


NELSON LEE AND NIPPER v. THE FU CHANG TONG!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

CHAPTER 1.

The River House Raiders!

4 UST a minute!” said Hal DBrewster. :
J The leader of the River llouse School juniors was looking down the lane

towards Bellton village. Ascott and Glynn and Kingswood and Robinson and
the rest paused., They were on the point of getsing over the stila which led
into Bellton Wood. It was a half-holiday, and the November day was mild and bright.

“What's the idea of waiting?” asked Dave Ascott. ““We don't want to get mixed up
with any of the Saints this afternoon. It’s too risky (”
““Yes, rather !” chorused the others.

Thev were rather glad that they had not been sighted by any of their St. Frask’s

rivals, For they were more or less loaded up with packages of an interesting nature.

It was Hal Brewster's birthday, and the River House chaps had been to the village
to obtain the wherewithal for an extra special feed.
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fﬂ!y and methodically the tnerl bO(ffé’S of Nelson Lee and Nipper were trails-

ff'ﬂ'.{’d from the wrecked armoured car to the Ford van—and once more the dicaded

Fu Chang Tong bad struck ; once more the Housemasler-delective and bis

assistant were in the bands of this rulbless Chinese socicly whose vengeaice
1s—dealh !

“There's nothing to be scared of,” said Brewster with a grine “There are n't any .‘*:i‘

I'rank's chaps about, and what do we carc if there arc? We're not afraid of themn,
ﬂI,:"l
4 B .

“Theres such a thing as being cautious,” said Georgie Glynn, taking a {irtner hold on
s bag of doughnuts,

- Ihun aren t any Saints about this afternoon,” said Hal. “The postmaars Just corninz
up the lane, and T want to see if he has got any more letters ff}r us.  Fle doesn't got
round to the River House until nearly tea-time—and by waylaying hiw heve we can got
onr letters heaps eaclier.”

“Well, 1t's not a bad idea,” admitted Kingswood.

-

Tt was always a sore point with the River House fellows that the postal aunthorities
<hiould have the letters de lu“ ed at St. Frank’s first, Evervbody with a grain of sense
knew that St. Frank’s wasn’t half so unpmtnm as the River House School.

Mudford, the postman, was toiling s cmiv up the lane. He appeared to havo a fairly
lirge consignment this afternoon. Ior, in addition to his bag of letters, there were ono
or two parcels festooned about him.

“Those St. IFrank’s chaps aren’t likely to start any rot, anvhow,” remarked Drewster
as thev waited. “Nipper's practically out of the ruaning these davs—and with Nipper
1y iy low thi1 Remove 1s more or less leaderless. We're safe enoughi i

‘Hope £0.” said Ascott, glancing uneasily towards St. F'rank’s.

“I hear that thev've got police ofticers up at St. I'rank’s,” said Kingswood. “Men
on guard outside the Ancient IHouse—so that Mr. Lee and Nipper shan't Lo surprised
Ly any of those Chinese rotters,’

“It's a funny thing they can't do somecthing about it,” said Ascott. “Anvhow, if
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Mr. Lee and Nipper are in such danger,
why don’t they clear out? 'There’s no telling
what nught happen.”

“Well, never mind that now,”’

sald Brew-

ster. "“Here’s old Muddy. Let’s bag our
letters. llallo, Muddy! Anything for us

this afternoont”

The posuman paused, and
River House boys suspictously.

*“None of your larks, young gents,” he
said. “Don't forget that I'm a servant of
the Government, and if you lay ’'ands on
me—""

“Perish the thought!” said Brewster in
horror. "“Lay hands on you, Muddy? What
an idea! A wnore harmless, innocent erowd
of refined young gentlemen than us you
couldn’t find in a day’s march.”

Mudford grunted. _

“¥Ye mean I couldn’t find a more mischiev-
ous pack of young rascals in a day’s march,
Master Brewster !” he retorted. “I'm allus
scared o you youngsters when you look so
harmless-like.”

Brewster grinned. _

“It’s my birthday,” he said cheerilm *‘I
just- want to know if you have any letters
for me, Muddy. And while you're about it,
you might see if you have any letters for any
of these other chaps. It'll save you the
trouble of carrying them all the way round.”

“Right ye are, Master Brewster,” said the
postman, diving into his bag.

Kingswood, at Mudford’s rear, gave IHal
Brewster a significant look, and pointed at a
square parcel which reposed on Mudford’s
back. Brewster strolled round casually, and
he had a look at that parcel, too.

“Twig who it's addressed to?" whispered
Kingswood. : .

Brewster twigged. It was a big brown-
paper parcel, and the label on it announced
the fact to all and sundry that it came from
“ Angus Thomson, Confectioner—Famed Far
and Wide for Cakes and Pastries.” And the
label was addressed to Master Dick Hamil-
ton, Remove Form, St. Frank’s College.

Hal Brewster opened his eyes wider. Then
he glanced round at the other River House
jumors, and winked.

Here was a find ! _

A large parcel from Thomson’s, the big
cake people in Bannington! Everybody in
St. Frank’s and the River House knew
Thomson's. It was a fine, imposing estab-
lishment in Bannington High Street, and 1t
was justly famous for its cakes.

“Here you are, Master Brewster,” said
Mudford at length, “There’s three for ye.
One for Master Norton, another for Master
Ascott, another for Master Wellborue e

“Never mind Wellborne’s,” said Ifal.
“You can keep his, and deliver it at the
school. We’ll just take ours.”

They received their letters, and Mudford
prepared to move on.

“Just a minute,”” said Brewster casually.
“ About this parcel, Muddy.”

“Which onc 7 asked the postman, ‘There
ain’t no parcels for you young gents. I've
got two or three ’ere——"

regarded the

Irank’s fellows

“So we notice,” said Brewster. ““But
there's one on the starboard side—addressed
to Nipper, of St. Frank’s., It looks a heavy
parcel, and we think it’s perfectly disgrace-
ful that the postal authorities should over-
load you so much. If you like, we'll relieve
you——-"

“Here, none o' your games, young gent |”
protested Mudford. *“ You won't relieve me

of nothin’! Didn’t T warn ye not two
minutes ago? That there pareel is for
Master Hamilton——"

“We can’t bear to think of you labouring
up the lane with so much weight,” said
Kingswood gently. *“Come on, vou chaps.
We'll give Muddy a hand. We'll take this
parcel from him, anyway.” |

““No, ye won’t |” shouted the postman de-
fiantly, “Young rips! That parcel aih't
yours, and you’re not goin’ to ’ave it!”’

