietly.

“I do not care what money you spend,”
went on Tsen Wang. ‘ You are at liberty
to c¢all upon me for any amount—it makes
no difference. © Amything, Mr. Lee—any
amount! But I want you to get Yung Ching
away from the Tong men.” :

“I would dearly like to help yau, Mr.-
Wang,”” said Nelson Lee. '‘ But everything
possible has been done. T feel ‘Jlike taking
matters into my own hands aad searching
this yacht by force—but that, of course, is

“““In Portsmouth Harbour—yes!” put im
Lord Dorrimore significantly. ‘‘But what
about the .open sea, eh, old man? What
about the open sea?”’ ih

*“1 do not understand.”

~ “ Simple as A.B.C.!” declared his lordship
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casily. “I've got a plan already. Let this
bally vacht rgo-atl the better. The blighters

will think they've dished us. But we'll fol-!
low—in my old tub. Then comes tlw fun. |
We'll cateh the beggars up, force ‘ein to:

stop, lmnrd her, grab Yung Ching, an' there
vour are!l” _
** Yon mean—take matters into our own/|

hands?" asked NeTson Lee.

** Absolutely!” said Dorrie.
gn to the dence! There's nothin’
the bull by the horns!”

like takiu’

—
-

CHAPTER VIIL
THR BEGINNING OF GRRAT THINGS!

LOOKED at Nelson Lee

eagerly.
l “ Well, guv'nor?” 1
asked. “What do you
think of it?"
** Dorrie's © idea 18 un-
douhtedh excellent,”” he re-

plied. * Very drastic, of course—but I am
inclined to believe that drastic methods are
~the omly oues possible under these present
conditions,

{1 course ! said Lord Dorrimore. * Man
alive, it's not a ha’ pnrth of good relyin' on
dock officials and police. They can’t search
for toffee! Au" begsides, a search like that
one this evenin' was a mere favee. The thing
wants to be done by a cuuple of dozen nen,
an' each one behmd a gun! I can aupph
the men—the crew of my vacht are game
enongh for anythin'!”

RE lt sonnds rather like piracy on the high
seas,”” smiled Nelson Lee.

* Nounsense,” said Dorrie.
to rescue Ching.” |

“Yes, I know—I quite understand,” said
Nelson Lee. * The act of stopping this
Chinese vesse! on the open ocean, and hoard-
ing her by force will be fully justified. Our
ohject iz to rescue a perfectly innocent boy
from a dangerous gang of criminals. And 1
freely {'onfess
is ubout the only feasible ome." .

" Will you do it,”” Mr. Lee?” asked Tsen
Wang anxiously. “ It s splendid—it is won-
derful! You could succeed in that way!
Once you overtake these scoundrels you will
be able to get Yung Ching—and then you
could bring him back to safety. I will pay
every expense—-—"

““ Nothing of the sort, Mr. Wang,” put in
Dorrie. ** This is my show—my idea all
along. I'm always out for excitement, an’
Hally giad when I can get a bit! This stnhes
me as “bein’ somethin’ preth special. ' if
%1 can be of any service you're v.elcome B}
gad! 'The thing's absolutely grippin™!”

We were all worked up by this time—even
the guv'nor.

“ When can (he Wanderer be ready?”
asked abraptly.

*“To-day i8
night ! said

emme 20e.

“We only want

he

Wednesday Wednesday
Dorrie, stroking his chin.
Thursdav—-Fridav—we can sait

e

“The law can

])urne, that your suggestion |

'not mnelh of a mind,

on Saturday mornin’, first thing. That gives
me two clear days to give my captain in.

structions, an’ for him “to shove provigsions
o bunrd. an' other thimgs that might be
ecessary. Coal, for example—guns, an’
ammunition.”

{ “Oh, buat—but two days!" said Tseng
Wang in dismay. “ Saturday! You cannot

1 leave before Saturdayv? That will be too

Iate!”

“1 think not!" put in Nelson Lee quickly.
“The Wanderer is a very fast yacht, Mr.
Wamg, and I am quite convinced that she
will have mo difficulty in overtaking Ho
Liang's vessel. Remember, Ho Liang will
have no suspicion—he cannot believe that he
i1s being followed. We, cn the other hand.
will keep ourgelves supphed with information
regarding the other yacht's movements. We
onght to mertake the enemy easily im the
Mediterranean.’

‘* Absolutely the
“Well, is it a go?"

