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They had to get into that temple, if they were to save Yung China
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Handy meant to go with Lord Dorrimore to the Temple of

Pao-Kang —and he managed it !

complete yarn of the Boys

This week's stunning long
of St. Frank's in China is

packed with real thrills.

CHAPTER 1.
NEWS OF VICTORY.

1 HIS,” said Archie Glenthorne con-

I tentedly, “is absolutely the stuff to

give the good old troops. I mean

to say, the jolly old lime juice with

a chunk of ice bobbing about in the midst
of the fizziness.”

The genial ass of the St. Frank’s Remove
stretched himself luxuriously in the deck-
chair and gazed up at the canvas awning,
which afforded an excellent protection against
the fierce morning sun.

“Yes, by Jove!” said Ralph Leslie, Full-
wood of the Ancient House. “You wouldn’t
think we were in the midst of a bloodthirsty
battle—not more than fwo hours ago! China
{ms provided us with some excitement, any-
100w,

“What-ho!” apgreed Archie. “But now,
laddie, home, what? I mean, off into the
jolly old safety zone, and all that sort of
stuff. The engine department is getting busy,
and there’s absolutely nothing to worry about.
The anchor's weighed, what ?”

Dick Hamilton paused as he was strolling
along the promenade-decl.

“I don’t want to be a sort of wet blanket,
Archie, old man, but I shouldn’t be quite so
optimistic, if ‘I were you,” he remarked.

“Considering all the circumstances, we’re
amazingly lucky to be safe and sound. But
we're still in China.”

“Oh, rather!”

“We’re still in the war area——

“What-ho!” said Archie.
absolutely !

“And our only prospect of safetv is to con-
tinue up this river and enter the province of
Hu Kiang—where Yung Li Chang has full
control. We shall be safe enough there,
that’s one good thing.”

“Yes, Yung Ching’s father will welcome
us with open arms,” said Fullwood. “He
ought to be pretty grateful, too, after all the
dangers and troubles we’ve gone into for poor
old Chingy. Who ever would have dreained
that we should go through all this excite-
ment ?”

Dick leaned against the rail and nodded
thoughttully.

“Yes, it’s a pity about Chingy,” he said.
“He's a Remove chap, and we naturally look
upon him .as one of us. And he’s the only
one absent. Our whole party is complete and
intact——"

“And Chingy’s in the hands of that fiend,
Dr. Foo Chow, again,” growled Fullwood.
“What's the use? As soon as we rescue him,

“I mean,

‘he’s recaptured, and we've had all our work

for nothing.”
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“And this time he seems to be farther
from us than ever,” said Dick. “I’m afraid
he’s completely beyond our help now. But
_his pater’s armies are on the move every-
where, and Foo Chow’s soldiers are getting
the worst of all the fighting. The prospect’s
pretty good, on the whole.”

“Good gad! I understood that we were
about to slide gracefully into the offing with-
out any more scrapping,” remarked Archie
Glenthorne. “Homeward bound, and all that
sort of thing, what? Odds shocks and
spasms! You’re not absolutely telling us,
Jaddie, that the ever open door has been
slammed 7”

Dick Hamilton grinned. '

“No,” he replied. “We're pretty safe
now.”

ITe left it at that, for he had no desire
to disillusion any of the fellows who believed
that the period of stress was over. It was
better for them to be happy in mind.

But Dick was pretty certain -that there
would be many adventures before the
Wanderer succeeded in escaping from this
hot-bed of civil war. It would be serious
enough if they reached friendly territory, and
there was not even any certainty of this. At
the present moment they were in Foo Chow’s
domain, and this was the enemy country.

The St. Frank’s holiday party, happy and
gay on Lord Dorrimore’s yacht, Wanderer,
had come to this part of the world without
a thought of the stirring, perilous adventures
which would befall them. They had been
captured by Dr. Foo Chow and held prisoners.
They had escaped. They had seized the
Wanderer, and had been grimly attacked.
The St. Frank’s juniors had had more than
their share of breathless adventures.

i But they were still safe, and the whole
_party was generally as healthy and as cheer-
ful as ever. And now civil war had broken
out with dramatic unexpectedness, and the
legions of Yung Li Chang were overrunning
Foo Chow’s country.

For Dr. Foo Chow, the cultured Chinese
millionaire, this was a sheer disaster.

He had kidnapped Yung Ching from St.
Frank’s, and had brought him to China, for
the sole purpose of forcing the. surrender of
his rival’s coveted lands. And Yung Ching’s
father had answered by ordering a swift and
deadly invasion. Foo Chow was reaping the
harvest of his trickery.

And here lay the Wanderer, hundreds of
miles inland, in the centre of a swiftly-flowing
river, with rocky slopes rearing un on either
hand. Down stream lay the city of Yang IFu
—the enemy capital—with the open sea, and
freedom, beyond. But in that direction Foo
Chow had his strongest forces, and it would
be folly, indeed, to go down with the
current.

Up river, on the other hand, meant safety,
for this wide stream led into the {iriendly
province of Hu Kiang, where the Britishers
would Le welcomed and protected. There

was certainly no choice. Up river was the
only route for Dorrie’s yacht.

But while the St. Frank’s fellows were con-
tentedly discussing the situation, and wondex="
ing why a start was not being inade, Captain:
Burton and Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimoxa.
were holding a conversation in the skipper’s:
cabin. And Ah Fong was there, too. ’*H

Ah Fong was a friendly Chinaman whog@
life Edward Oswald Handforth had saveds
Ah Fong had sheltered Yung Ching. but thas
unhappy Chincse boy had been discoveredyd
and had been retaken into captivity. And”
Ah Fong had been instantly sentenced to
death, and Handforth had saved him at the
last moment from being beheaded. The man
was naturally grateful, and he could be
trusted. His life was worth nothing if he
left his white protectors, and he was willing
enough to serve them,

By great good fortune he was in a position
to serve them, too. Ifor he knew this river
like a book, and was acquainted with® its
tortuous channels. When there had seemed no
hope, Ah Fong had come forward as a pilot.

Nelson Lee and Dorrie should have been
in bed now, getling some very necessary
sleep, for they had just passed through some
very strenuous hours. But they both wanted
to feel the Wanderer’s engines throbbing
beneath them before they placed their heads
upon their pillows. And so they had waited
for the up river journey to commence.

And then had come the surprise.

“You say, Ah Fong, that up river, him no
good ?” asked Nelson Lee, using a type of
pidgin-English, so that the Chinaman should
understand. “You say you no pilot up
river 7"

“QOh, it’s all rot——" began Dorrie.

“Let him answer, old man,” saild ILee
quietly.

“Him liver, muchee swift,” declared Ah
Fong. “Allee same good down stleam. Ah
Fong know channels velly fine. Ah Fong
takee big steamship down liver alle same
chop-chop. Savvy ?”

“You mean you’ll take us down quickly,
eh 7 asked his lordship.

“Ah Fong good pilot,” said the Chinaman
candidly. *““Me know allee tlicks of cullent.
Plenty water down liver. But up liver—no
good. No go up liver. Plenty lapids.”

“By Jove, rapids, eh?” said Lee, glancing
at Captain Burton and Dorrie. * “I1 was afraid
of it, skipper. This river can’t be navigable
for ever, you know. We’re up against a bad
snag.”

“We certainly are,

d .
- Wi
'(.

2

agreed Captain Burton

gruflly. “But can we be certain that this
man knows what he’s talking about? I'm
never willing to trust a Chink far. Ile’s

probably like the majority of Chinamen, and
has precious little appreciation of distances
or measurements. These infernal Orientals
haven’t the faintest idea of accuracy.
Fandid];ﬁ, I don’t like trusting the yacht to
um.”
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“Well, we can’t do anything else;” said]

Nelson Lee. “We're bound to take a chance
of that kind, captain. Ah Fong says he
has been a pilot on this river for years, and
‘we're in such a position that we can only
~take his word. There's certainly nobody else
-who can—" _
o Me  goou  pilot!” broke in Ah Fong,
~€atching some of the sense of the conversa-
stion.  “Me allee same good fliend. Young
white master savee my son. |
family. He savec me. Ah Fong glateful.
*’Ah Yong play no tlicks. Me not bad man.”

here was such a wealth of earnestness in
the Chinaman’s manner that it was impossible
to question his sincerity.

“LI'm sure he’s trustworthy, captain,” said
Nelson Lee quietly. “And we should be
mad to take the yacht up stream if he says
the river 1s unnavigable.”

“Ave you suggestin® we should go down
stream ?" asked Dorrie,

“I'm sure I don’t krow what to suggest,”’
replied Lee frankly,  “This news is unex-
pected.  We want to avoid the war zone.
We've had more than enough fighting, and
we're amazingly lucky to have escaped in
safety as it is. If we take the yacht down
stream we shall simply go full tilt into danger
again,’”’

“ That means we’ll stay here 7" growled his
lordship.

“Ah Fong go down liver,”
man cagerly. “Yes?
allee same now ?”

None of them answered for a moment.
The position was more diflicult than they had
imagined.  According to Ah Fong, it was
impossible to penetrate Yung Li=Chang’s
province, as they had desired. This left but
two alternatives, 'They could either remain
where they wore, or go down stream, into the
heart of the war zone.

“Come in!’ said Captain Burton. as a
knock sounded. '

Mr. Stewart, the first officer, appeared.

““An officer has just come aboard with
some men, sir—wants to impart some news, or
something,’”” said Mr. Stewart. *“There are
quite a lot of soldiers in sight now, too—
Yung Li Chang's men, I mean.”

‘““ Let us see this oflicer,”’ suggested Lee.

The man was ushered in—a tall, refined-
looking Chinaman, wearing the uniform of
Yung Li Chang's army. He bowed with
grave courtesy to the white men.

“His Excellency, my master, has com-
manded that news shall be imparted to you,”’
he said in cxcellent English. ‘ He desires me
to express his gratitude and esteem, and would
beg of an carly mecting.”

“We shall be delighted to meet his Excel-
lency Yung Li Chang,”” replied Nelson Lee
smoothly. “DBut this news of which you
speak 7" '

“It i3 my happy task to inform you that
the city of Yang IFu has fallen into our vic-
torious hands,” said the officer. *“The
accursed armies of Foo Chow are fleeing, and
victory is ours. His Excellency awaits your

He savee my

said the Chira-
Me pilot stcamship

coming to Yang Iu, where his headquarters
have been established.””

Dorrie jumped up with delight.

“Well, this is good news, if you like!”’ he
exclaimed. ““Yang Fu, eh? “That’s down
stream, Lee! Let's turn the old tub about,
and see what Ah Iong can do in the piloting

line "’

CHAPTER 2.
THE TEMPLE OQOF PAO-KANG!
ORD DORRIMORE'S

thusiasm was justified.

The Chinese officer’s in-
formation was indecd wel-
come. Ior it ended all
doubts regarding the progress of the conflict.
Until now there had been no reliable news,
only a mass of unconfirmed rumours.

Yang Fu had fallen! ;

That was significant enough. If Dr. IFoo
Chow’s capital had been scized by the in-
vading armies of Yung Li Chang, then there
was no question that the war was progressing
as the white men wanted it to progress. 1t
meant that the down-river country was in
friendly hands, and therefore safe.

“This information has gladdenced us all,”’
said Nelson Lee. ‘‘We are grateful to your
honourable master for allowing us to know so
promptly. We appreeciate your own courtesy
in waiting upon us with such expedition.”

‘“ Appreciation for my insignificant act is
unnecessary,” replied the Chinese oflicer

en-

gravely, *“I am unworthy and but dirt i
your prescnce.”
“l take it that you are one of the

(Covernor's trusted lieutenants ?”

“I am honoured by the ridiculous title of
General,”” said the other. “My unworthy
efforts are absurdly over-rated. His Excel-
lency has bestowed unmerited honour upon
me,”’

“And may we know your name?’’ asked
Dorrie, smiling.

The Chinaman looked slightly surprised.

“I am gratified that you should desire to
know the name of such a mean personality
as myself,”’ he said gravely. * My paltry and
meaningless name 1s Ling Soo Chin. I am
entirely beneath your august contempt.”

His listeners, of course, discounted most of
this flowery self-denunciation, which was so
characteristic of a Chinaman of culture and
education. General Ling Soo Chin was a
refined, youngish man, and Lee had no difli-
culty in guessing that he was one of Yung Li
Chang’s most valued officers.

“May we have the pleasure of your com-
any during our journey to Yang I'u?” asked
Velson Lee. “We are sailing at once, and
should be pleased if you and your officers
accepted our hospitality.”

“Such great honour is undeserved, but it
would be boorish to refuse,” said General
Ling. “With great humility, I accept.”

“1 suppose you've bcen to England, eh?"’
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psked Dorrie curiously, “I don’t want torpeace 13 again with us,”” said the other, *Ii

12

gsound inquisitive _
- I am but your servant to command,’”’ in-
terrupted the Chinaman, *“Ior five years I
was a foolish paltroon at the University of
Oxford, where I was undeservedly accepted
as the cqual of my betters.”

There ~was something quite delightful in
this educated Chinaman’s personality, He
had some of the suavity of Dr. Foo Chaow,
hut none of the latter's cunning, Lee and
Dorrie liked him immenscly already.

And there could be no questioning the
authenticity of the news he had brought.

Foo Chow’s armies were in full flight, and
the capital had been seized.  Foo Chow's
defeat must have been very severe, or the
invading commander-in-chief would never
have made his headquarters in Yang Ifu,

Here was a chance to go down river, and
perhaps escape altogether from this hcathen
turmoil. It would all depend upon Yung Ia
Chang and the extent of his victory. Nelson
Lee did not forget that rock barrier, far down
the river, which shut off Foo Chow’s domain
{rom the outer world,

Before the Wanderer could reach the open
sca she had to pass through a deep canyon,
where in one spot a mass of rock, weighing
thousalnds of tons, could be raised and lowered
at will,

And there was another point to be con-
sidered. Yung Ching was in the hands of his
cncmies, and Nelson Lee had set his heart
upon restoring tho boy to his father. It now
scemed that such a programme was out of the
question,  Lee recalled, however, that Ah
-I'ong knew of ¥ung Ching’s whereabouts.

While Captain DBurton hurried off to see
-about the immediate down-river trip, Nelson
Lee briefly cexplained to General Ling what
had been happening., The Chincse officer was
gravely concerned.

“We Orientals have strange methods, per-
haps, but you will be interested to know that
your information has alrcady been imparted
to the ears of my honourable master,” he said
quictly, *“We know all. And is it necessary
-to emphasise that our gratitude is overwhelm.
ingly proportionate? You have risked many
dangers in the interests of our beloved Yung
Ching. It is a sad fatality that his esteemed
person should have been again seized by the
curs of Foo Chow.”

“Yeu know where he has been conveyed 1V

“That, indeced, is a point upon which our
unworthy minds are unenlightened,” said
General Ling Soo Chin. “But our enemies
cannot prevail for long—"’

“If you will forgive the interrfuption, I
think there is a slight chance that our pilot
can supply some informaticn,”” said Nelson
Lee. “*He is 2« man named Ah Fong, whom
you saw when you were ushered in. A native
of this province, but, to the best of my know-
ledge, as trustworthy as most of his class can
be expected.”’

“My honourable master is aware of Ah
Fong’s history, and has already decided that
the man shall be suitably rewarded when

"

this man can supply information regarding
our Excellency’s superlative son, his reward
will be beyond his dreams.”

A minute later, Ah Fong was in their
presence. |

“Me go blidge,” said Ah Fong, grinningi. .
“Me wantee at wheel.” c Tonsd

“Yes, 1 know—but just a moment, Ah.}
Fong,” said Nelson Lee. “You can go to-the:
wheel presently. Bad soldiers come fetchegs
Yung Ching from your house? Savvy ?*’ ,ﬂ

‘' Bad soldiers takee honoulable Yung Ching !
away,” said the Chinaman. *‘Putee me in-
lopes. Chopec head off. Young white master
comee chop-chop, and savee me.”’

“You know where Yung Ching taken ?”

““Bad soldiers takee—Ah Fong listen,”
said Ah Tong. “Me die, so what matter?
Me hear. They takee honoulable Yung Ching
many miles, Pao-Kang 'l'emple. Top of
mountain. Longee  way, Muchee bad
journey.  As you say, fortee miles—maybe
more,  Honoulable Yung Ching there, plis-
oner.

“You heard this ?”

“Velly 1ouchee sure,”” said Ah Tong
eagerly.

“ All right—you go bridge.”’

Ah Fong bowed and scraped his way out,
and Neison Lee and Dorrie were looking
thoughtful.

“That’s twice he’s told the same yarn, so it
ought to be true,”” remarked his lordship.
“Well, we’'d like to fetch the peor youngster,
General Ling, but I'm afraid it seems a difli-
cult proposition.”’

“IHave you not risked your valuable lives
sufliciently ¥ asked General Ling, *‘It is now
our duty to provide you with a safe escort
out of this tumultuous country. My great
and esteemed master is victorious, and he will
dispatch a great army to sccure the splendid
person of our beloved Yung Ching.”

“We'd like to join that army,” said Dorrie
promptly.

“No, old man—no!” put in Lee. *“You
mustn’t think of such a thing, We must
remain ntact now—we must keep our party
whole. There have been too many separations
al cady, and now that we are all safely to-
gether, let us remain so, We can trust Yung
Li Chang to rescue his own son. He has
countless soldiers at his command, and is
better fitted for the task.”’

“They are words of wisdom which my
paltry tongue can do little to elaborate,’” said
General Ling, nodding. ‘' Let this question
now be settled by my powerful master.”

And it really seemed that there was no
other alternative,

The holiday party could do little—if, in
truth, Yung Ching had been carried off to
that distant temple. Ah I‘ong had hinted at
a mountain, and at difﬁﬁuﬁ; going. The
Chinese soldiers were more fitted for that sort
of travel than the white men. ’

In any case, nothing could be done until

Yang Tu had been reached, and until a con-
sultation had been held with Yung Li Chang.
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A mecting with Chingy's father was impera-
tive, It was the next item on the prograimnme,

At lecast, so Nelson Lee assumed.

But Dr. Foo Chow had no intention of
allowing his escaped prisorors ever to reach
. XYang Iu at all! Although his armies had
been swept out of this district, and although
~he - seemed utterly powerless to che*k the
- Wanderer's down-river journcy, he was plan-
'l’llrcllg, even at that moment, to accomplish this
end,

CHAPTER 4.
BOMBED !
HANDFORTH, of
the Third, leaned negli-
gently over the back of

Irene Manners' deck-chair.
“Tod’s awake!”’ he re-

P ILLY

marked casually. N
“Then he oughtn’t to be awake,” said
Irene, with indignation. *“It’s only just half-
past two, and lunch hasn’t been over for
more than half an
hour. It's ridicu-
lous for Ted to be
awake now.”
“He's talking
about getting up,”
rernarked  Willy,
“Thought I'd give
yvou the tip. He

ssesee Have you got YOURS yet ? eooeee

fered torture at the hands of 1'oo Chow. DBut
he hated to be “coddled.”” The thought of
lying in bed, after the fashion of an invalid,
horrified him,

The Wanderer was now progressing down
stream, although there was very little differ-
ence in the surrounding scenery. - The yacht
was still in the rocky gorge, and the land-
scape was confined to the frowning crags on
cither side. The rate of progress was so slow
that one might have believed she was at
anchor,

There was a reason for this. Ah Fong was
on the bridge, acting as pilot, but there was
no sense in taking him at his word. It was
just as well to proceed cautiously at first, for
there was no hurry. And it would be a very
easy matter to run the vessel on to a hidden
rock, or to send her aground in shallow water.
As sho slid slowly down stream, men were
taking soundings at her hows,

But the throb of the vessel’s engines felt

fine, It was pglorious to know that she was
under the control of her captain again, that
there  was  the
ordinary routine in
progress, and that

the normal life of
the party was go-
ing ahead as
though there were
no such things as
wars and” Chinese

won't listen to torturers,
Church. and So far. as the
McClure.”’ young pcople wero
“But what could concerned, the
I do ?” asked holiday adventure
Irene, in surprise. had resumed its
“Weren't you placid course. It
going to nurse geeeeeeeFull particulars on Page 4300000000 Wis betier for
him, and place them to believe

soothing hands
‘upon his fevered brow ?” wsked Willy, with a
grin. ‘“Wasn't there some talk of you sitting
by _his bedside and rcading him gentle
lullabys 2"’ :
Irene frowned.
“Don’t be silly,”” she replied coldly. “1If
Ted needs nursing, we’re all willing to take
our turns—aren't we, girls ?”’
“Rather!” said the other Moor View girls,

“Then you'll have to buck up,” said Willy.
“If you waste any time here, gassing, the ass
will be out. Church and McClure have ex-
hausted themselves, trying to keep him in
bed. He’s an energetic fathead, you know,
All we Handforths are full of beans.”

Willy strolled off, and Irene rose to her
feet. There was a very determined look on
her pretty face. Edward Oswald Handforth
was perfectly mad to think of getting up now.
Nelson Lee had positively instructed him to
sleep throughout the day, and not to turn out
until he had had thirty-six hours' rest.

But the leader of Study D had other idcas.

He had passed through some strenuous
adventures just recently, and had even suf-

that the perils were
all over, and Nelson Lee and Dorrie were
hoping that they actually were over. If Yung
Li Chang had gained complete mastery, thero
was every prospect of an early escape from
this unsettled land. '

Handforth had had a few hours’ sleep the
previous ¢vening, and had again gone to bed
in the early hours. He now considered that
he was fully refreshed, and that it would be
sheer laziness to remain below.

“It's no good, my lads, you can talk until
vou're blue !’ he said, as he adjusted his tie.
“I'm up, and I'm going to stay up! Do you

think I want to be pampered and fussed
over 77’
“That’'s not the point,”’ said Church.

“You've had an awful time during the last
two or three days, Handy, and you need lots
of sleep. There’s nothing to worry over now ;
Foo >Chow’s on the run, and ‘we're among
friends. 'Why not slcep in peace until to-
morrow morning?”’