“Poor old Muddy !’ said Brewster sym-
pathetically. “How do you think you're go-
ing to stop us taking it? Don’t be worried—
it’'s all in the game. Haven’t the Saints
somefimes bagged our parcels? Well; it's
our turn to bag one of their’s!” -

The River House juniors crowded round
the unfortunate postman. Before he could
protest any further, the parcel was lifted
from him, and definitely and firmly bagged |

L ALLO ! Look down there!”
H Edward Oswald Handforth, of
the St. Frank’s Remove, spoke in
a startled voice. Church and
McClure were with him—and Fullwood &
Co., of Study I, were close at hand, to say
nothing of Archie Glenthorne and Alf Brent,
and one or two others. They were all at tho
turn of the lane, being on their way down to
the wvillage. And there, in full sight, was
Mudford, the postman, apparently having a
wrestling match with a, number of River
House boys.
“Something fishy about this,” said Ralph
Leslie Tullwood — “T’ll bet those River
House rotters are boning one of our parcels.”

“By George! We’'ll soon see!” shouted
Handforth. “Come on!” ‘

- = - - i ='
Incidents of this kind were fairly common,
and the 8t. Frank’s juniors recognised the

signs in an instant. Brewster & Co. would
never have treated Mudford with such
violence if they had been merely taking aone
of their own parcels. The very fact that
Mudford was protesting, indicated that
Brewster & Co. had no legal right ta the
big square parcel which they had just
grabbed. . -
“Better go  casy!” panted Church.

“There’s a big crowd of those River House
chaps !”

“Who cares?” yelled Handforth. “I'll
take on three of 'em single-handed—and you
fellows are game for two each, aren’t you?
Down with the River House !”

“ Absolutely I said Archie Glenthorne.
“What ho! Tally ho, and all that!”

Brewster & Co. were considerably sur-
prised. They had not expected any St.
just then. They saw the

)
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cnemy approaching, and they immediately
decided that this was a case for retreat.

“Iuto the wood, you fellows!” sang out
Drewster briskly, “We've got heaps of tune,
‘They'll never collar us—and we’ve got their
giddy parcel "

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

““Poor old Nipper!”

The River House juniors bolted, chuckling
with glee. That parcel felt heavy, and
there was little doubt that it contained one
of Mr. Angus Thomson’s biggest and richest

r_:r.ﬂimr to let those fatheads bag Nipper's
cake?”

“ No fear!”

“Not likely!”

“(3o0d gad, no!”

And the Removites went tearing into tlie
road, hot on the trail of Hal Brewster and
his merry men.

By this time the River House fellows had
got well into the wood, and they thought
& better to stick to the footpath. It was so

easy to get separated and disorganised by

%”l “](ji ee cakes. taking to the trees.
a rewstver And if one of
knew  the very WHO‘S WHO AT ST. FRANK‘S- them should
shape and size of happen to get into
I_]'“."[L‘.; iﬂ '-"u'hil'"h the il.‘.ﬂldi 'Uf tl:lﬁ
Mr. Thomson in- enemy, 1t would
variably sent out 2o hard with him.
i'li--:! Dl”l[h"ﬁ Ci‘.lkﬂi« U 1 i t F W a8
Mudford, red strength.
with 1ndignation, -
was still breath. NFORTTU.
inr hard when l ' NATELY,
Handforth & Co. Hal Brew-
and the other St. ster & Co.
Frank’s fellows encountered a
surrounded  h iin snag,
excitedly. As they made a
“What's hap- turn in the wood-
pened ? de - land path, they
manded Hand- beheld a number

forth breathlessly.

“X O uon g
scamps !’ said the
postman  darkly.

“That’s what they

are!  There ain't
nothir’ safe {rom
their mischievous

Yands !

“Don't we know

1t 2" asked Full-
wood., “Whose

parcel was that?”
“An' me single-
*anded 1" sai1d
AMudford hotly.
“They never give
rmie a chance!”
“"You're wast-
ine time!” roared
Handforth.
“"Whose parcel
was that?”
“Well, it wasn’t
theirs, an' they
“adn't no right to
1{—"
“Was it one of ours?”
“It was addressed to Master Amilton

going nature.

shouted MNe('lure.

Larred one of Nipper’s parcels!”

“Krom Angus Thomson’s, in Baunington,”
nodded Mudford.

“A cake!” went up a general yell.

“ And Brewster & Co. have bagged it!”
snorted Handforth, “Come on! We've

P

DAVID BIGGLESWADE.

A prefecl, and a very popular one with
the [Jumior School owing lo his easy-
Keen on all sports.

wasted too mnch time here already! Are we

of figures coming
towards them:
Harry Gresham
and Sir Jimmy
Potts and Jerry
Dodd and Vivian
Travers and Dun-
can and one or
two other Ancient
House Removiles.

“"Oh, help1”
groaned Brewster.
“The eountryside
is littered with
St. Frank’s chaps

this afternoon!
Just our beastly
luck "™

“What are we
going to do?"
gasped (< 1lynn.

“These chaps are
bound to stop us,
and then Haud
forth and the rest
will come up from
the rear.”

“Can’t be done,” said Brewster gquickly.

1 “We'll dodge off here to the left—there’s o
“Nipper's!” bellowed Handforth. ““They've |

bit of a clearing. Come on!”

Travers and Gresham and the others knew
that eomething was happening—for they had
just caught sight of Handforth & Co. in full
cry. They saw the River House fellows
swerve into the wood.

“Buck up, Remove!” came a yell. **Hold
'em, Removel Don’t let ’em get past!™
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“Hurrah!”

“Down with the River House!”

Brewster & Co. were now thoroughly
alarmed. They had disturbed a hornets’ nest
—just when they had felt themselves to be
so safe, too. They were completely out-
numbered, and they knew that their only
chance was to elude their pursuers.

But in the excitement they had made a
grave tactical blunder. In choosing this pay-
ticular part of the wood, they had made
escape 1mpossible. Hal Brewster was the
first to realise it, and he pulled up short
with a gasp.

“Steady!” he shouted. ‘‘Look out, you
idiots! There’s a deep gully on the other
side of these bushes! You’'ll break your
necks if you force your way throughl”

The others pulled up, stariled. I# was
perfeetly true. This was a dangerous part
of the wood. There were some thick bushes
here, and just on the other side of these
bushes there was a sheer drop into a steep,
rugged gully. There had been more than
one accident owing to people plunging
through these bushes without knowing what
lay on the other side.