“1 am perfecth willing,"’ rephed Lee.

“ Then it's settled—all tixed up!" said his
lordship smoothly.

“ There is, however one thing I regret,”
went on the guv'nor. * This nftt,rnnon. you
remember, yvou suggested a holiday trip to
me—a voyage to the Selomon Islands. That,
of course, must now be abandoned——"

‘*“ Abandoned!” shouted Pitt and I blankly.

‘““ Abandoned!” repeated Dorrie. ** What
the—- How the—— Great glory! What
on earth are you talkin' about?”

“You seem to forget that it will be quite
impossible for the bms to leave St. Frank's
as early as Saturday,” said Nelson Lee.
“The summer Imlidu:.fs .do not commence
until another two or three weeks have
elapsed. They cannot go now, Dorrie, and
if we go on this cliase, as you suggest, weo
shall not get back m hme to carry out the
original programme.

Lord Dorrimore looked dismayed.

““Oh, but hang it all, that's rotten'"
declared. * Look here, profeszor, be

sport!"

“ My dear Dorrie—-"

‘“Be a sport!”" repeated his lordship.
“Why in the name of wonder can’t the boys
come at once? Why can’t they come on
Saturday? Make one job of lt——vou under-
stand? We might just as well—-""

‘““ But, my dear man, vou do not realise
what you are suggesting!” interrupted Nel-
son Lee. *“ TFor one thing. the hoys could
not leave school several weeks before the
holidays commence, They could not be ready
by Saturday—-"’

“I'll bet they could, in Pitt
promptiy.

Nelson Lee smiled.

“\Well, perhaps the TH'I]UIII;\ could man-
age it b\ Saturday, at u rush,” he admitted.
“But I -do not see how the plan could bhe
adopted.”

“Don'l you?"
‘“ Then, by gnd I'il show you!
This is Tow I've fixed it in my miad.
't admif,

idea!"” said Dorrie.

he
A

sir!” put

exclaimed Lord Dorrimore.
Look here!
It's
but it maun-
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‘ages to work mow amd again—under pres-
sure. Now, listen! All these boys nave got
to come at once—the whole crowd—an’
we’ll start off, chase this bally Chinese junk,
rescue Yung Ching, an’ there you are! We
.shall probably be in the Mediterranean then,
an’ Ching will be as safe as houses with us.
It's not necessary for him to come straight
back to Emgland, is it?"* - .

“No, no!”’ said Tseng Wang quickly. - “ If
he is with you it will be good. He will be
- 8afe. He may remain with you for long—
until you come back to England. Much
better that way.” . : ' .
~ “Then it's all as clear as crystall!” said
Dorrie calmly., *‘Once we have Yung Ching
on board we’ll simply carry out the original
programme. Only a week or two in advaace,
anyhow—an’ a bally lot better, because we
" shall have a longer holiday. What about 1t,
Lee? Is it a go?”

Nelson Lee was thoughtful. . 1

““ Personally, Dorrie, 1 should like nothing
better,” he said. *“DBut I do not know
whether the Headmaster will approve of this
plan. He will probably characterise it as
being impossible. It is a very serious matter
to ask for fifteen. or twenty boys to be re-
Jeased three or four weeks before the term
is over."”

Dorrie waved his hand. _

. ““ All right—just as you like!" he said
carelessly. ‘“ But look here! If those bhoys
‘don’t come—you don't get my yacht!”

“What 2"

““ There’ll be no chase!’ said Dorrie firmly.

‘““ But look here, Dorrie—-" .

“I'm firm—as firm as a bally rock!” said
his lordship grimly.
for these boys to come along—an’ everythin’
in the garden will be lovely. You fail, an’
the Wanderer stays in dock!"

- 'Dorrie was probably kidding, although he
scemed serious cnough. |

- * It is just possible that the matter can
be arranged,” said Nelson Lee, aiter a few
moments, * The fact that I am a school-
master at St. Frauk's will probably be the
solution to the problem.”

‘“How do vou mean, sir?” 1 asked eagerly,
thrilled by the whole scheme.

I mean that for the first two or three
weeks of the voyage—providing we go—I
shall keep all you boys at lesscas,”” replied
Nelson Lee. ‘“Youn will attend to your
studies in exactly the same mamnper as you
would do if you were at St. Frank's. 1If 1
make the Headmaster this promise he might
agree—but not otherwisge.” -

Dorrie winked to Pitt and I.

