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GREAT NEWS FOR THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE.

This Badge 1s offered free of all cost to Members of The St. Frank’s League.
It is beautifully finished in red, blue and white, and is a splendid little emblem
for the buttonhole.

By this Badge, members of the League will easily recognise one another. To
cbtain it, simply send a request to the Chief Officer, quoting your League Num-
ber, and enclosing a stamped envelope addressed to yourself. Send your request to:

THE CHIEF OFFICER,
THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE,
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
GOUGH HOUSE,
GOUGH SQUARE, -
LONDON, E.CA4.

MARK YOUR LETTER « BADGES” IN THE TOP LEFT-HAND CORNER.

Further particulars are given on page 23.
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. By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

The Boys of St. Frank’s are right in the thick of the fighting

in China—this stirring long

complete yarn of Schoolboy

Adventure will keep you thrilled.
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CHAPTER 1.
READY
D](']{ HAMILTON, the popular captain

FOR TIIE DASIH,

of the Remove at St. Frank’s, leaned
over the Wanderer's rail, and looked
up at the rocky sides of the gorge.

“Not a Chink m sight,”” he said, with satis-
faction, “Jloo Chow's men scem to have
given us up as a bad job.” |

“They’'re too busily occupied elsewhere, if
you ask me,” declared Tommy Watson.
“There's a war on, don’t forget, and if all
we hear is true, Yung Li Chang's armies are
sweeping across the country in iheir thou-
sands.”

“Begad! It's a frightfy
tion now, dear old bLoys#88d Siv DMMontie
Tregellis-West happily.  “Heére we are, all
safely on the vacht, an’ before long we shall
be escapin’ from this beastly country alto-
gother, I've had enough of China to last me
all my life—I have, really!”

“Same here,”’ agreed Watson, nodding.

“We'vre not clear of China yet, though—
not by long chalks,”” Dick Hamilton reminded
them. *“Dr, I'oo Chow 1sn’t the kind of man
to let us slip away without giving us a parting
kiss.  Oniy his kiss will probably take the

gdiferent posi-

form of a smashing attack. Thank goodness,
we're well prepared.™

He glanced round, and felt more confident.
At various points of the decks there were
machine-guns in readiness, with sailors 1in
charge. Every man within sight was carry-
mg a revolver at his belt, and there were
stacks of rifles in handy positions. :

“I hear they're preparing a meal down in
the saloon,” said Reggie Pitt cheerfully, as
he came along. “ By Jove, I'm ready for it,
too! How long is it since we've caten 7

“No good asking me,”" said Dick, smiling.
“I've lost count of the hours during all this
excitement. I know it’s late afternoon, and
I know that we shall soon be steaming up
river into safe country. Why worry about
anything else 7"’

“That's one way of looking at things,’
agreed the junior skipper of the West Housce.
“Isn't 1t simply glorious to be back on these
dear old decks? Foo Chow and his marble
palace can go to the dickens! It's like home,
being aboard the Wanderer again.”

“Dick thinks we shall have some more
ighting,”’ said Tommy Watson. ““ He reckons
that Too Chow's teeth aren’t drawn. What's
yvour opinion, Reggie ?”

¥
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Pitt looked thoughtful,

“I think that Dick’s probably right,” he
replied slowly.
 “But, hang 1t, Foo Chow’s men are on the
run, and Yung Li Chang’s troops are swarm-
ing cverywhere,” protested Tommy. * Why,
there’s no need to go up river even. We're
in the midst of friends!”

Dick chuckled.

“I'm afraid you take a few things for
granted, old son,”” he said gently. “To begin
with, these reports about Yung Li Chang’s
troops are rumours, more or less. And
Chinese soldiers are Chinese soldiers, which-
ever gencral they're fighting under, and I've
no great faith in ’em!”

. 'Tommy Watson stared.

v “Why, you think Yung Li Chang’s army
might mutiny, or something?”’ he asked.

, ‘*No, of course not; but these Orientals are
queer beggars,” replied DPick. “They don’t
conduct a war in the same way as we should.
There’s never any telling with them. And,
as I said, these invading treops are cxactly
the same kind of men as Foo Chow’s scldiers.
'They’re primitive Celestials—Chinese from
the intevior province of Hu Kiang.”

Tommy Watson was rather startled. He
had certainly been taking things for granted.
Yung Li Chang was the Governor of the
neighbouring province of Hu IKiang, and,
incidentally, he was the distinguished father
of Yung Ching, the Chinese boy in the St.
Frank’s Remove. He was the friend of Lord
Dorrimore’s holiday party, and it was certain
that he would be grateful to them for all they
had done on behalf of his son.

“Again, how do we know that *Chang’s
nmen will be friendly 7’ went on Dick. “How
do we know that they won’t chop our heads

off, or somecthing pleasant like that? Thesc
Chinese troops have rummy ways.”’
“But, hang 1t, Yung Li Chang 1is our

friend.”

“Ie may be, Tommy, but his soldiers are
uncducated heathens,”” said Dick Hamileon,
“And when they’re mad with the battle-fever
—as they probably will be, if they sweep over
this particular neighbourhood—they won’t
make any nice points about friends. To them
we're just ¢ foreign devils,” and they’ll prob-
ably think it great fun to indulge in a little
massacre.” '

“Begad! You’re frightfully pessimistic,
dear old fellow,” said Sir Montie, adjusting
his pince-necz, and gazing at Dick with severe
disapproval. “There’s surely no need to be
so blessed morbid 7

Dick Hamilton laughed.

“Rats!” he grinned. “I'm just pointing
out a fcw hard facts, that’s all.  There's
nobody more checrful than 1 am: but take my
advice, and be ready for anything. We're
still in  China, and that’s bad enough of
itself.”’

As a matter of fact, Drck’s words were not
only shrewd, but indicative of sound know-
ledge. The Wanderer was moored in mid-
strcam, up this unknown Chinese river. She
was far inland, away from ail possible means

of white succour, 'True, her normal crew
were < full possession, and she was well
armed, 1n case of a fight.

Jut the only possible friends wereo
yellow friends. The armies of Dr. Foo Chow
were deadly enemies, and the war lord of this
great territory would do everything in hig
power to revenge himsclf for the manner in
which his white ““ guests *’ had tricked him.

Yung Ia Chang, the opposing war lord—
the general who was now leading these in-
vading troops into I'oo Chow’s country—was
a real friend. He liked the DBritish, and his
only son was a pupil of St. I'rank’s. Loxd
Dorrimore’s party had got itself- into all this
trouble, too, on purpose to rescue the un-
happy Yung Ching from torture, so his
father's friendship was inevitable. But his
swarming troeps were, when all was said and
done, mo less heathen than Foo Chow’s
soldiers. The sooner the yacht was out of this
war zone, the better,

Until this very afternoon, the St. Frank’s
party had been prisoners in Dr. IFoo Chow’s
palace. DBut now they were {ree—they had
scized the Wanderer from the hands of her
Chinese guards, and had formed themselves
mto an independent force. 'This coup had
only been possible by rcason of Yung Ii
Chang’s dramatic invasion. Mr. Nelson Lee
had suggested a quick move, and everybody
had responded valiantly.

Thus, the holiday party was itsclf again.

Even Mdward Oswald Handforth, the vola-
tile leader of Study D, was on board. He had
been rescued from the city of Yang I'u, where
he had been cruelly tortured in a crude
weoden cage. The redoubtable Handy was
now in his cabin below, sound aslecep. Tor
once he had no objections to make. Dead
beat, rest was the only medicine he required,

But the unfortunate Yung Ching was not
on board. He had been wrested from Foo
Chow’s clutches, and had been placed in the
hands of a friendly Chinaman named Ah
Fong. But Ah Iong’s modest house was
some miles away, and so Yung Ching was
still absent. Many of the juniors were. won-
dering if he was safe.

Lord Dorrimore came along the deck, look-
ing cheerful and happy.

““Grub !”’ he said briefly.

“Is dinner ready, sir?’ asked Dick.

“I’'m not sure whether it’s dinner, or tea,
or what,” replied his lordship. ‘‘ Anyhow,
it's a decent, Christian meal, and not one of
these Chinesejilierors. You’d better go down
an’ grab whil y grabbin’s gcod.”

He passed o d came across Mr. Pelton,
the third engincer, just as the latter was
cmerging from the oily depths of the engine-
room,

“Skipper abeout
Pelton.

“Look here, my lad. what’s wrong?” said
Dorrie, with a keen look. ““Out with it! We
ought to have been steamin’ up river by this
time, an’ we’re still anchored. What’s the
trouble 7*’

anywhere, sir 7’ asked Mr,

Pelton wiped his perspiring hbrow,
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“Pretty bad, sir,”’ he said. “The chiet
reckons we shan’t be able to get a move on
until early morning.’’

“Good gad!” said Dorrie.

name, why not?”
- “Those cursed Chinks, sir!” snapped the
third engincer viciously. ‘‘We cleared them
all off the vacht, but not before some of them
had done a hcap of damage in the .engine-
room. We didn’t know anything about 1t
until we made an examination. TI've been
told to come and report to the captain.”

Dorrie led him along to the other side of
the deck, where Nelson Lee was talking with
Barry Stokes and Captain Burton. They were

“In wonder's

all looking rather tired, but eminently
pleased.
. “Ah, DPelton—good news?” asked the

skipper, in his bluff way. “I’'ve ncticed the

steamm. We'll be getting a move on at once,
eh? Plenty of pressure?’’

The third engineer looked at Dorrie rather
helplessly.

“Leave it to me, old man,”” said his lord-
ship. “The fact is, skipper, we’re up against
a snag. These dirty Chinks have been makin’
a mess of the engine-room. We can't shift
for some hours—not until carly mornin’.”

“Is this an absolute fact, Mz. Telton?”
asked Nelson Lee sharply.

“Afraid so, sir.” ,

Captain Burtos growled deep down in his
throat.

“This 1¢ ugly, gentlemen,” he said, with
deep concern, “Good heavens, that mcans
we're helpless for six or seven hours!”

*The chief reckons eight hours, sir,”
Pelton.

“You're quite right, captain, it's ugly,”’
sald Nelson Lee quietly, “A delay of any
kind 1s bad cnough, but—ecight hours! Well,
I hardly know what to say. Koo Chow’'s men
will have a chance to blow us to bits. Had't
we better go and sce the chief at once,
captain 1’

“We're going now,’’ replied Captain Burton
grimly.

But Mr. Mackenzie, the chief enginecr, was
unable to give any cheering report. Smoth-
ered in grecase, with the perspiration strcam-
ing dovwn his oily cheeks, he faced the captain
with a sct jaw,

“Thev’ve caused more damage than I can
explain,”” he declared. “I'd no idea of it
until we were getting ready to start. I'm
thinking it’'ll be dawn before we've got things
shipshape, and it’ll mcah sweating work for
all of us, without a minut pst, tod. But
we'll do our best.” 3 3

Later, Nelson Lee sat in ain Burton’s
cabin, i company with Lord Dorrimore and
Mr. Beverley Stolkes,

“It only shows that we mustn’t be too
optimistic,” said the schoolmaster-detective,
“It’s nearly nightfall, and, if I'm a judge of
Foo Chow, he will make an attemp: to
revenge himself during the hours of darkness.
‘We must be constantly on the alert.”

“Well, there's surely no need to worry?”
asked PBarry Stokes. ‘“We're all on board,

?

said

including my wife and all the Moor View
girls. At least, we're one intact party. And
we've plenty of machine-guns and men.”’

“Why, if ten thousand of these heathens
triced to board the yacht, we could keep them
at bay,”’ declared Dorrie cheerfully. * What
on carth’s the matter, Lee? DPersonally, I'm
not worryin’ in the least. With these decks
benecath my feet, I feel as safe as houses.”’

Nelson Lee was looking positively pale.

“I'm thinking of something else,”” he said
quietly.

CHAPTER 2.
NELSON LEE’S FEAR.

ORD DORRIMORE stared.
“Somethin’ else?” he re-

peated. ““Now, as man to
man, what 1s exactly
behind that cryptic Te-

mark ? Out with it, old scout!”

But Lee shook his head.

“INot yet, Dorrie,” he replied. “1I want to
think. DPerhaps I am necedlessly worried. Go
and get something to eat—the gong went long
ago. We'll have another chat later.”

And Nelson Lee strolled out of the cabin,
and went on the promenade deck.

“I don’t like that,” said Mr. Stokes, rub-
bing his chin.

“Neither do I,”" growled Dorrie. “Lee’s a
shrewd customer. He’s got about four times
my brains, and he can think of things. Now,
I wonder what he’s got in his head ¥’

“It's no good asking me,”” said Barry
Stokes, with a smile. *‘Personally, I thought
we were 11l a pretty comfortable position, and
the delay of a few hours won't make much
difference. In any case, what could we do
to-night ¥ I don’t see Lee’s point at all.”

Nelson Lee remained alone on deck, staring
up that sinister gorge. The country just here
was wild and rugged, with steep rocks rcar-
ing their heads on high. Lower down the
river the country was fair, with cultivated
lands spreading as far as the eye could sec,
with picturesque Chinese towns and villages
nestling among the rice fields and woods.
The city of Yang I'u was comparatively ncar
by, too. |

But here the scenery was shut off by the
menacing rocks.” It was Dr. Foo Chow's
stronghold. In full sight was the rocky island
on which he had built his great palace, and
which could be only reached from the main-
land by tneans of a drawbridge. Higher up
the river, moored against a concrete quay,
was a graccful-looking stcam yvacht. She was
the Dragon—Dr. Foo Chow’s private yacht,
And Nelson Lee’s gaze was fixed upon her.

“I wonder ?” he muttered. “It surprises
me why no move has been made. We have
only to thank the general confusion for our
present safety.”

He turned away, still with that pale expres.
sion, still with a light of acute anxiety in hiy
eves. He decided to go back to Lord Dorii-
more and Barry Stokes. On the way he
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Church and MceClure, of the

* he asked,

came  across
Remove,

" Well,

smiling

‘Sleeping like a log, sir,”” said Church.
“There’s a terrible gmze on his neck, and
his flesh 1s all swollen up, too; but that cing-
ment you gave us scothed him mmnllou ey,
He says he’ll be himself to'morrow.

““Handforth was always an optimist,”” said
Nelson Lee. ‘I charge you two boys with
looking after him. On no account let him
get up.  He must remain in bed the whole of
to-morrow, whether he likes it or not. He's
had a nasty experience, and he's not merely
physically exhausted, but mentally tortured.
A long rest is cssential.”’

“ Leave 1t to us, sir,” said MceClure.  “Mrs.
Stokes has been arranging things, too. Some
of the girls are going to talm it 1n turn, to-
morrow, to nurse him,”

. "“He ought to be well content to remain in
bed, then,” smiled Nelson Lee. ** Have you
b()}a becen down to the saloon for your meal?”’

*Not yet, sir.”

“Then hurry up; there’s,no telling when
you may get the next.”

'They went, forgetting the detective’s words
almost at once. But Lee himself pondered
over them,

“There’s more truth in that remark than
they believe,”” he muttered. ‘“ Here they are,
preparing gaily for to-morrow’s activities, and
there may be no to-morrow at all! Heavens,
how wonderful it is to have the serene men-
tality of youth! Toor boys, they’ve no con-
ception of the actual danger!”

He went back into the captain’s cabin, and
Lord Dorrimore and Mr. Stokes had now
been joined by Captain”Burton himself.

‘I hear you’re a bit worried, Mr. Lee?”
asked the skipper.

““Not. without reason,”
“1To tell you the truth,
to say what is in my mind. I have a horror
of being classed as a pessimist. FPerbaps my
fears are glound]cs‘s-—-pelhapq fh]q delay will
not be so serious as I believe.”

“Yang it, man, what ere you getting at?”
asked Dorrie.

“Simply this, Dorrie,”” replied Lee.
ave caught between two stools. We're either
in t]u, tnmg pan or in the fire—one or the
othoer.’

“Thut’s deucedly luecid,”’ growled his lord-
ship tartly.

*This is the position,”” continued Lee. *If
we decide to take everybody ashore we shall
probably fall into the hands of 1foo Chow’s
soldiers, with such results that I dare not even
think of them. And if we remain on board—
safe, as you all appear to think—we may be
lnllcd at any minute.”

Everybody in that cabin recognised the
gravity in Nelson Lec’s tone, and they all
looked at him with sudden concentration.

“I must confess, I don’t follow,” said Mr.
Stokes quietly. ““Why should we even think
of leaving the yacht, Mr. Lee ?”

boys, how 1s Handforth ?

2

rerplied Lee quietly.
I am very reluctant

’

22

‘@ \-v-e‘

“Because 1t might be more dangerous to
remain on board.”

*But, in the name of ecternity,
dema.ndol Dorrie.

“ Because the Dragon is lying uuhm two
dozen cable- lengtlm of us—because she 1s pro-
vided with "heavy artillery!” replied Lce
grimiyv. ‘“'That’ s why, Dorrie.”’

“Good glory I’ gasped his lerdship, “ You
—you don’t mean——"

why 2’

“Yes, I do.”
“Mr. Lee, vou're right,” said (‘aptain
Buwrton, setting his teeth, and nodding. *‘ Dy

all the stars, youre right!”

“I cannot understand why we have escaped
so far,”” went on Nelson Lee. *“ Perhaps Foo
Chow is reluctant to destroy this vacht. HHe
wants it for himseclf, possibly; but I do not
accept that as a good suggestion, Le such a
millionaire as Koo Chow 1t would be nothing.
No, we can thank this present confusion for
our salvation.”

He paused, and looked at them intently.
“But how long will this confusion last?”’
he went on, ** _\ly one hope of cscape was to
take 1mmediate advantage of the situation.
But anything might happen between now and
dawn. I tell you, gentlemen, I am positive ly

frightened.’’

“Not for yourself,”
“You're thinkin’ of the young p('op]{‘ eh 1”7

“By a merciful Providence, wc've come
through these adventures without any loss of
life,” continued Lee. ‘‘That sort of thing
can’t go on for ever, Dorric. Until this after-
noon, IFoo (Chow made a pretence of being
our host; but we have definitely ended that
farce now. He was an enemy before—but a

growled Dorrie,

suave, polite enemy, lt pleased him to play
with us in order to amuse himself; but will
he play any longer? I'm afraid not. It will

give hlm greater pleasure to blow us to
cternity.”

“This 1s a frightfully disturbin’
growled Dorrie,

“If 1t was only disturbing, it wouldn't
matter,”” returned Lee, with a faint smile.
““One shell from that big gun on the Dragon’s

foredeck would shatter our plates to {rag-

Ebusiness,”’

ments. Two shells would sink us in less than
a minute. And can you imagine what havoc
that gunfire would ecause at such (.']'0‘30

quarters? At thig very moment, while we’re
sitting here, the first shell may come! Do
you wonder that I am worried, with all these
young people aboard, calmly making light-
hearted plans for to-morrow 7’

Everybody w Was: _silent.

“Gad, now @gmderstand why you were so
deucedly upset®™when you heard about that
delay,” said Lord Dorrimore, after an appre-
ciable spell. ' You think of everythin’, Lee!
'lhl‘; infernal possibility never occurred to
me.’

“But 1t’s more than a possibility, Doriie -
it’s a probability,” declared N:lson Lee. **1
tell you, we're helpless! 1 don’t know what
to suggest, or what to do! We can’t tako
these boys and girls ashore, for that nught
mean something worse than death, And lLicre
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With every ounce of his sirength, Handy drove his fist at the jaw of the executioner.

we've got to wait, hour after hour, until
those cugines are repaired. Don’t you see
how different it would have been if we could
have made an immediale move?”

“Yes, now you come to put it like that,
there’s no misunderstanding,”” said Mr. Stokes
siowly. ‘‘Perhaps the dammage in the engine-
room was deliberately caused—I mean, with
the deliberate purpose of keeping us here so
that the Dragon could blow us to bits.”

““In that case, why are we still whole?”
asked Dorrie. .

‘““ Perhaps the gunuers are not available,”
replied Lee. “‘Or—-and this is far more pro-
bable—they have received no definite orders
from Foo Chow. I think we can accept tne
latter theory as the reason for our present
safety.
no doubt. But as soon as he learns of our
predicament he will not delay a minute in
giving precise orders.”’

TLord Dorrimore was rathersaghast.

““The man’s a devil, but, hang it, he
surely wouldn’t blow us to fragments in cold
blood ?”’ he asked. “I’ll admit your theory
is a likely one, Lee, but isn’t it just a little
too bloodthirsty ?”’

‘““Dorrie, you’ve been in China before—and

you know the Chinese,” he said. ‘' Isn’t that
question of yours rather unnecessary? Man
alive! A massacre of that sort would please
Foo Chow’s heart more than anything! The
Chinese can be jovial, kindly, and charitable—

L

L e—

oo Chow is elsewhere—in Yang Fu, |

i
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j The brute staggered
as he was swinging the sword down, and the cruel edgs of the blade just missed Ah Fong’s head.

but they are also capable, when dealing wita
an enemy, of being utter fiends.”

“I suppose veu're right,”’” admitted Dorrie
grudgingly. “But why hasn’t the brute
acted? Why is he still holding his fire 7"’

““Because Yung Li Chang’s invasion has
taken him completely by surprise,”” said Lee.
““He is spending all his time in gelting his
troops into order—in organising a defensive
barrier against the enemy hordes. But when
he learns of our position, he’ll take swift
action. Ile’ll realise, at once, that it will Le
a mere sacrifice of life to storm this yacht.
He Lknows that we have machine guns and
rifles.  So he won’t attempt to seize the
Wanderer again. No, he’ll utilise those heavy
| guns—and we can only wait!”’

Lord Dorrimore’s eyes suddenly blazed.

“By glory!”’ he shouted. ‘‘Why should we
wait? Why not take the bull by the horns,
and seize this opportunity while it lasts?”