“Our only chance is to pretend that
we've lost this giddy parcel!” panted Brew-
ster, as he shoved it hastily behind one of
the bushes. *“Right about face, you chaps!
Every man for himself! River House for
ever!”

““Oh, rather!” said Kingswood feebly.

He, like the others, realised that they did
not stand one chance in a thousand. The
sitnation was looking black for the River
House raiders.

CHAPTER 2.
Literally a Bombshelll

.5 N them!”
O “Hurrah!”
“Now then, altogether—charge
The St. Frank’s crowd, excited and
heated, went for Brewster & Co. baldheaded.
The River House fellows were standing with
their backs to that barrier of bushes.
“Hold on!” gasped Hal. ‘‘Stop it, yon
fatheads!”
“Not likely!” snorted Handforth. ‘“Where’s
that parcel you boned?”
“Parcel 7”
All the River House boys repeated
word in a tone of astonishment.
““Pax!” said Brewster, holding up a hand.
“Let’s get this thing clear.”

]”

the

“Pax be blowed!” retorted Handforth.
“You’re not going to get out of this
hiding so jolly easily! Even if you hadn’t

burgled one of our parcels, we should have
scragged you.”

“Come on, Brewster—no fooling, dear old
fellow,” said Travers gently. *“ Mudford says
that you borrowed a parcel addressed to
Nipper. What about it? It’ll save an awful

lot of bother if you hand it over without
any fuss!”
Hal Brewster looked astonished.

““Are you sure that Mudford wasn’t dream-
ing?” he asked. ‘‘Parcel? You can see
that we haven’t got any of Nipper’s parcels.
What the dickens are you talking about?”

“Well, well!” said Travers. ‘‘You appcar
to forget, dear old fellow, that we also have
the evidence of our eyes to support the cvi-
dence of Mudford. We saw you in the very
act of committing this dastardly robbery.”

Brewster shrugged his shoulders.

_ “All rnight—if you’re so jolly certain, find
the parcel!” he said. “You can see that
we havern’t got it—and I can give you my
word that we didn’t drop it on the way
here. I think all of you must have been
dreaming.”

Handforth gave one of his characteristic
bellows. .
‘““Are we going to let these River House

i

chaps argue with us?” he demanded
furiously.  ‘““They’ve hidden that parcel
somewhere—in the bushes behind them,

| probably.”
“My only hat!” muttered Glynn,

“There you are!” roared Handforth. *Did
you hear that? Glynn’s given the game
 away !’

“Glynn’s an ass!” snapped Hal.

“I didn’t

“Oh, 1 say!” gasped Glynn.

mean—"’
. "“If you want that parcel, you’d better
take it!” yelled Hal Brewster. ‘ Back up,
River House! We’re not going to give In
tamely, are we?” =

“Rather not!”

And the River House juniors formed
themselves into a solid defensive body, with
their backs to the heavy clumps of bushes.
"The Saints had retreated a httle way, and
now they prepared for concerted action.

“By the time we’ve finished with these
fatheads they’ll look like scarecrows!” said
Handforth, with relish. ““Of all the nerve!
Bagging Nipper’s parcel, and then refusing
to give it back! I mean, even when theyrie
| cornered !”’ %

“Cornered be jiggered!’ said Hal Brew-
ster. ‘‘If you idiots attack us you’ll think
you’ve butted up against a brick wall!” |

“Come on!” shouted Handforth. " On
’em, you chaps! Charge!”

“ Absolutely!” sang out Archie stoutly.

And the rest of the St. Frank’s fellows,
clenching their fists, dashed to the attack.
p It was a swift, devastating onrush. Brew-
ster & Co. were really to be commended for
their courage. They were in the minority,
and yet they had never thought of knuckling
under. But, after all, the St. Frank’s juniors,
fin similar circumstances, would have acted
in exactly the same way. The motto of the
L.rival groups was ‘‘Never Say Die!”

Valiant as Hal and his companions were,

they could do nothing to stave off that fierce
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‘Thev swayed under the force of the
and Kingswood let out a howl of

attnck.
f.I.'-r.-}lr
alarm,

“look out!” he gasped.
pice behind  these bushes!
uz over it!"

“Gireat Scott! T forgot the gully!” ejacu-
lated Hal Brewster. *Hi, you chaps! There
might be an accident!”

“There's a preci-
You're forcing

“Pon’t take any notice!” shouted Hand-
forth exeitedlv. ““It’s only a wheeze of
theivs to——"

“It wse'i!”  interrupted DBrewster fran-

tically.

Just then Ascott went hall
through one of those bushes,
with Gresham and Duncan
on him. By pure chance,
Azcott kicked against
Nipper’s parcel, and it
hovered for a moment on
the brink of the chasm and
then went tumbling down.

“That's the parceel 1"
velled Gresham, as he
caueht a glimpso of it.

“Well, it's gone now, and
that cake must be smashed
vp into i

Ascott’s  gulped  words

For an
thing happened,

were not finished.

extraordinary
HE excited juniors heard a dull, thud-
ding crash as the Lox hit the bottom
of the gullv. And then, mnmediately

following, came a violent, shattering,

devastating explosion.

Boowm!
1t took them all by surprise. The force of
it was terrific—but, mercifully, that forec

went straight upwards, and so passed them,
for none of the juniors was bending over the
cdge of the gully at the moment.

Yet, even as it was, half the fellows were
Alung over, as though a giant hand had struck
thent. They were deafened, bewildered,
stunned. And up into the air went a great
mass of stones, earth, dead ferns and broken
Ewigs.

Then followed a tense, bewildering silence.
The air was filled with pungent, acrid fumes,
vhich came rolling up from the gully in
chokingr masses,

Handforth was the first fellow to pick him-
sclf up, and the expression on his face was
one of utter bewilderment.

“What—what  happened 77’
dazedly.

“Goodness only knows!” said Hal Breow-
ster, with a gulp.

“Is anvbody hurt?” shouted
hoarsely, ‘‘That was a bombsiell!
body might have been killed!”

“Dear old boys, I believed I am killed!”
came a dismal murmur from Archie (Glen-
thorne. ““Good gad! Not to say, odds shocks
and stagoerers!”

he asked

Cireslhinm

Some- |

7

Nobody took any notice of Archie, for I}?
was obviously unhurt; and it was soon dis-
covered that all the rest of the fellows were
intact. They had had a lucky escape—bul
only because that bomb had exploded at the
very bottom of the gully. Had it expended
its force in the open many of them would
have been killed, and many seriously injured.