* All right—go ahead!” he said.
young beggars have their lessons. We won't
"~ quibble over a detail. The best thicg you
can, do is to seftle this matter at cace.
Trot along and interview Dr. Stafford.”

Nelson Lee glanced at his watch.

“* It is rather late, but perhans tlie Head
will gtill be up,” lie said. |

And he left the study and went in seearch
of Dr. Stalford. By luck the Head had not
retired—although he was on the point of

‘““Let the

“You get permission

i
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doing so. Lee would not have bothered him
so late, but he knmew that there was nol a
moment of time to be lost.

‘And he put forward Dorrie’s suggestion
then and there. He explained the difiicul-
ties of the position. He made it clear that
in order to rescue Yung Ching, it was neces-
sary to sail at the earliest possible moment.
And he pointed out that it would be very
hard on the boys to be deprived of their trip
because of the other mission—which could
a0t he delayed.

The Head was rather startled.

“1 quite understand your meaming, Mr.
Lee—you have made it very clear,” he said
at length. ‘* But the proposal is an extra-
ordinary one. Really, I hardly know what
to say. Surely I cannot permit a large num-
ber of junior boys to leave the school several
weeks before the term is over?”

“I shall continue to give them thecir les-
eons as usual,” said Nelson Lee.

The Head {fowned.

* Quite so—quite so!" The said slowly.
‘“ But these things do not always work as
we would want them to, Mr. Lee. For ex-
ample, the boys will not pay attention to
lessons while they are on board the
yacht—-=""

** You eam rely on me, Dr. Stafford, to keep
them hard at it—mo matter what their de-
sires may be. If it is necessary to consult
the governors——-"'

“No, net at all!” put in the Head. ‘I
can use my own authority in this matter,
Mr. Lee. Well, well, I am inclined to agree,
But you do not give me much time to cun-
sider the matter."”

“1 understand that you will permit the
boys to leave?"

“ Well, yes,”” said the Head. '‘If you were
not going cam this trip, Mr. Lee, I could unot
think of it. But your presence makes it pos-
sible. Aund, as you say, there is so little time-
that there can be no delay. You will doubt-
less inform the boys in the morning?”

““That, 1 think, is Lord Dorrimore's plan,”
gald Nelscn Lee. ** Even then, the youag-
sters will have some dificulty in getting pre-
pared by Saturday morning. They must all
leave for their various homes by the first
train to-morrow—the first train, that is,
after commuuicating with their parents or
guardians by wire.”

As soon as the news got abroad the whole
junior school went nearly dotty. The fel-
lows couldn't believe it at first—they counld
not credit that such a glorious thing could
actually be. '

Two days, and then we should start off
on an adventure which promised to be ex-
citing at the start, and fuil of interest after-
wards. Little did we know what extra-
crdinary events were to befall!

THE END.

NEXT WEEK!

THE SCHOOLBOY CRUSOES !

Commencement of Grand Holicay Series.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Foster Moore, the rascally tutor of Wrasper's
School, ‘who has ruined Mr. Wrasper, the
Head, in order to step into his shoes, may
well rue the day that Tom Tartar came (o
the school. Tom, who stands jfor all that's
best in a British lad, is the prime mocer
in the unmasking of Moore, of which you
will read in the approaching climax that
will bring this splendid yarn to a fitting
conclusion.

(Now read on.)

Sy d——

~ CHAPTER LX,
The tragedy of Ralph’s death,

be glad to go—glad!"” continued the
dying boy. “ I hope feyther won't get
into no more trouble, but that he’ll
live to be a better man, so as him and
mother and me 'ull one day all meet agen and
be lgopy ! Good-bye, Tom. God bless——"

He was going now. There was a quick
catching of his breath, and over his face there
spread a curious light, It quickly passed.
‘I'hen came one more effort to breathe—and the
battle for life was over.

Poor Ralph was dead !

“ Help me to carry him to that bank vonder,”
E&idk'.l‘om with a sob which he could not keep

ack.

(iently they bore Ralph to the mossy bank,
and laid him down there. Then Tom covered
the dead face with a handkerchief, and de-
spatched Sam for the doctor, and McLara for
Mr. Wrasper.

Tom remained with Noddy Berrill, the two
standing by the body like watchers of old,
their hearts too full to exchange a word.

To the spot in due course came the local
doctor, Mr. Wrasper, and Detective Clark.