CHAPTLR 3.
DOBRRIE'S DARING SUGGESTION.
ORRIE was the centre of all
eyves. |

“I don’t quite follow,”

said Nelson Lee.
“Why, man, isn't it

obvious ?”’ went on his lordship auickly., “I’'m
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not usually good at ideas, but this one
strikes me as bein’ a corker! We daren’t go
ashore, an’ by remainin’ on board we’re just
waitin’ for the Dragon’s gunfire! In other
words, there’s no choice—we’re between the
devil an’ the deep sea. Our only reason
for bein’ alive now is that Foo Chow’s
gunmers haven't received any orders. Why
not act owrselves—instead of waitin’ for Foo
Chow to act?”’

“You mean, raid the Dragon?’’ asked Lee
sharply.

‘““ Absolutely !”’

““By James, Dorrie, 1t is certainly a daring
suggestion!” said Lee. “Indeced, 1t is &
brilliant plan! We can’t possibly remove
those guns, but we can render them useless!”

“*That’s exactly my idea,”” grinned his lord-
ship gleefully. ‘‘Let’s call for volunteers, an’
get up a raidin’ party of about twenty men.
In Heaven’s name, why wait here to be
blown to smithereens when we can spike the
‘guns, an’ make them about as useful as
scrap-iron 77’

‘“1t’s the best possible plan, gentlemen,”
declared Captain Burton. ‘“‘Even if we lose
three or four men—and we must be prepared
for such a disaster—it will be better than
waiting here idle. And while we’re about
it, couldn’t we grab the Dragon’s pilot 7’

ILee nodded.

““A good suggeslion, captain, but I doubt
if the man would be of any use to us,” he
replied. “‘Indeed, it is more than likely that
he would deliberately pile us on to the
nearest rock. 1t will be quite suflicient if we
disable the guns. And this plan must be
kept quite secret. We don’t want the boys
or girls to even suspect what is in the wind.
They are happy and comfortable ‘now—deluded
into the belief that we are secure, Let them
go to sleep peacefully.”

“T'hat’s my idea, too,” said Lord Dorri-
more approvingly. ‘‘Now, Lee, what about
this raid? Don’t leave me out of it, or you
an’ I will be enemies from now on. An’
don’t forget Umlosi. The old beggar’s made
a new spear for himself—a regular beauty,
too. He’s worth half a dozen ordinary men
in a hand-to-hand scrap.”

““IIe’s worth a dozen,” said Lee, with con-
viction. ‘‘These Chinamen are superstitious
brutes, and Umlosi’s fame has already been
spread. The Chinamen are beginning to re-
gard him as a sort of black demon, and
they’ll flee at the very sight of him.”

Mr. Stokes suddenly uttered an ejaculation,

“Talking about demons, why not play on
the superstitions of these heathens stiil
more 7’ he asked keenly. ‘‘This raid, I take
it, 18 to be undertaken in total darkness—
say, in about a couple of hours from now?”’

‘““Sooner, if possible, but we must wait
until the young people are quiet for the
night,”” replied Lee. ‘““And it will take at
least an hour to get ready. Well, Barry 7”

“Well, couldn’t we wear nothing but bath-
g costumes, and swim to the Pragoni’
asked Myr. Stokes. “The current is strong,

but there are plenty of good swimmers amonyg
the crew. And in that way we could make
a silent approach—without the Dragon’s moen
guessing a thing until we were actuaily
swarming aboard. A boat, on the other
hand, would be a first-class target for rille
fire.””

“Barry, old man, there must be somecthi:’
about tliuz cabin,”” said Lord Dorrimore, shak-

ing his head. “We're all bristhin’ with
brainy notions!”’

“But wait a minute—I haven’t fhched
vet,”” said the vyoung Housemaster. *If

there’s such a thing as luminous paint on
board, we might decorate ourselves with gre-
tesque, horrifying designs. Imagine tho
result! What will these Chinamen do when
we swarm over the Dragon’s rail? We shail
look like a collection of river demons!”

" This suggestion may make all the differ-
ence between success and failure,” said
Nelson Lee, his eyes gleaming. *‘The Chinese
believe that a viver swarms with evil spir:its
—that the carth, too, has its own particular
set of wicked demons. The eftcct upon their
morale—when they see us emerging from the
water—will be terrific. It is even possible thaz
they will flee in utter terror without showiug
fight.”

“That’s bad,”’
don’t want to be dished out of a serap

“If it’s all the saume to you, Dorrie, the
less scrapping the betfer,”” retorted Lee grimly,
“TI shall be very sorry for Umlos: 3f las
intended victims bolt, but I am not guite so
bloodthiisty as he i1s. If we can make ths
a bloodless victory, all the better. Qur c¢bject
is Lo destroy the effectiveness of those guns—
not to kill Chinamen! We shall only adopt
the latter course if our lives are threatencd.
But can this scheme be put into effect ?”’

“It can!”’ said Dorrie. “You seem fo
forget that I've got a fully equupped chemical
laboratory on this yacht, old man. I may
mention that I had it installed especially for
your benefit—knowin' your likin’ for messin’
about with ‘stinks’ an’ similar abominations,.
Go an’ prepare your demon-fire as scon as you
like. We’ve only got to let you loose in that
lab, for half an hour, an’ Heaven knows what
youw’ll produce!”

Nelson Lee smiled.

“ At any rate, I think I shall produce some-
thing effective,”” he said. *‘‘Captain Bunrton,
will you call for volunteers? I suggest that
Mr. Stewart should accompany us, and that
Lord Dorvimore should remain on board.”

said his lordship. “*Wo

|1'J

“Then you can suggest somethin’ else!”
said Dorrie indignantly.
“But you ought to stay, old man,” urged

Lee. “lIn case anything happens, you, at
least, will be left with the young people——""
“Rats!”’ interrupted his lordship. “Yom
can’t swindle me cut of a first-class joy-ride
in that cool, off-hand way. We’ll get back
safely enough, don’t you fear!™
“If you are fully determined
“1I’'m absolutely firm!”’ retorted Dorrie.
“In that case, I know it's perfectly uselcss




THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

to argue,” said Lee. ““Well, I'll get below,
and see about those ‘demon’ preparations.
Have the men get ready, skipper!”

“They'll be ready!” promised
Burton.

Undoubtedly, the whole plan was daring
and of promise. The danger was a positive
one, for at any moment the Dragon might
open fire. And at such close range as this, ar

Captain

miss was abszolutely impossible.  Dr. Foo
Chow would have no mercy on his late
“guests.”’

Within five minutes the Wanderer was

quictly bustling with added life. Alveady the
engineers were working against time to repair
the damage to the engine-room. And now
the other members of the crew were called
upon to do their share. Not that they
needed mach urging.

Even the stewards were eager to voluntear
their services for this pight adventure. DBut
there were enongh men without them—trust-
worthy satlors, all of whom were powertul
Swinmers.

[t wasn’t dark, even yet, although the glow
of daylight was fading in the distant sky.
The whole surrdundings seemed singularly
peaceful—but the distant booming of gunfire
told its own story. Somewhere across that
rugged landscape the armies of Yung Li
Chang were penetrating deeper and deeper
into Foo Chow’s territory. °©

““Hallo, sir! Anything in the wind ?”’ asked
Dick Hamilton, as he came across Mr. Stokes
hurrying along the deck.

The young Housemaster paused.

“You're too cute, my son!” he said
severely. '

“I suppose that means there 13?7 said
Dick.

“As a matter of fact, yes,” growled Barry
Stokes.  “1 wasn’t going to tell any of you

voungsters about it, but youw've trapped me.
Just a bit of a raid on the Pxagon by some
of our men. This is strictly in confidence,
and I'm trusting you to keep it mum.™
“Right you ave, sir,” replied Dick,
understand, 1'd love to go;
murtyr, and stay behind. The other fellows
would only be jealous if I went without
them. And 1 suppose they’d be justified,
too. I thought we should be well under
stcam ‘before now, though,” he added,.

“Yes—just a little trouble down in the
engine-room,” said Mr. Stokes carelessly,
“Well, don’t forget to keep it quiet, Dick.”

“All right, sir. Where’s the guv'nor?”

“You'll find him down in the labora-
tory—— T oughtn’t to have told you that,
though,” he aded. “Still, T suppose you’re
in a different position to the others.”

Mr. Stokes hurried off before he could be
questioned further, and Dick grinned to him-
self.  But before he went down to the
laboratory, something else happened, and
anade his visit to Nelson liee imperative,

“

but I’ll be ra |

CHAPTER 4.
HANDFORTII THE TIRELESS,

ALTER CIHURCH leane
concernedly over the still
evenly breathing form o
his leader,

“Poor old Handy!” he
murmured softly. *Sleeping like a top
Maec. He’s properly done up.”

Handforth's chums were both by the bed
side, aud their comfortable cabin was quivl
and peaceful. Only one small electric light
was glowing, and this was shaded. Arnolc
McClure nodded sympathetically.

“He’s had a terrible time!” he breathed.
“We've got to let him sleep for about twenty-
four solid hours. Iiven then he won’t be
fit for anything. Toor old chap, he's had
the dickens of a time!”

They had just come to bed themselves, andl
were pleased to find that Idward Oswald
Handforth was slumbering peacefully. Only
Handforth’s bulldog-like vitality had saved
him from a real breakdown. He had had no
real sleep for many long hours, and he had
been imprisoned in a Chinese torture cage,
and even now his neck was badly swollen and
raw. Bandages were swathed round him.

“Yes, he’s soundly off for the night,” mut-
tered Church. “Well, I suppose we’d better
get undressed ourselves, Mac.”

“Yes, rather,” said McClure.
Handy! I wouldn’t wake him
worlds <

“No need to,” said Handforth, opening
his eves. ‘“What’s the idea—gassing about
me as though I were half dead?”

“We—we  thought you were asleep,
Handy,” said Church tenderly “You've
got to keep quiet, and you mustn’t disturb
yourself on agy account. Take it easy id

“Rats!” interrupted Edward Oswald, as he

“Goad old

up for

sat up. “Whoa! My neck feels a bit stiff,
but I’m all right otherwise. YWhat’s the
time? I feel like getting dressed o

“You can’t!” said McClure in alarm.

“Why can’t I?2"

“Because vou're not well enough——

“PDon’t talk pifile!” interrupted Handfortl
tartlyv. “I've had a long sleep, and now 1'm
as fit as a fiddle. You chaps are up, so I'll
get up. It’s nearly breakfast-time, anyhow.”

“You hopeless chump, it’s only just got
dark'!” interrupted McClure. “You haveu’t
been to slesp for more than four hours

“Plenty!” interrupted IHandiorth coolly.
“Only sluggards and weaklings need more
than four lLours! Besides, I've got to get
up. Dve just thought of something. Arc
we still in the same position—in the river?”

“}.rﬂ.?, but—-»>:1

“Everything quiet ?”

“Yes, of course, but

“No sign of Foo Chow’s dirty Chinks?”

3

1R

“No, but—’
“Not so many ‘buts,’ you ass!” said
t Handforth, “You can’t say a word withoui
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adding a “but’!
at me like dead fish, either,
wmy mind to get up, and

““Handy, you must be feverish inter-
rapted Church gently. *‘Lie down, and go
lo sleep again. We've got strict orders to
keep you in bed., You mustn’t get up under
any circumstances—cither to-night or to-mor-
row. You've got to have thirty-six hours’
sleep straight off.”

Handforth glared.

‘““ Any more funny jokes?’ he asked tartly.

“But this is serious N

“Rot!” said Xdward Oswald, pushing the
bedclothes back. “ Where’s my- clobber? I
don’t suppose I shall be able to wear a
proper collar, but that doesn’t matter much.
My hat! Do you think I'm going to stick
i bed just because I've got a stiff neck?”

“He’s not only feverish—he’s delirious!”
said McClure in alarm. *Handy, old man,
be calm! You—you don’t seem to under-
stand how serious it is. It’s bed-time—every-
body’s turned in. Go . to sleep until the
morning, at any rate——"

“ And waste the whole night?” demanded
Handforth. “I've made up my mind to lead
an expedition across country——"’ -

““He’s—he's properly ill!”’ panted Church.
“Quick, Mac—rush out and fetch somebody!
He hasn’t had enough trouble with these
beastly Chinamen—he wants to go out on
another expedition now!”

“If you go near that door, Mac, I'll smash
you!” said Handforth, leaping out of bgd.
“You—you silly dummies! There’s nothing
wrong with me now.
and I’'m perfectly fit.”

“frene’s coming to nurse you in the morn-
ing,” urged Church. “The girls are going
to take it in turn to sit by your bedside, and
give you medicine and things. Irene’s going
to nurse you for hours to-morgpw!”

They waited anxiously for the effect of this
information. To their minds, it would surely
constitute a concrete reason for Handforth’s
remaining an invalid. But one could never
tell with the leader of Study D. Ie looked
positively scared.

“That’s done it, then!” he said curtly.
“I'm getting up—now!”

“ But—but——"’

“That’s enough!” interrupted Handforth.
“My only topper! If you wanted to
thoroughly scare me, you’ve done it! So
that’'s what the girls have planned, is it—
to treat me as though I were at my last
gasp, and sit by my bedside, handing me
spoonfuls of medicine? Not likely!”

“But we thought you’d be keen on having
Irene as a nurse,” said McClure.

“Then you’d better get some oil, and lubri-
cate your thinking gear!” snapped Handforth
coldly. *“Irene’s a jolly ripping girl, and 1
want her to look upon me as a healthy chap,
and not as a decrepit wreck. Ive fully re-
covered, and I mean to get busy!”

“Busy ?” echoed his chums.

It’s no gocd you looking

L]

‘!?

I’ve made up |

I’ve had a good sleep,

j cause, 1f not——="%

“Yesl"

“Busy on what?” demanded Church.

“You poor, pitiful idiots!” <caid Hand-
forth disparagingly. “You szelfish rotters!
Here we are, all comfortable and safe on the
Wanderer, and nobody’s even thought of
poor old Chingy.”

i C}'liﬂg}' 91

“I’ve been dreaming about him,” said
Handforth., “And after 1'd dreamed about
him I woke up and decided to act. Yon

seem to forget that Chingy was left with
Ah Fong, and that Foo Chow’s soldiers
might discover him at any hour. We've got
to get up a party, steal to Ah Fong's place
in the darkness, and bring Chingy back with
ug. Then we shall be all complete!”

“Well, it’s a jolly ripping idea, I'll admit,
but you can’t help,” said Church with abso-
lute firmness. “You mustn’t think of 1t,
Handy. T'll tell Dick Hamilton and Reggie
Pitt and some of the others, and we’ll see
what can be done. How’s that?”

“Rotten!” said Handforth promptly. ““You
can do a fat lot without me, can’t you? I'm
the only fellow who knows the way to Ah
Fong’s house.”

“Umlosi knows it.” :

“Perhaps he does,” admitted Handforth,
“but that’s not the point. Umlosi isn’t in
the Remove, and this has got to be a Remove
rescue. I'm -fed-up with jawing, so dry up,
and let me get dressed.”

Handforth’s chums looked on helplessly as
their leader prepared to deess himself. They
were amazed at his freshness. He had only
had three or four hours’ sleep, and he seemed
to be practically himself again, It was his
vitality and determination which made himn
so [resh.

And his plan regarding Yung Ching was
undoubtedly sound. After all, the holiday
party had come to China for the especial pur-
pose of saving - Yung Ching from his tor-
turers, And now the party was all com-
plete—with the exception of Yung Ching!

True, they had wrested him from his
captors, and had placed him in the safe
hands of a friendly Chinaman. But there
was always a haunting fear that his hiding-
place had been discovered, and that he had
again been taken captive. As a matter of
fact, there was something rather uncanny
i1 Edward Oswald Handforth’s obsession to
fetch him-—as Jater events were to prove.

" But for Handforth to go on this mission
himself was unthinkable. And while his
back was turned for a moment, Church took
the opportunity of slipping out of his cabin.
This was essentially a case to be placed before
Mr. Nelson Lee.

As luck would have it, Church ran into
Dick Hamilton just as the latier was about
to go down to the laboratory.

“Half a minute, Dick,”
hurriedly.

“ Anything important 2’ asked Dick. ** Be-

bb ]

said  Chureh
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“It 1317 said Church.  “That Hand-
forth, i1s getting up!”

“He’s doing what?”

“Dressing "

“Then go down and undress him again!™
said Dick Hamilton indignantly, “What on
earth is the matter with you chaps? Can’t
you look after him?"

“You might as well ask us to look aflter
a cyclone!” snorted Church. ‘ He's not only
dressing, but he’s keen on getting up a
rescue party to go and fetch Yung Ching.
Ie says that we’re all together now, and
that Chingy ought to be with us.” ‘

“Well, he's right there,” admitted Dick
thoughtfully. “But he’s dotty if he thinks
he can lead the expedition personally. Why,
he’s not fit to move from one side of the
deck to the other. Go down and put him
back to bed.”

Church glared.

“Come and try to do it yourself!” he re-

ass,

orted. “I’d rather put a grizzly bear to
D
bed! I tell you he’s as vigorous as ever he

was. and doesn’t seem to show any effects

of that awful torture at all! DMac and I
are nearly off our rockers with worry.
Where's Mr. Lee?”

[T

ro down and argue with Handy for a
advised Dick. “I'll tell the guv’nor,
~and we’ll soon have him effectively dealt
with. All youw’ve got to do is to keep him
quiet.” |

So Church went back, rather relieved.
Aund Dick Hamilton made his way down to
the laboratory, and found thé door locked.
This “lab.” had indeed been fitted up mainly
for Lee's benefit, for Lord Dorrimore was
quite lavish where his vacht was concerned,
and 1t was provided with practically every
innovation conceivable.

“Who is there?” came Nelson Lee's voice

bhit,”

curtly.

“Only me, sir.”

“All  right, young ’un-—yvou can go
awav "

“But this is urgent, sir,” insisted Dick.
“Handforth’s getting up, and he Insists upon
starting off for Ah Tong’s house, so that
he can bring Yung Ching back. - We want
vou to come and talk to hifth.”

The door was unlocked, and Dick Hamil-
ton went 1in.

CIHHAPTER 5b.
READY FOR THE RAID.

OR a moment Dick
back. fanning his face.

fell

“Phoo! 1 say, guv’'nor,
what an awful niff!” he
protested. < What on earth

have you been doing? These. chemicals are
enough to kill you! Fancy wvou making ex-
periments at a time like this!”

“It 13 not quite so Incongruous as you
might think,” retorted Nelson ILee. *“ As for
the unpleasant odour of the chemicals, that

s a mutor point compared to their effective.
ness.  Now, what’s this you told me about
Handforth ? I instructed Church and
MceClure to keep him in bed.”

“He won't stay there, sir, and the poor
chaps are worried stiff,” said Dick. “I ad-
vised them to keep Mandy arguing, while
I told you. Hadn’t you better go and have
a word with him, sir?” :

“Certainly not,” replied Nelson l.ee. “I
haven’t got time (o bother with Handforth
now; and, in any case, there is no fear of
his putting this wild idea into effect.”

“Handy’s a determined sort of chap, sir.”

“Nevertheless, he is physically incapable
of any such strenuous mission,” declared Lee.
“He will soon drop the whole business. 1

would speak to him myself, but I really
haven't time. There 15 something much

more important to be done.”

“Yes, sir; Mr. Stokes told me,” grinned
Dick.

“Oh, he did! That was very unwise &

“But. I guessed it first, guv’'nor,” inter-
rupted Dick. “I promised him U'd keep it
mum, 80 you needn’t worry. But what’s the |
exact reason for raiding the Dragon? Aren't
we satisfied with the 1Wanderer?” :

“ Perfectly satisfied; and that is the main
reason why we are going on this adventure,”
replied Lee. ‘“We shall disable the enemy’s
guns, my lad. They are a deadly menace to
us, particularly as we are compelled to re-
main at anchor until the engines are repaired.
At any moment those brutes may open fire
on us. We can’t leave such a thing to
chance.”

Dick’s eyes were gleaming.

“QGood luck to you, sir!” he said. “I wish
I could come; but I won’t be unreasonable.”

“Then go along and soothe that impulsive
Handforth,” adviced Tee. “Tell him that
Umlosi will be dispatched at the earliest pos-
sible moment to fetch Yung Ching. He need
not imagine that I have forgotten the unfor-
tunate boy. But we must deal with other
things first.”

Lec refused to waste any further time, and
Dick Hamilton made his way to Ilandforth
& Co.’s cabin. The leader of Study D was
not only fully dressed, but Tom Burtou,
Doyle, Scott, Buster Boots and Bob Christine
were with him, too. And they were all look-
ing cager and excited. -

“What’s the idea?” asked Dick, staring.

“We're going ashore with Handy,” said
Doyle. “He's going to lead us to that place
where Chingy 18, aud we're going to bring
him back.”

“And we don’t want any arguments,” said
Handfortlr pointedly. -_
“Look here, you fellows,” said Dick.
“Hmndforth isn’t fit for this job, and I'm
surprised at you for encouraging him. He
iieeds to stay in bed for another twenty-four
ours——"" » .
“That's what we told him, but he wouldn't
listen,”” interrupted Boots. “And I must say
he looks fit enough. After all, this business
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of rescuing Chingy is important, and Handy’s
the only chap who knows the way.”

“I’ve just come from Mvr. Lee,” said Dick
tartly. *“Umlosi is going after Yung Ching
later en, and there’s no need to worry about
him. In fact, I've got strict orders from
the guv’nor to keep you chained up, Handy.
Are you going to obey quietly, or shall we
use force?”’

“So Umlosi’s going later on, is he?” said
Handforth with heavy sarcasm. ‘ILater on?
And in the meantime poor old Chingy may
be collared! We can’t lose a minute, you
ass! I’ve made up my mind to go ahead
with this thing, and there’s an end of it.
S0 we don’t want any more of your rot!”

“Handy’s right,” said Doyle, **This thing
has got to be done.”

“Hear, hear!”

“We're with him, you know, Hamilton.”
“Dick looked at them in amazement.