“Think. how fresh you’ll be,” urged
MeClure.
“I'm .fresh now,” retorted Handforth.
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"“"Where’s my blazer? If you think you can
keep me here by pinching my clothes .l
He paused, observing that the blazer in
question was hanging over his left arm, where
he had placed it a minute or two earlier,
“I'm hungry!” he went on. *“Do you
think I want to stick in bed, and eat arrow-
root and slops of that sort? I need a decent

meal | Anybody might think I was half dead,

by the way you chaps talk !”’

““Well, you were pretty exhausted,
Handy—"’
“F was tired,”” interrupted Handforth.

“I've got one or two bruises, and there’s a
graze on my neck. But if I can’t stand a few
hurts like that, what’s the good of mef?
Come on—let’s go on deck. Come in!”

A tap had sounded on the door, and Irene

Manners appeared,
. “Oh, you’re dressed!” she exclaimed, re-
garding him with stern disapproval. * You
ought to be in bed, Ted! You’ll only make
things worse by pretending to be well—”

“But I am well|” growled Handforth awk-
wardly. * I say, chuck it, Irene! You can’t
spoof me that I’m ill! Everybody’s trying
the same dodge, and I'm just about fed-up
with it 1”7 _ _

There was a great deal of truth in his com-
laint. Nobody could quite understand that
Ee was virtually recovered. They took 1t for
granted that he was pretending to be well,
whereas, in reality, he was feeling thoroughly
fit. His appetite alone told him that there
was nothing wrong with him, And it was a
bit thick when everybody cooed to him, and
used soft, scothing language.

“Oh, very well,”” said Irene coldly. *If
you mean to be obstinate—""

““Obstinate !”’ growled Church., ‘' He's like
a dozen mules!”

'‘Handforth breathed hard.

“How many times have I got to explain
" that the Handforths are totally different to
" any other breed ?” he asked grimly, “It takes
‘ordinary people two days to recover from
shocks that we forget in two hours! We're
as hard as nails—we don’t feel ordinary pain!
Just shove me behind a cold chicken, and
you’ll soon see whether I'm fit or not!”

“I Dbelicve you mean it, Ted,” smiled
Trene, with relief.

“Mean it!”’ said Edward Oswald.
and watch me ("’

He scized her arm, and marched her up to
the deck. Church and McClure followed,
shaking their heads. It was no good—they’d
better let him have his own way, and suffer
the conscquences,

“Hallo! There's old Ah Fong on the
bridge,” said Handforth, as he glanced up.
“II'm! We don’t scem to have made much
progress either. What’s the idea of going at
this miserable crawl? Half a tick, Irene!”’

He ran along, and mounted the bridge
ladder, where Ah IFong bowed obsequiously,
and grinned frem ear to ear,

f‘lYourig master Jookee plenty fine!” he
£a141.

“Young master feel plentee fine!” retorted

“Come

Handforth, ‘I say, Mr. Stewart, what about
some speed ? Hallo, Mr. Lee }”

He greeted everybody, and Nelson Lee
smiled. _

“Well, T must say that you have recuper-
ated with extraordinary speed, Handforth, so |
I shall not insist vpon your returning to
bed,” he said drily. ‘“We are progressipg
slowly because Lord Dorrimore has a some-:
what peculiar reluctance to rip the Wanderer’s *
bottom plates off on a chance snag.” ;
- Water plenty deep,”” said Ah Fong.
“Allee same safe.”

‘““There you are, sir,”” said Handforth.
“You can trust Ah Fong—he’s my pal.”

“1 have perfect faith in Ah Fong’s friendli-
ness, but we must test his piloting skill before
we can increase our speed,” said the school-
master-detective. ‘‘ You were pointing out a
hilltop, Ah Fong ?”

“There!” said the Chinese pilot, lifting a
finger,

They were at a bend in the river, and,
looking straight down the gorge, a glimpse
of the flat country could be seen far beyond.
In the clear atmosphere the view was visible
for many miles, with some hazy mountains in
the far distance. ‘

“Pao-Kang Temple,’”” said Ah Fong, “ Him
there.”’

“In those distant hills?"’ asked Handforth
eagerly.

“Him Temple at top this hill,”” said Ah
FFong, indicating an isolated peak, which
showed bluish and indistinct in the afternoon
sunlight. ‘““Many miles. Plenty jungle at
foot. Bad livers—many alligators. Muchee
bad going. Then thlough pass, with plenty
locks. Allee same long time journey.”

Handforth’s eyes were gleaming.

“DBy George, that sounds good!” he said
enthusiastically. ‘' Did you hear, sir? Jungles
and rivers with alligators! I say, let’s get up
a party, and go straight off to Yung Ching’s
rescue. Hc’s a prisoner in that Pao Kang
Temple, you know.,”

Nelson Lee regarded the junior severely.

“Upon my word, Handforth, haven’t you
had enough cxcitement yet?” he asked.
“Jiven at this moment you ought to be in

bed, and yet you talk about a trip to a
jungle-infested  district, where alligators
abound! Are you never satisfied?”

“Oh, well, sir I mean, alligators !’ said
Handforth lamely. “I didn’t know they had
alligators in China; it would be rather rip-
ping sport if we could rescue poor old Chingy
from a place like that.”

“Plenty bad Chinamen,” said Ah Fong
warningly.

“Exactly!” nodded Lee. ‘“If we only had
the alligators to contend with, Handforth, we
might undertake this trip. But you can be
quite certain that Foo Chow has placed his
young prisoner in an inaccessible retreat.
That rocky mountain, with its surrounding
jungle, will be guarded by hundreds of men,
and amid; such surroundings a vast army will
be neceded to effect a rescue. We can’t risk
any such hazard, my boy.”
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With a gickening lurch the aeroplane fell, Tail foremost, it tore through the rigging and crashed to the deck
ot the yacht, barely micsing the boys and the Moor View girls,

1)

“But for Chingy’s sake, sir
“Kven for Chingy’s sake, we cannot de-
liberately throw away valuable lives,” inter-
rupted Lee gruffly. “The boy'’s father will
despatch a picked body of men for this work

—men who know much more about the
country than we do. No, landforth, we
have done our share, T fancy. Our main

object now is to get out of China altogether,
and leave Yung Li Chang to complete his
vietory.”

“YWhy, are—are we making for the coast,
sir 2”7 asked Edward Oswald.

“That is the general idea.”

Handforth fAushed with eagerness. Sorme-
how, the prospeet of getting completely frec
from China had an exhilarating effect. And
everybody else was feeling happv, too. There
was a . general air of optimism, and it was
taken for pgranted that all the perils were
over,

Handforth joined a group of St. Frank's

fellows and Moor View girls on the
promenade-deck. They were all gazing up
ito the sky, and Willy HHandforth was
pointing. '

“I can see it!” he said. “Look! That
speck just against the white cloud. My hat!

It’s coming in this direction, I believe.”

Edward Oswald stared upwards, shading his
eves with his hand.

“I can't see anylhing,” he said. “What's
all the excitement—— By George! An

acroplane !” he added intently. “Good egg!
Here’s another proof that old Foo Chow has
been smashed up. It’s one of Yung Lt
Chang’s machines, coming to escort us!”

l ‘;]I-%ow splendid!” said Mary Summers
ightly.

They continued to watch, and within a
very few moments the speck had become a
wicked-looking biplane—a fighting machine,
with squat wings and a dumpy body. The
droning of the engine could now be distinctly
heard. The sun was glinting on the silvery
planes.

“Ie's coming down

“By jingo, so he is!”

“Hurrah ! i

The droning ceased, and the aeroplane
came over the gorge at a height of about
two thousand feet. But here the pilot ceased
his descent, and opened up his engine again.
He flew directly over the Wanderer, and
many necks were craned.

“Loolk! He’s dropped something!” shouted
Church. “I saw something shine.© There you
are! I just caught a glimpse "

IIe broke off as a whining sound filled tha
air—a sound that completely drowned the low
drone of the aero engine. A startled ex-
pression came into Dick Hamilton’s eves, and
he caught his breath in. But before he could
utter a word, there was a fearful, devastating
explosion from somewhere close at hand.

All the boys and girls staggered from tho

"3
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force of it, and it seemed to them that the
very stern of the yacht had been blown up.
With dazed eyes and benumbed ears, they
 stood’ there, startled out of all speech.

And from the Wandercr’s rear arose a cloud
of reeking smoke.

“A bomb!” shouted Dick hoarsely at last.
“T knew 1t !”

“A bomb!” muttered Tommy Watson in
horror.

There was a rush to the rail, and shouts
came from all parts of the decks. Overhead
the acroplane was circling, and was preparing
to make another direct flight over the vacht.

“Then—then it’s not one of Yung Li
Chang’s machines!” ejaculated Fullwood. “It
belongs to Foo Chow! Great Scott! He’s
going to blow us to smithereens—and we’re
helpless1” e

B ——

CHAPTER 4.
FOO CHOW’S DEADLY PLAN.

ORD DORRIMORE hurried
up the main staircase,
collarless, coatless. and
with his hair in a tangle,

He had been indulging in

a well-deserved nap, but that explosion had
effectually awakened him. The Wanderer
had shivered from stem to stern. '

“What’s happened, bovs?’ he asked
sharply.

“Tt was a bomb, sir.” said Buster Boots of
the Fourth, who was nearest.

“Good glory! A what?”

“ Absolutely!” said Archie Glenthorne.
“One of those frightful things which come
whizzing down from the good old atmosphere!
I mean to say, this sort of thing’s a bit
murky, what? Bombs, dash it! I mean,
dash it, bombs! A trifle near the good old
limit, by gad!” .

Lord Dorrimore stared up and caught sight
of the high-flying aeroplane.

“By the Lord Harry!” he muttered.
that’s the latest dodge, is it? The un-
mitigated murderer! He failed to swamp the
yacht with his hordes, so he’s tryin’ to blow
us to fragments!”

Dorrie was furious. He hurried off and
found Nelson Lee just descending from the
bridge ladder. Everybody was on tenter-
hooks—for it was felt that another bomb
would drop at any second.

“This is bad, Lee, old man,” said Dorrie
quietly,

“I never anticipated such a move,” replied
Nelson Lee, his anxiety acute. “And we
can do nothing to avert the disaster, Dorrie.
There’s no anti-aircraft gun aboard, and he’s
altogether too high for rifle fire. We've just
got to wait.”

“Did that one hit us?”

“No; it fell well clear.”
“I thought we were half-smashed up——"

“My dear Dorrie, the bomb fell nearly two
hundred yards astern,” interrupted Lee.

292

“So |’

“Even then the concussion was tremendous.
If that brute scores a direct hit, we shall be
badly smashed.”

“An’ sunk ! .

“I wouldn’t say that,” replied Lee.
“Bombs of tremendous explosive power do
surprigsingly small damage. At the same time,
a direct hit might easily shatter all our con--
trols. And if a bomb explodes close to our
water-line, we shall undoubtedly sink.”

“Oh!” came a combined shout. “Ilere
comes another!”

The whining sound, caused by the de-
scending bomb, was unmistakable. Nobody
moved. It seemed fruitless to seek shelter.
But there were many pale faces during the
next tense seconds.

Boom!

There was a blinding flash from the rocks,
far up the side of the gorge. The concussion
caused a great wave of air to sweep across
the yacht, but the flying fragments of reck
all fell short.

“Well, he’s got a rotten aim,” said Dorrie
with relief. ° .

“That is because he is flying so high,”
muttered Lee. “You see, he is circling again.
We must expect another within a minute.”

The abruptness of this new form of attack
had come as a shock to all. Just when they
were feeling secure—just when they believed
that Foo Chow had done his worst—this fresh

J‘peril came from the air,

“T never dreamed the blighter had aero-
planes!” said Dorrie.

“l fancy this is the only one,” growled
Lee. “The bombs are probably improvised.
That is one reason why an accurate aim is
difficult. You remember how we searched
Foo Chow’s yacht in vain at the beginning of
our adventures, Dorrie? Yung Ching was
no longer on board, and I will venture a
guess that he was brought to China in this
very acroplane. Foo Chow intends to take a
terrible revenge!”

“The infernal hound!” snapped his lord-
ship.

Nelson Lee did not wait to say any more.
Mr. Stokes had come on deck now, and
several members of the engine-room staff,
too.

“Barry, hurry round, and take all the boys
below,” said Lee sharply. “Get your wife to
look after the girls. Take them all down to
the fifth or sixth deck—right below the
ordinary quarters.”

“T was just thinking about the same thing,
said Mr. Beverley Stokes, nodding. “They’ll
be comparatively safe there in the event of a
direct hit. DBut supposing a bomb holes us?
We'll sink pretty quickly, vou know.”

“The possibility is a slim one, and we must
take the risk,” said l.ee quickly. ‘Get these
young people below at once.”

IHandforth, who had heard, began pro-
testing.

“Can’t we take our chance, the same ag
everybody else, sir?” he asked warmly,

tl]
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“That acroplane is only driven by a China-
man, and he's got a rotten aim! Let’s stay
on deck and watch, sir.”

“Hear, hear!” ‘

“We don’t want to be packed below, sir!”

“Rather not!” _

“We're not funky—neither are the girls!”

“No fear!” said Doris Berkeley. “Oh,
“please, let’s ston!”

Neolson Lee regarded the cager crowd
sombrely.

“I admire your spirit, but I want you all
to go quietly below,” he said. “Remember
that we promised your parents that you
should suffer no unnecessary risks. And it
would be a very unnecessary risk for you to
remain on deck. Be sporting, and do as I
ask without quibbling.”

There was an instant response.

“Right you are, sir!”

“Come on, you chaps—Ilet’s get below!”

“Follow me!” roared Handforth. “If Mr.
T.ee wants us to get down, there’s nothing to
argue about. The first chap who objects will

feel the weight of my fist! We shall be up
"again in ten minutes, anyhow. That silly
idiot up there will never score a direct hit!”

They went crowding down, much to Nelson
Lee’s relief.

“You'd better go,
quietly.
deck—"

“When yvou've done talkin' drivel, I shall
be obliged !” interrupted Dorrie coldly. This
is my yacht, an” I'm stayin’ where I am.
Where's that 'plane? Oh, yes, I see him!
Comin’ over again, eh? Who cares?”

His lordship spoke contemptuously as he
glanced up. And although Nelson Lee was
still looking deeply concerned, he was not

3 ]

too, Dorrie,” he said
“There’s nothing you can do on

acutely worried. He knew that if the airman’

secured a direct hit it would be a fluke.

I'rom a height of two thousand feet, the
|[Wanderer was a mere speck, and an almost
impossible target. A trained war-bomber
would find it practically hopeless to score any
&ind of hit. And this Chinese pilot was
probably a mere novice,

“There’s only the chance that he may pget
us by aceident, Dorrie,”’ said Lee. “From
that height he is far more liable to drop his
bombs either well in front of us, or behind
us. We shall have cause for anxiety if he
comes lowera’

Dorrie nodded.

“He’s doin’ that now,”” he observed grimly.

CHAPTER 5.
THE FLOOD OF FIRE!

NQUESTIONABLY, the
| aeroplane was dropping
lower. But even now, the
pilot rgmained at a height
of about one thousand feet.

The yacht, in the meantime, was continuing

her course down stream as though nothing
out of the common was happening.

Nelson Lee approved of this—for there was
no sense in anticipating trouble. The chances
were that no bomb would hit the Wanderer.

“Our mutual enemy is again revealing his
fangs,”” remarked Generdl Ling, as he joined
Nelson Lee. “We are indifferent to his
paltry eflorts.” 4

“Yes, he’ll find it difficult to score a bull’s
eve,”’ smiled Nelson Lee. “Hallo! Do you
hear that? Here comes another!” |

The whine of the descending bomb grew
to a loud scream. Then, with a shattering
report, the explosion took place several
hundred yards ahead, right at the water's
edge, where there were some concrete build-
ings—modern innovations of I'oo Chow’s.

Lord Dorrimore grinned.

“Good!”” he chuckled. “That's the way,
old man! Bust up your boss’s property, an’
we shan’t grumble at all. Good gad! What
an aim!”’ ‘

Scarcely any shock had been felt on the
vacht, ahd the watchers on deck gazed at the
dense cloud of smoke and dust which had
arisen from the half-demolished building.

And then, suddenly, there was a curious
report. A kind of long, bursting sound, more
resembling a puff than an explosion. A lurid
sheet of flame accompanied it.

“Good heavens!”” muttered Nelson Lee.
“Look at the water!”’

“What 1s this sight which astonishes my
mean vision?”” asked General Ling. “The
water itself is on fire, surely ?”’

So it seemed. Following that second ex-
plosion, the water near the rocky bank was
Haming up. And the blaze was spreading
with incredible rapidity. Right out into the
centre of the river came the roaring mass.

- “Petrol!”” shouted Lee. “ Don’t you under-
stand ? That bomb smashed into Foo Chow's
petrol store, and the whole supply has been
released—prohably thousands of gallons.”

Lord Dorrimore grinned again.

“That airman’s doin’ fine!”’ he remarked.
“As long as he doesn’t——"’

“Man alive, don’t you realise that this
might be disastrous for us?’” shouted ILee.
“Look at that conflagration? It’s spreading
with the speed of lightning! The whole river
is afire.”’

This was no exaggerated statement. 'The
4gameﬂ had leapt right across to the other

ank with staggering swiftness. The amount
of petrol that had spread over the surface of
the water was r~—ormous, and it was all
blazing, and sending lurid sheets up into the
air. The river immediately in front of the
yacht was an inferno.

And the vessel was going straight into it!

“Good glory!”’ ejaculated Dorrie, ‘startled.
“We'd better reverse engines, Lee! We shall
have to give orders—"’

“It’s too late, Dorrie!”’ said Lee. *The
gush of the petrol is this way, and perhaps
there’s a back current ncar the shore which
causes this effect, Before we can stop, we
shall find ourselves in the middle of that
blazing sea. There’s only one chance. Wae
shall have to order full speed ahead.”

“An’ go through it?”’




12

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

u‘Y‘es!H

“You think we’ll do it safeiy ?”’

“There’s no time to think, or to come to
any other decision,”” snapped Lee. *“I don’t
suppose for a moment that petrol wag fired
deliberately, but we’re in the midst of an
unexpected danger.”’

He went off, and a minute later the engine-
room telegraph clanged, and the propeller
answered. The Wanderer swept down,
through that nightmare of fire, at full speed.

Lee was wise in this decision—not that it
was really his place to decide at all. For the
Wanderer was in full command of Captain
Burton., The skipper, however, was in full
concurrence with Lee’s plan.

To reverse engines would be fatal, for it
would only result in the yacht being trapped
in the midst of the flames. The current was
strong, and even with the engines going full
speed astern, the backward progress would be
glight. She would just stay there, enveloped
in the flames.

But it would be a different thing to go full
speed ahead. There was a chance that the
~yacht would out-race the danger, and get
clear of the blaze.

Lord Dorrimore was looking rather haggard
as he watched. He shielded his face with
his hands, for now the flames were all round,
roaring up with triumphant force. It seemed
impossible that the vessel could escape destruc-
tion by fire. She was in the midst of a
flaming eea.

The reek of the burning petrol was suffocat-
ihg, the heat was terrible, and it was almost
impossible to remain on deck. Men ran for
.shelter, and those on the bridge could only
crouch down behind the canvas, praying for
the best. . |

Below, the other members of the holiday
party knew nothing about this fresh peril
until it was upon them.

“There goes another bomb,” remarked
Dick Hamilton, as the sound of the concus-
sion came dully to them, in their refuge, far
below. “Sounds farther away than ever.”

““There’s nothing to be afraid of,” growled
Handforth. “We had to come down, of
course—just to please Mr. Lee. But it’s all
rubbish. It would be a lot better on deck
watching the fun.”’
|  “Couldn’t we steal up and have a look?”
suggested Fullwood. “Mr. Lee won’t know
anything about it——"’

l “Better not,”’ interrupted Dick.
“We]l, let’s get up to the next deck, and

——

L “Can’t go, young gents!” exclaimed a
sailor breathlessly, a8 he hurried down from
an iron ladder. “We shall be lucky if we
ain’t afire in five minutes.”’

“Afire Y’ echoed a dozen voices.

“That blamed airman has exploded a store
of petrol, and it’s spread all over the river,”’
said the sailor. “We’re in the thick of it
now—flames all round us everywhere., You
can’t go on deck yet, young gentlemen, but
you’ve got to hold yourselves ready for a
dash. 'That’s why I’m here. Maybe we shall
have to abandon ship.’?

L

“Oh, my hat!”’

“ Abandon ship!”’

: ‘; ggm—*you mean the Wanderer might be
ost ?

“Impossible !”’ i

“1l wish I could think the same, missy,"”’
said the sailor, as he glanced at Irene. “But
it ain’t so impossible as it might appear.
We're going through a sea of flames, and if
we don’t get out quickly we shan’t stand
half-a-chance.”

There were expressions of consternation.
This piece of news had come upon the boys
and girls as a shock. Indeed, some of them
couldn’t quite believe it. For they were far
down in the yacht, away from all portholes.
And there was no sign, here, of the peril that
raged without,

“Oh, it’s all rot!” shouted IIandforth.
“You must be exaggerating! Let’s go and
have a look—-"

“I’ve got orders to keep you here, young
gent.,”” said the. sailor sharply.

“Blow your orders

Handforth  paused abruptly as the
Wanderer gave a lurching movement., Prac-
tically everybody was flung over. It was not
particularly alarming, for nothing followed.
There was no sign of rocking or swaying. But
the sailor had gone suddenly pale.

“C‘rikeyl” he muttered, aghast.

“What’s the matter?”’ panted Church.
“What’s happened ?”’

“We’re aground, sir—that’s whal’s the

matter!’’ said the sailor shakily.
skin! We’re aground!”’

“QOh, great Scott!”’

“Aground in the middle of that sea o’
flame,”’ said the man, the horror plain in ls
eyes. “I reckon this is good-night, nurge, for
all of us. Cuss that blamed Chinee pilot!
He’s done it a-purpose, I'll bet !V’

“Ah Iong!” shouted Handforth. “You
mean to say he’s deliberately—— Oh, rot!
Ah Fong i1s a friend! He wouldn’t do a
filthy trick like that!”’ -

“I don’t trust these ’ere Chinks!”” said the
gailor grufily.