Thie doctor was not long in discovering that

(11

{ his dying words with

violeuce bhad been the flnal cause of Ralph's |

OM JARTAR
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death, and then it was impossible for the story
of his fauther’s inbhuman treatment to be kept
secret.

The news of the tragedy quickly spread, andd
the huec-and-cry against Posh Powner was
increased,

Men left their work to join in scouring tho
neighbourhood. Labour at the quarry was
stopped, and all hands turned out to assist ;
so that before Ralph had lain an hour at the inn,
where he would be kept until the inquest, the
whole district was alive with search parties,

® L] [ ] L] .

And where was Posh Powner all this time ?

Not. far from the scene of his culminating
crime.

Crouching in the wood, he had been a witness
of the last moments cf his son, and had heard
a feeling of intense
anguish, all the more poignant, because it was
the first awakening of his dark, turbulent
spirit.

And now what should he do ? His limbs, no
longer pliant, would not carry him much further
to-day. The scene he had witnessed had robbed
him for the time being of all his robustness and
hardihood. ,

He wanted a hole into which to crawl and
rest—or die! The wood was no longer a safe
place for him. Whither, then, should he go ?

Suddenly he thought of the chalk-pits near
the limekilns—the scene of his attempt on 'om
Tartar’s life.

In those chalk-pits were several small caves,
dug out in times past by mien in search of [lints.

Through the weod he made his way, and by

crawling, creeping, and other wary mancuvres

practised by him as a poacher, he managed to
reach the chalk-pits unobserved,

There were four pits—one large and tlirce
smaller ones.  As we have said, they adjoined
the limekilns—the latter, indeed, having been
constructed there for convenicnce and saving
in the cost of transit of material.

It was into the large pit that Posh Powner
made his way, taking care to arrlve there daring
the dinner-hour, when the men had gone home
or to the nearest inn. -

Not a soul but himself was about. Around
him lay picks, shovels, barrows, planks, and alt
the other paraphernalia of the chalk-digging

| business, -
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Selecting from the heap of picks an old haif-
broken one, which was not likely to be missed,
Powner looked round at the caves. Of these

there were about a dozen, the majority of them }

merely holes about iive feet high at the mouth.
An inspection of one showed it to be almost
twelve feet deep, and loftier inside than it was
at the entrance. -
““ This’ll do me,” muttered Powner, and at

ence sct to work with his pick on the roof just E

inside.
In a few minutes a mass of chalk fell, com-
pletely blocking up the entrance to the cave.

Powner lay himself upon the ground, and }

tesfed the breathing capacities of the place.
The air was warm and lacked the freshness of
the outside air, but he suffered no actual in-
convenience fromn the fact.

““I can breathe here all right,” he thought.
“ A night of it won't hurt me. can creep out
into the open again early in the mornin’.”

When the workmen returned from dinner,
they noticed that the mouth of the cave
had fallen in ; but as that was a thing which
oecasionally happened without human agency,
+ none of them bothered about investigating the
cause of the collapse.

“ Gaod job there was noLudy inside ! was
the enly comment, and then the subject
dropped.

— ———

CHAFTER LXI.
Wooden Jerry Eats Humblie Pie.

and it may truly be caid that therc was
scarcely a dry eye in the parish,

There was a large muster round the
grave in the old churchyard ; the majority of
the schoolboys were there, and Cecil and Sir
Claude Freshley came to see the last of the
yoacher’s son.

‘*“ Ashes to ashes and dust to dust.”

S0 they consigned him to his last earthly
home, the only few feet of earth that were his
birthright, and of whiclr no man cculd rob him,
and left him in peace.

There was a silent playground that eve, but
on the morrow it resumed its ordinary con-
dition,

Ralph was not forgotten, ner would he be
for many a day, but it was not nccessary for the
boys to go about with lugubrious faces.

Three or four days passed, and nothing as vet
had been heard cf Posh Powner, nor was there
a sign of Foster Moore. ;

IlB(Jt-h had, apparently, vanished for good and
all. -
The men in the chalk pit went daily to their
. work and returned at cve,

They mentioned, casually, at home, that the
small cave had now quite sunk down and was
closed, | "

Right up to the top of the land above there
was a crack, into which a hand might be thrust,
and there was no sign of that old fox, the
poacher having worked his way out of his self-
chosen prison as, in fact, Le had,

FOUR days afterwards Ralph was buried,

1 Meanwhile, Wooden Je
Fat the school, Mr, Wrasper
for drunkenness,

Nothing was seen of him for nearly a week ;
 then, early one morning, he turned up again,
| Just as Jane- the housemaid was beating the
mats outside the kitchen, Hunger had driven
him back. )
- Jane looked at him and really pitied him, for
she was a woman,

It would be ditficult to find a more forlorn and
wretched ‘creature than Wooden Jerry was at
that hour. .