“You—you mean to say that you're sup-
porting him in this mad suggestion?”’ he
asked Dblankly. ‘I don’t want to sneak on
you—I don’t want to tell the guv’nor—but
you don’t seem to realise the danger.”

“What danger?” asked DBools. ‘‘Ivery-
thing’s quiet now. Foo Chow and all his
troops have gone miles and miles away to
meet the enemy. Not our enemy, of course,
but his. Yung Li Chang’s soldiers are our
friends.”

“Don’t you make too certain of that,”
warned Dick. “Yung Li Chang himself is
our pal, and when he knows of our position
he may do everything in his power to help
us. But until then his armies are just as
liable to massacre us as Foo Chow’s men.
These Chinese are bloodthirsty beggars when
they’re worked up in a battle.”

**Oh, but there’s nothing for us to worry
about,” said Bob Christine. “I think Hand-

fortl’s jolly sporty to get out of bed like

this and . suggest rescuing Chingy. Don’t
forget that he’s the only fellow who knows
the way to Ah Foo’s piace—barring Umlosi.
And we thought it would be rather good to
do this job on our own.”

“Well, you caun’t do it,” growled Dick
curtly. “Myr. Lee’s given his orders, and he
simply won’t allow you to go ashore. That’s
the long and the short of it. So the sooner
you get back to bed, the better.”

And Diek Hamilton weut out of the cabin,
feeling rather upzet. He was full of sym-
pathy for Handforth, but he had no patience
for this reckless enterprise; and he blamed
the other fellows for encouraging the impul-
sive lidward Oswald.

'** Anyhow, they’ll never geb ashore, so why
should I concern myzelf,” murmured Dick.
“T'll go and sce what’s doing.”

He was more interested in this projected
raid upon the Dragon. Not that he was
allowed to watch the final preparations. These
were made far below, in the very depthis of
the yacht. Nelson Lee had chosen a storage
chamber for the purpose—one that had two
wide portholes close to the water level. Frem

here it would be possikle to slip noiselessly
into the water and swim off. So even if
there were secret watchers on the look-ouf,
they would need to have very sharp eyes to
detect the move. '

Nelson Lee, Lord Daorrimore, Barry Stokes,
Mr. Stewart—the yacht’s first oflicer—and
twenty picked men were in readiness. There
were two dozen altogether, net counting Um-
Josi, who was practically as good as another
half-dozen on his own. They were all attired
In swimming costumes, and each wore a
belt containing revolvers and cartridges.
These latter would be none the worse for
their Immersion, since they were water-
tight.

“We appear to be in Juck,” Nelson Lee

was saying. ‘“‘Everything remains quiet,
and before very long we shall be in the

midst of this affair. Are all the instruments
ready, Mr. Stewart?”

“LEverything, sir,” said Mr. Stewart. “I1f
we don’t make a mess of those guns I shall
be a Dutchman!”

The big storage chamber was reeking with
a smell of chemicals, and a large pot stood
upon an upturned barrel, with a brush n
it. The pot contained a murky-looking paste.

“An’ is this stufl goim’ to do the trick,
old man?’ asked Dorrie, as he gazed
dubiously into the pot. *“Tt doesn’t look par-
ticularly luminous to me. It’s not like the
stuff I’ve seen before.”

“It’s an invention of my own,” replied
Lee,

“Then it’s bound to be pretty horrible,”
said his lordship. “By the way, does it
taste as bad as it smells? 1f so, I’d rather
not have any on my handsome visage. 1
hope it doesn’t smart much.”

“The stuff is perfectly harmless, and is
ouly effective after it has been wetted. As
it dries the effectivencss disappears, but is
instantly renewed upon re-wetting.”

“How long does it remain moist, then, Mr,
Lee ?” asked Barry Stokes.

“Qu,it.e long enough fer our purpose, I
fancy, replied Lee  grimly, “Twenty

minutes, at least—and even after that it will
only begin to slightly fade in luminosity, O,
you nced have no fear that it will not be
cffective. The stuff has the added advantage
that we can slip into the water unseen.””

“QGad, that’s a bright feature ¥’ said Dorri-
more, with a nod. “It would rather give tho
game away If we were all seen tumblin® into
the river. Well, who's first?  Are yon goin’
to be the artist, Lee? You can make me
look as ghastly as you please. You won't
need to do very much to me to sccure thag
effect, anyhow!”’

Nelson ILee was, indeed, the artist. Ono
by one, the members of the raiding party
were dealt with. The Housemaster-detective
made no prefence of performing any elaborato
painting. In most cases he daubed his sub-
jects so that they would resemble skeletons;
only a few deft touches were needed {o gain

this cfiect.  DBut here, under the brilliant
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- The juniors dashed into the fray, hitting out with all their strength as they backed up Handforth, punching

effectively and with deadly aim.

clectrie hight, the whele thing seemed absurd.
A few smears of the brownish paste down the
liinbs of fhe men—a few ribs over the chest—
one or two smears on the face. Thev looked
comic, rather than horrifying.

“We're trusting to you, sir, that every-
thing'll be all right,” remarked one of the
men, as he gazed down at himself. “ Strike

me! I don’t look as if I should scare a five-
yvear-old kid!"

“The effect will be very different in the
qarlk,” promised Lec. “In any case, 1t 1s

onlv an experiment, and we must all be pre-
pared to fight every inch of the way. Take
no notice of the noxious odour, it will cause
no ill-effect, although our skins may smart
for some little time, particularly upon contact
with the water.”

Within five minutes everything was ready,

and the raid upon the Diragon was imminent,

[l

CHAPTER 6.
TILE DEMONS

OF TIIE NIGIT.

HE Dragon lay dark and
silent,

L According to every out-

ward appearance, she was
. . utterly deserted by
crew, and by every living thing. Her decks
were empty, and she lay moored against the
quay - like a ghost-ship.

her.

This form of attack was new to the Chinese and they gave way.

But, actually, things were very different.

Indeed, the wisdom of Lord Dorrimore’s
suggestion was far greater than anybody cn
the Wanderer realised. Ior even now—pre-
cisely as Nelson L.ce had fearved—grim,
sinister activities were afoot.

Dark figures fliticd about the deck on the
Chinese yacht—silent, stealthy and shadowy.
Although the vessel scemed so deserted, her

{ main deck was actually peopled by scores of

Dr. I'oo Chow’s trained men. They had
reccived their orders—they were about to put
these orders into execulion!

Men were working silently at the for'ard
gun, training it into direct line with the
Wanderer's hull, close against the water-line.
Oflicers were giving orders, and men were
obeving. But everything was being done so
stealthily that no sound could-be heard, or no
motion scen. The darkness enshrouded these
operations.

So it was the intention of the Chinese to
blow the Wuanderer to fragments in one
appalling burst of fire. They intended no
warning to be given. They were making sure
that their vietiins should not have any chance
of escape. It was fortunate, indeed, that the
holiday party was preparing to take the bull
by the horns!

FFailure to act would certainly have meant
disaster for the whole party. TFoo Chow’s
officers knew well enough that a raid would
be costly, and even fruitless. They could
throw hundreds of men into the attack upou
the British yacht, and all would be beaten
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back, And Foo Chew no lenger desired to
have these white peopie alive. His one wish
new was to kil them—to destroy them utterly
and completely, so that the world would know
them ne more,

In this way he would ensure silence as to
lis inethods. The Chinese Republican Gov-
crnment would never learn the exact details
of these events if the Wdnderer and her
occupants were sent to the bottom of the
river,

One shot would be sullicient to cause a
gaping wound, to create « death-dealing gash.
And two or three fellowing shells would comn-
plete the ghastly work, Within five minutes
1t would bhe all over., Tt was Nelson  Lec's
fear of this possibility that had given rise to
the raid,

But c¢ven Lee did not guess how fine the
margin was!

Nobody saw those black figures slip into
the water from the Wanderer's - porthole—
nobody heard them. When it came to silence
and steaithiness, tho Britons were the cqual
of the Chincse.

A look-out man was stationed in the bows
of the Dragon—others were placed at various
points along the rail. Perhaps the Chinamen
were half expecting some sort of atrack. At
all events, they were leaving nothing to
chance. .

And one of these Jook-cut men suddenly
drew in his breath, e stared down at the
silently-running  water of the river as it
flowed relentlessly past the yacht's plates.
It scemed to the Chinaman that there was a
mystericus sort of reddish glew in the water
--down bencath the surface. 'The man knew

this river in all its moods, but he had never|

scen such an effect as this,

He stared harder, and then uttered a low
cry.

There was something rising out of the river
—a lerrifying, skeleton-like creature which
was not miercly inhuman, but blazing - with
lurid flames, aznd surrounded by a haze of
smoky radiance,.

And this monster of the river, this flaming
thing whici: came from the water itself, was
swarming with deadly agility up the over-
hanging rope. .

The Chinaman was struck dumb for a
moment, and then he saw other demons—
many of them—and all were climbing up the
yvacht's side.

The lock-out man ran wildly. He charged
full tilt into an cfficer. Other look-out men
were running back, tco, and severai of the
Chinese who had glanced overside caught the
panic, -

And well they might !

The Dragon was being attacked by these
flaming devils from the river! Never fer an
instant did the Celestials believe that they
were humian ercatures.  Superstitious to a
point of fanaticism, they were filled with the
utmost horror. They had always kncwn that
the river was peopled by demons. Were not
the occasional devastating floods caused by
the wrath of the river geds?  Were not the

tremors of an earthquake created by the carth
demons, far below the surfaco?

And here were these fiends coming up from
the river to exact some vengeance or other.

Even white people would have been startled
at these grotesque figures which were now
climbing over the rails. In the intense dark-
ness they stood out luminously. Not greenish,
in the way of commonplace luminocus paint,
but lurid and red. And each skeleton figure
wits surrounded by a halo of misty vapour.
The effect was terrifying in the extreme.

And yet it was really a simple effect. Ior
the water, acting upon that paint, caused it
to send forth constant clouds of vapour—
luminous vapour, which locked for all the
world like flames. _

Screaming now, and panie-stricken to the
last degree, the Chinese ran helter-skelter
over cvery part of the deck. And one of the
demons—a greater one than the others—was
already doing deadly havec with a burning,
glowing wecapon which resembled a spear.

AMan after man was struck down as he fled,
screaming. Others hurled themselves head-
long into the river. The demons were run-
ning over the decks madly, leaping high and
making wild and horrifying sounds.

Within five minutes, not a single Chinaman
was left, for even the officers had joined in
ithe general panic. Some had fled below and
were skulking in the cabins behind locked
doors, trembling and faint with fright., But
the decks were cleared,

“By gad, it’s worked!” said Lord Dorii-
more breathlessly, “‘Barry, old man, ycu'ro
a genus! You deserve diamond-studded
medals for this suggestion of yours.”’

“Yes, it's proved a success!”’ breathed
Nelson Lce, with great thankfulness. *“ Dut
now we must follow up our advantage. DBy
heaven, we were not a minute too soomn,
either! These yellow devils were preparving
for our destruction.”

My, Stewart and his men were at work
already, '

There were sounds of metallic clangings,
and there werc experts on the work, tco—for
this raiding party contained three skilled
engineers, men who were experienced
gunners, too. They knew exactly what to do
with these pieces of modern ordnance.

And while the working party disabled the
heavy guns, all the others capered round the
decks in the same mad way as they had
started. They had no desire to fight against
impossible odds, and it was better to scare
the Chinamen off. Scores of celestials who
had been on the quay had bolted long since.

“Wau! Is this not a pitiful pretence,
Umtagati, my master?” growled Umlosi, in
disgust, as he recogrised the featurcs of
Nelson Lee through the glow of the luminous
paint. “I am sick at heart. Ior did I not
come hither to fight? And have I not been
hasely fooled? These yellow sons of dogs
have fled like the cravens they are! I am sad,
my master.”

“I know it has been a disappointment for
you, Umlosi, but we came hcre to wreck
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these guns—not to kill men,” said Lee quietly.
“Let us be satisfied that we have achieved
our great object. Thou art thirsty for blood,
but we desire naught but the cnd we seek.”

Umlost grunted.

“If thou art satislied, Umtagati, ’tis well,”
he rumbled.

Mr. Stewart came up, breathless.

“All glear, sir!"" he panted. ‘‘1f they can
use these guns now, they'll be magicians!
They’ll never be any use until they've been

overhauled in an ordnance works. Will you
give the order, sir?”
“Yes!” breathed Lee. “Splendid, M.

ptowart ! Our good fortunc in this affair is
alinost too good to be true. Let us get back
to the Wanderer without a minute's delav.”

Lee uttered a piercing cry, thrice repeated.
It was a signal that had been pre-arranged,
and at the sound of it cvery member of the
raiding pavty ran to the rail, and dived head-
long into the river. And so the lurid demons
vanished, as mysteriously and as dramatically
as they had appeaved.

Aboard the Wandercr, men were waiting—
men who had been told off for this task.
Ropes were being held overside, and as the
swimmers went down with 4he flow of the
river, they grasped at these friendly ropes.

There was not one man lost. All members
of the party arrived safe and unscratched.
I'rom every point of view, the raid had been
a brilliant success.

CHAPTER 7.
ITANDFORTII

CANWHILIG, other
had been happening.
On the Wanderer's deck,

MEANS IT'!

events

Dick Hamilton had
_ watched, Dbreathlessly and
- anxiously, the raid on the enemy yacht. He

had seen those luminous figures—he had
heard the screaming Chinese.  And he had
waited, all his thoughts centred upon Nelson
Lee and the fate of the niission.

For tho time Dbeing, he had forgotten
Handforth.

Dick had determined to tell Nelson Tee of
Idward Oswald's obsession, but Lee had not
been available. Indeed, the Remove skipper
had not even seen or heard the figures of the
raiders as they slid out of the porthole into
the water. Dick’s first intimation of the raid
had been the sercams of the frightened
Chinamen,  And after that he had watched
all his thoughts with his beloved guv’nor.

Below, KEdward Oswald Handforth
nearly ready,

John Busterfield Doots, Doxle, Scott, DBob
Christine, and Tom DBurton were eager to
support him. And Church and McClure were
ready to support him from shecr loyalty—not
because they were in agreement with this
reckless plan.

The cight juniors had dressed, and were
eager to start. At lcast, they were ull cager
with the exception of Church and McClure.

1

Was

But this pair hoped fervently that something
would happen to prevent the mission, They
were by no means afrawd, and they were
ready to go into any necessary danger; but
they were alarmed, in all tiuth, for their
impulsive leader.

“Handy, old man, yvou've got to drop it!”
satd Church hoarsely. * You're not fit to go
out like this. Clan’t you understand that
we've been ordered to keep you in bed for six
solid hours ?”

“You mustn't
McClure.

Handforth looked at them grimly,

“Are vou funky "’ he asked.

IFor a moment Church went red, and his
cyes blazed, then he merely shrugged his
shoulders.

“That’s not fair, Handy,”” he said quietly.

““Sorry, old man,’”’ said Handforth, contrite
on the instant. “ Of course you're not funky,
but, I will say, you're jolly obstinate! You
don't scem to understand that it's our job ta
bring Chingy here. Once he’s with us, our

LB
!

let down urged

us

‘party will be absslutely complete.”

“Ilear, hecar!" “I'm game,
anyhow.”

“So are we,” deelared DBoots.  “And the
sooncr we're off, the sooner we shall be back.
You're sure vou know the way, Handy 7"

“Am I sure that yvou're an ass?’ retorted
Handforth. “Didn’t T take Chingy to Ah
IFong's house in the first place? I could find
my way there blindfold, my son! As for
being fit, if anybody’s doubtiul, look at this!’

He doubled his fist and exhibited it.
“Who wants a taste?”” he added grimly,

“We're satisfied,”” satd Christine, with a
grin.  “You're a marvellous sort of chap,
Handy-—nothing scems to hurt youy at all!
According to all the rules, you ought to be
nearly dead, after what vou've gone through.
But you scem to be as cager to eat fire as
cever,”

“TI'm not made of jelly, anvhow,” growled
Handforth. *“ 1t takes a lot to bowl a Hand:
forth over.”

“Yos, your mimor’s a tough customer too,”
satd Seett. “You Handforths must be a

leathery breed !V

“Pon’t mention my minor!"" said ITand-
forth, with alarm. *If he hears anything
about this affair, he'll want to join us, and
I hope the young hounder is fast aslecp.
What are we waiting for, anvhow? Let’s be
going.”’

They stole on deck, and found everything
quiet. Oun the port side there were a number
of men at the rail, it was true, but on the
starboaird side there wasn’t a soul to be scen,
and it was here that the juniors desired to
operate. T'wo or three boats were tied to the
ladder—the boats that had been used when
the holiday paity had seized the vacht. They
were not the Wanderer's boats, but it had
been thought better to keep them handy.
And by retaining them,, too, the Chincse
ware dented their usa,

“Ripping I’ murmured Handforth, ‘“Boata
are sunply waiting for us!”

satd Dovle.
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“We only need one,” whispered Scott,

They prepared to swarm down.

“Look here, Handy,” pleaded Church, in
a final cffort: *‘IYor the love of goodness, be
sensible!  You're not fit to go on this long
tramp! It's miles to Ah Fong’s place—" °

“I'm determined!” interrupted Handforth
{irmly.

He climbed over the rail, and swiltly
descended the ladder. It was only then that
Dick Hamilton becamo aware of what was
happeming. By sheer chance he had glanced
across the deci‘, and had seen a movement.
But when he got to the ladder, the boat was
already filled, and was preparing to depart.

- “You—you mad idiots!’”’ shouted Dick.
‘“ Handy, come back!”’

“Sorry I”” sang out Handforth.
a hurry.”

“You mustn’t go off—”

“Go and eat coke !”

“Mr. Lee distinctly ordered

“Swallow the coal-scuttle!” advised Hand-
forth calmly. “Ready, you chaps? Good!
All together!”’

The boat sheered off from the yacht's side
and made for the rocky shore of the gorge.
It vanished into the darkness, and only the
sound of the splashing oars came to Dick
Hamilton’s cars. He turned round helplessly.

“Oh, the chumps!”’ he muttered. “I never
drecamed they’d go off like that, without
1 say, Mr. Pelton, what the dickens are we
to do? Handforth’s just gone off with scven
or cight of the fellows.””

. The third enginecer, who was passing, was
startled.

“But they must be crazy !” he said., “ What
have they gone for ?”

“To feteh Yung Ching !

“Well, it’s a good object, but it secms very
much like suicide to me,” said Mr. Velten.
“Couldn’t you prevent them 7’

“I didn’t know they’d gone until it was too
late,”’ said Dick. “I knew that Handfarth
was thinking of the dodge, but I never
believed he’d actually do it.”’

At this moment there were sounds from the
other rail, and the raiding party came on
board, one after the othcr. The mmstant Lec
appecarcd, Dick confronted him.

“'Well, my boy, we've got to report a com-
plete success,” smiled Lee. “1 cannot tell
you of the relief we feel. Those guns are
useless now, and the menace has disappeared.
I rather faney we can hold our cwn in any
light now,”

“Ripping, sir,” said Dick. “1 was sure
you'd be successful, though--and this
Juminous paint dodge was a brain-wave. DBut
I’ve got some bad news.” |

“Bad news?” .

“Yes, sir. That ass, Handforth, has gone
off with a crowd of chaps =

“But I distinetly told you, Dick, to keep
{them cn board,”’ broke in Lee sharply. * Good
ncavens! How long have they been gone?
1 cannot help admiring Handforth’s pluck,
but his recklessness is appalling! Just when
we were comparatively safe, teo!”’

“Wce're In

'y

“I did my best, sir,”” growled Dick Hamil-
ton. **Church and McClure were against it,
too, but the others were fired by Handy’s

enthusiasm, They're all keen to fetch pcor
old Chingy. We can’t blame them for that,
you know.”

Lee made a swift decision,

“They must be brought back,” he said
firmly. ““As soon as I have got rid of this
paint, I’ll slip some clothes on, and I'll take
a number of these men ashore. We can’t
move for several hours, anyvhow, so we might
as well occupy our timie. And perhaps thero
will be a chance of fetching Yung Ching,
after all.”

“May I come, sir?”

“Well, under the circumstances, one meore
of you won't make much difference,’” replied
Lee. “Yes, perhaps you'd better come.”

Ten minutes later, Lee, Dorrie,
Barry Stokes were dressed agamn, and
looking more like real human beings. They
were all feeling eminently satisfied with thoir
recent work.

“We shall need Umlosi as a guide,”” said
Lee briskly. ‘I suppcse you’ll want to comie,
Dorrie?”’

“You're a great chap at correct sup-
positions,” agreed his lordship.

“But you’d better etay behind, Barry,”
went on Lee. “You must remecmber your
wife—and there's no carthly reason why you
should come, anyhow. We're taking a
number of armed men, so I den’t anticipata
any trouble in getting back. But these boys
must be fetched at all costs.”

And soon afterwards the
boarded a boat and pushed off.

Although Nelson Lee had spoken cenfi-
dently, he was anxious, and he was very
angry indeed with Edward Oswald Hand-
forth. And yet it would be diflicult to repri-
mand the junior when he was found. FIer his
motive, at all events, was undoubtedly a
noble and a self-sacrificing one. Caring
nothing for his own condition, he had got out
of bed, sore and aching, for the purpose of
fetching the unhappy Yung Ching. :

Lee marvelled at the daring of these boys,
and proyed that he would find them safe.

“Ilang it, Dorrie, we can’t scold thum
for this affair!” he said uncomfortably.
“But, in future, I'll see that a check is kept
upon their high-spirited impulsiveness,”

“Jt’s all in a good cause, an’ things have
been goin’ so smoothly to-night that we
shall probably continue the run,” said lis
lordship with his usual optimism. * Person-
ally, I'm thoroughly enjoyin’ the proceedin’s.
I'd no idea that we should get g0 much
sport out of this adventure. DBut one thing’s
puzzlin® me. Where ave all these ‘teeming
hordes’ of Chinese?”