All the boys and girls were filled with fresh
anxiety. Although they heard this talk of
fire, they had seen nothing of it. They were
all anxious to hurry up on deck—out of this
prison. It seemed a real torture to wait here,
not knowing what was actually happeniug,

But the sailor was quite righ?.
The Wanderer had run aground!

Ah Fong, however, was in no way to blame.
The vessel had been speeding thrcugh the
flames blindly. There was absolutely nothing
clse for it, for the flames completely encircled
the decks, and from one end of the yacht to
the other there was a dense fog of murky
smoke. Nothing could be seen ahead—not
even the bows. Those on the bridge were
shut off from everybody else, and the heat
there was appalling.

The Wanderer, attempting to escape tho
danger, had made the position infinitely
worse. Kor now she was aground, in the
very heart of that river of fires

“Bust my
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CHAPTER 6.
DOING THEIR BIT,

DWARD OSWALD HAND-
F'ORTH was like a cat on
hot bricks. The uncer-
tainty of the whole position
affected him enormously,

and he gave no thought to Nelson Lece’s

wishes, or to any sense of reason.

All he knew was that he had to

etacle !

ot We can’t be messed about like this!” he

shouted. “ Besides, perhaps we can do some-

thing. Why the dickens should we stay here,
idle, when there’s danger? Come on, the

Remove!”

“Turrah!”

“Tet's go on deck!”

“ Hear, hear!”

There was a rush, and the sailor could do
nothing to stop it. But, to begin with, Hand-
forth only ran to the deck above, which was
above the water-line. He raced down the
iron corridor to a store-room, and wrenched
the door open. Then he started back, aghast.
A great mass of noxious fumes assailed him.
And where daylight should have been, at
the porthole, there was nothing but a sheet of
livid flame.

“We're on fire!” he gasped in horror.

“(Great Scott!”

Dick Hamilton looked grim.

“There’s a chance for us to do something!”
he shouted. “Now then, the Remove, . be
ready! Two of us will man each fire hydrant,
and get the hoses going. I don’t suppose we
can do much, but it’ll be better than stand-

sce this

ing still. Come on! Let’s all get busy!”
“Good! Anything’s better than just

watching!”
-“Bravo, Dick! We'll all do our bit!”
Before another minute had elapsed, the
juniors were running to every available fire
point, and the hoses were got into action.
The greatest necessity was on the saloon-deck,
where the flames were licking fiercely through
the open windows, into the saloon and into
the luxurious lounges. If the fire got a hold
here, the result would be appalling.

Yo far the flames were very deceptive. It
scemed as though the yacht was on fire, but
she was only scorched on the outside. The
flames were pouring upwards from the burn-
ing petrol. Glasses were cracked, paint was
blistered and burned, but there was no actual
conflagration within the yacht. DBut the
efforts of the St. Frank’s fellows were needed.

For they succecded in keeping the flames
in check. Streams of water were directed
at the open ports and windows—at the rail
on the promenade-deck, where the flames
were licking the deck planks. On every side
the belching flames rose in solid walls, and
it was a fortunate thing for all that the wind
had completely dropped. The flames were
rising straight, and providing the vessel sped
quickly out of the zone, it might still be

possible to save her. But everything would
depend upon the next few minutes.

Sailors had braved the flames with rare
courage—rushing up the bridge ladder with a
hose-pipe—with two or three hose-pipes. And
while two men sent the streams of water in
all directions, a third sprayed the captain
and the pilot, and kept the bridge thoroughly
soaked. The cool spray was grateful, indecd.
It was this alone which made life nossible
during those awful moments. To Captain
Burton it seemed as though his beloved
vessel was a torch.

But he still carried on.

Clang, clang!

The engine-room telegraph rang out in
answer to his commands, and the . yacht’s
engines were racing with all their enormous
power. Tull speed astern! ‘It was the only
chance to get free.

The Wunderer had not struck a rock—this
was a merciful fact—but had apparently dug
her nose into a soft mud-bank. Had she
been fitted with normal engines she could
never have pulled off. DBut her power was
enormous, and at last she drew out, and
Captain Burtou roared with relief.

“She’s oft!” he shouted. “There’s still- a
chance !”

Clang!

Again the engine-room telegraph sounded,
and this time the yacht went full speed

ahead. The helmsman whirled the wheel at
random. It was impossible to do anything
else. It was ten chances to one against find-

ing a clear channel, but there was no other
course open. Amid the flames and murk,
nothing whatever could be seen. A blind
dash for safety was attempted.

“We’'re still afloat, Lee—we’re still afloat!”
said Lord Dorrimore, as he crouched with
Nelson Lee in the chart-room. “We're off
that infernal sandbank, an’ we’re goin’ ahead!
Glory! The flames are less now—or am I
wrong ?”
“Theyv’re less,

»

said Nelson Lee quietly.

On the bridge it scemed as though a
miracle had happened. The wacht. tearing
along at an absolutely mad pace—a speed
that would utterly wreck her if she struck
the rocks—shot clear of the fire zone., It
was as though she had just come out of a
fog-banlk,

The smoke and flames were left behind in
a solid wall. They had raced out of tho
section of the river that was flooded by the
burning petrol. And, by some providential
chance, they were heading down stieam, in
the very centre of the river.

“Allee same good!” shouted Ah Fong, as
he strained his heat-swollen eyes ahcad. “Wo
in channel. Keepee speed. Deep water.
Allee lightee. We getee out of danger.”

Captain Burton hesitated, with his hand
on the telegraph., All his instincts were to
check this insane rush. But a glance behind
at that inferno made him hold his hand. As
long as the yacht went faster than the
current, all would be well.
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“Vou know this channel ?” he asked grimly.

“Deep water,” said Ah Fong, Allee
safe.” ' . y
“I’1l chance it for another minute,

muttered the skipper.

The river was wide, and the rocky gorge
was growing less wild. Ahead lay the cul-
tivated country, where the river-banks chame
flat and grassy. And the yacht was simply
racing along like a destroyer. At any
ordinary time this progress would have been
utterly insane.

Lven as it was, Captain Burton could not
restrain himself.

Clang! )

1le telegraphed to the engine-room, and

the engines were reversed. The skipper had
Jdecided to proceed now at a more leisurely
jpace,
: On the lower decks the St. Frank’s fellows
were gasping at the sudden change. Fling-
ing their hoses down, they rushed to the
scorching hot rail and stared. The sides of
the gorge were flashing by, and the air was
clear. -The sunlight revealed the scorched
and blackened yacht in all her pitiful state.
Stéeam was rising from her sides in clouds,
and her decks, too, were sending forth
volumes of vapour.

“We’re clear!” shouted Dick Hamilton.
“ And we’re not on fire, either! Cheer, you
chaps! We’ve beaten the flames!”

“Hurrah!”?

“Good old Wanderer!”

“My hat! Look back!”

Up river a dense pall of black smoke
marred the entire view, and in the centre
of it were reddish, licking flames. It was all
too evident that the danger had been missed
by a han’s-breadth.

Even now the sailors were working madly.
In about eight different places. the yacht was
on fire, but only at isolated spots, where the
fiames had licked the woodwork into a blaze.
By prompt measures the peril was qguelled.

“Boys, you’ve done wonders!” declared
T.ee, as he hurried round. ‘“Indeed, but for
your efforts with these hoses, I doubt if
we should have escaped. You held the flames
in check at the most crucial moment. Well
done, the Remove !”

“Thanks awfully, sir!”

“And well done the Moor View School!”
added Lee. “I sce that you girls have been
operating the hosc-pipes, too. Bravo! I
never dreamed that we should escape from
this blaze. This trip seems to be one long
succession of perils.”

“But we always come out, don’t we, sir?”
asked Handforth, “But, 1 say, the poor old
Wandcier is in a bit of a mess. isn’t she ?”

Lord Derrimore had gone up to the bridge,

and he was thinking exactly the same thing.
The expression on his face was tragic.

“Good gad, what a ghasily sight!” he said
sadly, “The old tub is still whole, but just
look at her!”

There was every reason for his plaintive
voice.  The Wanderer, once so splendid in

sl

her white paint, was now a scorched,
blackened hulk. At least, so she seemed.
Her decks were black with smuts and soot.
From stem to stern she was a pitiful travesty
of her real self.

“Yes, she doesn’t look any too trim, but
there’s nothing to worry over, sir,” said
Captain Burton. “8he’s whole—and that’s
the main thing. All this is superficial
damage. We're still fit for any sea voyage
you like to mention.”

Dorrie was only slightly relieved.

“But, gad, look at her condition!”
exclaimed.

“She’ll have a different appearance after
the sailors have put in a few hours’ work,
sir,” said the skipper. “I’'m worried about
her plates. It’s quite likely that some of
them will buckle near the water-line, and
we may be leaking a bit. I shall be giad to
have the engineer’s report.”

“Anyhow, we've got cut of the mess for
the time being,”” growled his lordship.
“Aren’t we going a bit too fast, though?
We don’t want to get on to another of those
infernal banks. At this speed we shall pile
her up if we hit anything.”

“Water, him decp,” said Ah Fong cheer-
fu}ly;, “Me good pilot. Allee same velly
safe.

“Well, we shall have to take ycur word
for 1t, I suppose,” said Dorrie. “There’s no
chance of that fire comin’ down on us again;
it’s practically burnt itself out now, in anv
case. And that infernal airman has cleared
off. We've fooled him, MHe thinks we’re a
blackened lump of wreckage by this time,
but we're only more or less scorched.”

But of all the narrow escapes that the holi-
day party had had, this surely seemed to be
the narrowest.

he

—

CHAPTER 7.

PERIL UPON PERIL.
WENTY minutes later, all

sense  of danger had
passed.
The superheated plates

of the yacht had cooled,
and, except for her blackened condition, she
was completely out of peril. In the saloon,
and in the lounges and reading-rooms, therc
were many evidences of the recent fire, where
paintwork was scorched, and where decora-
tions were marred. Near the windows, too,
everything was swamped with water. But
these, after all, were mere trifles compared to
what might have happened.

The vessel was now going down stream
sedately, and had now passed out of the rocky
gorge. On both sides streiched green, cul-
tivated lands, with belts of wooded country,
and nestling villages. Ah Fong, by the side
of the helmsman, was proving himself to be
an able pilot, .

“It’s more than I ecan understand,” de-
clared Fullwood, as he stcod on deck with
some of the other fellows, looking at the



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 15
ELLIJ!:L ':: 3
. . o
=
5] . ".‘L :
oz N
AN 3’,};%-‘_, ' =
' \ / 7 4 -
2\ ll( ¢\ N
’#":‘:i\ {r' {"?f/ ;ﬂ \ |
A aneW 4
N7 jf/‘///;/{"m\ {f \“\$, / 3 ,,/
& G 4 : \ 4 )
7 {4 i \j/ 3 o '"',,_.
; { N
u@:r r | 9 o
L R\” % o
57 /
‘-__H_____,_...-‘

/

i

.

Just in time, Handiorth’s fist crashed to the jaw of the Chinaman. One moment later and the glitteriag dagg:e

would have been sheathed in Dorrimore’s back,

sailors at work. “I thought we should be a
burnt-out shell by this time.”

“We only escaped because we made a dash
for it,”” said Dick Hamilton. “Our paint-
work 1s messed up, and it’ll take weeks to
clcéan these decks properly. But we're all
safe.’’

“And there weren’t any casualties, either,”’
said Handforth, with satisfaction., ¢ [ hear
that one or two of the sailors are a bit blis-
ti»lred, though. Any of our chaps burned at
all ¢’

“Onty a bit scorched, here and there,’
Church,.
well,”

““And they wanted to bottle us up below!”
said Handforth indignantly. “They can’t
keep the Remove down when there's any
danger! 1 hope that beastly airman crashed
somewhere.”

‘“He’s gone back to report his wonderful
victory, 1 expect,”” grinned Tommy Watson.
“IHe’s probably telling old IFoo Chow that
we're all burnt to death, and that the yacht
.is a charred piece of wreckage at the bottom
of the river.”

“Lven if he does, he can’t be blamed,”
said Irene. ‘It must have looked a clear
case of destruction to the airman, at that
height. I expeet we were just swallowed up
in the midst of all those flames and smoke.”’

“ Anyhow, he's gone,” said Doris thank.
fully. “I hope they’ll soon bring some tea
round,” she added. ‘I think we all need

' said

“If you ask me, the Remove did

There was danger at every turn in the Temple of Pao-Kang |

something to buck us up, although we can’t
expect too much,”

The feeling of relief was general. The air.
man had done his worst, and had gone back
to report. That was the universal assumop-

tion, And Dorrimore had given instructions
that tea should be served to the guests a3
quickly as possible, so that normal conditions
would be resumed. Yang Fu would bo
reached within an hour, anyhow, and then
there would be no time for tea. Everything
in the immediate future was hazy. Nobody
iinew exactly what was going to happen.

““It wouldn't be a bad idea if we went down
and had a wash,” suggested Irene, with a
laugh. “We're in a perfectly dreadful state.
I hadn't realised it until now.”

“A wash won’t be much good,”’ said TFull.
wood. ‘‘We all need complete changes, with
a bath in advance. How about getting our
swimming tegs, and going down to the big
swimming bath ¢’

“(iood idea !’

“It’ll cool us off,” said Dick Hamilton
approvingly, “And——" He paused, glan-
cing upwards. ‘“Rummy!” he said, *“I
thought I hecard——"

““T'hat aecroplane again!’’ cried Marjorio
Temple, in alarm.

“What !’ |

“It’'s true!” shouted Tommy Watson, point-
ing, “Look! There k2 is! Oh, the rotter!
Not satisfied with nearly burning us up, ho's
come back to drop some more bombs!|'’
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Handforth snorted.

‘““Arcn’t these Chinese ever satisfied 7 he
asked indignantly.

“1 was half afraid of this, only I didn’t
like to say so,” muttered Dick. * The beggar
was just cireling about, waiting to sce the
result of his handiwork. And now that he
finds we're still intact, he’s coming over to
~tinish his work.”

*And we shall be sent below again, 1 sup-
pose,” said Handforth disgustedly, “ Well,
i’'m not going! I'm blowed if I'm going to
be messed about like that! We’ll stay here,
and see what happens|”’

‘*Hear, hear!”’

“We're not scared!”’ .

On the bridge, Lord Dorrimore was simply
furicus.

“ Look at him, Lee!” he snapped. “I'm
hanged if the cur isn’t comin’ back! Waell,
thank goodness there aren’t any more petrol
stores tor him to let loose. An’ there’s not
much chance that he’ll hit us.”

Nelson Lee shook his head.

“I’'m not so sure,” he said with ccneern.
“This Chinese bomb-dropper is evidently a
determined man. Perhaps he has received
orders to destroy us, or suffer execution.
Anyhow, he’s a conscientious fellow, and he’s
apparently determined to get to close
quarters.”

They watched the wicked-looking machine
as 1t manceuvred in the air. ‘The pilot was
gliding down to earth now, with his engine
¢ut out. Having failed at long range, the
man was planning to swoop low down. And
Nelson Lee’s anxiety was justified. IFor a

bomb dropped at close range would be a

serious menace.

Lower and lower came the aeroplane, until,
indeed, he was no higher than two hundred
fect from the ground. \Vith his engine still
switched off, he came gliding round in a
stcep curve towards the Wanderer.

“Rifles!” snapped Lee abruptly.

. “Two minds with but a single thought!”
said Lord Dorrimore. ‘“DBy gag, the fellow's
takin’ a risk, isn’t he?”’

They fairly tumbled down the bridge
ladder, and seized a rifle each. There was no
time to order the boys and girls to get below.
'This fresh peril had developed in the space of
seconds. IEven now, the swooping acroplane
was within a hundred vards.

With his machine under perfeet control,
" the pilot glided gently down towards the
yacht, his intention being clearly to drop his
deadly cargo, and then cpen up his engine,

and swoop away.

“Oh!” murmured Irene, holding her
breath,

“Look out !I’” said Dick, clutching at Mary’s
arm. ‘“‘Hold still |” -

They all expected They knew not
what. Certainly, the thing that did happen
was totally surprising to all.

Crack! Crack!

Lee and Dorrie fired simultancously. Just
for one sccond the head of the pilet was
visible as he looked out of the cockpit to

judge his position. From Dorrie’s side of the
deck he had nothing to aim at, but Lee
caught a momentary glimpse of that head.
He fired. and waited for the devastating ex-
plosion of the bomb.

But at that very second the under-carriage
of the acroplane f{fouled the tip of the
Wanderei’s mast. IFor a moment the ’plane.
hovered, and Lee caught his breath in. He
expected to hear the engine roar out a bellow
of defiance. But nothing of the sort hap-
pened.

“He'’s falling !”

“Quick! * Stand clear, there!”

“Qut of the way, you chaps!”

There were many shouts, and everybody
made a blind rush away from the danger
spot. The enemy aeroplane behaved in a very
singular fashion. The engine remained dead,
the propeller still. And as the under-carriage
caught the top of the mast, the machine
heeled slightly over to the left.

It scemed to stagger, and there was a loud
snap as the tip of the mast broke. And then,
slewing sideways, the inachine reeled with a
drunken movement, and stalled. With a
sickening lurch it fell, tail foremost, tearing
through the rigging, through the wireless
aerial, to the deck. ’

CHAPTLER 8.
HANDY WANTS TO GO!
ELSON LEE thought his

last moment had come.

Indeed, there was
scarcely a soul on that deck
who thought anything clse.
This machine had come over to drop bombs—
so what would happen when it crashed on the
vacht with its full load ?

Instinctively Lee closed his eyes. He heard
a crashing and rending of fabrie, but the
smash was nof half so loud as he had antici-
pated. Tail first, the aeroplane hit the deck,
and then toppled over, upside down.

For one full second there was a complete
silence,

“ Great Scott!’”’ muttered Dick Hamilton,
at last,

“The bombs haven’t gone off I’

“Careful ! Don’t go too near

“Back, boys—stand back !” shouted Nelson
Lee, running forward. “Mr. Stewart, bring
some of the men! Quickly—quickly!”

The fresh tension was over, No death-
dealing explosion had come, and the enemy
airman had only brought disaster to himself.
The St. Frank’s fellows, crowding back,
watched breathlessly.

Nelson I.ee and Mr. Stewart and two men
approached the machine, and Lee carefully
removed four wicked-looking bombs from the
rack, a fitting which was housed on the under-
carriage. One by one the bombs were carried
away.

““Overboard with ’em!” said Dorrie curtly.

“No!” shouted Lee. “Geod heavens,
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Dorrie, they might go off on contact with the
water! Take them below, Mr. Stewart, and
lock them in the magazine. Be very careful
not to touch the detonators.”

*“Trust me, sir,”” said the first oflicer,

Lee breathed a sigh of relief after Mr.
Stewart had gone.

“ Another narrow squeak, Dorrie,”’ he said.

“We're gettin' used to 'em!” said his lord-

ship. “Nothin’ on earth will give us heart
failure after these experiences, old man. But
why in the name of all that's uncanny are we
still alive?”
. I imagine the pilot made a grave error of
Jjudgment,” said Lee. “He allowed his engine
to stop, and the propeller ceased revolving,
Just when he wanted the power to rise, he
had none. So he fouled the mast, and here's
the result.” .

“But why didn’t those bombs explode ?”’

‘“ Because the crash was comparatively
light—only the tail is shattered,”’ replied
Nelson Lee. *“See, the main planes, the
engine, and the propeller are all intact. She
fell upside-down, too, so the bombs never
came into contact at all. We were certainly
born under a lucky star, Dorrie.”

“Well, let’s get the pilot out, an’ shove him
in irons,”’ said his lordship gruffly. “I expect
he's injured, though.”

" This did not scem very probable, for .the
machine had simply toppled over gently after
the tail had crumpled up, and it was far more
likely that the pilot would be uninjured in
the cockpit.

While the juniors still hung back, a number
of sailors lifted the machine, and the pilot
was dragged out—a smallish Chinaman with
a cunning, repulsive type of face. Nelson
Lee and Lord Dorrimore gazed down at him,
and then exchanged significant glances.

“By glory, Lee,” muttered his lordship.
“That was a good shot of yours!”

The pilot was stone dead, with a rifle-shot
through his head!

“This explains things. rather more lucidly,”
said Nelson Lee quietly, “Well, I'm not
sorry, Dorrie. It was etther his life or ours,
and but for the accuracy of my aim, we
should all have been blown to atoms by now,
including those boys and girls.”’

“Yes, you saved us right enough,” agreed
Dorrie soberly. “ You saved the old yacht
from bein’ sunk, too. Gad, how on earth did
‘you score a bullseye with scarcely any aim?
I always knew you were & crack shot, Lee,
but this beats everythin’!”’

The detective did not feel like conversation.
He knew well enough that his shot had
proved the salvation of them all, The pilot,
dead, had bcen unable to release his ‘bomhb
from the rack, or open up his engine. So the
collision with the mast had been inevitable.

It was the reward of recklessness. The man
had been insane to swoop down s0 low,
Perhaps he had been contemptuous of the
Britishers' aim.

If so, he had rcceived a decadly lesson,

“All clear now, boys,” said kis lordship, as

he glanced round. ‘Nothin’ to worry about.
The danger’s over.” .

“What about the pilot, sir ?” asked Hand-
forth. .

‘“He's been taken below.”

“Bubt we wanted to chuck him in the river,
sir,”” said Handforth indignantly. “I say,

{qt’s go down and yank him up and pitch
lim_‘—"-"

“One moment, boys,”” interrupted Lee.
"'l:hoehpllot is dead.”’
€ [” )

The juniors’ expressions changed.

“Sorry, sir,” said Handflorth awkwardly.
“I—I didn't know.”

“We've all got to thank Mr. Lee for our
lives,”” Dorrie thought it advisable to say.
“You heard our rifle-shots? Well, Mr. Lee
got the beggar, That's why we're still
breathin’.”

“But perhaps your shot killed him, sir,"
said Boots.