“ And what may you want ? ”’ asked Jane.

“A bit o’ broken wittles if nothing else,”
Jerry repiied.

“I'll get you some,” she said, with as much
tartness as ghe could assume.

She was very Kind-hearted, and would not
have seen a dog that had bitten her starve,

S0 she went into the house and brought out
to Jerry a huge plate of broken food—all sweet
and clean—the better fragments of the dinner
of the day before. :

He took it, and, humbly thanking her, sat
down by the door-scraper to eat it. -

Having been so far successful he had hopes
of further redeeming his position.

They say that luck favours fools, and Jerry
was in some things a bit of a one, as we know.

That morning 3r. Wrasper rose early with
the intention of going for a walk, and saw
Jerry outside.

Jerry got up hastily, and knuckled his fore-
head three times in succession.

“ I did not expect to sce you here,”” said Mr,
Wrasper, gravely.

“1t's thie only place, "cept the workhouse,
I’'ve got to go to,” said Jerry, with a moan.
“Won’t you have me back, sir ? *’ '

* But how can I take you on again ? *?

“I'll be humble, obedient, and sober. I'll
{sign the pledge and keep it.”

*“ But I've got somebody in your place—a
smart boy, who does his work well.”

. “Can’t I help—the—the boy ?”?
Jerry, .

He had come down to something now, but
| it is no use nibbling humble pie, Make a mea)
 of it, and get it over. .

.'] erry was ready to cat a whole pie, and bolt
it !

" He could digest a lot of humility.

Mr. Wrasper took a little time to reflect, and
as he stood with his eyes thoughtfully fixed
ahead, Wooden Jerry watched his face eagerly.

“ Jerry,” he said, at last, *‘ before I decide
what to do I must think the matter carefully
over. Meanwhile, when you have finished your
breakfast, you had better go on weeding the
garden.” 55 v

Jerry. was overjoyed, and hurri¢d off to the
j garden, where he played old gooseberry with

the weeds for about two hours. i

He did more work in that time than he had
previously been wont to do in two days.

As a result of his mmdustry and apparent
state of repentance, Wooden Jerry was
 given another chance by Mr. Wrasper.
He was told that he might occupy h
old quarters, but was given clearly to under-

had lost his job
1aving sacked him

|
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stand that he would not oceupy his former
position. He would now merely be an assistant
to Perks, the youth who had been engaged in
his place, and who was giving cvery satisfaction
in the performance of his duties.

Whatever may have been his real feelings
on the matter, Wooden Jerry did not voice
them. Having started to eat humble pie, he
went through with the job—ecleared his plate
of it, so to speak—and cagerly agreed to work
under Perks, and obey that youth's orders.
Regular meals, aroof over his head, and a weekly
wage, meant much to Wooden Jerry. He had
had a sharp lesson as to what beiug out of work
meant to a man of his age, and he was precious
glad to get back on the school staff under any
conditions.

Another and more important addition to his
staff was being contemplated by Mr. Wrasper.

“It will be necessary for me to get an
assiztant,” he had told the boys; “ but to find
the man I want will take time, Mecanwhile,
1 must do as well as I can alone, and I shall do
very well if I have your co-operation. I rely
on vou boys to be as good as you can be, and so
lighten my labours.”

Dinner was just over on the day of “_’oodeu
Jerry's retucn to the school, when Mr. Wrasper
made a welcome annoincement.,

“ Boys,” he said, “ it-is necessary for me to
g0 over to Belchester this afternoon on pressing
husiness, and I cannot get back until early in
the evening. I am therefore obliged to indulge
vou with yet another hali-holiday. Irom now
until seven o’clock you arce free to go where you
will. Tartar. T want a few words with you in
private.”

He and Tom went out together, and a short |

conversation between themn took place in the
hall,

“ Now, Tartar,” said Mr. Wrasper, “ don't
forget that you may have enemies still in the
neichbourhood. Of course the probabilities are
against it, but we never can tell.”

“T will be careful, sir,” Tom replied.