“There’s not much of a puzzle there,
Dorrie,” replied Lee., “Foo Chow has taken
the majority of his men into battle, fifteen
or twenty miles from here, 1 imagine. And
that is a very fortunate circumstance {or
us. Hecvis attempting to beat the invaders
back—to save Yang Fu [rom falling ioto

and

sccond party
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Yung la Chang’s hands. We owe our very
safety to this feature of the campaign.”
They had landed by this time, and Umlosi

was picking his way unerringly over the
rough ground towards the cultivated lands

lower down in the valley, where Ah Tong’s
humble dwelling was .sttual*ed.

CITAPTLER
A TIMELY

OW

8.
INTERVENTION.

much farther, Hondy ?”
Bob Christine asked this
(uestion somewhat wearily,
It seemod to him that they

had  been  frudging for
Lours. Thev had left the rocky country far
behind, and had been penelrating bamboo

woods, had floundered in boggy rice-fields,
and had marched across many other culti-
vated tracts. And always they had steered
clear of villages or anything that savoured
of a (hwllmﬂ'

In [act, nomh three hours had passed, and
most of the juniors were beginning to regret
their earlier enthusiasm.

"Throughout their long tramp t}lev had en-
countered mo soldiers. The whole country-
side had been deserted. But in the far dis-
tance there were one or two flickering glows

hovering on the horizon, And at intervals
came the dull, reverberating booming of
cannonades.

“There’s a hattle going an over there right
enough,” declared Chureh.  “Some fives,
too, by the look of it. By Jove, I’ll bet
there’s some awful slaughter taking place!

Thank goodness the war zone is at a dis-
tanée!” _

“It may be along this way next,”
marked MecClure.

“We shall be back on the
before then,” said Handforth.

farther to go now, vou fellows.

1'(‘] -

vacht long
“Not much
About an-

other mile, I reckon.”

““You said that half an hour ago,” grunted
Doots.

“I believe you’ve lost yourself,” grumbled

Doyle. “We were silly fatheads to belicve
vour varns in the first place, Handy.”
Edward - Oswald made no reply. At any
other time he would. have made vigorous pro-
tests, and he might have yesorted
a fistic reply. Dxat now he was too uiterly
worn out to care much. To his own pained
astonishment, he was feeling bodily weary.

This adventure, upon which he had entered
ko enthusiastically, was proving far more
strenuous and tirting than he had anticipated.
The fact was, his spirit was a great deal
stronger than his body. There was no hold-
ing down Handforth’s dogged spirit.

After that sleep—brief though it had been
~—he had awakened with the idea that his
tissues were fully restored. But they had
played him false, for they soon wilted again,
and now he was regretting the adventure

to

more than any of the others, allhough he
would never have admitted it.

He wasn’t lost, as Doyle had intimaled.
He had been over this ground two or three

times before, and in the dark, too, and he

recognised one or two woods, and a hill-
top hore and there. Ie knew that he was
approachinz the place where Ah Tong's

loncly house "was situated.

In China. the houses are not usually isolated
in this way, and that was another reason
why ithis partioular dwelling was suitable for
the particular purpose. Ah Fong was only
4 coolie—a man who worked on the land,
and who watched over the rice-fields. I was
not likely that Yung Ching would be de-
tected in that houschald.

The Chinese boy had been masquerading
as one of Ah Fong’s own sons, and it was
generally felt that he was safe there. But
he would be a great deal safer on board the
Wanderer.

Another reazon for TITandforth's concern
was connected with Ah Tong himself. The
man was grateful to IIandforth, for the lalter
had saved Ah Vong’s little son from a tiger.

There was no denying the fact, however,
that this humble Chinaman was in a
dangerous position. For it would mean

nothing short of death if he were discovered
harbouring the son of Yung Li Chane.

“It’s not fair to the chap,” ITandforth had
declared. “Now that this war has suddenly
staried, 1t’s up to us to take Chingy away,
and save Ah Fong from anv unpleasant com-
plications. We've got two reasons for going
on this expedition.”

But now that the end of the journey was
getting close at hand, Handforth was won-
dering how he would drag himself bacl
to the security of the yacht. He didu’t say
anything to the others, but he knew, in his
own heart, that he bad acted rashly in sot-
ting forth.

Dawn wasn’t so far off, either. There wa=
a feeling in the air that the Kastern sky
would soon be revealing the first glow of the
coming day. And this would mean that the
return journey would have to bhe made in
full light. The absolute foolhardiness of the
whole unde:takuw was being forced upon the
eight juniors.

“Y.00k here, Handy, vou keep saying we're
nearly there, aund we still trodge on,’
erumbled Bob Christine at length. “How
much farther now 7"

“Just round this little wood,
be within sight of the house.’
forth, waking up from a kind of walkin:
doze. “You needn’t think I've lost my
bearings. I know where T am. Ah Fong’s
house is nearly hidden in trees, and there are
fields all round it. We’ve pot to go along a
narrow path between some rice-fields, and
then across an open stretch of grassland.
Leave it to me, and we'll get there.”

and we shall
replied Handi-

“By jingo, we shall be tired when we
ot back!” said Doyle.
“I'm thinking of Handy,” muttered
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Church. “ He’s nearly all in now, poor chap. | torches, and in the flickering glare it could
I was afraid—" . | be seen they were wearing “the showy umn:-
“Rats!” interrupted Handforth curtly. form of Foo Chow’s SU]dIUIr' ,
“T'm all right! If you fellows wouldn’t gas “Yes, by jingo, there’s something deing
so much, we should get along better. ‘Think | here!” muttered Boots. * 'We’d better creep

how fine it'll be to take Chmrry back with
us. We shall feel that we’ve carned some
real sleep then.’”

““Let’s hope we get back safely,” muttered ]

Church.
They were all fecling more or less de-
pressed. The houl of laborious trudging had

had due effect, and every atom of enthusiasm
for the affair had gone. All they wanted

was to get back to the comfort of the
Wanderer. "

“Well, there’s nothing here,” said Boots,
as they skirted the little wood. ‘It serves

us right for trusting to your sense of diree-

tion. We all know whuat a chump you are,
and——"
“Dry up!” muttered McClure. “Handy’s

doing his best, isn’t he?”
“Yes, but
“But rats!”

chap alone!”

“It’'s getting

satd McClure. ““Leave the

daylight already,” put in
Bob Chuistine. ““There’s the first tinge of
dawn in the sky Hallo! Lights over
there!” he added with a catch in his breath.
“Look! I say, we'd better go easy!”

They all came to a halt, staring. Their
weariness was forgotten in this sudden spec-

“tacle. It was the first indication they had
had of human life. Normally, the country-
side was swarming with Chinamen, but it

scemed that all the inhabitants had fled now.
But these lights were indicative of human
presence.

“By George!” said Handforth keenly. ‘“ Ah
Fong’s place!”

“Where those lights are?”

“Yes,” said Edward Oswald.
some figures, too. Why, there must be
twenty or thirty of them. My only hat!
1I’Il bet we’re too late! The soldiers have
pinched Ah Fong, and they've got Chingy!
Come on, you chaps—let’s run for it!”

“Hadn’t we belter go easy?” gasped
Church. “We don’t want to be seen.”

“H'm! Yes, T suppose we’d better be a
bit ecautious,” admitted Handforth. *““We
shan’t do ourselves much goed if we walk
into the enemy’s arms, shall we? Follow me,
my sons! TI’'ll do the leading!”

With their hearts now beating rapidly they
hastened on, and soon lost sight ol the l]"ht'i
as they descended a dip. But when they
mounted the opposite rize they had o much
clearer view. The daylight, too, was now
strengthening apace.

“I can see

There were men all round the primitive
little dwelling, which lay less than a quarter
of & mile ahead, with bushes and trecs close
by. Many of the men were carrying flaming

up like shadows. Look at that clump of

bushes over to the left. Supposing we steal

that way, and then peep through?”
“Good idea!” said Handforth., “Come

on!”’

His own tiredness had gone now, and lie
was thrilled with interest. But he realised
the importance of caution. His recent ex-
periences at the huinds of the Chinese tor-
turers had taught him a grim lesson, and
he was not likely {o err on the side of rash-
ness Now.

Fortunately, the bushes were very handy
for the intended purpose. They formed a
thick barrter, and just beyond them was a
little cultivated patch of ground which repre-
sented Ah Fong’s garden. DBy creeping
un to these bushes and parting the foliage,
it was possible to take a close look at the
proceedings without any risk of immediate
discovery. But when the daylight strength-
ened it would probably be a difficult matter
to get away..

The juniors,
moment,

Handforth was the first to peer through,
and he stared, fascinated. It was only by
an cffort that he held back an exclamation
of consternation and horror.

however, thought only of the

A remarkable scene lay immediately in
front,

There were twenty or thirty Chinesc
soldiers close at hand. In the hackgrennd,

Ah Feng’s house was prominent, and lined
up in fmnt of it were the unfortunate mem-
bers of Ah T¥ong’s family—his wife, Lis two
sons, his two yvoung daughters, and the child
wluch Handforth lad saved frem the tiger.
All of them were rudely bound, and propped
against the wall, while soldiers were stand-
ing on guard,
But this was not the howifying feature

Midway between the clump of bushes and
the house were other soldiers, many of
them carrying flaming, smoking torches.
Three officers were standing in a groun, and
in Handforth’s full view was Ah I'ong hha-
self.

But the unhappy Chinaman was in a dno
plight.

With his feet bound, and his hands
tethered behind him, he was kneeling on the
ground. His head was thrust forward, and
towering over him was an enormous China-
man, bared to the waist. This uncounth-lock-
ing rascal held an enormous sword in  his
grasp.

“(Great corks!” breathed Handforth, utterly
aghast,

The story was as.clear as daylight before
him. Ah Fong had been discovered by the
soldiers, and he was about to be exeecuted!
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A blackened, tattered firure emerged from the hole in front of the burning building—it was Haadforth !

““It’s all right ! ** he called weakly to the rescue-party,

CHAPTER 9.

IN DEADLY PERIL,

only one to utter a gasp
of consternation. All those
juniors, as they peered
through the bushes, rea-
chastly nature of this situation.

the
Ah Tong was about to be decapitated. There
could be no other explanation of that scenc,

lised

or of that yellow heathen with the great

sword.,

Fven as the juniors watched, one of the
officers raized his hand and spolke a few
words of command. The sword was raised,
swinging ominously.  Wild cries came from
Ah  Fong’s wife and childeen, as  they
watched, stnnmed and terrified by this ex-
hibition of butchery. Perhaps they knew
that it would be their turn next!

In the flickering light from those blazing
torches the scene was made even move appal-
ling. Ah Fong uttered no sound, and made
no altempt to move hig luckless head. He
knew the futility of such a proceeding—and
perhaps he viewed this swift death with truly
(felestial fatalism. Anticipating torture, no
doubt, he regarded decapitation with
gratitude.

Fdward Oswald Iandforth acted.

It was impossible for him to do ofther-
wise. While the other juniors were stunned
by the horror of this sight, Handforth was
galvanised into movement. To stand there
and watch was impossible.  As the sword

“ We're all here ! ”?

swung upwards, he gave a roaring shout of
anger and burst from the bushes,

“You yellow beasts!” he beallowed.

In a dozen leaping stridez he had reached
the exccutioner, and none of the soldiers
had had time to cheek himi. The sword
was hissing down upon its frichtful mission.
But at the ecrucial moment IHandtorth
arrived.

(razh!

With every ounce of his strength he drove
his right fist into the face of the executlioner.
The man staggered as he was swinging the
sword, and the cruel edge of the blade
swerved, missing Ah Fong’s head.

“You  hounds!” shouled  llandforth
furiously,  “You-—you inhuwmnan devils!”

He glaved round defiantly. Tle did nol
realise. that this form of execubion was one
of the most commonplace sights of China.

The oxecuntioner's sword 13 as much In use
to-day as it was centuries ago, and the

heads of wrongdoers are ruathlessly chopped
ofl.

'To TIlandforth it scemed a specially pre
paredd act of barbarism. He did not even
appreciate his own  deadly peril.  Having
once saved the life of Ah Fong's yvoungest
child, he bad now saved Ah Tong limself.

“Come on!” yelled Church. “We can't
lcave Handy there alone! This is a fight,
vou chaps: We shall all eo under, but we’ve

got to bhack up old MMaundy! On, the
lemove!t”’
The other seven juuniors dasned inlo the
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fray. Their overwhelming excitement pre-
vented them from dwelling upon the odds
against them, and the possible ending of
this desperate fight. To win was impossible,
for there were scores of these ruthless
eneniies, )

“Come on, St. Frank’s!” yelled Hand-
forth fiercely.

“Hurrah !’

“Smash ’em!”

The daring of the thing was staggering.
As the soldiers closed in upon the school-
boys, they gave battle. And in less than
ten geconds they were hitting out with all
their strength, punching effectively and with
deadly aim. This form of attack was new
to the Chinese.

Smash! Slam! Crash!

For nearly half a minute the desperate
knot of St. Frank’s fellows held their own.
But this was only because the Chinese
soldiers were taken by surprise. Then came
the change. The officers shouted angrily,
and the rest was swift,

Utterly overwhelmed, the juniors were
hemmed 1n so tightly that open fighting was
nnpossible. They struggled in vain. Almost
before they knew it they were held—each
junior In the grip of three or four enemies.

“They’ve pgot us!” panted Handforth.
““ Cheer up, you chaps! No neced to be down-
hearted! We’ll dish the rotters yet!”

But the others were just beginning to
vealise, with full horror, the nature of their
position. What chance was there of salva-
tion? They had left the yacht in secret, and
no help could reach them. The chances were
that they would all be beheaded, one after
the other.

“Where’s Chingy, Ah Fong?” asked
Handforth, as he saw the condemned China-

man’s eyes upon him. ““Great Scott! Have
they killed him?”
““No killee!” said Ah Tong, his volce

cr‘f‘zcked with emotion. “Takee away. Chingyv
plisoner. Allee same gone. e velly solly.”
“So they’ve- got him, eh?” snorted Iand-

forth. *“You brutes!” he added, glaring
round. ‘“What have you done with Yung
Ching? Where is he?  Where have you

taken him? Can’t you answer, blow you?”

“It’'s no good, Handy!” panted Church.
“They can’t understand!”

“All this for nothing!” moaned Doyle,
scared out of his wits. “Chingy’s gone, and
we’ve only got ourselves into this mess.
They’ll kill us all!” '

Fuarther conversation was diflicnlt, for, at:

an order from the senior officer of the group,

the eight prisoners were separated, and all

of them were securely bound. It seemed

only too certain that they were to share the

fafe which had been planned for Ah TFong.
The Chinese officers consulted.

“These are some of the foreign devils that
hig Excellency has been harbouring in the
palace,”” said one of them in his own tongue.
“It is our duty to take them captive and
hand them to our master,”

LAnd even Ah Fong was

“It will be better to execute them without
delay,” declared one of the others. ‘“Havo
they not given enough trouble already? Ilis
Excellency has given orders that these white
dogs shall be killed out of hand. Let us
carry out the execution now—and by the
sword!”’ _

“It Is well planned,” agreed a third.

“But why should they meet death so pain-

2

lessly ?”” added the second officer thought-
fully. “What is the sword but a merciful

release ? A swift blow, and all is over. Nay,
I can think of a better method. Theso
acenrsed white boys shall suffer before they
die.”

He talked at greater length, and his com-
panions nodded, and added their own
opinions. The sentence of death was unani-
mous, but there was some dissension as to
the precise nature of the execution.

Dr. Foo Chow, perhaps, faced with this
situation, might have been restrained in his
treatment. But these soldiers were different.
They were not under Koo Chow's influence
now, and their minds ran to torture.

In preference to cold steel—swift and sure-—
they concocted a slower method of death.
included i this
general execution. . There were mno half-
measures about the Chinamen. They set
about their grim work by methods that were
absolutely direct.

At an order from the principal officer, the
eight St. Frank’s juniors were carried, one
after the other into the primitive house. Ah
Fong and his family were carried in, too.
All were flung in a helpless, disordered heap
in the central room. There was only one
storey to this humble dwelling, for it was of
the typical Chinese construction—with a
curved roof, and a generally picturesgue ex-
terior. But, like other Chinese buildings,
it was flimsy and ill-constructed.

The exact nature of the horror was scon
apparent, ;

Every door and window was made fast.
And the soldiers, carrying out fresh orders,
proceeded to pile sticks and dry brushwood
round every wall of the house. Within ien
minutes the entire building was surrounded
by a mass of this inflaimfiable material.

Full daylight had come mnow, and the
torches had been extinguished. But two of
them were still smouldering. And at a word
from the officer in charge they were fanned
into living flame.

The simple directness of this wholesale
execution was herrifying. All the prisoners,
hound and helpless, were to be burned alive.
That was the long and the short of it. The
chopping-block had seemed terrible enough,
but this was infinitely worse.

For the prisoners would suffer the agonics
of mental torture at first. Then would come
partial suffocation, followed swiltly and ve-
lentlessly by the first scorchings of the burn-
ing building. And then they would be in
the midst of the inferno, to die the most
appalling death of all. It seemed incredible
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that such vile cruelty could be practised. And
by men, too, who in normal life were probably
like simple childven. Ior these Chinese were
queer fellows; ever ready to laugh at the
smallest jest, but ready, also, to indulge In
the "'most. brutal form of torture.

The blazing torches were carried round.

- Heap after heap of brushwood was set afire,
“and very soon the smoke was rolling up in
dense, suffocating masses. 1t scemed that
the brushwood was not so dry, after all, and
much of the stuff was new woeood. It caught
slowly, but nevertheless certainly. The crack-
ling of the burning wood filled the air with
ominous sound, and here and there the flames
were licking hungrily at the flimsy walls,

(HADPTIER 10.
TOO LATEY

ELSON LETE looked round
sharply as Umlosi uttered
a low growl, deep down in
his threat.

“What is it, old friend 27

he asked.

“ Methinks, O Umtagati, that the battle is
nigh,”” said the African chief, as he paused.
“T'here are many of these yellow dogs ap-
proaching. T bid thee prepave for the fight ™

Lord Dorrimore glanced round him in sur-
prise.

“You must have good eyves. Umlosi, for I'm
hanged 1t T can see them,”” he remarked.
“We've been hopin’ to come across those bhoys
all this time, bhut we've had no luck. Where
are these mysterious Chinks ¥”

It was full daylight, and the resene party
from the Wanderer had been on the go for
hours. Not once had Umlast made a mistake,
Over every description of country, he had
followed the trail of Handforth and his seven
compantong, Umlost was-a tracker of uncanny
ability.

The route had been devious, and 1t was
obvious that Xandforth had led his little
party far astray cn two or three cccasions.
And now the would-he rescuers were standing
on the edge of a hill, with open country in
front of them. 'The roofs of many villages
could be seen in all directions; but in the
carly morning light there were no signs of
human life.

“What makes vou think that the Chinese
arc near ?” asked lice.

“Have I nct scen the movements of the
long grass over yonder?” replied Umlosi,

pointing. ‘‘ITave 1 not seen the signs in the
bushes? I warn thee, Umtagati, that theve

are many of these dogs. And see! Smoke
arises from beyond the belt of trees. 'Tis
there that this friendly yellow man lives.”

“Good glory!” ejaculated Dorrvie. ““He's
right, Lee—smoke by the ton! What does it
mean 7’

“Heaven knows !

only press on.”

"muttered Lec.

“We can L

Before they could do so, however, the truth
of Umlosi's cavlicr words became evident.
Men appeared as  though from nowherc.
Umlosi had detected them while the whitc
men had seen nothing. And Lee was no mean.
hunter, either. The Wanderer's party halted,
and revolvers were quickly swung from thel:
holsters,

“By Jove, they're Yung Ia Chang's men t”
exclaimed l.ec. as he watched, *““Don't you
notice the totally different uniforms? ‘T'hesc
are not I'oo Chow's soldiers. \e have walked
into a band of the invaders!”

“Then we're all right,” satd Dorrie, with
satisfaction, '

“Perhaps—Dbut we mustn’t be {oo confi
dent,” returned Nelson I.ce, looking anxious.
“To these men we are just * foreign devils,’
and they may be as partial to our blood as
the other brand of Chinese, Be ready to
fight for your lives, men.” '

* Ay, av, sir.”’

They were a grim little crawd as they saw
the soldiers surrounding them. There were

three or four hundred of Yung J.i Chang's

troops, and thev seemed to materialise from
every clump of tall grass, and from every
bush,

The white men formed themselves into a
compact circle, back to back, and facing the
vellow hordes. Iivery man had his gun ready,
and every man was preparved to fight to the
last breath.

But the suspense was soon over.

There were evidently two or three officers
in charge, and as theyv gave some orders, ihe
men halted.  They were al!l heavily lader
with equipment, and looked tired and weary
after long marching and many hours without
sleep.

Oue of the cllicers came forward, halted.
and saluted.

“You DBlitish peoples
asked, his English rather
usunal “ pidgin.”’ :

“Yes,” answered Nelson Liee.  “We are-
fricnds of his Iixcelleneyv, Yung Li Chane.
We are even now secking his son, Yung
(‘hing. You know of our mission in China ?”

“We have had full news,” replied the
oflicer gravely. “1I, Wong Loo. Our honoul-
able Iixcelleney know of what you do. Ho
velly pleased—velly anxious for white fliends
to be safe. Ixcellency, he know why vou
come.  We have orders to obey your ecom-
mands.”’

“Well, that’s very pleasant news,”” said
[ord Dorrimore, with relief.  “It’s gocel to
know, anvhow, that we’ve got some heflty
friends in this heathen country, No oftence,
of course, old man,”” he added, smiling at
Wong Too. “DBut we can’t be certain with
these soldiers of vours.” |

“They velly good fliends,”” said Wong Loo.
“PDeath, if they harm white pcoples. Ixcel-
leney, Yung Li Chang, velly fond of Blitish.
He scek news of his son.”

“This meeting 1s opportune,” declared Tice.
“You'll help us? Good! Wo go find Yung

/ (Continued on page 24,)

I'lt'!
the

flom yacht?”
bhetter than



22

_THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

HOW TO JOIN THE LEAGUE

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION

~ FORM No. 46.