“My only sainted aunt!"” breathed Hand
forth. “1 can’t understand it! WWhat was 1t
that exploded, anyhow %'’

“That parcel must have hit something-——

perhaps it dislodged a big stone ?”” suggested
Brewster. “By Jove! That's it! And the

stone must have struck against an old
bomb!”’
“What do youn mean—an old bomb?”

asked Handforth, staring. ‘‘They don’t kecp
bombs down in these gullies!”

“It's one that was dropped by one of the
(rerman raiders during the war,”” said Georgn
(lynn  excitedly. ““That’s what Brewstcr
means!”’

“OFf course!” said Hal, nodding. “It must
have been lying there for years without any-
body suspecting ils presence.”’

“T don’t believe it,”” said Vivian Travers,
<haking his head. ‘“‘For the love of Samson!

What duffers we are! It was that parcel
which exploded!”

“The—the parcel?”’

ki &F{is L

“You're mad!”’ said ITandforth. “How

0y

could the parcel explode

“There was a cake in it,"”” nodded Kings-
wood. ““Cakes don’t explode, do they?"

“Dear old fellows, there's more in this
than meets the eye,”’ said Travers, with a
erim note in his voice. ‘“‘Iave you forgotien
that that parcel was addressed to Nipper?
How do we know that it came from Angus
Thomson's, in Bannington? That label was
only a blufl!”

“* But—but——  QGreat Scott!"’
Handforth.  “Yon—you mean——
giddy Chinese %"’

“The Tong!"” said Travers significant!y.

“I believe he’s right, you fellows!" ¢x-
ciaimed Fullwood, with a whistle. ‘It was
a murder plot. An attempt to kill Nipper!

curgled
Thoszo

L e would have opened that parcel, and a3



8,

soon as he took the lid off the box that bomb
would have exploded. I dare say there was
a safety catch—and the opening of the lid
removed it. The lid must have been smashed
off in the fall, and so the bomb exploded!”

HE juniors were dumbfounded.

I Al] the St. Frank’s fellows, at leas?t,
were convinced that they had hit upon
the right explanation. And they felt

dazed when they realised how narrowly they
had escaped an awiul death, The Fu Lftar1g
Tong was at the bottom of this dastardly
outrage.

The Fu Chang Tong!

Of late, the lives of Nelson Lee and Nipper
had been seriously menaced by the grim, ve-
lentless Chinese agents of that deadly secret
society,  Years earlier Nelson Lee and
Nipper had incurred the enmity of the Tong,
but they had believed that they were no
longer in any danger. Then, suddenly, the
peril had reasserted itsell.

The Tong, after a period of inactivity, had
burst into full life again.  There was a
new leader—far away, in China—and he it
was who had ordered the execution of Nelson
Lee and Nipper.

Mysterious Chinamen had been haunting
the neighbourhood for some weeks, and there
had been some exciting times. Only just
recently, within a few days, the famous
schoolmaster-detective and Nipper had been
captured by the Tong men, and but for the
sagacity of Boz, Nipper’s little spaniel, both
of them would have perished. Five of the
Tong men had been captured, but Yen Sing,
their leader, had escaped.

And since then Nelson Lee and Nipper had.
by order of the police, remained indoaors.
Much as they hated this restriction, they
knew that it was necessary. For there was
no guarantee of safety from the Tong men;
they were getting bold and desperate. Police
officers were in constant attendance at the
school; one man was always on duty at the
gates, and others kept strict vigilance round
the grounds.

There had been hectic meetings of the St.
Frank’s Board of Governors. Something, it
was realised, would have to be done—and
something drastic.

shaky.

“We might have been killed!” he
muttered, in an awed tone, cied |
mean, we bagged that parcel of Nipper’s,
and we were going to take it home with us.”’
“Ye gruri:t and little fishes!” said Kingswood.
“That’s true. We shﬂuld have cut the string,

&nd r}penmi the lid—

“Don’t!” =aid Ascott, with a shudder.
“Half the River House would have been
blown up—and us with it.”

““Just because we boned an innocent-look-
ing. parcel!” said Glynn. ““Oh, my hat!
What a narrow squeak!”’

HAL BREWSTER was looking pale and

|

‘best

T
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“Those Chinamen must be devils—absolute
devils!” said MHandforth fiercely. “Think of
it! Sending a bomb like thﬂ.t through the
post—so that Nipper would open it and get
killed! It’s practically certain fhat lote of
other fellows would have been killed, too!”

“Those Tong men don’t care!’ said Gres-
ham. *‘“As long as they kill their victim they
don’t mind who else suffers. I don’t wonder
that the school governors have been buzzing
about, and that the police are on duty.
'l’hingﬁ are getting pretty hot!”’

“And vet, looking at it all round, the very
thing has happened,”” said Travers
soberly. “*Good luck to you, Brewster, for
raiding that parcel from Muddy.”

“What do vou mean?” asked Hal, staring.

“Can’t you realise what would have hap-
pened if you hadn’t bagged 1t77 replied
Travers. “Nipper would have got it——"’

“Yes, by Jove!” said Brewster. ‘‘As it is,
Providence has stepped in and nobody is hurt

—and no damage has been done, either,
Great Scott! It’s almost too good to be
true!”’

Suddenly, with a gulping cry, Kingswood
went as white as a sheet,

“Here, steady!” said Hal quickly. ‘‘Feel-
ing bad, old man? The after-effects, I sup-
posﬂ___ﬂ‘?

“No, it’s not that!” panted Kingswood.
“T've—I’ve thought of something elsel
Something horrible !”’

They all stared at him fascinatedly,

“What do you mean?”’ asked Handforth,
shaking him by the arm.

“I remember nnw—there was another parcel
on Mudford’s shoulder,”” =aid Kingswood.
hoarsely. ‘It was addressed to Mr. Lee!”

“Wh'lt‘” went up a horrified yell,

“T'll swear it was?’ said Kingswood. ‘A
parcel just like that one of Nipper’s—only 1
didn’t notice any label, or anything. Those
Tong men want to kill Mr. Lee, too, don’t
they? Isn’t it more than I:kel;,r that they
sent two bombs? One for Nipper, and one
for Mr. Lee?”

““Then—then Mr. Lee may be dead by t‘ns
time!’”” ejaculated Hmdfurth “Mudford’s
delivered the parcel long ago, and when Mr,
Lee opens it——"? o

‘““He hasn’t opened it yet!” broke in
Travers shrewdly. ‘‘“We should have haard
the explosion. He’s safe so far!”