“No—I never saw the poor devil,”

“Three cheers for the guv’nor!”’ shouted
Dick Hamilton excitedly., ‘He’'s saved all
our lives, you chaps!” ,

“Don’t give those cheers, boys—we don't
want a lot of fuss,” said Nelson Lee quietly.
“I appreciate your motives, but let us be
thankful that we have been saved, and remain
calm. We are quite safe now, and there is
very little danger of further attack.”

“Well, let’s gcét the machine righted, and
have a look at her,” said Dorrimoro diplo-
matically. “I'm hanged if she isn't British!
One of our latest machines, too, Lee! Of all
the infernal impudence, bombing us with one
of our own aeroplanes!”’

The machine was so small that a dozen men
soon completely lifted her, and set her right-
side-up on the deck., It was then seen that
the damage was comparatively trivial,

The entire front of the aeroplane was un-
harmed. A good deal of battering had
occurred to I:%e tail, but the engine, the
petrol tank, the propeller, and the main planes
were perfect. HKven the fuselage was un-
harmed, except at the extreme rear, whero
the tail skid, the elevator and the rudder were
jumbled up in a tattered mass of wreckage.

““ Nothin’ much the matter with this boat,"’
said Dorrie, as he inspected her with the eyes
of an expert. “With a dozen of our men
working on her, she could be fit for the &'r
within a couple of hours. An’ I could take
h.ler aloft, too. Gad, I'd rather relish a joy-
I'l e.?’ ; .y

His lordship was not only a big game
hunter, an explorer, and a motor racer, but
he was an ecxpert acroplano pilot, and had
frcquently flown his own machine in such
competitions as the Aerial Derby.

“Yes, she could easily be patched up,”
agrecd Lee, nodding.

“How about repairing her, then, and
making a flight over Ioo Chow’s head-
quarters?” asked Iandforth eagerly. *I'll

go with you, sir, and drop some bombs as a
reprisal.”
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“You're full of
grinned his lordship.
“Then it’s a go?” asked Edward Oswald
eage,}‘ly. “Good! I say, sir, you're & brick

great ideas, Handy!|”

“Whoa! Steady!”’ gasped Dorrie. *‘‘Not
so fast, young man!”’

“But you said—"’

“I said nothin’,” growled his lordship.

““ An’ it distinctly is not a go. It’s like your
blessed nerve to talk about flyin’ over Foo
Chow’s headquarters an’ droppin’ bombs!”

“Well, docsn’t he deserve them, sir 7"

“He descrves plenty of ’em; but perhaps
you can tell me where his headquarters are?”
said Dorrie blandly.

“Oh, my hat! I never thought of that!”

“You wouldn’t |’?

“Still, we can easily find the way,”’ said
Handforth, who never gave up hope. “If you
can get the machine repaired——"’

“By the Lord Harry !” broke in Lord Dor-
rimore, his eyes suddenly gleaming. “An
idea! Lee, old man, a real brain-wave! Yes,
wc’'ll have this machine repaired at once, so
that I can have her taken ashore as soon as
we get to Yang Fu. Then I'll get her into
the air.”

?

“Just for this—joy-ride?” asked Nelson
Lce,

“Nol! To fly to the Pao-Kang Temple!”
sald Dorrie.

“H’m! It sounds quite adventurous, but 1

ghouldn’t decide on anything until we have
had a conference with Yung Li Chang,’” said
Nelson Lee thoughtfully. “ You mean that
vouw'll fly to that Temple, and rescue Yung
Ching, ¢h 7’ |

* Absolutely.”

“Don’t be too optimistic, Dorrie,”” said
Lee, shaking his head. “That Temple is
probably well guarded, and you’ll have to
find a landing place, and even then it will be
diflicult to locate—— No, old man, it’s im-
practicable. ISven if you got into the place,
you’d find the machine seized by the time
iiou got out. And we don’t want to lose our
ost.”

Lord Dorrimore was not easily quelled.

“Well, we’ll say nothin’ more about it for
the moment,” he remarked cheerfully, “ But
we're goin’ to bave the machine repaired at
once, so that it will be ready soon after we
get to Yang Fu. I shall want five or six
expert men, and I'll superintend the opera-
tions myself.”

“Go ahead, then,” smiled Lee. It will
keep you amused,”

As a matter of fact, the city of Yang Ifu
was within sight already.
broader here, and the Wanderer was steam-
ing sedately down in mid-stream, looking
rather like a battered war hulk, with her
scorched paintwork, her cracked ports, and
heat-twisted rails. In fact, she was a very
disreputable-looking ship, but these scars
were all honourable ones.

“Did you hear what Dorrie was eaying

about flying off to fetch Yung Ching 7’ asked
Handforth, as he took Church and Mc¢Clure

The river was|

aside. “He’s going to fly off to that Temple
soon after we get to Yang Fu. Well, I'm
ﬁging’ to smuggle myself aboard, and go with

im :

Church and McClure stared at Handforth,
aghast.

“You madman !’’ ejaculated Church. ‘“‘You
can't do that! I shall tell Mr. Lece—"

“You—you giddy sneak——"

“I don’t mean that, but I'll stop you from
doing anything of the sort!” said Church
anxiously. “I’ve never heard of such o

‘““Oh, I don’t know,”” put in McClure, “If
Handy’s so set on it, why should we inter-
fere? Let him do as he likes, Churchy.”

“Bh?” said Church, staring, “Oh!”

He had just seen a slight movement of
McClure’s left eye.

“Tet him do as he likes,” repeated Maec.
“It’s a ripping idea. When Dorrie starts off
on the trip, Handy’s only got to stow himself
into the cockpit, and it'll be simple. Of
course, ‘he’ll have to trust to luck that Dorrie
doesn’t see him, although it might be a bit
difficult.”

“Why difficult 2 demanded Handforth.

“Well, it’s a single-seater machine, and
Dorrie might accidentally sit on you,” ex-
plained McClure blandly. “Still, if you’re so
keen on stowing away, we wouldn’t dream of
interfering. Would we, Church ?”

“Not likely!” grinned Church.

Edward Oswald started.

“A single seater!” he ejaculated. “Oh, my
hat! That rather messes up the stunt——
Wait a minute, though,” he added, staring
at the machine. ‘“There’s another seat at
the back—with a canvas covering over it.
By George! You're wrong, you asses! It’s
a two-seater, after all!”

“What ?” bleated McClure.

“And that covering will just come in
handy, because I can smuggle aboard and
hide myself as easy as winking,” said Hand-
forth triumphantly. “Not a word, my lads!
It’s all settled, and nobody mwust know any-
thing until after I've gone.”

Ile walked off, full of bubbling enthusiasm,

H

CHAPTER 9.

EXCELLENCY. YUNG LI
CHANG,.

W HURCH and McClure were
left rather blank.

“He means it!” said
Church, “You fathead,
what the dickens did you
agree with him for?”

“I was only having a bit of fun. I thought
there was only one seat in the aeroplane,”
growled McClure. “But you needn’t worry.
He’ll never be allowed .to smuggle himself
in that second cockpit. We can’t sneak to
Mr. Lee or Dorrie, but we can give the
other fellows the tip. And if Handy tries
to act the giddy ox, we’ll all jump on him.”

“Yes, that’s a good idea,” nodded Church.

HIS
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“Let’s pretend we've forgotten it, and go
and have a look at the scenery. Hallo!
We're practically in Yang Fu already. Look
at all the pcople on the roads. Plenty of
excitement here, by the look of things.”

There was no lack of interest in the scene.:

As the Wanderer glided down to her
anchorage—which General Ling Soo Chin
was indicating—the rails were crowded with
the youthful guests. The city of Yang Fu
lay before them, and the river itself was
packed with masses of junks and all manner
of other native boats. And the . place was
teeming with life.

The boys had seen Yang I'u from the river
before—when they had passed up stream, cap-
tives of Dr. Foo Chow.  But the nicture had
been very different then., The city had been
full of life just the same, but there had been
a_-tsort of depression overhanging the whole
city.

Now there were smiling faces bv the
thousand—waving arms, too. The population,
it seemed, was not
particularly de -
pressed because their
city had fallen into
the hands of Yung
I.i Chang. Quite the .

Every Member—seeoe0s000000900

of the St. Frank’s League is now

according to Lord Dorrimore’s orders. And
they were setting to work in a businesslike
wayv. There was little doubt that the machine
would be ready within an hour or two,

A gong sounded, announcing tea.

“Now, boys and girls, I want you to have
your meal comfortably, and then amuse your-
selves afterwards,” said Nelson Lee, as he
encountered a group of the youthful guests.
“Yung Li Chang is coming aboard almost at
once, and we are to have a conference. Hae
is a very important man, and much may
depend upon the result of this interview.”

“Won't he stay to dinner, sir?”

“Very probably. “I shall advise Lord Dorri-
more to invite him, at all events,” said
Nelson Lee. “Remember, nobody is to go
ashore In any circumstances. Handforth,
have I your solemn promise that you will

stay on board ?”
sir,” said Handforth

“I suppose 80,

| reluctantly.

“That 1s hardly a promise, young man.”
“All right, sir—I
promise. "’ :
Nelson Lee was
quite certain that
none of the others
would attempt to get

contrary was the entitled to a Badge—Free! It is away. Edward
case, The whole of a magnificent little emblem of Oswald ~ Handforth
Yang Fu seemed to e 5 . was always  the
be delirious with comradeship, carried out in blue, doubtful one. And
joyA: 10k g white and red. If you haven’t %ee went off to L:trcl

nd the coming o - . -~ priimore's  state-
the white men was joined the League yet—JOIN room, satisfied. He
also greeted with NOW! If you are already a found his lordship

gladness — probably
because the people
knew that they lad
been the captives of
I'oo Chow, and le-
cause they were the
friends of their new
war lord. .
“Well, I hardly expected this,” remarked
Dick Hamilton, as he watched the animated
scene. “It only shows what a devil Foo Chow
is. His very pcople are mad with joy because
he's been beaten. And they know what a
fine man - Yung Li Chang is, too. They
wouwld much rather be under his rule.” -
“That’s about the size of 1it,” . agreed
Reggic Pitt, nodding. “I don’t see why we
shouldn’t go ashore, you know. The whole

8000080000 SOOROOOROORTS

situation 1s changed now. There’s no
danger.” ’ '
“Unfortunately, the guv’nor may hold

different opinions,” said Dick. “We mustn’t
expect to go ashore to-day, anyhow—and
perhaps we shall be on our way to the coast
by to-morrow., There’s no telling.”

By this time the Wanderer had eased up
her engines, and the anchor had been
dropped. She was moored in mid-stream, and
strings of boats were coming out to her, many
of them merely occupied by curious natives.

On deck tho gang of mechanics were busily
making the repairs to the damaged ueroplane,

member, full details of how to
get this Free Badge are given on—
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resplendent in 2 new
white suit.

“Must look
decent, you know,”’
remarked Dorria

apologetically, **Mr.
Yung Li Chang i3
great mandarin—the governor of a wvast
province—to say nothin’ of bein’ a powerful
war lord.”

“I am afraid he will have to put un with
my present appearance, for I think he is
coming now,” said Nelson Lee, as he glanced
out through the doorway. *I am very
anxious to meet him, Dorrie. Perhaps wo
shall learn some definite information” concern-
ing Yoo Chow’s armies. Our concern, you
must remember, is to get out of China as
quickly as we can.”

A few minutes later the great man
appeared, escorted by General Ling Soo Chin
and several other high oflicers, e

The Governor of Hu Kiang was a tall,
upright Chinaman, clad in a simple. but
dignified uniform. Xe was slightly elderly,
clean-shaven, and his eyes were grave but

kindly. There was a vast difference between
this Oriental and the man whom he had
routed.

The introductions were soon over. and it
was found that Yu_ug 1 C}hnnq snoke perfect
Inglish, and he did not indulge in the self-
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depreciation which was such a characteristic
ot General Ling. Yung Ching’s father was
(horoughly European in his views and
methods. The fact that he was a great lover
of Britain was obvious, or he would never
have sent his son to England to be educated.

“Really, gentlemen, I hardly know how to
chocse my words,” he said, after the pre-
liminaries. “ You have risked terrible dangers
in order to protect my unfortunate son from
the devilries of Foo Chow. There are no
idequate words that will express my heartfelt
gratitude.”

He spoke in a musical, well-modulated
voice—the voice of a kindly, benevolent man.

“I am afraid that appearances are some-
what deceptive, sir,” said Lord Dorrimore,
smiling, “We came East in search of adven-
(ure more than anythin’ else. an’ I rather
think we found some. What we have done
for your son was insignificant, an’ we have
no reason to boast, in any case. The poor
boy is still in the hands of that Foo Chow
hound.”

“A fact which in no way reflects discredit
upon yourselves,” said Yung Li Chang
gravely, “I would like you to know that I
am not a man of violence. For twenty years
I have sought to keep my people in peace,
and have done everything in mv power to
banish poverty and to make the Province of
Hu Kiang a prosperous, self-supporting
territory. In a - great measure, I have
succeeded.”

“The people of ¥ang Fu appear to welcome
your advent here,” smiled Lee.

“They are quite good peonle.” said the
{"hinaman. “I have every reason to believe
that they hate Foo Chow, and that they will
welcome a change of ruler. F¥oo Chow has
only himself to thank for the present disaster.
11le threatened to torture my son, and I in-
vaded his province. It is my intention to
sweep through the whole of this land and
stamp out the blight which Foo Chow has
caused.”

“ And Foo Chow himsclf ?”

“He has fled with the remnants of his
army,” replied the Governor of Hu Kiang.
*“You may rest assured that he will soon meet
the fate that he is destined for. Mv friends,
I appreciate your efforts on behalf of my
son, and my gratitude is beyond computa-
tion. But, in all seriousness, I advise you to
leave China as quickly as possible.” '

“Well, we shan’t be exactly sorry to go,”
gaid his lordship.

“Foo Chow i1s still at liberty, and he still
has considerable power.” continued Yung Li
Chang. “And I know that he has sworn
to destroy you all. That is his fixed
intention.” '

“Cheery blighter!” growled Dorrie.

“This quarrel is mine, and, I will deal with
Foo Chow,” said Yung Li Chang. “As for
my son, I have every hone that he will be
restored to me wunharmed. But that is a
matter for the fates to decide.”
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“You are aware of ycur son’s prisen
asked Lece.

“General Ling has informed me that my
unhappy boy is incarcerated in the Pao-Kang
Temple,” said Yung Li Chang. “I shall
despatch an army of picked men to the place
at once, and wrest him from his capntors—if
the gods are willing.” -

“How far is the temple?”

“A distance of forty miles,” said the
Chinaman. “But that, I am afraid, conveys
a false impression. A part of the distance
penetrates tiger-infested jungles and fever-
laden swamps, where crocodiles abound. And
the temple itself is perched on the mountain-
top, amid well-nigh impregnable surround-
ings. For that reason, I beg of vou to sug-
gest no expedition to the spot. My soldiers
are more fitted for such laborious travel.”

““Well, this is where I come in,” said Loxrd
Dorrimore smoothly. “I’ve got a suggestion
to make, your Excellency.” . ,

“I am honoured to listen to your words.”

“Well, we’ve got an aeroplane aboard
here,” said Dorrie. “Foo Chow tried to blow
us to eternity, but he failed. An’ we have
seized this machine. I propose a fiight to
the Pao-Kang Temple at once—this after-
noon. I will be the pilot, and I will do my
best to return with your son.”

The Chinaman gravely shook his head.

“While being deeply appreciative of your
generous suggestion, I urge you to abandon
such a scheme,” he said aquictlv. “l.et my
own soldiers undertake this mission, sir.
Were you to perish in this valiant attempt, I
should never forgive myself for sanctioning
the effort.”

‘I'BI]t A

“I beg of you to respect my wish,” said
Yung Li Chang gravely.

There was such an air of finality in his
tone that Lord Dorrimore bit his lip. It was
abundantly clear that the Chinaman had no
faith whatever in the success of an aeroplane
rescue.

CHAPTER 10.

DORRIMORE’S DESPERATE
VENTURE.

A\ UT Lord Dorrimore was not
so easily shaken off.

“Forgive me for bein’ so
persistent, But there are
one or two questions I
should like to ask,” he said calmly. “The
distance, your Excellency, is a matter of forty
miles 77

1] YOSc’,

“An’ the way is difficult ?”

“Very difficult.”

“Have you any idca how long your army
will take to reach the temple 7”

“Perhaps a day—twenty-four hcurs,” re-
plied Yung Ii Chang. “There will be
fighting, and even after they have reached
their objective there will still be fighting,
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‘I realise that it will be no easy task to
rescue my son.”

Dorrie nodded—rather grimly.

“Just as I thought,” he said. “Twenty-
four hoursl An’ this acroplane, = your
Excellency, can cover the same distance 1n
just over ten minutes! Ye gods! Ten
minutes, and I’'m there!”

.Yung Li Chang slowly stroked his chin.
-“One 1s indeed made to pause in wonder,”
he said. “Ten minutes is a brief spell of
time, Lord Dorrimore. But you will be one
man against a horde. That is why I am so
reluctant——" .

“] am ready to chance it,” growled his
lordship. “An’ don't forget the advantages,
sir. Foo Chow will get wind of your advanc-
ing army, an’ before they can get anywhere
near the temple, he will have had vour son
removed. What then? You will have the
same trouble over again—an’, in the mean-
time, that cur will probably put the poor
boy to the torture. No, by gad, I'm goin
on this flight as soon as the machine is
ready.”

“If you insist—"

“I'm most frightfully sorry, but I do
insist,” said Dorrie firmly, “Let me point
out somethin’ else. The chances are that
Foo Chow knows nothin’ of the aeroplane’s
capture. When I fly to the temple, he an’
his troops will think that it is his own man

returnin’. An’ that will give me a big
advantage.” i . . :
“That is certainly right,” said Lee,

nodding. _
“With all humility, I must point out that
it is certainly wrong,” said Yune Li Chang
imperturbably. “News has a habit of travel-
ling very fast in China—irrespective of the
telegraph. And here, in Yang I'u. Foo
Chow even has the telegraph, pentlemen.
You may be certain that he will know of
the aeroplane’s capture, and he will con-
sequently know that it is being piloted by an
enemy when it flies over the temple.”
Dorrie was in no way disturbed.

- *“0Oh, well, 1t makes very little difference
he said. “I’'ll carry those bombs, an’ drop
one or two before I land—just to scare the
general assembly. You needn’t worry about
me in the slightest, your Excellency. I’ll
tell you what. I will promise not to land
unless I can see'a good chance of success.
TI.ct me po on a scoutin’ expedition, to ferret
out the lie of the land.”

Yung Li Chang shrugged his shoulders.

“As you wish,” he said. “I can see that
you are determined—and a determined man
1s an obstinate man. Forgive my frankness.
My well-considercd advice is for you all to
leavﬁ this troubled country as soon as you
Carl.

“We thank you, your Excellency,- and we
will undoubtedly leave China at the earliest
possible moment,” said Nelson Lee. “For
the present, however, we will wait until Lord
Dorrimore returns from his trip. And we
should all be highly honoured by your

I'IJ

presence at dinner this evening. Lord Dorri-
more has requested me to make this invitation
on his behalf.”

“ Absolutely,” nodded his lordship.

“I am highly honoured, and I should be
a boor if I refused,” smiled Yung Li Chang.
“I am happy to accept, and to know that
you are carrying on in so normal a fashion
in these times of stress.”

“Good!” said Dorrie briskly. “Then
that’s settled. “If you’ll excuse me, I'll go
an’ see how the repairs are gettin’ on. I'm
keen on this flight, and I’ve got a hunch
that it will pan out well.”

He bustled out, and was soon with his
mechanics.

“Fine!” he exclaimed, as he eyed their
handiwork, “Nearly finished ?”

“She’s ready, sir,” said one of the men.

“You'll get a tenner cach all round for
this,” said his lordship genially. “You've
put in some good work—an' quick work. I'm
hanged if I would ever know that she had
been damaged.”

He examined the repaired tail closely, and
then leapt up into the cockpit and tested
the controls. They operated sweetly.

“Now we've got to get her ashore,” he
said, pursing his lips. “That’s goin’ to be
a bit of a bother, eh? We must have a
take-off—an’ there’s too much litter about
these decks.”

“Mr. Stewart is making all preparations,”
said one of the men. *“He’s commandeered a
raft—a native affair, but pretty strong. And
he thinks we can get the machine safely
down on to it.”

“Splendid fellow!” said Dorrie. “I shall
have to raise Mr. Stewart’s salary! Where
13 he? dli, Stewart! Everythin’® goin' on
all right?”

His lordship was full of enthusiasm, and
he bustled about with the excitement of a
schoolboy. The first officer was perspiring-
freely as he helped with the preparations.
The native raft that had been secured was
a rudely constructed affair, but it was the
very thing for the purpose. An- aeroplane
of ordinary size could never have been safely
lowered from the Wanderer's deck.

But this little scouting biplane
ridiculously compact.

And there were many hands to help in
the task—including those of the St. Frank’s
fellows. This was a job they could assist in
with perfect safety. They were to be allowed
to go ashore, too, to help in the “get-off.”

“That’s when my chance will come—as goon
as we're ashore!” murmured Handforth, as
he and his chums watched the raft being
poled across. “I've had a look at that spare
seat, and the cover is easily detached,”

“Oh, rather!” said Church carelessly.

The aeroplane had been lowered with com-
plete success, and was soon ashore. A small
army of Yung Li Chang's soldiers were keep-
ing the curious crowds back. and there was
a small bare space just here, which Dorrie
declared would be suitable for the talke-off.

was
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“1¢’s infernally small, but if I get a flyin’ ;
start I shall be all right,” he said. “That’s ‘
the best of these high-powered machines— f —
they can leap straight up into the air il you =
give ’em full throttle at once.”