SECTION

and to

of the League. 1l

you, therefore,

READER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE,
ualify for all such benefits and privileges as are olfered to Members
hereby declare that I
LEE LIBRARY?” and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to certify this appears on second form attached hereto,

kindly {forward me Certificate of Enrolment with the
Membership Number assigned to me.

have introduced *THE NELSON

Will

SECTION

ﬁ F |

MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

I, Member No............ (give Membership No.) hereby declare that 1 have
introduced one moure new reader, whose signature to certify this appears on

second form attached hereto.
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

This makes (state number of

SECTION NEW READER’S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer)
T M S vy R cessnensannnnnses O Dhis issue of “THE NELSON LEE
| LIBRARY.”
{FULL ‘NAME) """""""""""""""""""""""""""""" Srasstldgnsdaranamsannads LY LR - WBEsdsssdbpaiidannbidisnsanqiscifisiiifudyadases L]
. (ADDRESS) ........ B T A P S SRR T — SO
INSTRUCTIONS.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mem-
berghip. Cut out TWO complete Application
Forms from Two copies of this week's issue of
THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY. On one of the forms
fill in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address at
bottom of forin. The second form i8 for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together and sent to the Chief Officer,
The St. Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be mnecessarr for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. For each new reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same
number, are needed. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and C, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other formn is for your new reader, who fills
in 8cction C, crosses out Sectlons A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of the

i

form. Now pin bhoth forms together and send
them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank's League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevenbt you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers at
once, provided that each pair of forms bears the
same date and numbper.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver or gold medals can apply in the same
way as for the bronze medal, filling in Section B.
Every introduction they make will be credited to
them, so that when the League reaches the
required number of members, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions with
which they are credited.

These Application Forms can he posted for id.,
providing the envelope is not sealed and no letter
is enclosed.

!__

You can write to fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
i Empire. ) PN
' You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

If you want to form a sports or soclal c¢lub,

ou ¢an do so amongst local members of the

eague,

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You are offered free hints on holidays,

L'.;vhet.her walking, biking, or campirg.

You can qualify for the various awards by |
rpronmtlng the growth of the League.

If you want help or informaticn on any
subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever

ready to assist you.
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All LETTERS ¢n reference o the

THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE

THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

League should be addressed (o the Chief Officer, The St.
I'rank’s League, c¢fo THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The [Flectway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.  Any enquiries which need an immedialc answer should be accom-

panied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

Badges. -

T last we have the St. Frank’s League
A Badges! As you all know, there are
periods in Jife when one is strongly
tempted to bang the big drum, and
get the trumpets going. Personally, 1 feel

this is one of those great occasions!
For long, membes of the S.F.L.. have

waited for the League Badge. That Badge
is now ready |

What Yeu Must Do.

All you have to do to get the Badge is to
send a request for 1t to the Chief Officer,
quoting your League number, and enclosing
a stamped envelope addressed to yourself.
Send your request to:

I was getting busy enough, but a scheme
like this, with a huge roll of members,
naturally takes time. You can’t get an ex-
tensive job like this knocked off in five
minutes. I know that some of my friends
got anxious and fell to thinking that there
was not going to be a Badge at all! They
were quite wrong! The Badge did not hang
fire, only I did not want the scheme to fail
short of the best.

What | Thinkl

The arrival of the Badge will serve to
stiffen the League. Not that the S.F.L. ever
faltered from the outset. It has swung
steadily on. Members have carried the move-
ment onward unfailingly. New friendships
have been formed. Ciubs have been estab-

THE CHIEF OFFICER, .
THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE,
“NELSON LEE LIBRARY,”
GOUGH HOUSE,
GOUGH SQUARE,
LONDON, E.C.4.

your envelopes
in the top left-

Mark
‘“ BADGES?”
hand corner.

It’s simple enough, isn’t it ? The
Badge will be placed 1n the
stamped and addressed envelope
which you send, and will be
posted to you immediately, and
there 18 absolutely no charge jor
the Badge! 1U's quite frecl

THE ST.
LEAGUE

A Free Badge.

Tt was for that I was out from the start.
The new Badge is the very neatest, smartest |
little emblem imaginable. Inside the deep
blue setting we have the three Iletters
“S.F.L.,”" in white, red, and blue. You wiil
e proud to have such a badge in your but-
tonhole, and just as glad to spot the friendly
little sign of comradeship being sported by
your pals, showing you in a twinkling who
are Leagueites and supporters of the
“Nelson Lee Library.”

A Boom Rush.

There is bound to be a big run on these
Badges, for no League member will be satis-
fied to remain without one an instant longer
than he can help. And that reminds me of
some of the suggestions that have poured in
on me for months past about the Badge.
Some correspondents went to the length of
sending designs for one, Others were always
urging me to get Dusy, |

lished. The root principles of the League
stand for all that brings help and
inspiration to life. Many and
many a decent play-the-game bit
of action has been fostered by the
League.

The Outward Sign,

And now we have got .he
Badge, the outward sign of the
splendid inner meaning of the St.
I'rank’s League, I {eel there
should Dbe congratulations - all
round. My sincere thanks go to
thousands of chums who have
assisted so materially to spur the
movement on, and who have at ali
scasons impressed the brilliant
signiicance of' the S.F.L. on all
their friends. 'That which our Leacue stands
for 18 mot for one day or a myriad days,
but for all time. 1i stands for honour, and
the cheery word; for true comradeship in
stormy times as well as when the weather 1s
fair; for the stiff upper lip when times are
bad—in short, for real sportsmanship. No
Leagueite ever lets down a pal. No
Leagueite will ever forget that the S.F.L.
represents just those things for which the
knights of old stood, and fought to the end.

FRANK'’S
BADGE.

Send in Your Applications.

So let me have your requests for the Badge.
The sooner the better. The more therce are
the greater will be my pleasure. And wear
your Badge!

Just now I spoke of stiffening the League.
What I am convinced of is that the S.H.5L.
Badge will serve us well as a tightening of
the bond. It makes recognition an easy busi-
ness. It forms just the fine rallying sign
which has been so long needed for our causc,
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Ching. We help save our own boys from Foo
Chow’s soldiers. We fcar badness. We go
rescue.  You help ?”

“You command, Excellency—we obey,”
replied Wong Loo quictly.

There was a«little further conversation of

the same type, and it soon became clear that
Yung Li Chang and his officers were in pos-
sexsion of every fact. They knew how the
holiday party had come to China for the pur-
pose of rescuing Yung Ching, and how they
had fallen into Dr. oo Chow’s clutches.
Their friendliness was patent.

“ Lxcellency, my honoulable master, muke
war,”” said Wong ILoo. “He know of your
position—he know of Yung Ching’s captivity.
And so—war. We come in many thousands,
IFoo Chow fight with his men, but no good.”’

“What is the cxact position i’ asked lL.ec

quickly,
“We attack Yang TFu—city fight des-
pelately,”” said the Chinese officer. ““But we

win, Mayvbe one day—two day—thlee day.
But Yang Fu will fall. Soldiers of Hu Kiang
never fail.”

*Better an’ better ! remarked Dorrie. ““So
the city of Yang Fu—Ioo Chow’s capital—is
besteged, eh?  That’'s where all the fighting
18?  You sce, Lee? That accounts for the
milk i the coconut.  That explaing why
things are so quiet here.”

“Perhaps they are not so quiet as you
unagine, Dorrie,” replied Lee, gazing over
towards the rising column of smoke beyond
the trees.  “There is something. ugly about

this., Lhat smoke is coming from Ah Fong’s
lhouse.  And IHandforth and those other
bovs— Come ! I.ct us wait no longer.”

He again spoke to Wong Loo, and orders
were given to the Chinese troops.
And -without any delay an advance was

made. So far as the little rescue party was
concerned, the position was 1infinitely im-
proved. Their own peril was now reduced

to practically nothing. ¥ven if Foo Chow's
soldiers attacked them, they had the help of
these men from the provinee of Hu Kiang—
these invaders. They were certain of a safe
escort back to the yacht.

But what of Handforth .

‘This was the worrying point now. The
foolhardy juniors had set out to find Yung
Ching on their own, and Lee had a haunting
fear that they had fallen fou! of the enemy.
If only they could be conveyed safely. back
to the Wanderer, all would be well—for by
the time they returned, the yacht’s engines

& Co.?

would probably be in working order, and &
start for Yung Li Chang's friendly territory
could be made. ‘T'he sooner they wore all out
of this war zone, the better.

And yet Lee cculd not chide the juniovs
for thewr zeal. They bad risked their very
lives in order to bring Yung Ching to the
safe haven of the vacht, and Handforth ir
particular was worthy of the highest praise.
And yet he deserved a sound thrashing for
leading his companions into such reckless
channels.

“1 prayv that we find them safe, Dorrie,”
said Lece, as they advanced at the doublec.
“1 shall be only too. thankful if thev aro
unharmed—and there will be no scoldings.
But, by James, T'll keep these bovs under
my cye in future!’ |

“Phey’re a lively bunch!”’ agreed Dorrie.

They topped a little rise, approaching Ah
FFong’s dwelling in the same way as the
juniors had approached it carlier.. They stood
on exactly the same spot that Handforth and
his chums had occupied.

“Great heavens!” muttered Nelson
aghast. :

They paused, staring with troubled eves.
Al Fong’s house was on fire! Great columns
of smmoke were rising from every wall, -and
there were livid tongues of flame licking up
through the smoke volumes.  And, at a dis-
tance, were scores of Foo (‘how’s soldiery.

“To the attack!™ shouted Lee tensely.

Wong Loo and his men needed no 'bidding.
Here were numbers of the enemy-—small
nunibers in comparison to this invading force.
With wild vyells, the soldiers of Yung ILi
Chang swept down,

It was some few moments before the others
realised their peril—for the smoke, and the
crackling roar of the burning wood, pre-
vented them from seeing and hearing.

By the time they knew of the approaching
foe, 1t was almost too late,

The invaders rushed down upon them with
deadly effect.  There was no finesse abont
this grim little battle. As the one group of
soldicrs bolted, the others fell upon them.
There was no quarter. Even as they ran for
safety, I'oo Chow's men were hacked down,
There was something grim in this swift
act of retribution. Not one of those fiends
escaped. KEvery man and every oflicer was
dispatched,

But was it too late?

Ah Fong’s house was getting beyond all
control now., The flames were licking up the
walls ty the voof, and it was tmpossible to
approach.  Umnlosi, T.iee, Dorrie,- and  the
others ran round anxiously and despairingly.

“There’s not a sign ! chouted Tiee,  “The
boys aren't here, Dorrie!”

“It's a pity we didn't question some of
those murderous blighters before they were
killed !”” said Lord Dorvimore, “They kuow

Lee,

where the youngsters are, I'll warrant. They
know—— Yo gods! Look at this, Lee!"”
He indicated the ominous sword, which

lay on the ground,
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““An  exccutloner’s been
beheaded I” he gasped. g

“No, Dorrie,”” muttered Lee.  “The thing
18 clean—it hasn’t been used. But they evi-
dently intended—— I wonder!” he added,
his eyes glittering,

“You wonder what ?”’

“Perhaps the brutes were about to execute
Ah Fong when Handforth and the other boys
surprised them,”” said Lee, shrewdly guess-
ing the actual truth. * Perhaps there was a
fight, and a gory massacre. On the other
hand, the youngsters were prchably taken
alive.”’

He turned, and stared at the burning house,
the heat from which scorched his face.

“You—you mean——"" said Dorrie, pale to
the lips.

“What other inference is there?’ asked
Lee. “We're too late, old man! These devils
have been killed for their foul crime, but
we're too late to undo their villainous work !”

sword—they’ve

CHAPTER 1L
A DESPERATE CHANCE.

NSIDE the burning build-
mg, however, the vietims
of Ifoo Chow’s soldiers
were nct yet past hope.

They knew exactly*what

had been done—they knew that Ah Fong’s
house had been prepared as a funeral pyre.
The crackling of the brushwood filled their
cars, and the smoke and fumes surged to
every crack and crevice. But as yet they
were all alive, and not even scorched. The
heat had not penetrated to that central room
where they were imprisoned.

The Chinese had arranged this deliberately,
50 shat the period of torture should be longer.
These helpless victims should suffer until the
last moment—until the fire raged fiercer and
in an cnveloping blanket.  Death
would come slowly—after the awful horrors
of burning. :

Strangely enough, Handf{orth and his chums
were calm., There was no sign of panic
among them. XNow they were face to face
with an appalling death, there was no indica-
tion of fear. !

“Well, we're booked all right now!” ex-
claimed Boots, trying to keep his voice
steady. ‘““A bit of a rotten finish, you chaps.
After we came here to rescue Chingy, too.”

“It wouldn’t matter so much if we'd been
successful,””  muttered Church. “But poor

old Chingy has bheen taken prisoner again— |

and we’re just food for this bonfire! Well,

~we shall all share the same end, that’s one

thing.” .
“It can’t be long in coming !’ said Doyle

‘shakily,

They were huddled together in a confused
heap, occupying the central floor space in the
very middle of the curiously constructed
building. Ah Fong and his family , were
hunched shoulder to shoulder with the St.

given up hope.

Frank’s fellows, and they all scemed stunned
into silence by the horror of their impending
fate.  DBut, with rcal Chinese stoicism, they

.mcrely waited,

All the prisoners were tightly bound—and
bound in such a way, too, that they could not
even crawl away from their huddled positions.,
To make any effort to smash through the
barrier of fire was impossible. In any case,
such an attempt would have meant death.
since no living thing could burst through thas
Haming wall, and survive. 'The air was filled
with the ever-inercasing roar of the devouring
flames.

Edward Oswald Handforth was affected in
a peculiar way. Although he showed no sign
of fear, his expression was one of hopcless
misery and self-condemnation. He looke.!
round at the other fellows, half afrain te
face their glances.

“This is my fault!”’ he said at last, nis
voice harsh with anxiety. I brought jo.
ghaps ’iuto this horror! Oh, I ought to

e__)

“Dry up, old man,” said McClure.  “ We'ra
all in it together,”

“Yes, but 1t was my idea,” insisted Hand-
forth wildly. “I ought to be the one &
suffer—not you chaps! The demons—il .,
fiends! Why couldn’t they have chopped m~
head off, and have done with it? Why should
they make you pay for my madness?”

The others were silent.

““Now it all rests with me,”” went on Hand-
forth fiercely. “TI've got to get you ous of
this—I've got to fool these devils, after al !
They’re trying to burn us alive, but they
won’t do it! Leave it to me, my lads -I'!l
find a way out of this furnace|”’

“Handy, it’s impossible”’ said Church,
nearly choking. “We can’t do anything.
We can’t even get out of these ropes.” .

“!(’,';'an’t we?” panted Handforth., * Watcl
me ! :

He gave way to a frenzy of violent »ffor.,
and writhed on the floor, struggling madiy
at his bonds. He didn’t particularly cace
about his own safety—he didn’t think of hi:
own personal danger. The one thought which
throbbed through his agonised brain was that
these others had been led into this death
chamber by his own rash foolhardiness. If

| only he could get them out of it—if only he

could save their lives—he would fecl that lic
had retrieved his character,

His frenzy was rather awful to witness,
particularly as he appeared to achieve no
success.  When he ceased, panting hoarsely,
those bonds were still intact.

“PDon’t, old man!” muttered McClure
brokenly.

“I—I must!” gasped Handforth.
to get you out of it!”’

There were others who had been struggling
at their bonds, too, but they had long since
The ropes were strong, and
they were cruelly tied. To wrench at themn
was acute agony,

But Handforth felt no pain at all. He was
already half numbed by his wcariness, DBut

“T've got
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now he was endowed with a fresh burst of
lifs. It was amazing, indeed, that hlS vitality
should last so long; but he had always been
a fellow of iron sinew and muscle.

““Got it!”’ he croaked suddenly. “Did you
hear that? Somecthing went just then—some-
thing snapped! I distinctly heard

He Dbroke off, the force of his rencwed
cfforts making speech 1unpossible. This was
Nno pretended madness, but a recal [renzy.
Handforth’s chums were horrified, and feared
that their unfortunate lcader had gone com-
piletely out of his mind.

The crackling roar from the outer walls
grew louder and louder, and the atmospheze
was becoming stifling with the increasing
heat and the accumulated fumes. Life could
not continue in this inferno for longer than
five minutes. For the fire would suddenly
burst through with dramatic effect, and then
death would come in a merciful rush.

Handforth abruptly ceased his contortions,
and lay still.

““Poor old chap—he’s done!’”’ breathed Bob
Christine. ‘“He's fainted !”

“That’s all you know!” retorted Hand-
forth, coming to life again. “I’ve smashed
theae cords, and I'm taking a breasher, that’s
all.  We'll soon be out of this oven now !”

To the amazement of the others, he sat up,
and his arms were {ree, although his wrists
were  bleeding. Taking no notice, he
wrenched at his bound ankl les, and his trem-

bling fingers unfastened the knots. He stond
up—ifree !
“Now triura-
wny

You cau

what about 1t?" he asked
phantly. “I'm gommg to smash a
through, and lug you all out!
always rely on Study D, my lads!”

“Quick 1’ panted Doy le. “Cut these awfu!
ropes, Handy!”’

“It’s no good—it’s hopeless!”” shouted
Boots, horrified by Handforth’s assumption of
victory. ‘It would have been better if you'd
staved as you were, old man! You’ll only
add to your torture! We can’t get out of
this—the flames are e¢verywhere.”

*“Rats!” snapped Handforth, “TI'll find a
way !” -

He burst into one of the other rooms, but
came recling back. The heat there was not
only suffocating, but deadly. It was like a
blast from a furnace. He had caught &
glimpse—through the murk, too—of a few
livid tongues of flame, The fire was already
breaking through!

“My goodnoss!” he breathed desperately.

“Ah Yong help!” came a croak from the
Chinaman. *“Velly small hope, but we can
tly. Hole in floor!”’

Handforth swung 10und like lightning.

“Hole in the floor "’ he roared. * Where 7’

‘““Ah Fong keepee money in cellar,” said
the Chinaman. ‘' Allee same, dangelous for
Chinaman to let fliends know of nestee-cgg.
Evelybody wantee bollow! I keepee cash
under floor.”
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““But where—where ?” yelled Handforth.

Ah Fong could only ned with his head, and
Handforth ripped up a piece of flimsy mat-
ting. Bencath this he could sce a rudely
constructed trap. With desperate fingers he
tore 1t up, and therc was a gaping hole
revealed,.

“We can cscape!” he exclaimed breath-
lessly.

"“"No way out,” said Ah Iong, shaking his
head. * Only bigee hole. No getee away.”

“Is there room for us all?’ demanded
Handforth.

“We all getee down, but——’

“Ah Fong's right—there’s no escape
mterrupted Boots harshly.,  “It would be
the worst thing we can do to drop into that
hole, Handy! Let’s stay here, and get the
horrible thing over quickly. If we go into
that cellar we shall suffer worse tortures,
that’s all.”

“I'm afraid that’s right,
tered Church.  *“Oh, these brutes! Let’s
getay here and face the end as we are. It’ll
only prolong the agony if we get down the
cellar. The house will cave in, and we shall
be slowly roasted alive—"’

“Whtle there's life there’s hope!” inter-
rupted Handforth curtly. “Is 1t better to
dic at once, or wait until the last sccond?

] .

!,}

Handy,” mut-

You never know what may turn up! Come
cn! Down with you?!”’
It was no time for gentle methods.
Handforth  seized Church, swung him

round, and sent him thumping down into the
depths of the earth cellar., The heat was so
cverpowering that instantaneous action was
necessary.  And the atmosphere was be-
coming more and more unbreathable with
every second that passed.

Handforth hardly knew what he was do-
ing. One after the other he dragged his
companions to that hole and dropped them

down. What did it matter about bruises and
grazes now? Stark death was at their
elbows.

The heat was so terrible that Handforth
felt as though his lungs would shrivel. And
now the whole room was glowing with an
unearthly light—the reflection of the flames
as they licked through the cracking walls,

The wisdom of Edward Oswald’s move was

- unquestionabie. Had he waited to un-
faston the bonds of his companions, they

would all have perished. TFor even as Hand-
forth himself dropped down the hole, there
came a sudden roar of noise, accompanied
by showers of sparks and burning heat.

— 3

CHAPTER 12.
THE WAY OF ESCAPE.

-~ A
AN T ELIEF came to all the
2 sufferers.
- Although the cellar was
smail  and appallingly
stuffy, the atmosphere |

down there felt icily cool in comparison to

the blistering heat above. It was pitch-dark,
too—but only for a few moments.

And then the eyes of the unicrtunates
grew accustomed to the gloom. A kind of
lurid reflection was coming down f{rom the
hole in the floor, allowing them to see one
another.

“We’ve only made things worse!” sobbed
Church. “We can’t last more than five
minutes, Handy. Oh, keep calm, old man.”

““Poor old Churchy!” muttered Handforth.
“Got. the wind up, eh?”

“I haven’t!’ vowed Church.

“Well, I have!” said Edward Oswald
candidly. “But 1'm still full of hope, my
sons! Come on, who's first? I’'m going to
cut you all free, and then perhaps we can
dig our way out. If we all work hard
enough, we might be able to scrape the
earth away, and bore a tunnel.” And he
started on their ropes with his pocket-knife.

The other juniors were aghast at this ex-
hibition of insanity. Handforth’s plan—if he,
indeed, intended it seriously—was the most
outrageously mad scheme that the human
brain could conceive.

f But that remark of Handforth’s bore rapid
ruit.

‘“Allee same good!” came a voice from
Ah Fong, as Handforth busied himself with
slashing through the ropes. “ My son tellee
me. I lemember. Mayhe we getee out.
Plentee——"’

His-wife and his children were all talking
excitedly.

“What is it?” demanded Handforth.