“By jingo, yes!"’

“Odds lightning and speed!”’ said Ardnd
Glenthorne. ‘‘The sooner we can get to St,
Frank’s the better, laddies! If we do a cep-
tain amount of da.s}nng we might be in time
to avert the disaster!”’

CHAPTER 3.
The Governors' Decision!
HE St. Frank’s and River House

juniors were filled with horror at the
possibilities which leapt into their
minds, At any moment they half-
expected to hear a dull, booming explosion
from the direction of St. Frank’s—a sound
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The juniors heard a dull thud as the harmless-looking box hit the hottom of the gully, Next moment

—hoom !

There came a violent, shattering, devastating explosion ;

the juniors were flung over

as though a giant hand had struck them, and the air was filled with pungent, acrid fumes.

[.ee had been
with perhaps scores of otner

whicli would mean that Nelson
Lkilled, together
innocent people.

Kingsvwood was right about that parcel;
other juniors reniembered having seen  it,
Mudford had ccrtainly delivered it by tins
time, and 1t hardly scemed possible that the
boys would be able to get to St. Irank's
Lefore the tragedy oecurred !

“Come on!” said Handforth hoarsely.
“We've got to move !”
“Wait a minute!” gasped Norton.

“Hadn't—hadn't we better telephone ¥

“Telephone !” shouted Handforth. *“You
1ot ! There’s no telephone here !

“There's one 1 the village !
““Rot !" roared Handforth.
messing about going to the village and get-
ting thmwrh on the tel ephone, Mr. Lee may
be killed! Our duty is to rush to St.
f'rank’s and warn Mr. Lee personally.
VWe're wasting time now !

The others hesitated no longer.
tcaring off along the pathway
wood.
run so fast.

Theyv rcached the lane, and most of
took the stile in one bound. Then they
streaming up towards St. Frank's,
Handforth managed to keep the lead. Ie
resolutely made up his mind that he would
be the first to rush into Nelson Lece's study
with the warning,

Other St I'rank’s
dmazemacnl  as

They went
through the

them
wont

fellows stared in sheer
the juniors came hurtling

“While we're |

Never in their lives before had they |

and |

through the gateway and into the Triangle.
Two or three seniors wanted fo ant
“"What's the giddy idea, you chumps? but
they were ignored. There was no time to
bother with answering their questions.

Handforth, with Church and McClure and
Travers close on his heels, charged into the
Ancient House. l'eddy Long, who was just
coming onut, was sent flying, all the breath
knocked out of his body, In one of the pas-
sages, Handforth upset somebody else who
was carrying a load of books. Indeced, all
the way along the juniors left a trail of
battered and bewildered victims.

And now that they were actually within
the school, they wondered if they had come
to their death. At any second that explosion
might take place—~and the ncarer they got
to ;‘l\'f:laon Lee's study the greater was the
peril !

Yet they did not hesitate—they did not
attempt to hang back. They were filled with
@ wild hopo that they would yet be 1in time !

Handforth rcached Nelson Lee's study.
and he fung himself against the door with

such force that 1t burst open, the cateh
breaking away  completely,  He  went
charging in.

“Good heavens!” ejaculated a startled
volce,

Handforth stood there, his eyes gleaming,
Lis breath coming ;.md going in gasps. De-
hind him the other juniors were accumulat-
ing. They beheld Nelson Lee sitting at his

| desk, and with him wgre Sir John Brent,



10

chairman of the St. Frank's Board of

Governors, Dr. Morrison Nicholls, the head-

master, and one or two other people.

‘“Handforth !” exclaimed Nelson Lee
sternly. ‘“What is the mecaning of this out-
rageous intrusion?”

“The parcel, sirl”
“The parcel |”

“Oh!” said Lee.

A twinkle came into his eyes, and he re-
assured the boys at once. He pointed to a
pail of water which stoaod near the fireplace.
In this pail of water there was a square box,
the lid of which had been prized open.

“Have no fear, boys,” said Lee. “1 am
too old a bird to be caught by such a crude
trick, The bomb is no longer dangerous.”

Handforth stared, goggle-eyed, at the pail.

“Well I’'m blessed I”” he breathed. *“ Then
—then we needn’t have hurried so much ?7”

“As 1t happens, no,” said Nelson Lee.
“As soon as that parcel was delivered I
suspected its contents, and I had it im-
mersed in water before I tampered with it.
Nowadays, bovs, I find it necessary to be
extra carcful, and suspicious of almost every-
thing.”

“Thank goodness, sir!” said Travers.
“We had the wind up vertieal |”’

Dr. Nicholls loocked at the
curiously,

“How did you know that this—er—bomb
had been sent to Mr. Lee?” he asked.

“We didn’t know, sir—we guessed,” re-
plied Handforth. ‘There was one, just like
it, sent to Nipper——"

“To me!” ejaculated Nipper, who was sit-
ting in the study.

“One moment,” said Nelson Lee sharply.
“When my own parcel was delivered, I im-
mediately made inquiries, and I was told
that no parcel had been delivered for Nipper.
Therefore, I was easy in mind concerning
him—apart from the fact that he is here
with me in this room.”

““These River House chaps bagged it, sir—
thinking it was a eake!” explained Hand-
forth,

“Upon my soul I” said the Head. *“What
an appalling situation! They might have
been killed !

“Where is the parcel now?” demanded
L.ee, springing up.

“It exploded, sir!” sang out Brewster.
“Iidn’t yvou hear it? We took it into Bell-
ton Wood, and it fell down a gully and went
(.}f_'F 1:”‘

“Was anybody hurt ?” asked the Head.

“Nobody, sir—luckily,” said Handforth.
“The force of the explosion went upwards,
and, although we were a bit stunned, we
weren’t hurt. I thought that explosion would
have been heard over half the country.”

“No doubt the woods muffled the sound,
and, naturally, it scemed very loud to you
boys, who were on the spot,” said Lee.
“Curiously enough, we heard nothing here.
Handforth, I should like you to give me the
full details of this affair.”

gasped Handforth.

juniors

L
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ITandforth did so, and, when he had
fintshed, Nelson Lee and the Head looked at
him approvingly—and with relief.

“You boys have had a remarkably narrow
escape—and a lucky escape,” said Nelson
Lee. “I am not forgetting that you acted
with considerable bravery, too, in running
to the school to give me the warning. Thank
you, boys—it was good of you. But, as you
have seen, 1 was in no danger.”