“The boys are going to hold you back, ¢h 77| . ——
asked Lee. ' —

“That’s the idea—an’ we shall wrobably = ———
need some of the men, too,” said Dorrie. f_/"
“My plan is to race the engine all out, an’ .
then somebody will give the order to let go.
The bus will simply jump into the air, an’ ’ _ s
I shall be off. Gad, I’m lookin’ forward to ' il
this adventure.” Sl A bl

“You'll have to be careful, old mian,” said
e, troubled. “You mustn’t take any un-
necessary risks. My advice to you is to con- :
fine the flight to a scouting trip. Yung Li
Chang’s soldiers are better equipped for the 3 | l
actual rescue.”

“TIl see how the land lics,” promised
Dcrrie vaguely.

In tHe meantime, Ohurch and McClure were | 7=
plotiing,

“0Of course, we can’t let the fathead try on
that dodge of his,” Churech was saying.
“We’ll pretend to forget all about it, and
then when he makes a move, we’il tell the
others. That’s just to be on the safe side.”

“We shan’t need to take any action,”
grinned McClure. “Do you think ‘he’ll have
the faintest chance of getting insthat spare
seat, you chump? With Dorric and Mr. l il
Lee looking on all the time. Poor old Handy! ) W }l 'fbl '\]

It’ll be a scream when he tries to sneak on i

board. the aeroplane. The best thing we L

can do is to say nothing. He’s bound to give \’

himself away.” i
S0 when the party went ashore, in one of

the Wanderer’s own boats, the rest of the| °

fellows knew mnothing about Handforth’s ” \

enterprising little scheme. They were only l i | )

too glad 1to assist in Lord Dorrimore’s ; '!,w‘! i l‘ h f

departure. it \ i /
They knew that he was going to scout for £y

Yung Ching, and this alone was encugh to Handforth gritted his teeth as Foo Chow stamped
make them eager. Dick Hamilton was crash to the black depths of the chasm below, With
privately concerned, for he knew Dorrie’s aghast—could he do
tendency to take enormous risks. He had S

also noted that the acroplane was vrovided | g done no damage whatever, for the power-
with three or four bombs, and he had seen

i : . 1 an sweetly and truly. The tanks
Dorrie put a loaded revolver into his pocket. ful motor ran s y an 3 N

_ were filled, and the last detail was attendced
When they were all ashore, Dick ecaught | to.

Dorrie’s arm, ) o
« ’ it : Lord Dorrimore took a loock round. The
%Z;?u}re 111_0121 really going to land, are | ground was fairly smooth—a stretch of the
Ll i BEAEE . foreshore without a blade of grass, where the
“If you don’t ask questions, you won’t Le ground had been trodden flat by countless
disappointed with vague replies,” said his

: feet. A short distance away there were some
lordship cheerfully. “Sorry, old son, but I|gmall native sheds, and the river bank lay on

haven’t the faintesf idea what I'm goin’ 1o | one side, and a line of soldiers on the other.

do yet. All depends upon circs.” Dorrie knew that he would have to clear
“ A fat lot of satisfaction in an answer like | those sheds in order to get up safely.

that,”” grunted Dick, But it would be quite possible if he took a
“Well, I warned you,’’ smiled Dorrie, flying start, under full throttle. The engine
He was called away, and for the next ten | was now ticking over, and he gave a last

minutes there was a deal of minor excitement | glance at the Wanderer, and Slghe.d._‘ Seer;

while the ocngine was being tested. 'The fall| from the shore, she was a pitiful travesty o
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If he lost his hold Handy would

her former self-—blackened, blistered, and
scorched from stem to stern. But nothing
could alter the fact that she was the same
dcar old yacht,

His lordship turned to the aeroplane, and
grinned.

Edward Oswald Handforth was carelessly
examining the cockpit, and a crowd of other
juniors were gathered round. 'They were
chipping him unmercifully, and Handforth
was worried.

He couldn’t quite see how he could get into
that sccond cockpit without being spotted.
He had already advised everybody to look at
the Wanderer—as though something st#ftling
was happening in that direction—but the ruse
hadn’t worked, Church and McClure watched
with perfectlv callous amusenient.

)

CHADITER 11.
HANI FORTII BANXGS CN!

a 5:ELL, I'll be off now,” said
\y/ Lord Dorrimore briskly,
¢ “When you've quite done,
Handy, old man, perhaps
you'll let me get into the

e
.

how-d’you-do

“Eh? Oh, rather, sir!” gasped Handferth,
lglall(il:l"lg round, “Do—do you want to get in
were !

Dorrie nodded.

“I generally pilot a 'plane from the ccck-
pit,”” he replied. “It doesn’'t look well, sittin’
astride the tail-strut {”’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Chuck it, Handy—get down, you ass|”’

“But—but——" Handforth paused, and
tugged at the covering over the spare cockpit.
It was fixed by means of spring buttons, and
one of them came unfastened as he tuggced.

“Good gad!” said Dorrie. “‘So that’s tho
game, 15 167 You're anglin’ to be taken along
as a passenger, eh? Upon my bally word,
Hand{orth, you're just about the Ilimit!
Nothin’ doin’, young ’un!”

Handforth was crimson.

‘“But I'd planned it, sir!” he gasped.
got i1t all fixed—"’

“The deuce you had !

“I—I mean——"’
“Cheese 1it, IHHandy,’’ said Dick Hamilten,

(4 l‘d

“This 1sn’t a joy-ride—you can’t aelay cvery-

thing with your rot! Come down!”
“Then—then I'm going to be swindled!”
roared Handforth indignantly. “‘I’d planred
to smuggle mysclf in this spare scat i
““Ha, ha, ha!” ’
The juniors fairly yelled at Handforth’s dis-
comliture, and at his cool assumpticn that
such a trick could have been possible. Greatly
flustered, he climbed down, and allowed Lerd
Dorrimore to slip into the cockpit.

“TIrightfully sorry, old son, but it can’t he
done,”” smiled his lordship, as he glanced cut.
“You hang on with the rest, an’ be satisfied
with that., I’ll take you for a spin when things
aren’t quite so rocky. I'll see you again in
half an hour, anyhow.”’

Handforth was too disappointed to makec
any reply, and the chippings he received froin
the others only made him all the more reck-
less. He had half a mind to make a dash feor
that spare seat, even now, for he had sct his
heart upon going on this trip. It was just the
type of adventure that appealed to his rcck-
less spirit,

But thero was no opportunity, and it seemcd
that he would have to give the project up as
utterly hopeless. The fellows were alrcady

clinging to the struts at the back cf the main

planes, and Dorrie opening out the
engine.

“Iang on tight!”” he roared, above the
crackle of the exhaust. “Grip like guim
death, an’ don’t forget to let go the instant I
raisc my hand. Keep your eyes on me, all

of you!”’

was
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“Lverybody let go when Lord Dorrimore
raises hus hand!” shouted Mr. Stewart, as an
added warning. *‘Don’t forget |”

The juniors clung with all their strength,
their flannels flapping wildly about their legs
as the terrific draught from the whirling pro-
peller shot past the under-carriage. The roar
of the exhaust incrcased,. and the powerful
engine setiled down to a full-throated bellow.
Dorric's experienced ear listened keenly for
the faintest trace of irregularity in the firing.

Handforth was clutching firmly to the left-
hand upright strut at the extreme wing-tip.
He had both his hands round tightly, and he
held with all his strength. The others were
doing the same, all along,

“Those in the middle duck as you let go!”
ﬁel]?wcd Nelson Lee. ‘“Drop flat, and keep

at !"

It was a necessary reminder, for the men
in the middle positions would have to keep
clear of the tail as the machine darted for-
ward. The boys were only allowed to hang
on to the wing-tips, where they were per-
fectly safe.

Church and MecClure were gripping the
trailing edge of .the lower plane, next to
Handforth, and they couldn’t help grinning
as they saw their leader’s expression of dis-
gusted indignation, It was just like the old
ass to imagine that he had cver had a chance!

All eyes were upon the cockpit, and sud-
denly Lord Dorrimore’s hand shot up.

“Now!” roared Nelson ILece and Mr,
Stewart, in one voice.

The juniors released their hold as one man,
and the aeroplane ran forward, gathered
speed, and fairly lcapt off the ground. 1t
was a clean, beautiful take-off —the work of
an expericnced pilot,

“Splendid |” said Lee, as he looked up.
“I've never scen— (Good heavens! What
Who—who is that—"'’

“It's Handforth, sic!”’ shouted Church des-
perately. “Oh, my hat! He didn’t let gol”

(13 011 !!J

“Ie'll be killed!”

“TPoor old Handy!”

“Look! Iie’ll drop! He can't hang there

——

Ilvervbody was talking at once, but every-
body ccased in almost the same breath. There’
was something dreadfully tragic about this.
Edward Oswald Handforth was up in the air
with Lord Dorrimore, after all!

But he was hanging for grim life to that
upright strut at the wing-tip, his legs dan-
gling. IHe swayed to and fro as the aeroplane
citcled over the river. Lord Dorrimore had
no suspicion of the truth, and he was calmly
making a series of circles over the Wanderer,
in order to gain height. His attention, natur-
ally, was on his instruments and on the view
ahead., As for Handforth, he just hung there

| pNSWER«
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desperately, And the ’plane was getting
higher and higher every moment. To drop
now would mean instantancous death.
Those below watched in dumb agony.
How long would this drama last? Hand-
forth himself was hardly able to think. The

‘wind tore past him with such speed that he
flapped outwards from the-’plane like a

1e0a
of rag. But he still clung tightly, and his
wits were gradually returning. He appre-
ciated the deadly peril of his position.

- He did not know whether he had done this
deliberately, or whether it was a pure acci-
dent. Certainly, he had had no fixed inten-
tion of retaining his grip on the strut when
the signal had come. He had made up his
mind to go on this trip, and that was all.

The rest had been a mere blunder,

Without actually knowing it, he had for-
gotten to let go, probably because his mind
was full of his disappointed thoughts. ‘And
then, once he felt the machine moving, he
gripped harder, too startled to do anything
else, And now he was six or seven hundred
feet up.

A surge of victory swept through him, in
spite of the perilous nature of his position.
He was in the air, after alll And then, in
that way so characteristic of him, he became
perfectly cool and collected. What was there
in this affair, anyhow ?

Danger? Rot! Hadn’t he secen these stunts
being performed in the pictures? And il
those chaps could do them, so could he! Why,
it was nothing to walk along the planes, and
perform tricks while the machine was in the
air. He had seen it done lots of times.

And so, with calm deliberation, he exerted
himself, and hauled himself upwards, until
he succeeded in getting one knee over the
edge. In another moment he was standing
on the lower plane, sbtill clutching to the
strut, but higher up, with the wind shooting
past him until his breath was nearly taken
away,

Lord Dorrimore still kept in this locality.
He wasn’t quite satisied with the balance of
the machine. For some reason it was tipping
towards the left wing, and his lordship did
not want to start off on the actual flight until
he bad gained a better understanding of the
peclliarity. He didn’t like that dip—

“Good gad!” he gasped, staring,

Quite unconsciously he had glanced towards
the left wing tip, and there stood Handforth |
He not only stood there, but he was deliber-
ately making his way along the wing towards
the cockpit. Clutching at the wires and
struts, he was apparently in no way per-
turbed, either,

“Great guns!” muttered Lord Dorrimore.
“Of all the mad, hare-brained, fatheaded
young monkeys! How in the name of mys-
tery did he—— Great Scott! He must have
hung on after the others had let gol"

Dorrie was appalled at the sheer reckless-
ness of the dodge, for he naturally assumed
that Handforth had done it deliberately. ¥or
it was just the sort of thing that Handforth



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

25

would dol TFrom first to last, it smacked of

the Handforthian foolhardiness.

“Here we are, sir!” sang out Edward
Oswald, as he clutched at the edge of the
cockpit.

“You priceless young jackanapes!” hooted
Lord Dorrimore.

Handforth leaned over, lore off the detach-
able cover of the spare seat and calmly
climbed in. It was easy. With the machine
flying cn a level keel, the steadiness of the
motion was astonishing. Handforth had no
difliculty whatever in slipping down into the
scat, He grinned cheerfully as Lord Dorri-
more turned and indignantly glared.

“Right-ho, sir!” roared Handforth, *Off
we goi”

The words just faintly came to his lordship
above tho song of the engine. He let out an
exclamation o% pure helplessness.

“Well ’'m hanged!”” he gasped, *‘If this
kid isn’t the limit "

e,

CHAPTER 12.°
WAITING !

Ml 'S safe! He’s safe!”
5. ' “Hurrah |’
5)

“He’s pulled himself
I up 1“

“Good old Handy !”
“Oh, we thought he was going to be
killed |”

A rousing cheer went up from every throat
as it was scen that Handforth had pulled him-
sclf upon the lower plane, and was in the act
of dropping into the spare scat. The machine
was now circling at a quarter throttle, and
comparatively sﬁ)wly, six or seven hundred
fect from the ground. At this height, the
watchers could sce with perfect distinctness in
the clear air,

“That boy will be the dcath of me one of
these days!” said Nelson Lee grimly, as he
turned to Mr, Stewart. “Upon my soul!
Who could have possibly guessed that he
would do a thing like this?”

) “’Perhaps he was taken off by mistake,
sir,

““Not a chance of it,”’ growled Lee. ‘ It’s
just the thing Handforth would do, and I
never ought to have let him leave the yacht.
The only safe way te deal with that youngster
is to keep him chained up!”’

“Put he’s safe, sir!” said Dick Hamilton
breathlessly. _

“Yes, and if Dorrie is sensible, he’ll land
again,” said the detective. * He surely won’t
go on this flight and take Handforth with
him,”

“I'll bet he will, sir—he’s just as bad as
Handy when it comes to recklessness,” said
Dick. .

“Then he’ll hear from me pretty strongly

when he does return!’” said Nelson Lee
ficrcely. ““Thank heaven the boy is safe,
that’s all. He’s done nothing but give wus

fright after fright since we got here!”’

] e

- “And yet he always manages to ccme out
on top, sir,”” grinned Dick. * Hang it, you
can't  help admitting - it.  He’s a preper
caution.”” iR

“Lummy, you’re right theié¢, young gent!”
remarked cne of the sailors, 'wlio was stand-
ing by. “I never see such a mivvy! As soen
as he gets out of one dose of hot water, he
dives head-fust into thé next! " A corf-drop,
sir, that’s what he is—a bloamin’ coif-drep!”

In the meantime, the '* corf-dron” was
having a little argument with Lovrd Derri-
more, who insisted upon descending at cnce.

“You can’t do that, six!” roarcd Hand-
forth, above the subdued note of the engine.
“¥You'll never be able to land.”

“T’ll land if I want to,”’ snorted his lord-
ship. _

He glanced over the edge of the fuselage,
and grunted. The ground from which he had
ariscn was strewn with Chinese soldiers and
natives. And every other speck of land was
covered with pecople, too. 'There wasn't a
landing place within two or three miles.

“It’s no good, sir—you’ve got to take me

T3

now,”’ said Handforth coolly. “I say, be a
sport, Dorrie! I didn’t do this on pur-
pose——"’

“Don’t make it worse by fibbin’,” growled
his lordship.

‘“Honest Injun, sir!” said Handforth. *1I
just clung on to that strut, and—and—well, I
suppose % forgot to let go. And now I'm
here, can’t I come along to help you in
rescuing Chingy ? Two of us are better than
one, sir!”’

“I'm goin’ to land !’ insisted Dorrie, “1’m
goin’ to put you off I’

“What about those bombs?’’ asked Edward
Oswald,

“Bombs 7’

“In the rack, sir.”’

“Good glory!” said Dorrie, with a start.

“Unless you make a marvellously smooth
landing, you’ll blow us both to bits!” said

Handforth triumphantly. *“It’s no good, sir
—~—you've got to take me!”

“You cunnin’ young blighter, I supposo 1
have!” said Dorrie, his face slowly breaking
into a smile. “Gad, I'm not sure that you
don’t deserve to come, on the whole! Yeu've
gofi’jshe right spirit, my lad! All right—let’s
gO

He opened the throttle wide, and the power-
ful engine responded with a rattling roar.
Up and up 'went the aeroplane, and then
Dorrie «set the course in a bee-line for thar
distant mountain-top, forty miles away.

Below, the St. Frank’s fellows and every-
body on the Wanderer was watching in-
tently.

“They’re off!’’ ejaculated Church. “Dor-
ric’s taking Handy with him, after all! 1
knew he would! The bounder! I'll bet he’s
wangled it! Anybody can g:zt round Dorrie.”’

“ But—but supposing—-
MecClure paused, catching his breath in,

“Supposing they get killed, cr something 7"
put in William Napoleon Browne, of the
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Fifth., “I beg of you, Brother McClure, not
to suppose anything so ridiculous. We may
take it astan axiom that where Brother
Handforth goes, there goes luck! His pres-
cence on the -aeroplane will ensure complete
success to the:mission.” ]

“You ass, Handy always bungles things!”
growled Church. .

“1 will admit that Brother Handforth is,
without question, the World’'s Worst
Wangler,” said Browne gravely.. ‘“DBut, at
the same time, in all justice, we must
acknowledge that he is also the World's
Weirdest Wonder. In some grotesquely un-
canny fashion, .he meets death on cqual terms,
and always gives it the go-by. He will
return in one whole piece.”

“It’s all very well to talk like that, but I
shall be jolly anxious until that machine
comes back,”’ said Church worriedly. “Thank
goodness, that chap’s alone—that’s one thing.
I was expecting him to fall from that strut
every sccond. Look! They’'ve ncarly gonel”
- He pointed, and the aeroplane was now a
mere speck in the haze of the late afternoon.

“Well, we shan’t have to wait long, that’s
one thing,”’ said McClure. “That ’plane is|
a racer, and it can get there and back in
about twenty-five minutes.. I don't suppose
Dorrie will land, now that Handy is with him.
So they'll just do some scouting, and come
back. Half an hour will see them here.”

And this was the general impression.

Even Nelson Lee had ceased to be worried.

He was convinced that Lord Dorrimore would

confine his activities to a preliminary in-
spection of the position. Indeed, there was
no certainty that Yung Ching would be there
vet, if he was being taken there at all. -

They only had Ah Iong’s information €o
rely upon, and the Chinese boy had been re-
captured during: the previous night. DBy
rushing him through that difficult country at -
full speed, it was only just possible that he
would be in the new prison. So Dorrie would
certainly act with caution. .

Before McClure’s half-hour was' up, all the
boys were back on the W gnderer, and here
some good news was awaiting them. Dick
Hamilton heard it from Nelson Lee, and he
at once imparted it to his chums, and to the
girls, who were all on deck, watching for the
return of the aeroplanc. :

““The plan is to make a start for the coass,
either to-night or at dawn,” said Dick. “ You
know that canyon we came through on the
way up?”

“You mean where the rock barrier had to
be lifted by thousands of men ?” asked Doris
Berkeley.

“Yes,” said Dick. ‘*Well, all that territory
is in the hands of Yung Li Chang's soldiers,
so the Wanderer can pass. The guv'nor's as
pleased as Punch about it.”

“Then—then it means that we can go
straight down to the sea 7" _

“ Bxactly—and be absolutely free,”’ said the
Remove skipper.

“Begad! This is rippin’ news, dcar old
boy,” said Sir Montie Tregellis-West. * Mr.
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‘““Rather,” said Dick. “It was the one
point he felt uncertain about. Foo Chow’s
power is practically non-existent beyond
those rocks, and so we shall be able to get
away without any trouble. I hope to good-
-ness that Dorrie and Handforth get back
safely.”

McClure glanced at his watch,

“They ought to have been in sight five
minutes ago,’”” he said, with deep concern.
““There’s no sign of ’em—nothing | And they
can’t be circling about all this time. 1 say,
supposing they’ve landed ? Supposing they’vo
been collared by Foo Chow’s men? up-
posing they’ve been killed—"’ .

“*Supposing you dry up ?’ growled Reggie
Pitt. *“*There’s no sense in making a lot of
rambling guesses.  There are a thousand
reasons why they may not be here. Let’s
give them an hour, anyhow.”

“But that machine only takes thirtecn o1
fourteen minutes M

“It may be further off than we think,” said
Reggie. “ A Chinaman never knows proper
distances. And we can’t tell by just looking
over that mountain-top. It may be sixty
miles for all we know.” _

- But everybody continued to watch the sky
anxiously. -

The news that the rock barrier was in safe
hands was one of the most cheering items
that had come to hand ever since the vacht
had been recaptured. Everything seemed to
be going with beautiful smoothness now, Dr.
Foo Chow had fatled in his effort to destroy
th¢ holiday party, and it scemed that he kad
shot his last bolt.

As for Yung Ching—well, Lord Dorrimore
and Handforth were fairly busy |

W

was worryin’ about that barrier, wasn’t

CHAPTER 13.
THE TEMPLE OF THRILLS.

ORD DORRIMORE was
well satisfied with the

The engine was running
perfectly, and the machine
answered her controls as though she had
never been injured. The mechanics had made
a fine job of the repairs.

Dorrie made no attempt to travel on full
throttle. Although the engine was in perfect
condition, he had no fanecy to overtax it, for
any slight defcet might mean death. This
was not like flying over a peaceful tract of
the English countryside,

The ’plane was flying at about a thousand
feet, and after twenty-five miles of cultivated
land had been passed over, the scenery
-became more wild—more tropical. Dense
forests lay below, and Dorrie did not care to
think of a forced landing here. Only one or
two open spaces were visible, and these were
swampy sections of ground, covered with rank
vegetation, Dark pools were visible, too, and

behaviour of the aeroplane.’

;‘:; was easy to believe that alligators lurked
ere, BV T

- ““Cheery lookin’ spot, eh 7"’ shouted Dorrie,
as he glanced round. L

“Yes, it’s sort ‘of Indiamn‘ jungle,”” said
Handforth, *‘Isn’t that rummy, sirl? |

always looked upon -China as a temperate sort
of place.” :
. “Then you always looked wrong !”?
his lordship.

retorted
“We’re not so far from Burma,.
you know, when it comes.to a matter of
distances. But we’re soon gettin’ into dif-
ferent country now.”’ -

There wero eight.or ten miles of the
swampy jungle, and then the hills rose
sharply, and Dorrie felt it advisable to rise
somewhat. Otherwise he would be only a few
feet from the ground at the top of the rocky
mountain, Indeed, if he had kept at exactly
the same height, he would have collided with
1,

The TPao-Kang Temple was visible all the
time—a building which was perched high up
amid the rocks at the very summit. A more
isolated spot could scarcely be imagined, and
an inspection of that jungle, and the craggy
nature of the mountain passes, was an eye-
opener. An army itself would have difficulty
in reaching the Temple if there were deter-
mined men to bar the way, for every rcck
provided a sniping spot.