“Cellar, him long,” said Ah Fong quickly.
“One day he fell in. Nearly killee my two
son. Loof fallee down. Now' him loof
plopee up. Velly thin. Glound allee same,
too, thlee “feet above.”

“Great Scott!” shouted Boots, as he found

himself frce. “Did you hear that, you
chaps? Did you hear what Ah Fong said ?”

“I can’t understand him,” muttered
Christine.

“He said this cellar is long, and the roof
is only thin!” yelled DBoots, frenzied with
excitement. “It’s propped up, too, and if
we can only pull the props down, we might
be able to get out into the open air.”

““Then—then Handy was right in coming
down here, afler all?” asked Church.

“Of course I was right!” snorted Hand-
forth. “If we hadn’t come, we should all
have been dead by this time. And we shall
all be dead as it is unless we get a move
on. My goedness! Did you hear that? The
house is beginning to fall to pieces already.”

“TLook out!” shouted McClure in horror.

A shower of white-hot sparks came down
from the opening above, -accompanied by a
sudden burst of burning air. And the atmo-
sphere down here was becoming well-nigh
unbreathable, too. Unless something was
accomplished swiftly—within a single minute,
indeed—suflocation wonld overtake them all.

“Who’s got a light ?” demanded Boots des-
perately. “We can’t see up this far corner,
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Where are those props? Oh, thiz is useless!
I'm nearly blind already, and 1 can’t breathe
properly—-"'

“By George—my
Handlorth.

He took out an clectrie torch from omne of
his pockets, having  brought it along
especially in case of necessity, The bright
heam of light cut through the gloom at the
end of the long cellar, revealing a number
of small boxes, all of them filled to the brim

torch!”  interrupted

with neat stacks of Chinecse “cush V—thie
coin which is commonly used there. Ah
Fong had spoken the truth when he had
said that this -cellar was his sccret bank.
""here seemed to be a fabulous sum there,

judeing by the bulk, but a rcash iz only
worth an insignificant amount, for a hundred
of them are oniy worth about threepence in
English money. In Ah Foug’s hoard there

were thousands of one-cash and ten-cash
pieces. To such a man it was wealth.

But neither Handforth nor the other
juniors took the slightest notice of these

dingy-looking coins, strung together by means
of a cord through their central holes. The
eves of the boys were fixed upon the far
end of the cellar, where the floor sloped
upwards, and where a nuwnber of rude props
were supporting the earthen roof.

“Come on!” croaked Handforth.
together!”

He tugged grimly at one of the props..

“But—but we shall be buried!” gasped
Scott.

“ Belter be buried than burned alive!” re-
torted Handforth fiercely. “And we can’t
afford to make any choice. It’s either oue
or the other, and——"

The prop had given as he was speaking,
and as Church amd McClure applied their
strength, the Dbaulk of wood came away.

“Back!” yelled IHandforth.

They staggered backwards, as the whole
place seemed to cave in. There was a rush
of earth, a cloud of dust, but they were
still alive. Ouly the far end of the cellar
had erashed, and the debris lay strewn on
the floor. They. were all blinded by the
choking dust.

But therc was something else.

A sudden rush of coldness came past them,
and the appalling nature of the atmosphere
was changed. In spite of the dust, they
breathed more freely. Handforth blundered
forward and let out a shout. :

“Daylight!” he yelled. “Hurrah!”

The cool morning air was fanning his face
as it came down the jagged hole in the
ground. One blazing wall of the house was
within a few feet, but the wind was beating
against it, and blowing the flames inwards.

And at some distance stood a grim, des-
pairing knot of people.

“All

1

Nelson Lee was silently gripping the arm.

of Dick Hamilton, and I.ord Dorrimore was
standing slightly apart, his face tense with
dumb misery. ~ '

After that first glimpse of the burning
house they had jumped to the one inevitable
conclusion—the victims of Dr. Foo Chow’s
soldiers were within those hlazing walls. To
rescue them was sheerly irapossible. There
was no water near at hand, and nothing
whatever to carry water in, in any case.

A modern fire-engine could not have ex-
tinguished this fire, either. For the hous?
was blazing like a gigantic torch, the flames
roaring up to an unmense height, and the
whole  providing an  impressive, lurid
spectacle.

The spuarks were bursting into
fireworks, and at any moment
walls of the houze would crash.  Already
the roof had partially caved in, and was
liable to be demolished at any second. 'I'o
think of penetrating  that  inferno  was
macness.

“Let us hope. that the poor boys were
mevcifully killed before they were imprisoned
in  that seethinz furnace,” said lice
sombrely.

“No, Lee; they were put in there alive—
there’s nothing else to think,” muttered
Dovrie. his voice utterly tragic. ““Oh, if
we had only been half an hour sooner! Woe.
might have saved M

“Don’t Dorrie!” pleaded Dick brokenly.

They had already inspected every side of
the house, seeking some spot where they
might malke a desperate attempt atb rescue.
But the Chinese had done their work too
well. They had fired every side of the house
at once, and there was uot an inch that was
not blazing.

At last, hopeless and dejected, the little
party had halted, and stood watching the
blazing building.  Perhaps they had some
faint hope of recovering the poor remains
after the worst was over. At least, they
could give these a decent, Christinn burial.
There was a slight consolation in this
thoucht. DBut nobody spoke it.

From where they woere standing the heat
was blown away from them. The wind was
high, and it took all the flames and sparks
in the opposite direction.  Tarther afield,
standing 1n  watching groups, were the
soldiers of Yung Li Chang. Perhaps they
failed to understand the recason for this wait.
What sense was there in watching a burning
building? Had they not get fire to villages
by the score since their invasion of this
province ?

““Perhaps we had better go, Dorrie,” said
Nelson Lee wearily at last. ““It will be hours
before this fire 15 out—before the ashes are
cool enough -

“Yes, I understand,
Letween his teeth.
T.ee!” he gasped.

the sky like
the outer

bR

interrupted Dorrie
“Let's get away from——
“Did—did you see—
Good heavens! Am I mad, or— Look!
Look, Lee! Look, man!”
His lordship was so excited that he com-
menced to run forward.
“Steady, Dorrvie!?”

satd Nelson T.ee.
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Az Foo Chow’s revolver was sent spinning into the air by Nelson Lee’s timely shot, Lord Dorrimore leapt likd
a tiger and drove his fist at the Chinaman’s chin—all Lis weight behind the punch! He’d been waiting for @
long time to kncck Foo Chow down! '

“You’ve seen nothing! You can’t expect
any life to exist now——"

“He’s right, guv'nor!” shricked Dick
Hamilton with a wild leap. “Oh, look!
I1’s Handy! They’re not dead! Handy!
Hurrah! Come on! We’ve got to pull them
out of this!”

They stared as though they were gazing
at a ghost. After they had given up every
hope of seeing the boys alive, after they

had taken it for granted that death had
long since overtaken them, a figure had

emerged from the ground itself—a stagger-
ing, blackened figure which eould none the
less be recognised as that of Edward Oswald
Handforth.

“Jt’s all right!” he called weakly to the
rescue party. ‘““We're ail here!”

He did not e¢merge from the house, but
from an unseen hole in the ground, from a
place that had previously seemed solid.

“Thank God!” muttered Nelscn
fervently.

With one rush he and the c¢thers came
dushing forward. Wong Loo and his men
were no less swift, for they came running
up, too. Handforth was scized, and as he
peinted downwards at the jagged hole, he
fell, reeling, but was soon gripped and gently
carried away.

I.ce

Another figure was emerging from that
hcle, and still other faces could be seen

below.

But the peril was by no means over.

The building was on the point of collaps-
ing, and it was certain that this particular
wall would fall outwards, burying everything
in its path in white-hot fire. If the fall hap-
pened at once, that merciful exit would be
blocked, and then, indeed, death wcuid be
swift,

Nelson Lee and the others worked madly.

One by one the victims were dragged away
—dizzy, half-dazed, and already careless as
to whether they lived or died. Two of Ah
Fong’s children were quite unconscious, and
it was Lee who dived down inte the black
depths and flung the helpless little Chinese
up into ILord Dorrimore’s waiting arms.
They were swiftly carried away by other
willing hands.

“ Any more?”’ shouted his lordship.

“No, I think not——"’ ~

“Then  come, for your life!” shouled
Dorrie. “This wall—" He paused and
stared upwards at the blazing building in
horror. Great cracks were appearing, and
the sparks were flying. But fer that strong
wind it would have been impossible to stand
so near. IEven as 1t was, all the rescuers
were painfully scorched, and their hair was
singed.

“Back, Dorrie!” exclaimed Lee desper-
ately. “I’m coming!”

But his lordship did not move aun inch
| until Nelson ILee had scrambled through
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the hole, and had joined him. As they
ran there was a devastating cvash in their
rear, followed by a noise which sounded like
an explosion. Ah Fong’s house had vanished,
and nothing remained but a towering mass of
flames, and the sparks roared helpleSSly up-
wards into the wind. It almost seemed as
though those flames were angrily protesting
for being cheated. .

-

CIHAPTER 13.
DR, FOO CHOW ACTS.

W7 IT1{ screne happiness Lord
: Dorrimore grinned at Nel-
son Lee,

“Well, old man, I've
felt chirpy a few times In
my life, but, by the Lord Harry, I’ve never
felt so full of beans as I do now!” he de-
clared Dblithely. ‘“An’ I must say you’re
lookin’ pretty bright, too.”

“I feel just the same as you do, Dorrie,’
satd Nelson Lee.

They were both standing several hundred
vards away from the-s mouldexmﬂ' remnants
of the burning house. A little brook run
rear their feet—a tiny, trickiing spring—and
on the grass close at hand were the intended
victims of torture. They did not look par-
ticularly dead.

The Bt. Frank’s fellows, indeed, had re-
covered with the wonderful alaerity of youth.
IFresh air, water, and good health had worked
marvels.

Less than half an hour had passed, but
they were all sitting up and chatting with
one another. Handforth was more exhausted
than the gthers, for he had done more—
and he had been unfit to undertake this
expedition, in any case. DBut he was not
'mllm"' to admit that he was ‘“all in.”

“The only rotten feature about the affair
is that poor old Chingy has dropped into
Koo Chow’s hands again,” he was saying.
“l think we ought to make some sort of
attempt to rescue hxm—”

“We've had enough for once, andv, in.
terrunted Doots. “Lool\ at n:m' You're a

fine sigllt to o rescuing people, aren’t you?”

Handforth was certainly a pictare. Both
his wrists were swathed in bandages, his
clothing was scorched and tattered, and his
face was so red from the eftects of the recent
heat that he had a lobster-like appearance.

But this cffect was also noticeable on the
others,

They did not pretend that they were
normal. That terrible experienco had left

its mark, and all they wanted to do was to
et back to the yacht—to rest, to sleep It
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was most probable that they would feel the
effects far more later on. The present re-
action was only natural. It was later thaf
they would go through nightmares of horror
again,

“It’s one of the most extraordinary affairs
I have ever seen,” declared Nelson Lee. 1
would not have deemed it possible that the
boys could have escaped. And here they
are, unharmed. For, after all, their hurts
are only superficial. With their vitality they
will be their normal selves within a weel.
We must get them back to the yacht at
once, Porrie.”

“Yes, 1dther, > agreed his lordship. “Thank
cgoodness we’ve got a good escort! There
must be two thousand of these soldiers with
ns. So Foo Chow can do his worst. I'd
like to see his miserable warriors try to stop
us! What about Ah Fong an’ his happy
family ?”’

“We must take them, too,” chuckled Lee.

“The more the merrier!” chuckled Dick
Hamilton. “I suppose it’ll be the best way,
guv’nor. They’ll only be put to death if
they fall iuto the enemjy’s hands.”

“Yes, we can land them somewhere later
on—when we reach a safety zone,” replied
Nelson Lee. “If the boys are fit, we will
make a move at once. 1 suggest that they
are carried—-""

“They won’t hear of it,” said his lord-
ship. “Too bally independent! But I think
we ought to make an exception of Hand-
forth. The poor chap’s just about finished.”

“Eh? Talking about me, sir?” said
Handforth, walking up. “Oh, rot, sir! I'li
admit I’'m a bit tired, but I can stick it
until we get back to the yacht. After all,
we haven’t done much. That fire was awfuw
while 1t lasted, but I knew we should get
out of it all right.”

“Good gad! You knew, did you?”

“It’s a rummy thing, sir, but he did!”
put in Church. “Handy wouldn’t admit for
a minute that we were going to be killed.
He was the only one to burst his ropes, and
we all owe our lives to him.”

““Dry wup, you gassing
Handforth.

ass!” growled

“Well, it’s true,” said Church. *“Ah
Fong was saved from being beheaded by
you, but you wouldn’t say anything abour
it, would you? JHe’s done some marvellous
things, Mr. Lee!”

“What’s this beheadin’ busmess‘?” asked
Deorrie.  “Don’t forget that we haven’t heard
any details yet. We're mlhn to wait untr

we get back, but you’ve whetted my
appetite.”’
“Why, when we arrived here, Ah Tong

was ]w-t going to be executed,” said McClure.
“Handy dashed forward and choved the sword
aside, and the next second we were all in
the middle of a terrific scrap.”

“Handforth has always been renowned for
his bulldog courage,” smiled Nelson Leo.
“I wish I could give equal praise to his
discretion,”
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“Well, I like that, sirl” protested Hand-
forth indignantly. ““We’re all safe, and we
didn’t come {or nothing, did we? Ah Fong
and his family are saved, and they’ve been
able to tell us where Yung Ching is. Isn’t
that worth all the trouble??

Llee was intent.

“Ah Fong knows where Yung Ching can
be found?” he asked keenly.

“He heard those rotters talking, sir,” ex-

plained Handforth. “Chingy was taken
away, and rushed off to the Pao-Kung
temple. I don’t know where it is, but Ah

Fong does; and, in my opinion, it’s a piece
of jolly useful information. Ah Fong is a
bandy chap, and I’'m glad I saved his life.”

“This 1s certainly an 1mportant item ol
news,” declared l.ce. *“Yes, Handforth,
there can be no doubt that your act of
recklessness has been justified. But that
doesn’t mean to say that 1 should like you
to indulge in any more of these escapades.”

“You’ve got-to remember that our hecarts
are only capable of standin’ a certain
amount,” added Dorrie. “Mine has nearly
stopped beatin’ a dozen times already. That’s
one of the cffects you have, old son.”

They soon made active preparations for the
return journey, and were indifferent to the
possible attacks of Foo CChow’s soldiers. They
had an army with them in case of trouble.

But Dr. Foo Chow was not neglecting nis
fermer prisoners as completely as they sup-
posed. Reports had already reached him
that the Dragon’s guns had been disabled,
and he_.had promptly gone to the scene him-
seif, determined to force a swift issue.

The battle for Yang Fu was progressing,
and Foo Chow was desperate. He knew that
nothing short of a miracle could save the city
from falling int6é the hands of his enemies.
And his thirst for revenge was unguenchable.
At the moment, his main desire was to make
these Britons pay. He blamed them entirely
for the recent series of disasters.

Torture was the punishment he aimed at;
but, as this seemed impossible, he intended
to destroy them now, and thus rid himself of
their presence for ever. To this end a horde
of men were rushed to the river, hundreds
and hundreds of them approaching by means
of junks and sampans. In fact, an organised
altack en the Wandecrer was about to be
launched.

Those on hoard could not fail to note the
grim signs.

On both shores of the river men were
gathering—swarmns of them, like human ants.
Farther up, near where the Dragon was
moored, the junks and sampans were collect-
ing, and all were being packed with men.

“Yeu sce what their game 18?” said Mr.
Stokes, as he stood on the bridge w
Mr. Stewart, the first officer, by his side.
“They’re going to float those junks down
on the current, and make an attempt to
overwhelim us by sheer foree of numbers,”

with |

]

“We're ready for the beggars!’ said Mr.
Stewart grimly.

He looked with satisfaction at the machine-
guns on the deck, eac‘ one with 1ts owan
crew in readiness. He%ooked at the grim
men who were waiting with rifles ready.
There were plenty of others below—in the
engine-room and the keholds—who weie
working madly to repair the damage to the
machinery. But Foo Chow was preparing
his attack in good time, for there was no
possibility of getting the propellers going for
another two or three hours. Even now it
was very early i the morning, with the sun
low in the sky.

“I wish Mr. Lee and the others were
back,” said Captain Burton, as he joined the

pair. “This confounded business was sure to
crop up during their absence, of course!
They’ll  probably find it impossible to

approach now, and things will be gencrally
confused,”’

. “What a pity they ever went, sir,” said
Mr. Stewart, .

“They had to fetch those boys back,” pro-
tested Barry Stokes,

“Yes, 1 know that, siv——but I mean, what
a_pity the boys went in the lirst place,” ex-
plained the first oflicer. “We were all
together—the whole pariy of us. And now
we're sceparated again, It seems such an
infernal mess-up to me.”

“Well, it’s no good complaining,” said the
Housemaster. ‘““We're up against some re-
lentless enemies here, and this fight isn’t
going to be any too pretty, by the look of it.
There’ll be some slaughter.’’

“It’s the only way,” growled the skipper.
“We can’t afford to be squeamish with these
inhuman devils! If we don’t kill them,
they’ll kill us. It’s just a question of self-

defence.”’

“You're right, nodded DMr.
Stokes gravely.

He went down on deck, and approached
Irene Manners and a few of the other girls,
who had put in a much earlier appearance

than Mr. Stokes had anticipated.

}“G}i)od-n'lorning, young ladies!” he said
cheerily,

“Good-morning, Mr. Stokes!” said Irene,
“What does it all mean?” she added, indi-
cating the preparations on all sides. gt |
thought we should be far up the river by
this tinme.”’ .

“Have the cngines gone wrong 7' asked
Marjorie.

“It's nothing much—you wouldn’t under-

’ .
stand, anyhow,” said the Housemaster
vaguely. “I want to know why vou’ve turned
out at this unearthly hour It won't be
breakfast-time for another two hours.”’

“Oh, we simply had to get up and see how
things were going,” said Mary Summers.
“You're not angry with us, Uncle Barry ?”

“Angry, no,” said Mr, Stokes. “Tlut you’ll
have to go below again, almost at once.
That is the captain’s order—not mine.”

“But why 7’ they chorused.

captain,”
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“Why 7" said Willy Handforth, as he came
up. “ Because there's going to be a terrific
battle in about ten minutes.’ -

“A battle " cried¢ Irene.

“Confound you, ®Willy——"
Stokes.

“Olr, what does it matter, sir ¢’ interrupted
Villy. *““They’re bound to know in another
fow minutes, anvhow. No news of my major
yet, I suppose ?”

“T am afraid not, my boy,"” said Mr. Stokes
quietly.  “DBut there is no rcason to antici-
pate anything serious. They will probably
come ailong before long, I am worrying about
their approach. These Chinamen seemn to be
coming 1n greater swarms cvery minute.”’

As he was speaking, he saw that several of
the junks were already floating out into the
stream, and the attack was rapidly develop-
ing.

‘Now, girls, you'll have to go below at
once '’ said Mr. Stokes anxiously. “There's
going to be some terrible fighting here—and
that’s not the kind of thing that you ought
to witness. There’ll be an appalling amount
of decath, by the look of things, paltmulally
when our machine-guns get gomg

Mary Summers looked at her
startled.

“But—but are vou going to A:ill them?”’
she asked blmthiee'xlx'.

“It'll be the oniy way.

“Wouldn't it do just as well to frighten
them?”’ asked Doris.

Mpr.” Stokes laughed with a grim note,

“You girls don't recalise what these China-
men are, even now,” he said gruflly., “If
they once swarm on board this yacht, we
shall be simply butchered—every one of us,
irrespective of age or sex, They’'ll probably
torture us in advance. Alake no mistake
about that ~there’ll be no  half-and-half
measures. And when it comes to a fight for
life, we can’t afford to be particular. We
haven’t precipitated this fight, anybow. These
Chinese will have to suffer the consequences.
Britons don’t give in tamely!”

began  Alr.

uncle,

CHAPTER 14,

TIIE ATTACK ON TIE
“WANDERER.’’

URRRRH!

The first machine-gun
opcened fire with a wicked,
devastating rvattle, and a
hail of bullets swept down-

wards upon a junk which was drifting towards
the Wanderer's port side. The junk was
packed with Too Chow's f-ol(how, and the
roar of the machine-gun was answered by a
crackle of rifle-shots,

Jut the machine-gunners were protected.
Lord Dorrimore’s yacht was resembling a

battleship,  Jvery machine-gun was sur-
rounded by well-filled sacks, and only a loop-
hole was left here and there for the gunners
to direct their fire. There was nobody on

deck but the men. The St. I'vank’s fellows
and Moor View giris had been ovdered below,
and every door was clesed and barred fromn
the iside. In the event of a horde of men
flooding on board, they would not casily get
below.

Zurrreh ! .

Two or three of the other machine-guns
took up the song of battle, and the shricks
and yells from the junk were clear evidence
of the damage that was being wrought. This
was a real matter of life and death, The
repelling of these legions of IFoo Chow meant
the dilference between safety and extinction.

There were other junks coming down now,
and from their high decks it was not much
more than a jump to the Wanderer's rail.
Men were being poured into the Dbattle 1n
greater numbers every minute.

Dr. Too Chow had sworn to
Weanderer.

The air was filled with the confused yelling
of the yellew men. One after another, the
junks butted ugainst the yvacht’s plates, and
they came scraping along, the Chinamen
attempting to leap upwards. Scores of them
were shot down as they leaped, for tHie
machine-gun fire was deadly and appalling.
The battle was raging on both sides, and
within [ive minutes 1t was at its height.

The defenders were not merely relying
upon machine-guns and rifles, however. There
were hand- gleuadc in plenty, for Lord Dorvi-
more had provided his yacht with every
means of defence.

Boom! DBoom! (rash!