“"We didn't know that, sir,” said Hand-
forth.

“And the fact that you might arrive just
when the explosion rook place did not detér
you,” said the IHead warmly. “Splendid!
You have all behaved very courageously, and
I can do nothing but commend you in the
highest possible terms. You are a credit {o
the school.” LN

The juniors looked rather uncomfortable.

“It was nothing, sir!” protested Hund-
forth awkwardly. And then, anxious' ‘to
change the subject, he added: “Is—is there
anything else we can do, sir?” 4

the

“TI think not, Handforth,”
Head. ““You had better of
you.”

He dismissed them with further words of
praise, and after he had made certain that
none of them was injured in any way,
They were glad enough to depart—all feeling
highly relieved.

“YOU see,”” said Sir John Brent, after

replied
go now-—all

the boys had gone, “it is utterly
impossible, Mr. Lee, for wyou to
at St. Frank'’s. 'Think of
the appalling possibilities! A dozen boys
might have been killed, but for a great
stroke of luck.”

“Those Tong men are fiends,” said the
headmaster gravely. ‘““Much as T hate to
agree with Sir John, I can do nothing else.
It is lamentable that you should be driven
away 1n this fashion, Mr. Lee, but what
alternative is there ?” -

“None,” replied Lee quietly.

There was another man in the room-—a
keen-faced, square-jawed individual. He was
no less a person than Chief Detective-
Inspector I.ennard, of Scotland Yard. «Ho
had been sent down especially to deal with
this case—for it had now become a matter
which had invited the attention of the Chief
Commissioner of Police. “

“It’s hard luck on wvou, Lee,
gentlemen are right,” said the chief in-
spector,  “This part of the country has got
too hot for you—and for Nipper, too. We’'ll
do the utmost we can to protect you, and
there’s not a doubt that when we have got
you away from this distriet the danger will
be over. Dut it is going to be a ticklish
business,”

““As chairman of the Board of Governors,
I must insist upon your leaving at the
carliest possible moment, Mr. Lee,” said Sir
John anxiously. ‘ This latest demonstration
of tho Tong's devilry 1s sufficient in itself,
Great heavens! Hall the school might have

remaln

but thesge
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been killed this afternoon! T am positively
stoggered at the thought of it! Once thesc
accurscd people start sending bombs in this
fashion, 1t is high time——"

“I agree, Sir John,” interrupted ILee.
“ Nipper and I will go. Indeed, even if you
expressc<d  your willingness that we should

remain we should still go.”
“Have you any definite plan?” asked the
Head, glancing at the Yard man. “‘Have

vou any sale place where Mr. Lee can find
sanctuary ?” i

“You mean where I can hide,” said l.ee
bitterly. *“ Thauk you, Dr. Nicholls, for put-
ting 1t so nicely.”

“I had no iuncention of offending you, Mr.
Leo—--"

“OFf course not,” said the great deleclive, |
with a quick smile,

11
“A big coup is imminent,” said Lennard,
witlt satisfaction. ““And once the Tong's

tecth are drawn at headquarters—in China—
the various agents, in all parts of the worid,
will be harmless. Without any organisation
behind them, without any leader, they will
collapse.  Personally, 1 do not think Mr.
Lee will be away from St. Frank’s for longe:
than a week or a fortnight.”

“And when he goes, taking Hamilton with
him, will the school be immuue from further
danger ?” asked Sir John. “That is the
point in which I am most intercsted. While
I am deeply concerned for your safety, Mr.
I.ee, you must realise that 1 must also think
of the school.”

“That is only natural, Sir John,” replierl
TLee. “And it 15 right that these schoolbo; s

should be immura

“But  yon cannoi from any danger.’
realiso, gentlemen, “We may Lo
frow I detest  this quite sure that the
neeessity  for going Tong men are
- [l e = b 23 '
into hiding. There watching,” satd the
13 no reason why thl'Efl inspector
we should not usc grimly. “Or if
platn words. 1 was they are not watcl-
determincd to fight ing themselves, thev
these Tong men and have agents who
1'{11 Imjn; tlwn(? lun] .ulre. in Iti:nu-ll maiu
they have adopiv tnem, lave raads
such 11F;rilm nwri}a}njn SOING Very filubomhi
—methods which arrangements, anc
mvolve risk 1o THE TRAIN WRECK! our de[mrturu.l[mm
others—that I am St. Frank's will not
now compelled to “There was a shattering roar, the splintering escape attenlion. 1
give in.  Bub it 1s of woodwork and then the hiss of steam. fact, scarcely any-
fiard. It goes verv Screams and cries sounded on the night air body in this district
: N s £l as the great engine lurched forward into i il 68 Waow
““”E”‘ i AL e the snowdrift, fand lay still like a wounded  dgeril iy id .\..‘
gran. monster . ..." 1 1At you and & Irgmc:l*
i _ . , L , - . 1ave gone, An
“We've got to use This thrilling incident is the start of many after that of
COMMIONSC e over sensational adventures for the chums of COurse iha "’1'0,1”
it,"” said the chief St. Frank’s. All readers of the Nelson i l"“ leav e
| ‘ S Lee Library will thoroughly enjoy next men will leave tho
mmspector  quietly. week’s stunning yarn, which is entitled : dlﬁltlru*t ﬂndf th}rrn
“And, certaintly, will be no further
we don't Wkt Lhese ‘¢« HANDFORTH’S CIRL CHUM!” danger for any of
inferal  Chinamen the schoolboys.

to win, do we? 1}'1!
be no satisfaction

for you, Lee, to allow yourself to be killed.

Your only sensible course is to find this—er— |
sanctuary that Dr. Nicholls has spoken of.
I rather fancy that Scotland Yard can pro-
vide you with one.”

“And the Tong?” asked Sir Joln. Do

you think that that vile organisation will be:
effoctively dealt with?”
- o1 am glad to say that Mr. Lee's exile
cannot be of long duration,” replied the
Scotland Yard mau. “There arc signs that
the Fa Changs are reaching the end of their
tether. They had made a most spectacular |
‘corne-back,” but 1t will not last for long.
The British authorities in China are making
a very drastic drive, and according to the
latest information to hand the Toug looks
}iii;c: Leing stamped out within the next fewi
ays.

“That, at all events, i3 good hearving,”

said iue Ilcud fervenlly.

And so the confe.-
ence continued.

It was deflinitely and finally settled that
Nelson Lee and Nipper should be taken away
from the school—taken to a place of safely.
Nelson Lee loathed and detested the neces-
sity for this move, but he knew that it was
out of the question for Nipper and himself
to remain. They would have to go—not be-
cause they were {frightened, but because it
was their duty to do so for the sake of,
others.