“This is the only safe way to come, gir!”
shouted Handforth. “I'm wondering how we
shall manage to land.”

“Then you’d better stop wonderin’ at
once,” said his lordship. “There’s nothin’ to
wonder about, because we’re not goin’ to
land.” ,

Handforth caught the words as they were
flung back into his face by the whistling wirnd.
He stared blankly.

““Not going to land!”> he shouted.

“Not unless the engine fails, or somethin’
cheery like that.”’

“But what about Yung Ching, sir ?”

“I'm frightfully sorry for Yung Ching, bus
I happen to be responsible for your safcty, an’
not for his,”” retorted Dorrie. “I'm goin’ to
see you safely back to the yacht, an’ we're
only doin’ a bit of reconnoitring work ncw.
Yung Ching’s father will do all the rescuin’
that's necessary.”

““Oh, I say, that’s too thick, sir1”

‘““All the same, that’s my programme—an’
I happen to have the whip-ﬁand, my lad,”
sald Lord Dorrimore grimly. “You've got to
go where I take you, an’ if you don’'t hke it
you can lump it! You've done all the stunts
you’re capable of this trip!”

And Handforth had to be satisfied with
that. He felt swindled. e had taken it for
granted that Dorrie was going to land. He
had pictured himself fighting desperately with
hundreds of Chinamen—he had secen them
flecing from his mighty blows, in his mind’s
eye. And now they weren’t going to land at
all! Why, the thing was a perfect honax!

By the time Handforth came to this conclu-
sion, Dorrie had shut off the engine until it
was just ticking over, and was gliding down
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towards the Temple, which now stood revealed
as a half-ruined building of great antiquity.

So far as Dorrie could sce, there were no

indications of any human presence, and he
was forced to come to the conclusion that Ah
I'ong’s information had bcen wrong. It was
just as well to know this, since it would save
Yung Li Chang’s army from making a uscless
expedition, ' .

Dense trees surrounded the flat summit of
the mountain, and the Temple stood in the
very centre of dn open space. This was quite
good for landing purposes—better than Dorric
had anticipated. . The ,ground looked rank
with coarse’'mountain grass, but it seemed
smooth enough.

Twice he circled, and wondered if he should
land, after all. He knew that he would be
able to get into the air again, for there was
quite a long run. It might be a good idea to
cxplore this place—

And then, as he was circling again, several
fipures emerged from the dense trees. They
had hardly got into the open before they
paused and stared upwards. Until that
moment they had had no knowledge, prob-
ably, that an acroplane was above them, for
the engine was almost silent now, and the
trees were rustling with a fairly stiff breeze.

“Ye pgods and little fishes!” ejaculated
Dorrie. '

“Chingy, sir!”. bellowed Ilandforth,
pointing.

““ Absolutely !’ said his lordship.

He swung round at the last moment, and a
touch on the throttle sent the machine slightly
upwards again. But during that moment, at
a height of no more than two hundred fect,
they recognised Yung Ching, the little
Chinese boy of the St. I'rank’s Remove!

He was held between the two leading
fipures, and there were four others in the
rear,

But no more!

That was the point that Lord Dorrimore
grasped with sudden ecstasy. In a flash he
realised the truth. Dr. Foo Chow had not
sent an army up here, after all, but only
Yung Ching, in company with a few trusted
guards, Or, if the army was coming, it was
still a long way off. But Dorrie dismissed
this, The very nature of the ground con-
vinced him that there was no great body of
men, There was just a handful to deal with!

When the machine came round again, Yung
Ching was being led into the dark arched
doorway of the Temple. He vanished, and the
other four men stood out there on the open
ground, watching.

- “Can’t we do something, sir?’’ shouted
Handforth desperately.

1‘_‘ Yes, by glory, we can!” replied his lord-
ship.

“We'rp going to land ?”

[ YeS !”

“Hurrah!” vyelled Edward Oswald.
knew you’d be a sport, sir! By George, we
can wipe up these beastly Chinks, can’t we?
They're only a miscrable lot of cowards, and
thicre are only six,”

tl‘-I

“Look out—I'm going to drop ore of these
bombs, just to give 'em a scare,’” said Dorrig
grimly. “It may make all the difference.
They’ll probably bolt for their lives, an’ lcave
us to déal with two only—those beggars who
went in -withh Chingy. Anyhow, we’ll have a
shot at it.”” . .

“Oh, good man!” panted Handforth.

He was fairly quivering with excitement.
for until a minute ago he had taken it for
granted that Lord Dorrimore was resolved to
stick to his earlier plan., DBut Dorrie found it
absolutely impossible to do so,

Circumstances alter cases.

And having seen Yung Ching dewn there,
before their very eyes, with on%y a few men
to guard him, 1t was imperative that some-
thing should be done—now, while the oppor-
tunity lasted. Such a chance as this might
never occur again. And how glorious to
return, with Chingy rescued!

Besides, that piece of ground was just ask-
ing them to land upon it. Lord Dorrimoro
couldn't resist the temptation to enter into
this stirring adventure, Come what may, ho
had to land.

“Now we're goin’ to make ’em sit up!” he
roared gleefully.

He circled again, but well over the moun-
tain side. Then he pulled the lever which
released one of the bombs—indeed, at that
moment he decided to release the others, too,
in quick succession. They would cause a fine

'

cannonade. And he wanted to get rid of
them, too., He had no fancy to blow himsel!f
up when he landed.

Boom! Crash! Boom!

One after the other, the bombs struck the
mountain side and exploded with devastating
reports, and the acroplane shot upwards at an
acute angle, as though in triumph. Dorrie
caught a glimpse of those four men running
like rabbits—not into the Temple, but into-
the thick trees, scuttling as fast as their legs
would carry them,

“Good !” he gasped.
trick 1"

The ruse had worked exactly as he had
intended. Those Chinese soldiers were fooled
into believing that the bombs were directed
at the Temple itself, and that the next batch
might be successful. So they gave the old
building a very wide berth. They did not
know there was no second batch. And Dorrie
had purposely dropped the bombs well clear.
He did not want the old pile to collapso
through the concussion, burying Yung Ching
amid the debris.

“Hold tight!”’ shouted his lordship.
ready to jump!”’

With his engine shut completely off, he
glided down at an acute angle—steeply,
perilously, Xdward Oswald caught his breath
in, dumb with horror. Tor a second ho
believed that Dorrie had lost control of the
machine, and that it was nose-diving to
destruction,

But the sporting peer knew what he waa
doing—he was an old hand.

Down—down !

“We've done the

“BG
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With Chingy clinging on his back, Lord Dorrimore fiung himself across the opening, Both would te hurled

to death if Dorrie failed.

It was a3 mad, desperate hazard, with Handy’s life dependent on the result of that

reckless leap.

And then, when it scemed to Handforth
that nothing could save them from instant
death, Dorrie suddenly ‘‘ flattened out.”” Only
a few feet from the ground, obeyving Dorrie’s
judgment perfectly, the aeroplane stalled.
Then, with a lurch, it landed, dropping sheer
for the last foot or two. 'T'he under-carriage
was strained, but no damage was done, and
the machine had undergone no risk through
racing along the unknown ground.

But only a pilot with the greatest possible
skill and with nerves of iron could have done
it. Dorrie had taken a chance, and it had
come off. DBut, to a man of his ability, the
chance was only a slim one,

“Out of 1t!"”” he snapped.
rush, young ’un!”
132

“You've left the engine running!
Handforth.

“T know I have—she’s just tickin’ over,’
rapped out his lordship. ‘“She’s all right like
that—ready to burst into life at a touch.
Come on—if we're smart, we’ll have him in
two minutes! What a life!”

They leaped to the ground, and raced
towards the arch-like entrance, the Temple
sceming altogether bigger and more impres-
sive from the ground level. And then, just
as thcy were about to enter, some figures
appearcd,

“We'll make one

panted

a

Two—three—five—seven
“I'his,”” hissed Lord Dorrimore, ‘““has done
5

CHAPTER 14.
THE BOTTOMLESS CHASM.

LL  his
upset.
Instead of two mcen.
there  were  seven—and
- goodness knew how many
more besides! Iie had assumed that the
lemple was cmpty, and the assumption had
been wrong.  There was still time to leap
back into the machino and get off. But Dorrie
wasn't the kind to back out once he had
started ; neither was Handforth,.

““Smash 'em, sir!”’ yelled Edward Oswald.

But Lord Dorrimore was intent upon some-
thing far more drastic. Two of thoss soldiers
were  alrecady levelling  their  rifles, andl
Dorrie’s automatic was in his grip.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Deliberately, and with deadly aim, he fired.
Three men fell, yelling and writhing—nct
fatally injured, but totally disabled. Dorre
had no relish in taking life, but he was dctei-
mined at all costs to prevent these brutcs
from taking Handforth’s and his cwr

calculations were




30

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Crack! Cruck! Crack!" .

Again he pulled that deadly trigger in
quick succession. Two other men fell, and
two more ran, shouting.and shrieking, into
the trees.. | . s

“Now !"" panted Dorrie. -

They ran inte the entrance, and found them-
scives In-dense-gloom, after the brightness of
the sunlit afternoon.,, The intexior of the
Temple was not ~completely -dark, however.
Slits high up in the walls admitted a sombre
light, and afterthe first few seconds the eyes
of the invaders grew accustomed to the gloom.

Two figures loomed up from the shadows.

“Ilands up!” Sfl&ppeg Dorrie curtly,

A rifle-shot rang out, deafening.in the con-
fined space. Handforth hecard something
drone past his left ear. The next second the
man who had fired that shot fell with a moan
of anguish,

“We're in the thick of it now, but we're

oin” through with the thing!” said Lord

orvimore gruffly. ‘“Stick to me, young ’'un
—for heaven’s sake, don't stray away. Our
only chance is to keep together——"-

“Just a tick, sir!” roared Handforth.

Crash!

Out of the corner of his eye he had seen a
figure leaping from a recess—a figure with a
wicked-looking dagger in its grasp, and that
blade had been aimed at Dorrie’s back.

The brute caught the full force of Hand-
forth's fist on the point of his chin, and his
neck doubled back with such a jerk that he
crumpled to the floor in a limp heap, the
knife clattering on the stones.

“Thanks, old man,” said Dorrie warmly,
“Quick work "’

They hurried forward, and no further
enemies seemed to be there. Dorrie was
worrying about the aeroplane, and he was in
a fever to get out again. Those brutes out
there might smash the propeller, or do some-
thing else to disable the fragile craft.

“Chingy !"”’ roared Handforth. ‘‘Chingy,
old man !’

“0Old man!’ came a dozen-echoes, one after
the other,

The cffect was most eerie, and the two
intruders stood there, their hearts beating
rapidly, their senses acutely on the alert.
I'rom somcwhere at the rear of the Temple
came a muffled sound.

“Handy! T'm here!” it came. “I'm—="

“It's Chingy!” gasped Handforth., * Come
on, sir!”’

They pelted down the paved floor of the
Temple, and found themselves In a curious
little annexe at the back, where the walls
narrowed to a mere passage and led slopingly
downwards, And here the light was dimmer
than ever. Dorrie’s anxiety increascd, for
they were getting further away from that
acroplane, with its ticking engine.

It seemed to his lordship that minutes had
passed already, whereas not more than fifteen
seconds had elapsed since they had made their
dash. And now, suddenly, they checked. A
steel blade had shot out from the darkness,

missing Lord Dorrimore’s chest by the frac-
tion of an inch,

Crack!|

The automatic sent forth a spurt of fire, and
an 1mmense Chinaman, armed with a sword,
sank down. - Doirie never knew how he had
pulled that trigger so spcedily,  Another
figure came out of the gloom, and his lord-
ship thrust the gun forward grimly.

“ Hold on, sir!’’ screamed Handforth. *“It's
Chingy I

“Me here!”’ panted Yung Ching. “ Much
thanks! Oh, I'm velly pleased you here,
Handy. Quick—we go!”

“Grab him!” breathed Lord Dorrimore.
“And now—run!”

They didn’t wait to see if there were any
other enemies to be dealt with., "They rushed

back across the floor of the Temple. Yung
Ching was with them! They had arrived in
this  isolated Temple at a providential

moment, just as the young prisoner had becn
brought there. DBut for that fact, any attempt
at rescue would have been madness. IEven as
1t was, 1t seemed even odds that they would
perish in their efforts to get him away.

Lord Dorrimore was half-pushing, half-
carrying Yung Ching. And Handforth was
tearing on ahead, having made up his mind
to leap into the acroplane first, and help in
hoisting the rescued boy up. According ta
recent cvents, speed would mean everything
during the next few seconds.

And then an extraordinary thing happened.

The solid stone flooring of the Temple, just
in the arched cntrance, silently and utterly
vanished. There was something demoniacally
horrible in the dramatic suddenness of it.

And it happened just as Handforth was
about to run through into the open. He tried
to check himself, but was unable to do so.
But Lord Dorrimore saw it in time, and
yanked himself back.

“Steady, Handy!” he gasped.

In a flash his lordship knew what it meant.
This was no caving in of the floor, but a
deliberate trick. That section of the floor was
made to swing downwards, and somebody had
operated the secret mechanism so that they
would all three plunge to some ghastly fate.

“Oh!” gurgled Handforth,

With all his strength he had attempted to
check his rush, but it was too late. At full
speed he might have cleared that chasm in
safety, but now ‘his pace was reduced, and
the result was inevitable.

Ee plunged down, and Dorrie’s heart went
cold.

At the last second, however, Handforth
clutched. The weight of his body had carried
him across the chasm, and his clutching left
hand managed to grip the edge of the stone-
work, The sudden wrench nearly pulled his
arm out of its socket, and he felt that nothing
on earth could save him. But he instinctively
knew that it would mean death to drop.

In some way he got his other hand to that
stonework, and clung there. Down below, in
the abyss, there was nothing but utter black-
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ness. A tiny sound came up—the sound of
rushing water. Tt was so faint, so mysterious,
that Handforth shuddered. His mind could
not conjure up the actual depth of that abyss.

Five hundred feet—a thousand fecet—no, it
scemed like ten miles, judging by that mys-
terious whisper of distant water. And there
he clung, holding on to life by mere finger-
tips. .

“It’s all right, Dorrie!”” said Handforth,
trying to keep his voice steady. ‘““Don’t
worry—I’ll be out of this in two ticks! Now
then, my lad—steady—steady! Inch by inch
1s the idea.”

“No, my young friend, I fancy not!’’ said
a familiar voice,.

Dr. Foo Chow himself emerged from a kind
of crevice in the archway. He was like a
transformed being. He was no longer the
refined, cultured Chinaman Dorrie had known
on the yacht, when oo Chow had pretended
to be the host.

He was scarcely like a human being at all.

His yellowish face was marred by dust and
perspiration, his hair was tangled, his eyes

were wild, His features were contorted inte
a fiendish expression of insane hatred. His
defeat at the hands of Yung Li Chang had
apparently converted him into a hunted mad-
man. There was something horrifying in his
very aspect.

“You have come to your deaths this time!”
he snarled, ‘‘I have nc time to waste on
politeness, no time to bother with elaborate
methods, Down, you young white dog—
down !”

With an animal.like snarl, he steppcd for-
ward, and trod heavily upcn the knuckles of
Handforth’s left hand. Then, with his other
i{fioot, he stamped upon Edward Oswald's other

ngers. _

‘gGo it1” panted Handforth, clenching his

teeth. “You won’t make me drop, you
cowardly brute! Why don’t you shoot him,
Dorrie 1” :

Foo Chow started back.

He was startled by those words, and he was
startled by Handforth’s amazing display of
courage. His fingers were battered and
bleeding, k}ut he still clung there. On the
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other side of the chasm, Lord Dorrimore took
deliberate aim at the yellow fiend.
He pressed the trigger. A click followed—
and the automatic was empty!

B

CHAPTER 15.
TOUCH AND GO.

. FOO CHOW uttered a
harsh laugh.

“It will be my turn this
time, Lord Dorrimore,” he
gaid. “My own revolver
is not in such a parlous condition as the one
you hold. I should have preferred to see
you plunge into this bottomless pit, but——

“ Parlous, eh ?” roared Dorrie. “Is it?”

Whiz!

With unerring aim, he hurled the empty
automatic across the chasm. It was such a
swift action—such an uncxpected move—that
the Chinaman had no chance to even dodge.
Crash! The heavy weapon struck him in the
very centre of the forehead, and he pitched
forward, _

For one tense second Dorrie thought that
Foo Chow was to suffer the poetic justice of
a plunge into that dreadful abyss. But he
fell sideways, and lay there just on the brink,
still and unconscious. _

“(Good shot, sir!” said Handforth steadily.

“Good gad, Handforth,* you’ve got some
pluck!” muttered Dorrie. “Hang on there,
old man! Tll be with you in a second or
two. Don't make any attempt to pull your-
self up—you'll never do it.”

This seemed a rash promise of Lord Dorri-
more’s. The chasm was wide—a great gap 1n
the floor—and his lordship was on the other
side. Yung Ching plucked at his arm, and
Dorrie turned. The eyes of the Chinese boy
were glittering.

“Me stay!” he murmured.
Handy. Me lemain here.”

“You’ll do nothing of the sort!” rapped
out Lord Dorrimore. ‘Quick—on my back!”

“You jumpee ?”

“Yes; and it’ll be touch and go whether
we get across,” said his lordship. “But if
you go, young 'um, so do I. We’re all in
this together, don’t forget. We all escape
together, or we all die together. One or
the other.”

“You velly good fliend,” said Yung Ching
qu¥etly.

But without a second’s hesitation he leapt
at lLord Dorrimore’s back. He had sense
enough to know that he could never jump
that chasm himself. And he doubted whether
Lord Dorrimore could do it unhampered—Iet
alone with a burden on his back. Never-
theless, Yung Ching did not hesitate.
Although he felt that he was going to his
death, he obeved without question.

“If you're in the habit of prayin’, young
‘un—pray now!” muttered Dorrie. * This is

=

“You go—help

Brobabiy our last moment. DBut we'll do our
est.”

He ran back, listening at the same time
for the sound of any other enemies. But it
seemed that they had exhausted the supply.:-
This leap that Lord Dorrimore contemplated
was an appalling thing—a task that bordered -
on the impossible. But the. only way to
safety lay across that abyss. There was no
other exit from this temple.

“#ang on for your said Lord
Dorrimore tensely.

He ran. With the speed of a trained
athlete, he simply hurled himself at that
death opening. And he judged his take-off
with extraordinary accuracy. For his very
last stride carried his right foot to the edge
of the chasm. And with that foot on the
edge, he gave himself a tremendous impulse

life I”

forward.
Yung Ching closed his eyes. He fully ex-
pected to-end all things now. But Lord

Dorrimore cleared the terrible opening in
that magnificent leap. His foot touched the
other side, well clear of Handforth’s clutching
fingers. Together Dorrie and Yung Ching
hurtled headlong on the stones. Over and
over they rolled, and Dorrie was on his feet
again in a flash. .

He didn’t even glance round to see if the
Chinese boy was hurt. What did it matter
if he was? Handforth was on the point of
dropping! Even during the course of the
leap, Dorrie had glimpsed the junior’s agony-
tortured face. He was still hanging there,
but he was at his last ebb.

“All right, old man!” breathed Dorrie,
“I've got you!”

His strong fingers closed over Handforth’s
wrists, and at the same second the Removite’s
grip relaxed. He became Ilimp—a dead
welght in Lord Dorrimore’s strong grasp.
But he was still in possession of all his senses.
It was only a momentary weakness—a swift
reaction.

“Thanks, Dorrie!” breathed Handforth, “I

was nearly gone, you know.”

“A miss is as good as a mile,” said Dorrie
cheerfully. “Come on! Slowly does it.”

“Me help!” said an eager voice at his
elbow. '

“CGood lad!” said Dorrie. “Grab him!”

A second later Handforth was staggering
clear of that black abyss, and a wave of sick-
ness overcame him. He stood there, pale and
haggard, and Dorrie listened. Faintly to his
ears came the purring of the powerful acro-
pl?n;a engine. So far, the machine was still
safe !

- Handforth shook himself and glanced at his
fingers. They were bruised and bleeding—
the tips of two fingers being crushed.

“The cur!” he panted, his sickness going*
as a wave of fury swept over him. “I wish
we could take the brute with us, Dorrie.”

“I'd like to pitch him down this chasm of
his, but I don’t happen to be of a murderous

33
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nature,” said Lord Dorrimore gruffly.
“We’'ve got to leave him where he is—we
can’t kill a man in cold blood. Come on!”
They hurried out, and their hearts leapt
with relief when they saw the rakish-looking
aeroplane still standing where they had left
it. A figure or two appcared amonyg the trees,
but vanished as quickly as they had come.

“They’re still about, the yecllow vermin!” |

muttered Dorrie.
off at once.
Yandforth.”

“Why haven’t they grabbed the machine,
sir 7’

“Because they’re afraid of it, I expect—
most of these soldiers are mere peasants, and
I expect the aeroplane frightens them,” re-
plied Lord Dorrimore. “That’s ono of the
things we've got to be thankful for. In with
you I

They needed no urging. HHandforth leapt
up, and Yung Ching was lifted by Dorrie,
and a momegt later the two boys were
squashed tightly into the little cockpit.
Dorrie  settled himself in the driving
seat. e was aware of the fact that the
figures of the enemy Chinese were creeping
round in ever-increasing numbers. . During
the last few minutes they had been coming
up the mountainside, out of the belts of trees.
It would seem that the escape was to be only
by a hair’s-breadth, after all. IT'or these
brutes had rifles—and they were alrcady
beginning to fire.

Crack, crack, crack!