The grenades expioded with terrible effect
in the midst of the packed Chinamen. So
far, not one member of the encmy f[oree Lad
succceded 1n getting over the rail,  In one or
two places there were desperate hand-to-hand

rptalw the

contests, but the defenders had all the advan-
tage.  And when 1t came to fighting, they

were worth ten Chinamen cach. _

The attackers were flung off, and hurled
headlong into the river. It seemed as though
confusion reigned, but those on bourd the
yacht were 1n full possession of the situation,
and were dealing with this assault ccolly and
with businesslike effect,

Every man was called into the battle.

The work on the engines had been deserted,
and even the boiler-rooms were left empty,

every stoker taking his sharve in the [light.
The majority of the men entered inlo the
spirit of the battle with tremendous vim,

FFrom afar. Dr. IFoo Chow watched the
whole business.

He saw  junk after junk applmda the
Wanderer, and he saw junk after junk fal
to make fast, only to be swept down by the
current, with its full compicment of men

carried out of the battle.

But there were plenty more! And there
was a wealth of activity on board the Dragon,
too. I'oo Chow's gurners were working
madly, attempting to repair the damage whieh
had been caused to the heavy guns.  The
Chinese millionatre knew that these white
men would slip from his c'utches uniess he
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held them now. And he had a few choice
plans for Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore

and Handforth—and a few more whom hel

had specially selected for treatment.

“We're holding ’em all right, sir,”’ declared
Mr. Stewart breathlessly, as he found Captain
Burton by his side. *“We've got the beggars
taped !”’

“They’re  still  coming, My,
Btewart,”” said the skipper.

It was true. There seemed te be no end to
the string of native boats, each one full of
armed men, And at one period it scemed as
though the efforts of the defenders would be
useless.  Four of the biggest junks had sue-
cceded in grappling, and scores of men were
pouring over the side of the Wanderer.
Revolvers spat, and the machine-guns con-
tinued their ceaseless roar. The yelling,
screaning, maddened Chinamen fell in
droves, only to be repla¢ed by their comrades.
It was like a horde of rats overrunning the
yacht.

And it was at this crucial period
change came in the whole situation.

though,

that a
There

was a note of alarm ashore. Other bodics of
troops, preparing to leave in more boats,
were restless, And the rcason was soon evi-
dent. Hundreds of men came sweeping down
from every side, and these, although Chinese,
were not of Foo Chow’s army !

To be exact, Nelson Lee's party, including
the rescued juniors, had arrived back with
their escort, and the escort had flung itself
into battle with sheer fanatical fervour. It
need hardly be mentioned that Umlosi was
onc of the very first to leap into the fray.

« This was the chance he had been waiting
for—this was the oppertunity he had dreamed
of! Enemies everywherc—thesze yellow sons

| of dogs should feel the steely Dbite of his

trusty spear! |

“Good gad !” said Dorrie, as he stood on a
high rock, gazing down at the moving scene.
“They’re tryin’ to take the oid tub, Lece!
We've come just In time to secc the fun.
These soldiers of Yung Li Chang look like
turnin’ the tables, too.”

“T don’t quite care for the look of things,”

muttered Lee, frowping. “Boys, get into

?
;

£y
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cover, behind these rocks. There may be
plenty of stray bullets about—and after your
recent escape, you don't want to fall vietims
to such a fate. Handforth, where aro you?
Conftound it, where =

“Here 1 am, sir!”’ said Edward Oswald,
appearing from behind a neighbouring rock.

“Well, you stay here!”’ said Nelson Lec
grimly. “Upon my word, you gave me quite
a turn! I never know when you are going to
fly ofl on some fresh escapade! Give me your
word, Handforth, that yvou won’t leave the
other boys.”

“All right, sir,”” said Handforth rcadily.
“Tact is, I don't feel much like scrapping
this morning. I've had enough excitement
to last me for a day or two.”

“You glutton!” said Lord Dorrimore
severely.  “You've had cnough to last you
about six ordinary lifetimes—but it’'ll only
satisfy you for a day or two, it scems!”

They stood there, in comparative safcty,
watching the progress of the fight. Irom this
elevated position they could see right down
into  the gorge—the yacht lying in mid-
strcam, the junks clustered round her, the
figures of the fighters on deck. And on the
shores there was another battle going on—at
least, on this particular shore. The soldiers
of the two armies were clashing, and no
further boats were being put off.

It was the climax of the great attack.

CHAPTER 15.

SOMETHING FOR DR.
FOO clow !

3R [11¢ turning-point had been
38 r‘" reached.

With no reinforcements
to support those alrcady

engaged, the battle for the
Wauderer was resolving itself into a certain
victory—for the defenders. The swarms of
men were being dealt with by the deadly
michine-guns.  And, so far, there had only
been a few casualties on the defending side.
I'wo or three men were slightly wounded, but
none were knocked out of the fight.

Dre. Foo Chow, watching from his own
point of vantage, was beside himself with
rage.  Kverything was going wrong! His
prisoners had escaped—his capital was in

danger of falling into the hands of the enemy
at  any moment—and now this handful of
white men were again defying him. Here,
in his own stronghold, with thousands of his
men to obey his orders, he was being defied !

At least fifty men of the Dragon had been
ruthlessly put to death for their failure in
defending the guus.  There had been no
cxcuses—there had been no trial. These men
had failed, and they had been butchered.
What did human lives matter to Dr. Foo

Chow when he had thousands of others at

his beck and call ?
He gave fresh orders, and before long there
was renewed activity on the Dragon,  'The

fight was ncarly over in ‘midstrcam. The
junks and sampans were drifting away, and
the water was teeming with dead and drown-
ing Chinamen. 'The whole enterprise. had
the appearance of a colossal failure.

And then came the real climax.

The forward gun on the Chinesc yacht had
been repaired! In spite of the damage that
had been caused, the gun was ready for action
again—patched up temporarily. For one shell
would be enough—one well-directed hit! "The
Wanderer's vitals would -be torn open, and
she would sink into the black depths of the
gorge. Dr. Foo Chow waited, a figure of
stone—walching for that fatal shot.

Boo-0-oom ! '

. There came a roaring explosion, accom-
panied by great bursts of smoke from the
Dragon. '

“The guns!” shouted Nelson Lee.

“Good glory. they’ve got them——"

But Dorrie, horrified, could get no further.
The same thought had leapt into the minds
of them both. The guns were available, and
the British yacht was about to be sunk before
their eyes! Lord Dorrimore’s feelings at
that moment were indescribable. He was
deeply attached to this private yacht of his,
which had penetrated to almost every known
corner of the globe.

But there was just that one devastating
explosion—an explosion which shook the
Wanderer, which shook the rocky sides of the
gorge like the tremor of an earthquake.
There came no sccond crash as the shell hit
its mark. And the reason was obvious.

The gun, instead of sending forth its
deadly charge of high explosive, had blown
up! The repair had been ineffective, and tho
heavy gun had exploded! KEvery man on
the Dragon’s forward deck was blown to
fragments, and the superstructure of the
vessel was shattered. '

The yacht was enveloped in a cloud of
smoke and dust, and debris was falling in
every direction. So much for Dr. Foo Chow's
attempt to sink the Wanderer! Dut this was
only the first disaster,

Practically upon the
came a sccond one.

And tHis was infinitely worse than the first
—a ghastly, devastating cataclysm of sound.
A stack of shells, recklessly placed near the
gun, had blown themselves to cternity,
together with everything else on the whole
of the Dragon’s deck.

The gorge simply rocked.

And the Chinamen who remained in the
battle lost heart when they saw what had
happened to their war lord’s vessel. Tho
last junk was swept away from the Wanderer's
side, and, ashore, the armies of Foo Chow
were fleeing in panic before the cnemy,

“Look !”" said Handforth, pointing.

A haze of smoke was clearing from the
Chincse yacht. A mass of wreckage lay
revealed—a mere shattered hulk. The bridgo
had gone, the funnel was no more, and the

heels of that roar

| entive surface of the yacht was changed-
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She was now nething but a smoking litter | party pauscd. Instinctively, Lece drew his
of debris, revolver. )
“'Ifhat’s settled her for all time!”’ said Lord “Now, gentlemen, T will  cettle  my
Dorrimore, with satisfaction. * I believe she’s | account !” snarled oo Chow.
on fire, too—she’ll be completely gone within| His voice contained a world of peril. They
an hour. QGad, I hope Foo Chow was aboard ! | had never seen him like this betere, for he

I don’t like to sound bloodthirsty, hut there'll
be thousands of lives saved if that one life is
taken!”’ _

“I don’t think Foo Chow would take such
a risk, Dorrie,” said Lee, shaking his head.
““He must have known the danger of attempt-
mg to hre that gun, and he could only have
given the order in desperation. But come!
This is our chance to get on board our own
yacht.”

*“ Hurrah |7

“We'll do it, sir!?”

“Good old Wanderer !’

“Down with I'oo Chow!’

The whole party, rather shocked by the
terrible scene they had witnessed, but jubilant
at the thought of victory, hurried down the
rough, rocky gorge towards that causeway,
which led up from the concrete quay. It was
necessary to rcach that quay in order to
obtain a boat,

Since that explosion, a tremendous change
had taken place.

The Chinesec had fled, lcaving the quay
deserted, althowwth there were many  still
forms lying there, as evidence of the gory
battle. And therc wére boats, too. 'Thesc
had becn deserted just as they lay, and Foo
Chow’s men were being chased across country
i every direction, i

Umlost met the hurrying party as they
reared the causeway. He was a spectacle.
(sashes were bleeding on every limb—two or
three of them ugly wounds which would need
drastic attention. The black giant was limp-
ing, too, and he was half blinded by the
flowing of blood from an ugly scalp wound.

““Good heavens, Umleosi, you're in a ter-

vible state!”’ exclaimed Nelson Lee. “Man
alive, we shall never patch you up!”’
Umlosi showed all his teeth 1in a wide,
happy laugh.
“Callest thou these scratches serious,

Umtagat: ?” he rumbled. “Wau! What are
they but the trifling hurts of battle? ’Twas
a fight, N'Kosce!” he added, turning to
Dorrie. ’Twas a fight after mine own heart !”

“I hope vou've satisfied, then,” said his
lordship. “ You look perfectly awful! I¢’ll
take us a month to get you well !’

“Tull three score of these pigs did I slay
with my spear!”’ declared Umlosi. “Per-
chance thou wilt think T am boasting? DBut
nay! I am modest in 1ay estimate of
numbers !’

*“T believe yvou!”’ declared T.ord Dorrimore.
“We haven’t got time to look at your wounds
now, but we’ll soon have you aboard, you
gory eld reprobate!” |

They huyried down lowards the quay, and
were just passing a jutting portion of rock,
when Dr. Foo Chow himsclf abruptly steod
out, There was such an expression of fiendish
hatred on his face that the leaders of the

had always been suave and smooth. But this
succession of defeats had converted him into
a veritable fiend,

Crack !

Ifoo Chow's revolver, hidden in the folds
of his uniform, was sent spinning out of his
numbed fingers. Ifor Nelson Lce, instantly
sensing the meaning of that slight bulge, had
fired. And only in the nick of time, fer a
bullet had been about to penetrate his heart.
By sheer presence of mind, Nelson Lce had
saved his own life and Lord Doryrimore’s.

“You infernal cur!”  reared Dorric
furiously.

He leapt forward like a tiger.

Crash !

His fist drove upon Dr. Foo Chow’s c¢hm

with all the force of Dorrie’s frame bchind it.
It was a blow such as the St. Frank’s juniors
had seldom secn., IEven Handforth, famed
for his terrific punching, stared with awe,
- The Chinese millionaire uttered one gur-
gling grunt, his fcet were lifted clecan from
the ground, and he thudded over sideways
on to the conercte—a limp, quivering, un
conscious heap.

‘- “Lee gave you a taste of his fist the other

mine !”  panted

sampled
his  knuckles.

day—now you've ¢
rubbing

Lord Dorrimore,
“Gad, he’s out!”

“That blow was cunough to kill him,
Dorrie,”’ said Nelson Lee, falling on his
knees. ' u

He felt Foo Chow’s pulse, but it was still
beating. Lee had really suspected that the
Chinaman’s neck was broken, but he was
only suffering from the effects of a plain
knock-out, :

“It’l]l bhe an hour before he comes top 1
said the detective as he rose to his feet.
“T've half a mind to carry him with us
on board the Wanderer. We’ll hold him as
a hostage; we’'ll take him prisoner.”

“(Gad, that’s a good idea,” said Dorrie.
“But, hang it, I don’t want this foul beast
on my yacht! Let him lie, Lee!” he added
oruffly. “He can’t do us any niore harm
now. His armies are on the run, his capital
is on the point of falling. Leave him these.
He’s shot his bolt, and we’ve done with

him.”
“Yes, perhaps you are right,” said Lee
slowly. *“We'll leave him.”

They went on, and reached the quay.
There were so many boats that they could
choose any one tliey pleased. And within

five minutes they were going down with the

"current towards the beloved Wanderer. They

tried not to see the floating things near the
water’s edge—things which they preferred to
be blind to.
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And Nelson Lee was thoughtful and grim.
Ile was wondering. Had he done right in
leaving Dr. ¥oo Chow unconscious upon that
causeway ?

CHAPTER 16.
All FONG PROVES NIS WORTH.

APTAJN BURTON
INelson Lee’s hand
fervent pleasure.

“Glad to see you salely
back, Mr. Lee,” he said
stmply.  ““And you, sir,” he added as he
met Lord Dorrimore. “We were half-
ufraid that you might have met with some
serious trouble,”

Dorrie laughed.

“We met with serious trouble all right,
captain,” he replied. *“ And it seems that
you've had your share, too. DBut tell me
the news. Anybody killed?”

wrung
with

(11 N-()bud}_"l
“Fine!” sald Dorrie happily. ‘“Many
Lhurt 77

“Three men in the sick-bay with bad shot

wounds, but none of them fatal,” replied
Captain Burton. *“Five others with slight
wounds. I rather fancy the enemy has a

bigger casualty list.”

“You’ve done wonderfully, captain,” said
Nelson Lee with enthusiasm.  “For our
part, we have to report success. We have
brought all the boys back, and we are all
quite whole.”

“ Blistered a Dbit, but whole,” said Dorrie.
“I don’t see any of the young people about,”
he added, glancing round. “ All below, eh ?”

“I packed ’em down as soon as the trouble
started,” nodded the captain. “And I don’t
think they’d better come up just yet, either.
There’s a good deal of litter to be cleared
up. A good deal of mess to be washed off
the decks, too.”

He spoke signiflicantly, for some parts of
the decks were not pleasant to look upon.

Handforth & Co. and the othier bovs were
taken straight below, where they were
greeted jovously by their schoolfellows and
by Irene & Co. The Ah Fong family was
provided with accommodation aft.

Within twe hours an apparent miracle had
been wrought. _

Not only were the
Wanderer's decks
ciean again, but she

L

seceoco NEXT WEDNESDAY! scceec

b me,

Dragon was now a smouldering mass of
wreckage, IFire had not broken out, as Lord
Dorrinmiore had anticipated, but there seemed
every chance that it might still do so.

In any case, I'oo Chow's wonderful yacht
was disabled for all time.

And exactly the opposite was the caze with
the Wanderer. A triumphant report came
up from Mr. Mackenzie, the chief engineer.
His work was completed, the engines were
ready for full service. The good old yacht
was herself again. :

“Hurrah!”

“The engines are going!”

“We're oft!”

There was plenty of cxeitement among the
boys. But Handforth & Co. and the other
members of that shore party were con-
spicuous by their absence. They were all
in bed; and this time Handforth was pro-
vided with a sailor outside his cabin door—a
guard who was there to see that Handforth
stayed in bed!

Not that there was much fear that he
would aftempt to get up. He was so utterly
worn out that hie fell asleep while his burns
were being dressed. Fis chums were nearly
as exhausted.

“We've had a pretly exciting time of it
all round, an’ I'm off for my cot as soon as
we get on the move,” declared Lord Dorri-
more wearily. ‘‘Take my tip, Lee, old man,
an’ get some rest, too.”

“You can be quite surce that I shall follow
that very excellent advice,” said Nelson I.ce
dryly. ““There is one little point worrying
however. We have beaten IFoo Chow,
and the yacht is ours. The cngines are in
full working order, too.”

“Well, what’s the fly in the ointment?”

“We have no pilot, Dorrie.”

“MH’'m! That’s pretty bad, T’ll admit,”
said his lordship, scratching his ear. “It'll
be a tough job, navigatin’ this river without
a pilot. Still, I don’t see how on earth we
can get one, Lee. We couldn’t trust these
accursed Chinks, even if we had a dozen to
select from. I'm afraid we shall have to
just steam off, an’ chance it.”

“That’s what I’ve been thinking, but it’s
an awful risk,” put in Mr. Stokes. “There
may be hidden rocks, or mud-banks. At any
moment, after we get started, we may strike
a submerged snag.”

Lord Dorrimore
nodded.

was looking quite “I've always held
normal. All doors that there’s nothin’
were open, so that like bein’ cheerful,”
any of the guests he observed.

could go about as “Well, hang it
they pleased. So far we've got to  Dbe
as the enemy was rcady for these
conecernod, nono was things!””  protested
in sight., The gorge Barry Stokes. ‘1
was descrted.  All scems madness  to
the Chinamen had , (Continued on
gorne, and the 00000000000600000000000000023000000 page 43.)
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Sﬁrring Ad\?enture!

B

Begin tbis Yarn Now!
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By

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

BOB DIGBY, HAROLD DWYER, and FATTY
VOSY are left a large fortune, to be divided
equally between them. The fortune is left them
by their uncle, Silas Digby, and the wealth is
hidden in a chest which he has buried some-
where during his travels round the world. They
have no clue to the whereabouts of this fortune,
but enlist the aid of BEN TOPPET, the skipper
of the Saucy Ann, who tells them of a chest
concealed beneath a tree in their uncle’s garden.
They dig up the chest and find that it contains
documents, a mummified head and hands! The
papers are examined, and it is decided to accom-
pany Ben on the Saucy Ann in a world quest

What the Box Contained.

B PEN ze box!” commanded the
English-speaking  official, with a
gmud sweep of his arm.

“We won’t,” answered Ben.
“Verra we!l,” said the officials,
assistance.
They twrned and marched off the ship.
Alas, they didn’t go far enough, or allow
any time for the Daucy Ann to slip her
moorings and clear out of the harbour. They
walked only a few yards to where some
niggers were umhmg on the quay, and took
from cne of them a very heavy pickaxe.
They were back again, and while one offi-
cor stood dumb with folded arms and locked
on, the other attacked the box and hacked
into its side. Ben would have leapt upon
the man, but the swinging pick nearly got
him in the face. Ile retreated and su;ned
frantically to the boys to set upon the little
officers and overpower them; but they were

nct able to grasp his meaning, and were
more concerned about the damage -to their
precious chest.

“Here, stop him!” cried Fatty. ' Ile’s

emashing up our property!”

¢ - THEROLLICKING ™
"“{bﬁ"f“””‘% Rovers!

“we go for

Ay g |

for the lost treasure. DBut they are shadowed Ly
FOXEY JOHNSON, a crafty rascal, who means
to get hold of the treasure for himself. When
our adventurers set sail in the Saucy Ann, Foxey
conceals himself on board. The Saucy Ann [ro-
ceeds to Teredos, where a box of valuables had
been left by Old Digby. Foxey slips ashore, and,
in league with a rascal named Barker, obtains
the box and makes off with it in a dhow. They
send a substitute box to the Saucy Ann. There
is a scene when Ben Toppet refuses to.open the
box for the customs officials,

{Now read on.)

“TTere—you > protested Daob.

Gogeles “stood and stared at the hole the
pukne was making in the side of the box.
One—two—three—and a heave! A loose,
rotten board bulged, cracked, splinteied, and
was next moment hulqtmﬂ' out.

“Look—look !”’

Out of the
stones! _

““ Stones!” cried Goggles.

“Stones!” groaned Fatty.

“'Tre, ‘ere, what's this?" shouted Ien.

The officer hacked ,:nm‘, t:1 the side of the
box was no more, and a heap of read-fodder
spilled out on the deck.

“Where are zc books?”? demanded the
angry officer. “You lie to me, you lie!”

“ Stones! 1 was ail DBen could

hole rolled—not gold—but

Stones!
gurgle in his dismay and utter stupefaction.

“You say books, and we {ind stones! You
cive wrong description. You deceive us.
You break ze law. Ycu are arrested. So!
You come wiz us. Queek march!?

“We’ve been done! There’s some jiggery-
pokery ’ere!” shouted Ben, dancing about
and almost treading on the little officers.

| ““This ain’t the box—this ain’t the chest your
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uncle got out of the wreck! And them labels
—look!'—the Saucy Ann never touched any
of them ports. Them nails is new, drove
in this very day! We’ve been done! This
ain’t your uncle’s box!”

“Well, where is it, then?”
Bob, “and who has done this?”’

“Why, TFoxey!” roared Ben.
IIe got it! This is a fake, a stumer!”

“Wlere is Foxey now? We've got to get
oit his track,” said Boh.

As Ben stumped up and down in helpless
rage his quick eye saw a boat slipping out
of the harbour with white men aboard.

“Look—that’s IFoxey’s cap!”

The customns officer looked. too, and
gasped. A boat was escaping them without
a permit. They ran ashore and waved theix
arms and shouted and  spluttered and made
frantic signs to the sentry on the fort.

Poom! went a gun.

But Foxey & Co. were going to take their
chance, and sailed on.

“ After them!” yelled Ben.
quick!”

In a few minutes the Sauey Ann was escap-
ing, too—but giving chase!

demanded

“The engine—

In Pursuit of the Dhow.

OOM! went the gun in the fort.

B A vessel slipping out of the harbour
of Teredos, without permission of tne
authorities, wasn’t a  very serious

matter—not serious enough to warrant 2

fortress gun being turned upon a Britishi ship

to sini 1t,

But the law must be obeyed; even the law
of an outlandish old saundy mud- patch like
Teredns. And the law must make its voice
heard.

So the gun boomed out: and a shot splashed
in the sea, behind Barker's native boat!