——y

CHAPTER 4.
The Exiles]

NE might have supposed that Nelson
Lee and Nipper would quietly slip
away, so that there would be no pos-
sibility of the Tong's agents tracing

O

them.
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But this would never have done, for the
Tong men, knowing nothing of their intended
victims’ departure, might have continued to
menace St. Frank’s. It was therefore neces-
sary that Lee and Nipper should leave in
the most elaborate manner—a manner that
would court full publicity.

It was still only mid-afternoon when the
next move was made.

Groups of juniors werve standing about in
thie Triangle, discussing the exciting bomb
incident. Tommy Watson and Sir Montie
Tregellis-West stood on the Ancient House
steps, lookmmg miserable.

“They’re taking him away to-day,” Wat-
son was saying. ‘‘Goodness only knows
when we shall see him again!”

“It’s frightfully bad, dear old bhoy!"’ sighed
Sir Mentie. ““Poor old Nipper! He must
be shockin’ly cut up—he must, really!”

“ And we don’t know what will happen to
him after he leaves,” went on Watson

rloomily. “How do we know that these
rotten Tong men won’t throw a bomb at
the car? If they can send a bomb by post,
they can——-"

1!3‘

‘““Rather a different thing, Tommy in-
terrupted Tregellis-West. “Not much tear of
discovery 1if they send bombs through the
post; but frightfully risky to throw one
from the roadside. And these Chinamen are
slippery customers, and they seem to take
good care of their own skins—although
they're so frightlfully thoughtless about other
people’s ekins.”

Handforth came up, looking flushed and |

excited,.

“Tt’s all rot—Nippcer going away,” he said
indignantly. “What’s the matter with the
Head? And with the governors? We're
ready to stand the risk, and I’m jolly certain
that Mr. I.ee and Nipper don’t want to bolt
like this!”

“They’re not bolting,” said Watson, with
a clare,

“What do you call it, then?”

“If the Secotland Yard men and the
governors want Mr. Lee and Nipper to gO,
what else can they do?” said Tommy. “I
understand they won’t be away for long.
Montie and 1 Ead a word with Nipper not
long ago, and he says that the Tong is pretly
well smashed up.”

“Didn’t seem like i$ this afternoon,” said
McClure.

“Perhaps they only said that to bluff you,”
eaid Handforth suspiciously. ‘I don’t be-
lieve the Tong is getting bealen. Anyhow,
when Mr. Lee and Nipper have gone, what
are we going to do for a Housemaster? And
what about the Remove captain?”

“Goodness only knows !’ said Watson help-
lessly.

“Of course, 1 can be temporary captain
during Nipper’s absence,” continued Hand-
forth. ‘1 don’t mind taking on the job——"

“But we do, dear old fellow,” interrupted
Travers. ““We mind very much!”

Tl NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

~ "Could you find anybody better than me
for a temporary skipper?” asked Handforth

coldly,
“You mean, could we find anybody
worse 77" murmured Travers. ‘‘No offence,

dear old fellow, but you weren’t cut out to
be a leader. If you held a Form meeting
and things didn’t quite go right, you would
punch every nose within arm’s length.”

- "Of course I should,” nodded Handforth.
““Any fellow who:jibs against me is going
to feel the weight of my fist!”

“Oh, dry up!” said Wateon. *“There’s no

need to talk about a temporary skipper.
Nipper won’t be away for long. And I dare
say we shall get on all right without a

Housemaster for a wegk or two.”

““Once they are gone they might never
come back!” eaid Harry Gresham, shaqking
his head. '

“You mean—they might be killed ?” asked
Sir Montie. -''Begad! What a frightful
thought !

““No, 1 don’t mean that,” said Gresham.
“But if these Tong men are still after them,
and there’s any risk of further outrages, tho
school governors might not allow them to
come back. The whole thing’s rotten!”

| ‘““Hallo! What the dickens is this?”
asked Nick Trotwood, staring at the main
[gat,eway. “Well, I'm blessed! ILook what’s
just arrived!”

They all stared. A powerful armoured car
had just driven into the Triangle. It was
an 1mposing-looking wvehicle, with an en-
tirely enclosed body—of steel. It came glid-
ing towards the Ancient House, sweeping
round in a great curve.

As it came to a halt, Chief Detective-
Inspector Lennard came down the Ancient
| House steps and walked briskly up to it. The
driver, who could be seen in iiﬂ little cubby-
hole, saluted.

““You’re here in good time, Parker,” said
| the Yard man.

“¥Yes, sir.”

“We’re nearly ready, and we’ll be out
within five minutes,” went on Lennard. “‘You
| can stop your engine if you like, and you
can stretch your legs—but be ready to start
al any minute.”

“Right you are, sir!” said the driver,
saluting again. iy

Lennard went indoors, and the juniors
 glanced at one another again—this time more
excitedly than before. i

“It’s for Mr. Lee and Nipper—to take
them away!” said Handforth blankly.

““An armoured car, by jingo!”

“Well, well! There’s nothing like being
on the safe side, dear old fellows.”

“It shows how muoh the police think of
those rotten Tong men,” said Gresham, with
|a whistle. “They probably think that Mr.
Lee and Nipper might be shot at if they
went in an ordinary car. It makes you feel
sort of all hot inside. Fancy things like
this happening down here, in Sussex!”

L (Continued on page 14.)
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Professor Puddleditch’s

Lectures !

You've never beard of that remarkable animal known as the womba-womba, have
vou ¢ But Professor Puddleditch bas—and be tells you all aboul 1l in this week’s
uproarionsly amusing lecture !

By Reggie Pitt .
LECTURE 7—THE WOMBA-WOMBA

UNCTUALLY as the school clock
P struck eleven, Professor Puddleditch,

preceded by his tremendous dictionary

which was clasped to his chest,
entered the Hall of St. Sycamore's College
somewhat unsteadily, and staggered up the
steps to the dais. e greeted the Form with
a breathless smile, and then dumped his dic-
tionary with a thud on to the table.

“This week, gentlemen,”” he warbled, “I
Lave chosen to speak to you of a strange
Least called the womba-womba.,  Now, the
wormba-womba is an animal which 1s unfor-
tunately almost non-existent, there being, I
understand, only one or two or three left,

““It i3, however, the possessor of many un-
common features (and by that I do not mean
it has four eyes and several noses), but that

its characteristics are such as make 1t a fit
study for our present investigation of the
Joesser-known  creatures which i1nhabit  this

earth.”