Dorrie had little fear that a bullet would
nit any of them-—these yellow men were the
worst shots imaginable. But his heart nearly
stopped - beating when he thought of what
might happen if a stray bullet hit a blade
of the whirling propeller.

There would be one splintering rip, and the
very driving force of the machine would be
wrecked. For of what use was the engine
without the air-screw? One bullet would be
cnough to shatter it into a thousand frag-
ments,

Dorrie was troubled by other thoughts,
too—all crowding into his mind at once.
This machine was a single-scater—the second
cockpit had been improvised. With only the
pilot aboard, it could get off the ground
quickly., But now there were two passengers,
and the space was limited, for there were
trees everywhere. Even the ground was an
unknown quantity, for the grass was so thick
that it was impossible to detect humps and
dips. It was one thing for the fugitives to
reach the aeroplane—it was quite another
thing for them to get into the air.

Crack, crack, crack!

The rifles were spitting more viciously than
ever, and Dorrie kept calm with difficulty.
He opened the throttle wide, and the power-
ful engine, hot from so much running,
answered instantaneously. There was no
splutter—no choking. To this hot engine the |

“Qur only hope is to get
You take Chingy with you,

With all the power of which it was capable,
the motor sent the propeller revolving with
terrific power. The aeroplane shot forward,
bumping badly. Lurching over until the
right wing-tip nearly scraped the ground, the
machine was on the point of rising when
the wheels touched a hump. The nose shot
up, and for a moment Dorrie feared that they
were about to stall. It was only the enormous
power of the motor that saved them. His
lordship swung round, banking with perilous
steepriess. Would they clear those tree-tops?
They were in the air now—and the rifle
bullets from below were futile. Round they
swung, dipping downwards. The wing-tip
touched the foliage, and at the same second
Dorrie swung the rudder hard over.

With every stay wrenching at its socket,
with every wire twanging, the powerful
machine was literally forced out of the spin,
and it veered round over the roof of the
Pao-Kang Temple, and assumed an even keel.
By sheer skill Dorrie had got them into the
air, and in another moment they were shoot-
mg away across the mountainside—safe now,
since the ground dropped away, and they
were gaining height with every second. His
lordship eased the throttle slightly and took
a deep, deep breath.

“All serene, behind there?” he asked
steadily. ' '

“Oh, Dorrie, how did
Handforth. “I—I thoug

“Never mind what you thought,” inter-
rupted Dorrie lightly. “I wouldn’t like to
tell you what I was thinkin’. But if ever
an aeroplane was near crashin’, this one was,
Just fool’s luck, young ’un—nothin’ else !’

Edward Oswald came out of his semi-
stunned condition.

“Then—then we’re
dazedly. | g

“In about twelve minutes we’'ll be bark at
the yacht.”

“And we've got Chingy I’ breathed Hand-
forth.

“Yes, we've got Chingy '’ smiled Dorrie.
“Who says we can’t do things on our own,
my lad? What about his sceptical Excellency
an’ his raidin’ army ? We’ve done it in better
speed, haven’t we ?”’

“I—I can’t believe it, you know,” said
Handforth happily. ““In fact, I can’t remem-
ber quite what happencd, sir. There was that
awful chasm, and Foo Chow But how on
earth did you get across, sir? You were on
the Sther side of that black hole of Calcutta

-y

frou do it 7” shouted
1t—

23

-r

sale, sir?” he asked

“Never mind about that now,” broke in
Lord Dorrimore. “This conversation is a bit
too difficult to carry on. We shan’t have any
voices left 1f we keep on yellin’ like this.
Yung Ching, we're taking you straight to
your father.”

The Chinese boy was not very demonstra-
tive, but his eyes were expressive of his decep,
fervent gratitude.

“ All same safe now,” he said, smiling

trio probably owed their lives.

| “They no catchee me again. " My honoulaby
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father pushee IFoo Chow off the map.
good., A]l same pliceless.
happy.”’

“And so say all of us!” murmured Hand-
forth drcamily.

Veily
Me velly, velly

CHAPTER 16.
GOOD NEWS.

| HURCH was looking posi-
~  tively haggard.

“S om e thing’s hap-
pened ’” he said, for the
fiftcenth time. ‘I tell you
something’s happened!” {

“Don’t, old man!” muttered McClure.
“We're all half-dotty with anxiety, but
there’s no sensc in getting the wind up. Can
you see anything yet? Can you see any
sign 7”7

“*No—nothing !”’ muttered Church,

Their eyes were strained and painful from

long gazing into the burning sky. They were’

looking at that tiny speck which would mean
the return of the acroplane. Over an hour
had passed, and the deck of the TFaaderer
was filled with anxious people. ,

On the bridge, Nelson Lee and Captain
Burton and Barry Stokes were scarching the
distant horizon with binoculars. Over an
hour had passed! What could it mean? Why
was Lord Dorrimere still absent? What had
happened ¥ From one end of the yacht to the
other, that same tense anxiety was quivering.

“Oh, there’s Ted in the machine, too!”’
Irene Manners was saying. “ Why did he go?
Why was lie so foolish ¥

“Cheer up, old girl!’ murmured Willy.
“I'm happy enough. It would be a different
tliug if Ted was alone—but Dorrie with him,
- My bat! We can trust old Dorrie, I suppose ?
“Theg'll turn up soon, and they'll probably
brit., news about Yung Ching, too. There’s
nothing to be windy about.”

“You can't fool me, Willy,” said Irene,
looking at him very straightly. “You are
just as worried as I am. It would be a dif-
ferent thing if the acroplane had gone to a
definite landing ground. Dut there’s nothing
but a mountain range over there, and per-
haps !
~ *““What’s the matter with Mr. Lee?” broke
in Mary Summers. ‘‘One of those Chinese
officers have gone to him, and he’s looking
dreadfully upscet. He doesn’t usually show his
fecelings, either.”

“Let’s go and ask!”” suggested Willy,

He hurried off without waiting for any of
the others. 1t was something to do, anyhow
—better than staring into the sky. He met
Mr, Stolkes at the foot of the bridge ladder,

“ Any news, sir 7"’ he asked,

“About the machine—no,”” replied the
young Housemaster.

“ Any other news, sir?”’

“Well, yes—there’s no reason why you

3

shouldn’t know,” said Barry Stokes, with a
sigh.  “Things appcar to be going badly,
Willy. Ierhaps it is a case of cause and
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effect.  We have just heard soinething very
unpleasant, and it may be connected with
Lord Dorrimore's strange abscnce, toco., A
report has just come in that 1'oo Chow's army
has made a grim counter attack in tho hills.™

“Well, sir?” asked Willy breathlessly.

“F¥oo Chow has again securcd the mastery
of the canyon, at the rock barrier,” said Mr.,
Stokes. ‘“The battle is continuing, but, for"
the motent, Yung Li Chang's army 1is
defeated, This means, of course, that our
free passage to the sea is barred.”

“That bit about cause and effect, sir,”’ said
Willy,  “You mecan that JLord Dorrimore
might have met with trouble in the hills ?”’

“I do,”” replied Mr. Stokes. “True, the
dircetion is different, but IFoo Chow's army is
spread all over the southern area. We can
only hope——"

“Yes!” came a shout from Captain Burton.
“J can see it, Mr. Lee!”

Willy leapt.

“Sece what 7’ he shouted. * Are they——

He stood there, staring up at the bridge.
Both Nelson Lee and Captain DBurton were
gazing through their binoculars, steadily and
intently, Then Nelson Lee turned, and every
trace of anxiety had left his face,

“Look out, everybody !”’ he sang out cheer-
fully. “She’s in sight!”

“ Hurrah!”’ -

It was a tremendous cheer from cvery
throat, & cheer which released the pent-up
anxiety of the last half-hour. All eyes wero
strained ‘towards the south, but, so far,
nothing could be scen.

“Are vou sure, sir?’
“We can’t sce anything

“Yes, there!” cried Mary Summers.
look! Can’t you see 1it? That speck, just
against the little white cloud! They’re safe !
They’re coming back! Oh, weren't we silly
to be so worried?”’

“Didn’'t I tell vou that everything would be
all right?” asked Willy. “We can always
trust old Dorrie.”

Nobody had any difficulty in sceing the
speck now, for it was growing larger and
larger with e¢very moment. The acroplano
was shooting towards Yang IFu at something
like two and a-half miles 2 minute, and as it
approached, Lord Dorrimore could not resist
making a number of joyous evolutions. Then
he settled down to a long, gliding descent,
with the engine shut off. :

The machine swept over the Wanderer ab
no greater height than five hundred feet, and
the roar of cheering was deafening, Then,
gracefully swinging round, Dorrie repeated
his former manceuvre.

On that small space of ground, just near the
river banlk, he landed. The soldiers had
cleared the way, but Dorrie took no chances.
He brought the acroplane to earth so skil-
fully that it hardly ran forward a couplo of
vards. Just a feathery touch, and the thing
was done,

“Hurrah !’

The cheers came across from the .yacht in
volumes. DBoats were already putting out,

(Continued on page 41

shouted Church.
“0Oh,
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WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE. T L

BOB DIGBY, HAROLD DWYER, and FATTY
VOSS 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

The Box of Book;.

4 HE desperate men peeped into the
| supposed treasure chest.
" Was ever such trash? A box of
books! Were ever men asked to risk
life and limb and prison and death for such
a mad freight? :
A cunning story was concocted after more
consultation, worked out in every detail.

The coveted box of white man’s trash could
be brought on deck, already roped for haul-
ing on board the Saucy Ann, but they would
not fling up the rope until water and food
had been lowered,

At dawn the dhow was seen to be flying

.a white flag and drifting 1dly on the faint
.breeze towards the Saucy Ann,

“What’s the meaning of that?” cried Ben.
“Are we going to be boarded? Is it a trap
and a trick?”

“There arc only three men standing up,
and they keep holding both hands above
their heads,” said Bob, using the glasses.

“That means surrender,” volunteered Fatty,

“Let ’em come nearer, but keep well under
cover,” Ben advised.

for the lost treasure, DPut they are shadowed
by FOXEY JOHNSON, a crafty rascal, who
conceals himself on board. The Saucy Ann pro-
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. The
Saucy Ann gives chase, Martin is murdered by
the crew of the dhow, who examine the box
and find that it only contains books. They
decide to surrender these for [ood and water.
l;‘loxe;f has, in the meantime, boarded the Saucy
nn,
(Now read on.)

“Well, if they wanted to be shot they
couldn’t be asking for it better,” said Bob.
“Ah, they’re making signs and lolling out
their tongues! One of them is waving a
rope and pretending to wind it round the
other. And there’s something near—it’s a
box !

“The chest—the chest! They’re going to

- give 1t up!” shouted Ben in glee,

“They want food and drink—they’re thirsty
souls. They can’t have run out of water
yet.”

“One of them is holding up a leather
water-bottle,” said Goggles.

“Then they have run out of water, they
have!” chortled Ben, doing a little dance of
joy. “Can you see Foxey or the other
blighter ?” |

“No sign of them.”

“Be careful, then,”” Ben warned. “They’re
drifting our way fast.”

No need for glasses now. The native
sailors were clearly scen, and were obviously
friendly, and making their meaning under-
stood. At last they came actually alongside,

) and one of them flourished a rope.
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“Where the others?” Ben roared
down. )

One of the sailors wound a rope round his
mate and pointed to the hold below, then
fought the air with his fists, making it clear
that there had been some sort of fight.

“By Jove, they’ve got Foxey & Co. in
irons, or bound and battened down below!”
Goggles guessed. “ And they want water all
right; they keep on shaking the empty skin
and holding it upside down.”

“Run below and get a keg of fresh water
and sce if that is what they’re after,” said
3en, and Fatty bolted below.

When the keg was exhibited the sailors
went mad with delight at being understood.
They flung the rope of the coveted chest on
board the Saucy Ann. Ben caught it and
held on. So did the men, signing like bar-
gaining niggers that the keg must be lowered
before they let go.

- It was all too natural and carelessly done

to be a ruse to trap the Saucy Ann to sur-
render water; and the absence of the white
men made things easier.

Up came the heavy chest with four pairs
of hands hauling, It swung and bumped
rather badly, but at last landed on board.
Bob and Fatty, in their joy, flung tins of
bully beef and biscuits into the dhow.

The coloured men caught the missiles
expertly and waved their thanks as the two
boats drifted apart. They fell upon the water
and the food, letting everything else rip;
and the crew of the Saucy Ann fell even
motre ecagerly upon the corded chest, tearing
the ropes from it while the vessel steered
herself and twisted in the breeze, going
wherever the little puffs cared to take her,

The first cry of alarm and warning came
from Ben.
“She’s been opened, the padlocks is broke!

are

Is thig another box o' stones, I wonder!
I’'m sorry for ’em if it is.”

“We'd better look inside,” Bob
suggested. ;

He lifted the heavy Jid, and the sun glinted
on the top row of treasures. :

“Yes!” he yelled, and danced
maniac.

. “Let’s look--let’s look! Yes!” the others
chimed in, and they all let go a wild
“Hooray!” Ben came back, to stare down
—and doubt,

“Them’s the sort of things he was allus
collecting. The house at home is chock full
of ’em. Look underncath. Ah, I rcmember
his showin’ me that cloth! He bought it off
a migger king in exchange for a ’arf-crown
musical-box what -played ‘Swanny River’
and ¢ Bluebells of Scotland’ both at once,
’cos the barrel had got shifted. Look under-
neath that there cloth.”

Tatty gingerly turned wup the corner, ex-
pecting to see golden Spanish doubloons
lying packed like beans in a hottle,

like a

What they saw was—the covers of books!

“Books!” he groaned. “Books! This
really 13 a box o' books! Oh, oh, oh——"
“Books, do you say?” yelled Ben., “Only

books! Nothing but books!”

They choked in their rage and disappoint-
ment, and Ben, in his anger, slammed down
the lid of the box so violently that KFatty
got his fingers caught, and was only saved
from having them smashed by the opal ring
stolen from the dead Spaniard’s hand that
now circled one of his fingers.

So, after all their thrills, they had struck
a false trail -once more! :

The disappointed group wandered away
from one another, walking like men nursing
a terrible pgrief. Their hopes had risen so
high. And now they were no nearer the
treasure than when they set out. They had
been fooled thrice; first by bully beef tins,
then by stones, and now by ‘books—just
books! In fact, it was just what the diary
had said—a box of books—just what they
were told to expect to find housed with
Madame Rima.

What man in his senses would leave a for-
tune in the hands of a couple of foreign
friends for years and years, especially in the
Isle of Teredos, where it might have been
stolen, or lost— or sold! |

Why didn’t they think all that at first?

Why, indeed? That was what they were all
asking themselves, and kicking themselves for
now. .
“What fools we’ve been,” each was telling
himself. But presently, when they were calm
and gloomy, they all confessed to each other
that it was the most natural thing in the
world t{hat they should have made this
blunder.

“Oh, what asses we are!” laughed Bob.

“You are, and that’s the' rights of it!”
Ben declared, not quite knowing whether
they were laughing at him.

“Well, well!l What’s the next step?”’ cried
Bob. “Where to now?”

“Back to Teredos, to explain why we
bunked,” said Ben, “otherwise, we’ll bo
black-listed and searched for, like as not. Is
that a gunboat out there? No, it ain’t. Bué
it might be. Come on, someone take the
wheel, or we’ll be drvifting sideways on to
that sank-bank.”

It was necessary to avoid getting marconed
in this deadly sea; so they gave up all
thought of sleep until well off the treacherous
shallows, when they tacked back slowly to
Teredos.

The box of books was taken to the hold
and lowered into darkness—with a few
curses—there to await their return to
England, some time, some day, when their
quest was ended.

* ] »

What a pity they didn’t trouble to look below

| the top row of books!
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Foxey Thinks of the Diary.

YING in the harbour of Teredos,

I awaiting the return of Dumb Dummy

from hospital, the Rollicking Rovers

recovered their spirits.

Disappointment over the box of books was

forgotten, and all were taking a much-needed

rest before coming to a fresh decision—where
to go next in search of the phantom fortune.

Peace had been made with the port officials,
who were told of Barker's flight and theft,
and they promised to seize the dhow on its
return and call the fellow to account.

But the dhow made no return. The
murdering crew of three—all that remained—
deemed it wiser to turn pirates and steal
the boat and plunder along the shore, seizing
native canoes and stealing their cargoes of
pearls or fish or food, as
necessity demanded,

“If T remember right, he finished that
mound hisself and wouldn’t take me with
him. And there it is to this day, I reckon,
‘cos he was took queer that year and never
went back. No nigger would touch it, and
no white man, neither. 1 wonder if Ben
remembers, and what the diary book says
about 1t ?

“I’ve got to get a squint at that old diary
by myself,” Yoxey decided. “I could do
nothing alone, but if I could set them on to
it, the four of ’em, and as socon as anything
was discovered, just give a word to them
niggers that white meat was wanderin’
around, they’d all be wiped out and cooked,
and me and Dummy able to go back home
with what they find, and nobody to say a
word agin’ my character but Martha,”

Foxey knew there was
hope of greater things, The
.crew of the Saucy Ann had
got that diary, and the diary
seemed to tell them things.
Although the treasure—the
actual treasure—was not yet
located, that book did point
the way to things and places
where something was found
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Monteblanco.

Y an odd chance, on
that very  night

when TFoxey was

thinking about the

diary Ben Toppet and the

boys had the diary out in the

saloon, and were digging
into it for clues,

Goggles, with his spectacles

every time. They had not =
found what they sought, but &)
Foxey was as hopeful as the
others that very soon the
diary would direct them to
the real thing.

In his hole below deck,
with much time to think,
Foxey had tried to remember
every instance of this sort.
Fast African waters had been
a favourite trading area of
Captain Dighy. All down the
coast he had wandered in and
out, buying and selling, deal-

adjusted, was reading out
likely clues one by one, while
Ben pulled at his pipe and
the others puffed at cigar-
ettes. Xvery few moments
Ben was called upon to
cxplain some of the 1tems.

““What does this mean,
Ben ? It's double-Dutch to
me!”  grumbled Goggles,
slowly reading cut the follow-
ing entry,

“Left more at Monte-
blanco. Pick it up later. Put
a whitened skull on top for

ing and locating rich [inds of

safety. Monteblanco safer

timber, rubber, coral, pearls,
and oil.

“Now there was the visit to Monteblanco,
down the Congo way,” muttered Foxey to
himself. “I wonder whether Ben remembers
that, and what the diary has to say about it?”
"~ «“White Meat Mountain, us sailors used to
call it, ’cos that’s the niggers’ own name for
it. So many white men was took with it
and drawed there by its shining stones, hoping
they was diamonds, that the cannibals was
iust choked with white meat, and the place is
littered with white men’s bones.

“That was where him and me once hid a
ton o’ mother o' pearl shells under a heap o’
stones, and he put a stake on it with a dead
man’s skull a-top, same as the natives do
when they collect the bones after a war feast
and offer ’em to their gods. Coming across
a heap of that sort would send any white
man runnin’ a mile, thanking his lucky stars
there wasn’t an arrow in his back and a pot
waiting for him. '

~than bondcéd warehouse. If
. you want to hide anything,
put 1t where everybody can see it, then no-
body troubles to look. Left Foxey and Ben
aboard while I finished the job. Trust
nobody, that’s my motto. It’ll be there safe
till the crack o’ doom, and I’ll come back
when it suits me.”

“Seems to me it’s clear enough. He left
something there,” said Bob. “What about it,
Ben 77

“So far as I can recall, he never left any-
thing at Monteblanco ’cept a heap of shells.”

“Why did uncle go there—to trade ?*

“No, he was allus nosing into them sort of
places, as I’ve told you afore, like a dog with
a bone to hide; any sort of place where no
white man was likely to go.”

“Ah!” they all cried, once more keen on
the scent of mystery.

“T never rightly did understand that load of
shells.” said Ben thoughtfully, “and, to tell
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the truth, T thought as it was just a bit o’
camouflage, as you might say, and the shells
was only collected just to make a heap to
cover something else—more valuable.”

“How far away is this Monteblanco
mountain ?” asked Dob.

“ About three weeks,” answered Ben.

“Well, oughtn’t we to get a move on?”
asked DBob. ,

“It’s for you gents to say,’
“It’s terrible dangerous.”

The more they thought about it the more
obvious it seemed. But a decision to go in
search of the buried treasure was too weighty
to settle off-hand. -They adjourned to bed,
and lights went out. The diary was left in
the saloon for consultation on the morrow.

An hour later Foxey slipped aboard and
crept about, gathering all he wanted from
the stores and taking food and drink below.

He was eager for a glance at the diary;
he must know what the old guv’nor had put
in it about Monteblanco, his last place of call
before Teredos.

Later Foxey vanished into his hiding-place,
and wondered whether he could not escape
on the ;_orrow and look out for a vessel going
south to the Congo, and sign on, An
expedition of one.

It was only a dream, for, in the morning,
he heard the others walking about and
actually discussing Monteblanco.

It gave him thrills, for he was the only
living person who knew . exactly where that
mound was. And a lucky chance was going
to take him to the very spot!

He resolved to remain where he was.

The interest in the diary of everybody on
hoard had communicated itself to the stow-
away. Ifoxey regarded this book as full of
magic, and had gone to great lengths to get
it into his possession.

What he read in it did not enlighten him
much; but when he heard them talk of the
diary, and what it said about A onteblanco,
Foxey wanted to read it, too.

Impossible to get at it by day; only at
night could he crawl out of his lair. And at
night, in harbour, there was no watch. Dumb
Dummy had come back restored to health,
but still very sore from his wound, and still
more sore against Foxey, for whom he
cherished the halred of a madman. TUnable
to express his sentiments in words, Dummy
could, nevertheless, nurse his grievance, and
promise himself revenge if Ioxey again
crossed his path.

Ben told Dummy by signs—and some
writing on a tlate he kept for the purpose—
that he believed ¥oxey was dead and at the
lboti:'iom of the sea. Dummy only shook his
wead.

What would he have done if he had known
that the rascal was in his old hiding-place,
only a few yards from the wheel.