The pgun boomed again. "This time the
shell splashed ahead of the Saucy Ann, but
no damage was done. The port officals knew
the names and ratings of the ships, and a'l
about them, and could get even anothm time
—in other ways

It was not ‘the gun Foxey had to fear; it
was the vengeance of Ben Toppet, hot in
pursuit.

“We've rmlv got a sail,
auxiliary " Foxey w arned
Barker.  “They’ll overhaul
then?”’

“We’'ll have to fight for it "’ said Barker.

“They’re armed, all of ’em, and them
boys’ll let fly at anybody and anything!”

and Ben’s got an
his comrade
us—and what

“Well, lot them!"’
Just outside the harbour there was a
freshening brecze and the sails of the dhow

swelled to it. These boats, designed for light
breezes and swift journeys, can make astonish-
ing pace—but the Saucy Ann was overhauling
them, taking advantage of the breeze, too.

“What’s going to happen when we come
Ievel, Ben?”’ Bob asked a little anxiously.

“He knew.

— Y

“We'll eall on ’em to surrender,”” replied

Ben, who had talken the wheel.
“And if they won’t ?”’
“Then we'll board her and fight ’em!”’

“Hooray "’

The thrill of fight entercd into the hearls
of them all, even of the scientific Goggles.
All worked with a will. flving to obey Ben's
lightest word in the handling of the
(xOff'Q:sz was at the engine.

“Wouldni’t it be easier to ram her and run
her down, Ben?” Goggles asked.

“And what would bO(ume of your unc
treasure, then? I’ve think it will be any gond

SQLaE.

1ol
v, o

to anybody at the bottom of the sca? How
many are there aboard? Look and see,
commanded Ben, handing hiz  glasses (o
Goggles, who began to count.

“1 can see Foxey. There’s another white
man. and four brown fellows.’

“Six to four!”” muttered Den.

“They’re still a long way off—Dbut we are
gaining.”’

“What’s that there splutterin’® noise in the

engine 7"’ asked Ben pre‘senti\

There waz no need to reply, for, after a few
unexpected pops, the engine gave out.

““ hat’s up? What have vou beeu doi:’
to the blamed old engine ?”’ roared Ben, ever
suspicious of the young scientist.

“The petrol tank is empty,”” Goggles con-"
fessed a few minutes later, aftc a frantic
attempt to get going again. \’\e were goiug
to refill it n pmt~—-und forgot.’

“You forgot, you mean,”” snarled Ben
angrily. “You asked for this engine to Le
IPI;t,ontlrelv to you—and look what’s come of
it!

It was sail against sail now, and the lighter
vessel had the advantage. The yellow coast
was receding and fadm" into a gnlden streal,

half concealed in a hazy mist. The dhow
began to increase her lead.

“Where’s the whisky?  Where's  the
brandy ?”’  yelled Goggles, racing to tho
saloomn,

“What's wrong with him?"’ acked Ben in
alarm.  “He ain't takin’ to drinl, is he, just

‘cos the engine 1s run out o’ petrol #””

“Where's the whisky 7" ehouted Goggles,
seizing Fatty.

“In there—in a box under
saloon.”

The cxcited one re-settled his spectacles
and dived for the box. He returned. drag-
zing it along with him to the well-hole wheve
the engine was. Like a lunatic he was seen
with his mouth at the cap of the petrol tank,
blowing down it.

“'Ere, ’ave vou gone off vour head?
away from there!” shouted Ben.

The engine began to go again, as if a fresh
lease of life had been given it. As a matter .
of fact, the tank drainings had been blown {o
the carbureltor. 'Then, to Ben’s dismay—ho
knowing practically nothing of engines—ho

the seat in the

Cret

beheld the crazy lad Lnoelung necks off
bottles and feeding the engine with good
whiskyv,
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“He’s mad—it’s the sun! He’s got it—and “Well, let ‘’em keep it,”” replied  the
he’s got it bad!” vell ed Ben to the others. | astonishing Goggles.
“Ere, come and hold ’im down, or lock him & Dont; listen to him,” growled Ben.
up—look at him ! “They’re loading a"dm’ ¥ ‘
The engine, after a splutter or two, showed “"Vf‘” let them,” urged Goggles. “Ict

that it liked whisky and thudded grandly.
The boys came and stood round, and, for a
few minutes, %lmost forget the e;-ccmmg dhow.

“Good old Goggles!” murmured Bob with
a sigh of satisfaction and relief.

The young scientist began a short lecture
on alcohol as motor fuel and its disadvantages
in competition with oil in the world’s mar-
kets. He would have told them about the
specific glmit} nf each, and lots more, if
they bhad not all been startied by something
much  more -nnpmtant aomethmﬂ' that
cvashed through the side of the main deck
galoon, and left a hole in jt-—a shot!

Strategy!

¢ HIERE did that come from?”’ Ben
‘J‘/ demanded, looking landward to
the dietant port, from which no

pudf of sinoke was visible.

A second glance at the hole in the cabin
side established the simpie fact that a gun
on shore cannot shoot a shot that will go ouf
to sea and turn back and hit a cabin on the
side facing the' other way.

“They’ve got a gun!” roared Ben,
ahead at the dhow.

It was only too true. The rum-runner had
in its bow an innocent-looking skylight
covered with tarpaulin, which, when neces-
sary, would turn back and reveal a very ser-
viceable brass cannon, three feet long, with
touch hole, and swivel bearings and ewely-
thing on the model of fifty years ago.

Such ancient implements of war are rtill
cherished and hoarded in savage countries,
and carried in outlandish coastal waters.
Many a good sailing vessel has gone to Davy
Jones in lonely places, driven ushore by a
ha]] frem an ancient field-piece carrvied by a

vivate dhow.

the a long time elapsed between shots,
but presently another one came.

Bang!

Ben steered the %cun-y Ann’s nose on to
the direction of the shot. and the next cne
seraped a nasty scratch all along the bo# on
the port side.

All the same, the Saucy Ann was gaining
and would s=oon bhe near muugh to come
alongside, but dared not risk getting a shot
below the water line.

“Well, and what now ?”” Ben cried to the
beys in his dilemma. *“What about it? Have
you got any fsungestmnq? Ave we to goon?”’

“ What d’ye think, Goggles?”’ demanded
RBob, who was no coward hut not too fertile

staring

of ideas. “Shall we rush it

“No—there’s mno need,”” replied the
engineer, etopping his engine. “lLet’s drop
hehind.

“What—and lose a fortune?’”’ cried Iatty.
f 7 L | y
I'hey’ve got our treasurel

-

left port

them load and fuo, and loud and

keep on at it.”’ nd Jv,

“While we’re doing nething 7’ demandced
Ben in scorn.
“Just so!”’

“What for?”

“What for! Tt's obvious. Can’t you sce
that the Tonrrm they go on firing, and falling
short, and missing us, the sooner thevJI CX-
haust their ammunition and their old iron.’

“That’s so, Ben,”” Bob agreed. “Let’s fol-
low, but not go too near.”

Ben growled consent. The Saucy Ann,
with all sail on, followed the treasure-laden
dhow at a respectful distance, moving as if
being left behind—and afraid to come on.

The Saucy Ann began to drop still further
behind, out of every sort of range; the dhow
wasted her ammunition and soon there was
no serap iron left with which to assault her.

Barker, huddled low out of sight, was told
of this situation.
~ “BSay, mate, will they try to board us?’’
asked Foxey mervously.

“Four to six—not likely. Look
crew! Them boys is only kids.”

“What’s your idea, Sammy ?’’ asked I*oxm,
still nervous. “Jt ain’t no good r»unnin’ in
front of ’em, right out to eea, and us with
no food aboard, and no waicr.”’

“My 1dea is to let ’em come alongside,
then fall baek, turn into the wind, and ram
the Saucy Ann in the ribs.”

“Pretty strong ribs,”’ muttered Foxey
“Your bow is sharp—but it’s slender!”’

“It’s cased in steel, and there’s steel in-
side. We’ve used it afore to-day to go right
through the side of a government boat. The
Saucy Ann will sink nice and proper. She
without giving any destnmtion
She’ll go to the bottom, and no one will ever
know—’ cept us

Shots Lulmg, the Sancy Ann crept closer
and closer. Knives and Cl‘lt]d sses and long-
barrelled guns were served out to the crew
of the dhow, and Foxey was given a g

at :ny

They told him to go to the bow so that, the
moment the Savey Ann was rammed, he

could leap aboard.

The boys were now all lying flat on deck,
each near a convei.'ent hole, with revolvers
loaded.

Gogegles, through his glasses, could see that
the muzzle of the cannon was cocked high
in the air, and anything out of its mouth
would go over their heads.

“Ammunition exhausted,
“Close in now, Ben.”’

“Better tire ’em cut, and follcw, and imil
’em, and let ’em get bhungry an d thirsty,”
Ben decided. “What d’ye see now, sir?”’
he asked with astoniching reape(tfulneta That

” he announced.

“s811”’ was very unusual,
“I can see the crew passing a leather
water-bottle from one to another and—
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they’re almost fighting over it. One of them
has just had a cuff on the head from the
man in the straw hat. He has grabbed it,
and I'oxey is grabbing now!”’

“They’re short of water!”” yelled Ben.
“They’ve run dry; and we’ve got gallons and
gallons In our tanks!”’

by

“What do you mean
Fatty,

“It means that, in less than twenty-four
hours, they’ll be without water. Let ’em
parch--let ‘em do what they like and go
whero they like, and we’ll go after, and just
look on.”

There was sense in old Ben’s tactics; and,
much as. they louged to fight, all the boys
realised that the longer and more patient way
was best.

So the Sag~y Ann followed close—daringly
close—and the dhow kept ahead, wondering
when the attack was coming, and longing for
it almost as much as they longed for water.

“What fools we were to set off in such a
hurry,”” Barker growled. ‘“ Never mind, these
chaps of mine are accustomed to going with-
out drink, but me and you, Ioxey, if we
are to keep any fight m us, must be re-
freshed. Here, have a swig at this bottle,
but only a little one—we’ll keep it up our
end.”’

that ?’’ asked

”

Foxey Funks It!

NCE, in a sudden calm, the Saucy Ann
O came close enongh for a shot from
IFFatty’s revolver to whistie over the

dhow. Glorious!

“Did T kill anybody ?”’
Bob, who lay near.

“T saw a seagull swoop to pick up the
fish vou assassinated,” replied Bob with a
chuckle.
f]‘l‘l"{o, stop rotting—did you see anybody
all ¥ -

“No-—and don’t waste good bullets!”’

“There’s Foxey’s cap,” whispered Fatty,
all excitement, and finger again on trigger.

“Don’t, vou couldn’t hit the ship if you
tried at this distance!"’

An hour or two later the boys were taking

it in turns to crawl away out of the sun
to get food and drink in the shade of the

he whispered to

cabin. When Ben took his turn, Fatty was
left at the wheel.
“She’s turning,” ecried Fatty presently.

“She’s turning towards the land.”

“Head her off and get in between,”’ cried
Bob, who was in command in the absence of
the skipper.

This was done and, for a little while, the
two vessels were abreast of each other, but a
good gap between them. Now was the time,
if the brass cannon had anything in it, to
get one well in. But vothing happened, ex-
cept a stray rifle shot or two.

In the dhow Barker was cursing and swear-
ing. He realised the tactics of his enemy.
No chance to get round and run in on tho
larger vessel. 'They were to windward.

“They mean to liang on to us till we're
starved out, or a vessel comes along. We
must make for shore and run in anywhere,"”’
he announced. .

The Saucy Ann held on tight till night
fell. But not the night we know; it was a
hazy tropic night—never quite dark—with a
phosphorescent light from the water which
always showed where the solid hull of a ship
moved. :

Once the two boats were so near that Ben
called out to the enemy: “Are yer givin’ in,
or are yer goin’ to be sunk-—which is it to
be 7"’

No answer, save a cursing on board the
dhow. Buarker was gone below and was ex-
amining a churt. Ile was no navigator. but
he had a rough and recady knowledge of his
own coast. loxey was called down to his
aid.

“I reckon, Foxey Johnson, we are in dan-
gerous water. Them ehaded places on the
map 1s shoals,. shifting sands, and no boat
with a bigger draught than ours ought to
venture so near land. What if we was to
lighten ship, fling everything overboard, and
lead ’em aground ?”’

“Ah,” gurgled Toxey, finding renewesl
hope. Then, after a pause, “It would oniy
be sand, and they'd just stick and—we shouid
stifl have to board ’em.”

“If we could get ’emi aground we could

leave ’em till they starved and rotted. Easy
then.”’

“With no food or water aboard us, and
plenty aboard them,” suid Foxey. “I'm

atraid 1t won't work What’s that?”’

There was a bump.

“We're :on the sand owrselves!” vyelled
Barker, leaping on deck and giving orders.

After a little rocking to and fro there was
a lurch, and they were free of the sandy
shallows.

But the Saucy Ann, what of her?
minute she would be aground!

Ben was bending over the side of the ship,
snifing in an odd way.

“What is it, Ben?"" they asked.

“There's a queer smell in the sea hore.
abouts.”" he replied, suniffing up =ome more
air.  ““'Kre, look out, we're in  shallow
water!”’

Ben rushed for the wheel, knocked TFatty
clean over, and altered the Saucy Anu's
course in an instant. And only just in time,:
for the keel seemed to hold a little, and foot-
hold on deck was unsteady. Soon the lap ol
the waves on the bows was as before. a
pleasant little prattle and tinkie. '

The keel grounded again; the vessel held
a moment. and then slipped free. The dhow
glided safely over the shallows, lurching now
and then, but going on: it was bwlt for
waters like these.

The Sauecy Ann was soon lost to view. They
had evaded her.

Suddenly out of the sea, in front of tha
dhow, there rose a queer tangle of masts
and rigaing—a_ half-submerged wreck! The
most potent and terrible sailor’s warning of

In a
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dangercus waters—and the dhow went crash-
ing through the rotten rigging!

Ail was confusion. The navigation of the
hout was taken out of the hands of the white
men forthwith. Barker was threatened with
a knife, and Foxey was knocked flat. 'The
native eailors knew what was before them if
once marooned on these desolate sands—a
siow and hoirible death.

1t was that or surrender,

They preferred surrender, and cared no-
thing for the cargo that Barker was smug-
gling out of Teredos. If they had known its
value it would have been all the same; life
was movre precious than plunder, and capture
better than terture.

The dhow, with confusicn, and argument,
- and fighting on board, and free of the sands,

vas making for the ¢pen ocean in the wake |

cf the Saucy Ann.

“They want to surrender,”” Barker ex-
plained .to Foxey. “ At least, two ¢f 'em do.
We'll have to settle those two—these on that
rcpe hauling up the sail—the cthers we ean
attend to. Are you ready?”’

2

“Y-yes,”” agreed Foxey with hands trem-
bling on his knife.

“On to them quietly—slowly,”’
Barker, leading the way.

Foxey’s heart wasn’t in it.

He sheathed his knife, and came to a sud-
dea resolution, the fruits of previous thinking
and weighing up of his chances of life with a
whole skin.

While Barker crept forward in the dark,
Foxey slipped overboard; quietly dropped into
the sea and swam.

Foxey was for the Sauey Ann—and safety.

whispered

P P

In the Treasure Chest!

T was not the first time, by a long time,
I that Foxey had boarded the Saucy Ann
on his own, 'There was also a snug
place aboard where he could lie hid, and
await the issue of the coming struggle with-
out being called upon for help by either side.

True, the crew of the Saucy Ann knew of
his hiding place now; but they also knew it
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to be untenanted, and would never give it
another thought.

It was not a long swim—but therve were
sharks !

But Foxey missed the sharks. He got
astern and rested on the now inactive screw,
and from there crawled—like the rat he was—
to a place where his eyes were on a level
with the deck. The others were all on the
other side, watching and listening. They
could hear shouting 1n the far distance.

“Quarrelling,”’ observed Bob. “I wish we
could hear what they are saying.”

“The only thing we have to fear is a head-
on attack from their vessel—they might try
to ram and sink us in the dark,” observed
Loggles.

“Not enough wind Ben
with a satishied grunt.

And, as they talked, Foxey slithered on
deck. He saw the shadowy forms leaning
over the rail.

He slid into his rat-hole and was mightily
relieved to find that the others, after dis-
ccovering his lair, had not troubled to clear
it either of the empty or the full bottles and
tins with which it was stoied. It was as he
had lelt it.

He seized upon a bottle of water and draak
it with such greedinezs he almost cholked.

Slaking his own thirst reminded him of the
others he had left behind—twelve hours away
from fresh water, and soon to be slowly mad-
dened by thirst into an attempt, however
futile, to board the Saucy Anu and murder
her crew. o

Meanwhile, there was trouble being done
on board the dhow. |

Barker, believing he was being backed up
by a white man, had set out upon the task
of laying out the two mutineers.

Ilis knife descended. There was a yell
and the man leaped aside in the dark. Ire
Barker could lunge again, a hand was at his
throat, and he was on his back.

“Strike, I'oxey, strike!”’ he gurgled.

But there was no Foxey.

Instead, a knife fell—and Buarker paid swift
penalty.,

Warning cries in the native tongue brought
the others to the scone with a lantern, the
light of which was allowed to ghnt on the
water, despite the need for caution.

“Where is the other white man?
were asking.

But Foxey had vanished. They searched
every hole and corner and came to the con-
clusion that Barker, having gone mad—as
white men did in these parts, with the heat—
had murdered his mate, as he would have
murdered thein.

A consultation was now held and the native
sailors jabbered over the dead body of the:r
master. What were they to do? It all re-
solved itsell into one thing—they must have
water or perish.

They had been rushed to sea by a madman,
with only one water skin aboard, believing
thev were out for a little rum-running ex-
pedition of a few hours. Ilere they were,

]

now,’ declarced

)

they

out to sea with uno hope save the merey of
the crew of the Saucy Ann.

A crew of white men! And here was a
white man they had murdered in seli-defence!t
But what white men would believe that
story ?

One, more cunning than the rest, suggested
that they should pitch the yarn that the man
Foxey fohnson had gone mad and done this
thing before leaping to death in the sea.
They, the innocent hired crew, were now
ready to surrender in all hunility—craving
only water.

There was the heavy chest in the hold, what
of that? .

They resolved to have a look at it. With
a lantern ead an iron bar they descended
and surveyed it. The simple padlocks were
casily forced. The lid was thrown open and
the silver cups, and brass and copper plates
revealed. Not particularly thrilling things
these to men of the east: such things as
crazy white men often paid ridiculous sums
to possess. White men’s trash, Common
native utensils, the things the whites called
“souvenirs.’”’

They looked uuder the gaudy Eastern cloth
upon which these were laid and found

Books !

Just books, packed heuvy and tight and
close, white men’s books.

(Another fine instalment next Wednesday—
look out for 1t.) '
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(Continued from page 36.)

"navigate this unknown river without a pilot
at the helm.  After gaining so much, we
might easily throw everything away in one
futal moment.”

“ Barry is right, Derrie,” said Nelson ILee
eruflly. “This point has been worrying me
for some time, I don’t mind admitting 1it.
And the worst of it 18, I can’t see any possible
way out of it.”

Mr. Stewart came up and saluted Dorrie.

“The Chinaman you brought aboard, sir,
would like to speak to you,” he said.

“Who? Ah ¥ong?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ All right, he can come; I’m not proud,”
said Dorrie, smiling. ‘“ As a matter of fact,
Ah Fong is a pal of mine, one of the right
sort. DI’m glad to know that some of these
Chinks are human.”

A minute later Ah Fong bowed low before
Dorrie.

“That’s all right,” said his lordship. “I
den’t want any of that bowin’ an’ scrapin’,

you ase! What’s the trouble? Somethin’
wiong with your quarters? I’]l scend a
steward .

“ Honculable Excellency, me your s<lave,”
sajd Ah Fong humbly. *“You savee my
family from death—-"

“Rot! Handforth did that.”

“Me glateful to young master,” said Ah
Fong. ‘' But yon are the gleat lord of this
ship. Allee same tell me that you master.”

“Well, she’s my yacht, if 1t comes to
that.”

“You wantee go ’long?” asked Ah Fong.

“You wantee sail 77
“Well, we want to, but there’s a little
trouble,” sgaild Lord Dorvimere,  *“ You

\

wouldn’t understand it, old son, so I shan’t
explain & '

* Me
sively.

Tee glariced at him sharply.

“What was that?”’ he asked.

‘“Me pilot,” said Ah Fong. “Me know
iver. Know him channels. Know him locks
and hbadee parts. Ah Fong know evelything
about liver,”” -

“By the Lord Harry!” said Lord Dorri-
more, staring.  ‘““Is this providence, aor not?
We save this Chinaman, and he turns out
to be a river pilot! Wake me up, Bany,
old man!”

“Me spend many years on liver,” said Ah

pilot,” said the Chinaman impas

Fong. *Me pilct Dicgon hundled times—
two hundled times. Me s:like sandbank
once. No more good. Me pushee off. “Me

getee sackee. Allee same go into countly.
But me know liver well. e actee pilot.
Savvy ? Allee same yes?”

‘“ Allee same yes—with fcur-whece! brakes!”
declared Lord Dorrimore enthusiastically.
“Mr. Stewart, take this gentleman below,
attire him in royval raiment, and give him
the best that we can supply. Remember
that he is the most impeortant person on
board. Protect his life as though it were
your own. He is cur pilot, an’ therefcre
worth his weight in geld!” _

Ah Fong was grinning happily, and there
was no fear that he weuid prove treacherous.
He owed his life to the white people, and he
wouid do anything in his power for them.
And the cne thing that he could do was st
what they wanted him to do!

The Wanderer was safe, and she had a
pilot. And every member of the heoliday
party was on board, intact. After ail the
stirring adventures it seemed wonderful that
everything should be turning out so
splend:dly.

There was only one fealure.

The unfortunate Yung Ching was in the
hands of his enemies again.

But perhaps he would nct remain n this
predicament for long!

THE ERD.
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