“I mav as well tell you that Clark, the
deteetive, has confided in me about the dis-
covery you made in the well.”’

“ 1 thought he would, &ir.”

‘““ He did so to see if I could be of any assist-
ance to him,”" said Mr. Wrasper, ** but neither
of us can make anything of it. Still, we have a
theory. Have you one ? '

* I think that Foster Moore was the thief,”
returned Tom.

“ Iither he or his son,” said Mr. Wraspers
‘““and whoever was guilty will sooner or later
come back for the plunder, You had better
keep away from Powner's cottage this after-
noon, I am anxious about you, Tartar; for
I owe you much, and if anycthing happened to
you 1 should feel as if my own son were {he
sufferer. Now, promise me that you will not
rin any unnecessary risks.”’

Tom promised, and then went off to join his
chums. :

“ We don't want a finer day than this,” said
Tom, as he, with Sam Smith, Turrell, McLara,
and Willie Gray, started out from the school
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quarter of an hour later.
where shall we go ¥ ™

“Why not go to Hammerslev Heath 2"
suggested Turrell. “° About this tiine last year
we got a lot of plovers' eggs there, didn't we,
Sam ? "

Sam Smith nodded. |

“ We got over a dozen,' he said, © and only
took one czg from each nest.””

“ Right you are !’ azreed Tom. * We'll go
to Hammersley Heath, and if we have any luck
;.ve‘lll have plovers’ eggs for tea when we come
hack.”

So they set off for the Heath, It was a long
trudge, but they got there at last, and at once
started hunting for nests.

As everyone knows, the plover is a wily bird,
and although it lays its eges on the ground,
they take a deal of finding.

Afrer a good deal of wandering without finding
a nest, Tom and his chums were about to give
it up as a bad job when Turrell accidentally
trod upon one and smashed the eggs.

After thislittle incident good fortune attended
them. 1In less than an hour they had found
over a score of nests upou the ground, and with
duc consideration for the birds taken an egg
from each, :

“A nice little lot for tea,"” said Mclara,
““ Jane will boil them for us. Put them all into
my handkerchief.”

In high glee over fhe success of their quest,
they set out homeward, striking the high road
about two miles from tie village.

They were just at a bend, or rather half-cirele,
g0 that they could not see far either way, when
they heard a soft;, footstep near them,

As they turned to see who it was, a man,
seedily attired, went swifrly by, with his head
bent and his arm up so as to almost hide his
face.

He was walking at a great rate, and speedily
disappeared. In fact, he was gone ere they had
recovered from -the temporary surprisc his
coming gave them.

“ What an odd-looking fellow,” said Sam.

““ 1t was Foster Moore,” replied Tom quietly.

“ Couldn’t have been ! " said Sam.

“{ tell you it was!”

“ But that chap has whiskers, and Moore
always shaved close,” said McLara.

“They were false ones,”” replied Tom. “I
am sure it was he.”

*“ He must be a bold man to come back so
soon,”’ said Willie Gray.

“ Don't forget that he would not expect us
here to-day,” returned Tom. *‘In the usuml
course, we should now be in school.”

““ Shall we go after him ? ” asked Sam.

“ No,” replied Tom. ‘' Just saunter about
as if we hada’t recognised him, and let him get
;;'elg{ahead. I fancy I know what’s brought him

ack.””

* What ? 7 asked the others cagerly.

“Youll know in good time,”’ said Tom.
“1Ii I''n not greatly mistaken, we're in for
some more excitement soon. Come along!
We'll be getting on towards the school.”

(Continued. on page iic of Cover.)

“The question is,



(Continued [rom page 40.)
CHAPTER LXI1,

A Startling Visitor,

ETECTIVE CLARK was sfill in the
district, endeavonring to clucidate the
mystery of Diggles’s murder, and to
run the murderer to earth.

He was getting heartily sick of the job, and
e felt anything but happy when, at about
half-past six on this particular evening, he leit
his temporary quarters at the village inn, for a
stroll down the road.

“If I don't verv soon get on the right track.”
he mused, “* I shall have to abandon the search
and report to headaquarters that {'m beaten.
1 hate having to give in, but there scems no
help for it.”:

Sauntering on, he reached the school gates
just a8 Tom Tartar and his companions were
returning from their alternoon’s egue-hunt,

Bidding Sam and the others go on without
him, Tom came across to the detective,

T want to see you, Mr. Clark,” he said.
“ I've important news to tell you. I'oster Moore
has refurned.’ |

“ Never ! ”’ exclaimed the detective, © Surely
he cannot be such a fool!™”

Tom told him what he had seen, and then
proceeded to explain his theory of the cause of
Foster’s Moore's return.