Foxey himself cared less about being found
out than he should. At worst, they could not
musder him; and he was used to hard knocks
riad hard words. The “young gents ” would

3

sighed Ben.

keep Ben within proper limits; and the worst
they could do was to make him work, or
dvop him off at the next port. _

He preferred sleep to work, and lived, like
the rat he was, out of sight by day, and very
wide awake at night. In harbour it was
easier to get about at night than when some-
one was at the wheel, and a watch being
kept.

In the middle of the night, before the Saucy
Ann set sail for Monteblanco, Dummy was
dozing at the wheel, and, being deaf, heard
nothing. Foxey slid from his hiding-place
and got to the saloon—no longer the captain’s
cabin since Barker’s gun had shot a hole in it.
Here he found the coveted diary lying open
on the table. :

With great care he shaded a light and read
the entry that had excited the boys. That
reference to himself as the only person who
assisted in the making of the mound con-
firmed his suspicions. The Saucy Ann was
actually bound for Monteblanco. But ‘it
would take them days after arrival to locate
the exact spot which he, Foxey, could find
in half an hour. First come first served. Tho
first one there would have all the advantage.

He recalled the marking of the mound—
how the captain had engaged the services of
a number of savages to carry the shells and
make a heap, all working till nightfall. And
how, after nightfall, the captain had gone off
alone in a canoe, returning no one knew
when,

The heap, when Foxey again saw it, was
a different shape, a steep cone, with a stake
on it and a white, bleached human skull on
the top of the stake, upon which queer crosses
were cub. It looked like a dozen other
“barrows,” or mounds of human remains,
which dotted the hillside, for this was a sort
of cemetery of the Bangalas, the local fribe.
And they only buried bones, not flesh.

The Bangalas are cannibals who file their
teeth Into points. Ben had told the boys
blood-curdlmg stories of these people in the
old days before they were curbed by tho
gradual policing of their vast territory by
the Belgians.

When the boys were told of these things
they shuddered, and then thrilled with rage
as well as horror. That such things could go
on in this world without suitable punishment
seemed unbelievable. Yet it had gone on for
hundreds, perhaps thousands of years.

“Your uncle sailed these waters in 1880,
before Stanley,” Ben told them. “He had
a wonderful way with niggers.” '

. “Shall we have to fight them ?” asked the
0y3. _

“It depends,” Ben replied. “The place
where wo're going is one where there’s
nothing of any use to Europeans ’cept ivory
and bananas, and I reckon it’s about same
as it was in the old days. But white men i3
treated respectful—when there’s enough of
’om. Two or three wanderin’ alone has a way
o’ disappearing.

“Terrible thieves they are,” Ben continued,
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“but they have a short way with thieves of
their own. You’ll sometimes pass a dead
native tied upright to a pole, the body of a
thief put up as a warning to others.

“Oh, you’ll see some funny things out
there! 'They has the quecrest way o’ catch-
ing birds, the rummiest I ever saw. <They
hang long ropes formed of creepers from the
trees on the edge of the forests to poles stuck
in the ground about fifteen or twenty yards
off. Hanging from these are rows of loops,
dozens and dozens of ’em, made from finer
creepers—snares in which the birds are caught
as they fly past, same as rabbits are snaved in
a burrow. The place is full of lovely bivds,
and palms with scarlet flowers, and jungles
blooming like a blessed hothouse, orchid
forests, lakes and cataracts, and pools
swarming with hippos.”

“T thought it was only a lonely, barren
mountain,” Bob observed.

“Only a mountain?” cried Ben. “That’s
Monteblanco. I’'m talking of the lower
Congo, and the river jungles and places we’il
bhave to get through to reach the mountain.

Monteblanco is about the only bit o’ bare
Jand you'll sce. The rest is more like fairy-
land than anything you ever seed in a picture
book,. trees so high they make a man feel
he ain’t no taller than a walking-stick, and
creepers looping from top to top as thick,
and thicker, than the thickest ship’s cable.

“And the natives?” asked Goggles.

“The Bengalas are the finest and laziest
rascals you ever saw, But there’s all sorts.
And there’s pigmies, whole tribes of ’em,
and none of ’em more than four feet six. Your
uncle once, when he was hard put to it to
get rid of ’em, threatened ’em with a giant
—that was me. And when I camme walking
among ’em, not one higher than my waist, 1
made as if to tread on ’em, and they fled
like a lot o’ rabbits.”

“And the thunder, and the lightning, and
the rain!” continued Ben, enlarging .on the
marvels of the Congo, for the benefit of his
open-mouthed listeners. “I do beliecve as a
man could be drowned standin’ up in a
shower o' rain in them swamps. I’ve seen a

(Continued on page 41.)



40 ‘

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

HOW TO JOIN THE LEAGUE

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION

FORM No. 47.

SECTION .

of the League. 1 hereb
LEE LIBRARY"” and T

you, therefore,

READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

1 desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualily for all such benefits and privileges as are offered to Membera

declare that I
E 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

MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

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

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

This makes me............ {8tate¢ number of

SECTION

LIBRARY.”

NEW READER’'S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare that I have beer introduced by (give name of introducer)
lllllllllllllllll (R R T RN Y I L PN R PR L R R R P N R R Y] 1’0 thia lsgue or “ THE NELSOH LEE

(ADDRESS)

(FULL NAME) .oovvrevvevennes eteeeeseessneemenensees SOOI S B W TT -

---------------------------------------------------------------------- -

-

(LA LRI L] LA L A R A R e e R RS A RN N LR R R L LIRS 1)

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mem-
bership. Cut out TWO complete Application
I'orms from Two copies of thls week’s issue of
Tur NELSON LER 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 form.
‘new reader, who fills in Section C, c¢rosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinped together and sent to the Chief Officer,
The 8t. Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LEE
LiBrARY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be necessarr 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 form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section C, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of the

The second form is for your:

INSTRUCTIONS.

form. Now pin both forms together and send
them to the Chlef 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
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(Continued from page 34.)

and all the St. Frank’s fellows were included.
They weren’t goimng to miss this! It was
simply impossible to hold them back, and this
time the girls insisted upon going ashore, too.
_Landing, they ran forward, and saw Lord
Dorrimore and Handforth just in front of the
acroplane.  FEdward Oswald had both his
hands bound, but otherwise he was himself.

“Oh, you awful rotter!” gasped Church,
rushing up.

“You bounder!” shouted McClure. *“We
thought you were going to be killed!”

“When I clung to the ’plane 7’ chuckled
Handforth.  “My dear chaps, that was
nothing! Dorrie and I have been having a
bit of excitement. Hallo, Mr. Lee! Sorry I
disobeyed orders, but I was carried up before
I knew it 1”?

“Well, Handforth, as you are back safe and

sound, we’ll say nothing about it,” said
- Nelson Lee,  “Dorrie, old man, you’ve given
us a rare fright. What have you been doing

all this time?”’

“Oh, we had a bit of a dust-up with Foo
Chow ar’ his myrmidons,”” replied Lord Dor-
rimore coolly. ‘‘A pretty hot affair, all
round} but we enjoyed it. We had quite a
hively tune in that Temple.”’

“Did you land, then!” demanded a dozen
voices.

“Well, we didn’t exactly 8y

into the

Temple,” grinned his lordship. ¢ Oh, Handy,
we nearly forgot! = What about Chingy ?”

“By George, yes!”” grinned Handforth,
“Hi, Chingy!”

Yung Ching appeared in the cockpit, and
waved checrily.

“They’ve—they've got him!”’ gasped Dick
Hamilton,

“Of course we’ve got him!”’ grinned Hand-
forth. ““\What did we go for ¢’

“‘Bravo !” :

Everybody was cheering and talking.

"*Dorrie, you rascal, I half-suspected some-
thing of this sort,” said Nelson Lee warmly.
“But how in the name of all that’s miraculous
did you do it ?”

“It’s a long story—TI'll tell you later,” said
his lordship genially. “For the moment, have
a look at this.”

Yung I.i Chang himself had come forward,
and father and son mect—for the first time
during this period of stress and turmoil.
There was nothing spectacular in the greet-
ing, but, in their own Chinese way, the pair
were fervent,

‘*Gentlemen, of what use to employ paltry,
meaningless words?”’ asked Yung Li Chang
quietly, “You have restored to me my only
son, therefore I am your slave for all time.
For me, this is the happiest day of my life.
I can say no more, and I crave your in-
dulgence.”’

But even now, with Yung Ching restored
to his father, the issue was still in doubt,
There was no certainty that the St. Frank’s
holiday party would escape from the venge-
ance of Foo Chow!

(“ST. FRANK'S AT BAY ! is next week's
grand concluding yarn of the Chinese series. Look
out for tmportant announcement of new series
next week !)

ﬁTHE ROLLICKING
* Rovers! !
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(Continued from page 39.)

bunch o’ trees torn up by the roots in a
tornado, and pitched into the river like a
handful of weeds.”

“Glorious !” gurgled Fatty.
~ “I’ve seen the Saucy Ann nosing her way
im and out among the pocls just shovin’
aside the hippos. :

“Take my advice, young, sir, don’t you go
scarching for experience in them parts. You
won’t have to lock for it; it’ll get up and
hit you in the face all the time. Keep to
the open river—it’s miles wide—and don’:
nose 1n until we see Monteblanco’s top above

the forest fringe, then pop in and pop out
afore them niggers sees Mr. Fatty.”

They laughed at this; but Foxey, who had
had a few narrow squeaks in ithe old days
with the captain, was not nearly so eager,
and could think of no way of getting to the
treasure mound alone with any prospect of
getting away with his plunder unaided.

“I'll let ’em find what they finds,” Foxey
decided at last as he shut the open book,

“and I’ll get what they brings away if I has

to knife the lot and scuttle the bloomin’
ship !

He replaced the book on a shelf.

In the morning, when Ben came to have
another look at the diary—which he had leit
wide open overnight—he stared to find it
moved and closed.

On inquiry, he was told that nobody had
been in the saloon, and nobody had touched
the book after he left it on the table—~yet it
was closed and on the shelf!

“T allus said this ship was haunted,” shouted
Ben. “And it ain’t Foxey this time!”

(Many strange incidents occur on the voyage to
Monteblanco, but you must read all about it in
next week's thumping instalment /)
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Mr, Edwy Searles Brooks (ﬂ
chats with his readers,
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NOTE.—1f any reader writes to me I shall le pleased to comment upon such remarks

as are likely to interest the majority.
SEARLES DBROOKS, clo The

All letters should be addressed to EDWY
Editor,

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, #.C.4,

ledged in these columns, and if of very special merit will be starred.

T am quoting a few letters this week, which
indicate more than anything else what my
readers think about the Old Paper. I have
many more letters written in the same strain.
These will be acknowledged in due course.
can’t promise next week, as I am very busy
nlanning out a new series, bub Perhaps the
ceels after. Now I can begin, 1 think.

Here goes: “I have been a N. L. L.
reader for a long time now, and I may say
that my brother, aged 25, and even my
mother are great N. L. L. enthusiasts. I
am greatly interested in school life, being
a junior master in a private school, and I
indeed think you have got the life of a
schoolboy off ‘pat.” I still cling on to the
N. L. L., and many of my friends are also
great readers. For Heaven’s sake, don’t die
too soon, for I shall not have anything to
fall back on!” 1 give this extract as a
proof that schoolinasters quite approve of
me. I can assure my reader that I heartily
agree with his last sentence, and I hope he
won’t have to fall back for a very long time.

#* * . =

Another reader says: “During the last
month or two it has been my wont, as the
old Latin jos¢ers, Pliny and the rest, used
to say, to go through my old series, reading
them over again; and two facts about them,
I think, explains their popularity and appeal.
"At least, it has always been these two that
attracted me most, and I have read the old
paper since I could read; it was the first
paper I ever read, and I still read it to-day
with the same keen delight and whole-
hearted appreciation that I read the first
copy. The first striking fact about them,
the fact that raises them above the average
schoo! story, is the actual, living personality
of each individual character. Xow well every
idiosyncrasy and lovable characteristic is
portraved. Archie—languid, foppish scion
of the noble house of Glenthorne, generous
to a degree, and with a heart of gold, the
genial ass of the Remove. Handy—Dbluster-
ing, impulsive, ram-headed, always direct

THE NELSON LLIE LIBDRARY, The
Every leiter will be acknows-
E. S. D.

and straight to the point. Pitt, Hamilton,
Willy, Sir Montie, Dorrie, Umlosi, and the
rest, all vibrant with life; merry, rollicking
schoolboys—and overgrown boys in the case
of Dorrie and Umlosi. And the second point
is about the plots, every one of which is
strong, though one or two are rather out
of the ordinary; but this in no wise de-
tracts any of the charm from the stories,
for, as you so aptly put it, who wants to
read of ordinary, prosaic happenings?”
Well, I don’t deserve such eulogistic praise
a3 this, but I don’t think this reader lacks
sincerity. FHis enthusiasm i3 obvious—f{rom
the very fact that he possesses suflicient
courage to read my stories twice.

* * #*

What about this one: *There was a time
when my father would not let me read the
N. L. L. He .classed it as a ‘ Deadwood
Dick.,” However, I soon made him change
his opinion, It happened that he had heen
taken ill. He asked me to read to him,
so I picked up a N. L. L. and started reading
him a story out of a 1922 issue, entitled
‘When a Boy's Down.” My father was im-
mensely pleased with the story, and asked
me what the name of the book was. He
was very surprised when I told him that it
was a N. L. I.”. Some of you, whose
parents object to your reading Our Paper,
might show the above with advantage. Of
course, you needn't wait until your f{ather
is ill, or anything drastic like that. Take
a chance and show him now.




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 43

Illl]llliIlH’hlI![i'IIHI’III IR TR AR W

THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE

THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

(ANl LETTERS in reference to the League
should be addressed to the C'hief Officer, The
8t, Frank's League, ¢jo THE NIELSON LEE
LIBRARY, The I {eitmu Houge, Lowdl., I7.C.4.)

R R T
The St.

—
—
J—
——
—
—
—
—
-_—
—_—

.[HHi[IIIIIIIHHI!HIHi

Frank's League Badge.

r HI5 week T want {o remind all my
r chums that the St. Frank’s l.eague

Badge is ready und waiting for all

members. I don’t think myself that
avy reminder is needed, for the countless
supporters of the league have heen waiting
for this moment for some time. The fact that
the Badge is a reality and can be scenved by
the very simple little formality of writing in
for it is the great thing.

What you have to do 1o cgot one of these
Yery handsome  and striking Badges 15 {o
send in your application, quoting your League
Number, at once to

THE CHIEF OFFICER,
THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE,
GOUGH HOUSE,
GOUGH SQUARE,
LONDON, E.C.4.,

marking your envelope “Badges” in the
top lett-hand corner,  Enclose a stamped
addressed envelope with your letter. and in
due course you will receive the Badge, and
I have not a doubt but that you will be
proud of it, and hasten to show it to your
friends.  As yvou will see, I have done my
part. Now that the hm&hmg touches have
been put to this Badge scheme, 1 am inclined
to look back at the numberless letters that
reached me in the past all to the same effect

—“Why not have a League Badge?”

Well, at last the Badge has wrived—
materialised, as it were, out of the country
whence good ideas get carried out.

Don’t forget the few brief instructions I
have given. It will save trouble all round if
thesc details are faithfully observed. A
three-halfpenny stamp on  the enclosed
envelope, and the word “Badge ” writien on
the letter you send—or, rather, on the
envelope. There 1s not much more to say
about this matter. I have made things clear,

There is nothing to pay for this splendid
Badge, and in the next few weeks we shall
gee the cheery little insignia poppmg up all
over the place.

It will take some time, I know, for all the
thousands of overseas members to  get
equipped, but all that .will come. The big

thing is that we have got the Badge—and it
is a good Badge. It is one “U]t]i} of the
St. Frank’s League.

So send in strawght away for yours.

As you can see, chumg _space i3 very
limited this week, or I would have something
to add concerning the numerous letters 1
have received.
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ENGINES

The mechanically minded
boy finds unending fascin-
ation 1n a Bing Stationary

Engine. Each is modelled
on a particular industrial
type, and built to scale by
expert engineers. See these
wonderful models at your
nearest toy shop and ask for
your copy of the complete
Bing Catalogue. In case of
difficulty n obtaining a
copy, write to-day to

address below.

l.ook for this
Jrand Mark on
all metal toys.

W

BING ADVERTISING DEPARTMENRT,
8. LINCOLN HOUSE,HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON,W C.1
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' Don’t Miss This !

| Every Wednesday - = -

FOOTBALL CUPS GIVEN AWAY!

Read all about it in this week’s issue of

“THE BOYS

Free Trophies!

REALIM”
Price Twopence.

ARE YOU FRIGHTENED?

of meeting people, mixing in company, going to sorial
gatherings, dances, ete.? Do you lack Self-Confidence,
suffer Irom \Tenous Fears, Depression, Blushing,
Timidity, or_Slceplessness? Become Sclf-Confident, full
of Courage, Bright and Happy, by sending 1mmerilatcly
3 penny stamm for partmuialq of the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening  ‘Treatment, GL' ARANTEED CURE OR
MONLY REFIUUNDED.

GODFRY ELLIOTT SMITH, LTD..
527, Imperial Buildings, Luddate

: _ London, E.C.4

Circus.

100 . DIFFERENT STAMPS
20-Page DUPLICATE ALBUM
SET 20 LIECHTENSTEIN
Also Co]lector 8 Guide,
I ip sent dbaolutely frece. Send p.c. only requesting

approvals.,: A . number reserved for C(olonial

This wonderful big parcel !
customers. —Llsburu&:Townsen d,T.ondonRd.,L’ pool,

Height Increased 5/ Complete
 In 30 Days. - Course.
No Appliances. No Drugs. Xo Dieting.

The Melvin Strong Systcm NEYER FATLS.
Send- stagmp*for particulars and testimonia!s.
~+—MELVIN. STRONG, LTD. (Dept. S), 10,
Ludgats Hill, London, Eogland.

‘AGENTS WANTED

immediately,. to sell Private Ximas Cards. ngheut
Com. Valuable Prizes. Experience not essential. Sam-
" pie Book free. All the latest novelties. Choice selection.
Apply: DENTON & CO., Dept. D29, Accrington.
LUSH'NG SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.

Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure _for
either sex. Write at once and get full parficu-
lars quite FREE privately.—U.J.D.. 12,
All Saints Road, ST. ANNE’S-ON-SEA.

:MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels 2/6, 5/b6. Ventrila-
gnist’s Instrument. "Invisible. Imitate Birds. Price 6d.
each, 4 for 1/-—=T. W. HARRISON, 239, Penton-

v1]le Road, London, N.1.
worth cheap Photo Material. Sam-

£2 OOO ples cataloglie free. 12 by 10 En-

largement ‘any ip‘mto. 81.—HACKETT'S "WORKS,
July. Road "Liverpool.

Cure yourself
Stop Stammering ! ..'% 4"
lwuhrs FREE,—FRANK B. HUGHES, 17,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

BOY FARM LEARNERS

HI Government of Ontario has a new Schemc

in guccessful operation for placing sunitable
boys. aged 15-17, with selected farmers in Ontario,
FREL PAE:SAGFb* wages, board. and lodging;
reeeption, supervision, “and after-care by the
Government, for three vears. Apply: Ontario
Govcmmult 163 Stmnd London, W.C.2, or

locaf Bhlppmg Agent.

FOR ONTARIO, CANADA.

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY AND s
SEE THE WORLD.

BOYS are wanted for thc Seaman Class (ffom-b
which selections are made for the Wireless Tele-
araphy and Signalling Branches). Age 15} to 163}
vears.

.MEN also are reqmred for:

SIEAMEN (bPECIAL SERVICE .. Age 18 to 25.

STOKERS - o . Agc 18 to 25.
ROYAL MARINE I‘ORCEb ee -+ Age 17 to 23.
GOOD PAY. ° ALL FOUND.
EXCELLLENT CIIAI\CFS IFOR PROMOTION.
Apply bv letter to the Recruiting Staff Oflicer,
R.N. & R.AML: 5, Suffolk Street, Birmingham :
121, Victoria- Street, Bristol; 30, Ganning I’lace,
Liverpool ; 55, Whitehall, London, S.W.1; 289,
Deansgate, Manchester; 116, Rye Hill, Newcastle-

on-Tyne ; or 6, W Jallll’]ﬂ‘tﬁn Terrace Queen s Park,
r~0uthf1mp'clc;n '

DONT BEE BEULLIED

Send 44. Stamps for Two Splendid
Illus Lessons in Jujitsu; the Won.
derful Japanese art of Seli-Defercs
b without weapons. Betier than boxinz
_or any science invenied. Learn
. t0o take care of yourself under
_ _ #all circumstances and fear no

: . man. Monster large Illus.
Port{on for P.O. 3! 9 Send Now to “YAWARA
(Dept. A:P.34), 10, QUEEHbW@Y HANWORTH, MIDDLESEX.

FINE HUNGARIAN COLLECTION FREE.
A gmnd collection - of novelties from thiz intercstinz
country.: Included is a -long set of the picturesque
1916 issue depicting rural’ irdustry and views. There ars
also many of the- “Provisionals (now becoming scarce).
The collection consists of 50 picked stamps, and it cata-
logues over 3/-. FREE "to applicanis for- 'umrovﬂs
VICTOR BANCROI‘T MATLOCK.
in winning success.

‘ HEIGHT‘ GUUNTS Height increased—

health and physique improved. Wonder-
ful results. Send for particulars and our
£100 guarantee to Girvan System,A . M.P..
17, Stroud Green Road, London N .4.

All app!icétions for Advertisement
Spaces in this publication should

be addressed to the Adverlisemoent

Manager, THE NELSON LLEE
LIBRARY, The Fleefwcay House,

Farringdon Stréet, London, E.C.4.

.

Printed and Published ecvery Wednesday by th-?

Plectway House, Farringden Strect, London, 1..C.4.
Strecel, London, E.C.4.
and \hl(r'-ld 11/~ per annum, 5/6
Limited. Sole Agents for A ntra]n and Noew

for six months.
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