“ He's hard up,” he said, “ and has rizked
coming back to get the things he hid in the
well,’?

“You and I agree as to who was the thief,”
said the detective, with a smile,

“Of course, I don’t kuow,” said Tom
modestly, * but that is what occurs to e.
By the way, is there any news of Powner ?

“ No, not worth calling news,” answered the
deteetive, ** but I am satisfied he is still in the
neighbourhood., The puzzle is, what part of
it ?

“ Do vou keep a watch over his home ? "

“ No, but I visit it occasionally, and the
silkken thread I glued to the door and windows
remains unbroken. Nobody has been thcere
since the burial of poor Ralph.” o

“ Putting the silk there was very artiul)’
said Tom. * You will try to catch Moore,

hope ? ‘
; 52 ‘lx]'es, if he comes to  the well,” said the
detective, ** he will be taiken, What is the old
saying—' the thief who goes often to the well
is copped at last’? 7 r

“ No. that is not quite rizht,” laughed Tom.
“ but it will do for this case. When shall I know
what has been done ? ™ _ _

“ Not until the morning,” replied Detective
Clark. * Probably Moore will not visit the
well before midnight, owing to the moon. ¥You
will hear what has been done the first thing.

Tom bade him good evening, and hurried off
as the bell was summm}tmg him t?l ?S? ecvening

al. which he was quite prepare ! _
mg}li’pph:g into his seat at-the table by the side
of Sam, he told him, in a few words, what had

taken place. ) _ )
A chep it quiet,” said Tom, “in case Moore

is not taken. It is possible there may be a hitch
in the business,’:

Sam promised to say nothing, and both
devoted themselves to assuaging their appetites
tor the next ten minutes or so.

There were two waiters now at the “ festive
board " instead of one—the boy Perks and
Wooden Jerry.

Perks was about sixteen years of age, small
and wiry, and, although country born and bred,
had little orf the rustic lad about him.

[n the matter of nose he was really aristo-
cratic, for it was a very large nose, of the shape
known as Roman.

He had a short body, but long arms and legs,
and he had a habit of flapping his arms occa-
stonally as an old rooster does his wings,

He was the head waiter, and he let Jerry
know it, civing his orders in 2 manner that was
extremely editying to the boys, but always in

& quiet tone s0 as not to reach Mr., YWrasper's

ear,

Jerry had a bjg face, but for all that the
amount. of malevolent hatred of Perks he
crowded into it was amazing,

“There ought to be some {un got out of
Peorks versus Jerry,” said Sam,

*“* There will be, if ever we et time to attend
to them,” replied Tonm. -

Tired after their outing, the boys went early
to bed, and Wooden Jerry also went to bed as
soon as he had got through his work under the
direction of Perks, who stood by with his hands
in his pockets, looking on while Jerry laboured.

Jerry had just pulled the blankets round him,
and was about. to blow out the candle which
stood on a chair beside his bed, when he dis-
tinctly saw the handle of the door move.

Now, that door-handle had from time ims-
memorial been out of order. It needed
humouring, otherwise you might turn and turn
without getting the door to open.

That was what was happening now., Who-
ever was on the other side of the door was
having trouble with that uncertain handle.

So Jerry had to lay there trembling, watch-
ing it move, And, as the handle was of brass,
and caught a glint from the lighted candle,-it
looked fo Jerry like a moving eye.

But at last the handle acted, and Jerry saw
the door cautiously pushed open.

Then a man’s head appeared,

1t was the head of Posh Powner ! |

But how changed from the Posh Powner of
old! His cheeks were now thin and ghastly
pale, while his eyes were sunk deep in their
sockets, -

;The poacher entered the room, caretully
closed the door behind him, then whispered
hoarsely : '

“Quick !
ished ! 2

*“Is it y0-0-OuU—Or—your
mered Jerry. |

*“It's me,” returned the poacher, ** or what's
left. of me. 1 want something to éat. Get up
and feteh it.:

As he spoke he came creeping into the roomn,
and with a sigh that was half a groan, sank into
a sitting position on the bed.

(To be continued.)

Get me some grub! I'm fam-

ghost ? 27 stame
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