The professor cleared his throat, threw out |

Lis chiest—what there was of it—and settled
down to his subject.

“The home of the few remaining specimens
that ave still living 1 in Inkistan, situated as
yvou are aware—or should be—in the extreme
top right-hand corner of the African Cou-
tinrent, lonzitude ten degrees in the wet,
latitude about plus fours.

“One of the many—or several—remarkable
curiosities of this beast 1s that it has a fur

collar, which has developed througn the ages
until it is now quite detachable.

“You can appreciate the importance of this
asset in a country of great heat by day, and
intense cold by night., It allows the wombu
womba to put on its fur collar when going
to bed, and so keep warm and cowmfy, and
take it off again upon rising, when the heai
of the day would be likely to cause it much
Inconvenlence,

“The collar, when not worn around th»
neck, is hung upon the creature's tail, whicl
curls upwards, Thus, the collar is carried
about from place to place—and back again—-
and 1s always at hand (or should I say—a!
fail? He, he, he!), is then—we will compro-
mise—always handy by nightfall, in readine::
for use as nature intended i1t to be.

‘“ Another characteristic of the womba-
womba, not found in many other animals, is
its ability to move forwards, and then ¢
reverse gear and walk backwards.

“Its feet revolve for this purpose, so thu
it does not get corns when using allernatc
methods of locomotion,

“I need not stress how wuseful this trait s,
when in the pursuit of its prey. It can ap-
proach gradually, while all the time the prey
thinks it is walking away. It lives mostlv
on flies, which are attracted by the red glow
of its proboscis, or nose.

“To safeguard it when running in reverse,
womba-womba has two [Mat, hichly,

(Continued on page 44.)

i ]
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The Peril of the Yellow Men!

(Continued from page 12.)

““Anybody might think that we were in
Chicago!” said Handforth, with a sniff,

HE chief inspector examined his auto-
matic pistol, and tucked it back into
his pocket.

“Well, we’re ready,”” he said briskly.

Nelson Lee and Nipper were in their over-

coats, and they had just shaken hands with

Sir John Brent and Dr. Morrison Nicholls,

These latter two gentlemen were looking both
relieved and regretful.
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4159
gestion. And the Yard man made another,
A prefect was sent for, and within a short

time he and a few more prefects went into
the Triangle and hustled everybody into their
respective Houses,

“What’s the idea of this?”’ asked Buster
Boots of the Fourth,

‘““Never mind what the idea 1s—cut in-

| doors!” said Biggleswade of the Sixth.

“You're not one of our prefects!’” protested
Boots.

““It’s the IHead’s orders, and unless you
look sharp you’ll get into trouble!’” retorted
Biggleswade. ‘‘Now then—all of you!”

Before five minutes had elapsed the Triangle

“We hate to lose you, Mr. Lee,” said the | was clear. And, to make matters worse from
Head earnestly. ‘‘There is no need for me | the point of view of the juniors, all the main
to repeat, 1 am doors were closed,
sure, that it is In and nobody was
the best interests of M allowed to go to
yourselves and the C H R I S T A S the windows.
school that you “Never heard of
should go else- will soon be here such rotl”  said
wh edr e for a —and so will the Handforth, who was
period.” in the Ancient

Nelson Lee ENLARGED XMAS NUMBER House lobby.
smiled. “Bottling us up

“Considering Of
what has happened
to-day, it would be
unpnssxble for us to
remaln,’ he re-
plied. "“And you must not think, Dr.
Nicholls, that I intend to hide myself in some
gecure corner, My plan is to take the battle

into the enemy’s camp. I am going to work

hand in hand with Scotland Yard, and we
shall, 1f possible, locate the To(iga head-
quarters in London and get our hands on Yen

Sin

“gi’uu must be careful, Mr. Lee,”’ said Sir
John Brent anxiously. ‘“We are not pre-
pared to obtain the services of another
Housemaster. We shall expect you to re-
turn,”

“It’s no good, gentlemen—Mr. Lee isn’t
the kind of man we can keep locked up,”
said Lennard dryly. ‘‘He’s a born fighter,
and nothing will keep him out of this scrap,
And if we're not better than these infernal
Chinamen—dangerous and ruthless as they
are—you can call me a nigger!”

“Yes, I think we’ll heat tbem,” said Lee.

“The car’s outside, and I want you to
hustle as soon as you show your faces in the
open,”” continued the chief inspector. "I
don’t think for a minute that there’s any
danger—but you can’t be too sure.”

Nipper was not feeling so cut up about
going. If Nelson Lee was actually going to
fight the Fu Chang Tong in London, then
leaving St, Frank’s for a period would not
be so bad. If there was detective work to
be done, Nipper was determined to join in.
And he was as keen on pitting his wits and
energies against these Tong men as Nelson
Lee was,

Sir John Brent and the Head did not
come out with them. It was Lennard’s sug-
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the

like this|”

“Merely a pre-
cautionary measure,
dear old fellow,”
said Travers. e !
 take it that Mr. Lee and Nipper are about
to come out. There might be some snipers
on the watch, and it would be a shocking
tragedy if some of us chaps got potted by

mistake, wouldn’t 1t %"
“Snipers ?”’ repeated IHandforth, staring.
“What rot!”

“Well, you never know,” said Travers,
solemnly. ‘‘These Tong men are dangerous
brutes. They might be perched up on the
roof somewhere, or in one of the trees.’

Travers was pleased to be slightly sar-
castic—although it was quite lost upon Hand-
forth. These elaborate precautions made the
St. Frank’s jumiors realise that the danger
was indeed acute, and everybody was ex-
citedly discussing the dramatic situation.

Mr. Lennard strode into the Ancient House
lobby with Nelson Lee and Nipper. There
was an immediate shout from the crowd of

juniors, and some of them attempted to press
round,

““Hurrah !”

“Good old Mr. Leel”

“Don’t be away from us for long, sir!”

Tregellis-West and Watson grabbed hold
of Nipper, and pulled him aside.

““This is rotten, you know,” said Watson, -
“We’ve hardly had a minute with you,
Nipper! Where are you going to? How long
will you be away? When shall we sce 3,01:.
again 7"’

“You won’t fail to let us know how things
are going, will you, dear old boy?”’ asked
Sir Montile,

“Cheese it, you asses!” chuckled Nipper.

“You’re making too much fuss about it.
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It’s Scotland Yard’s idea to take all these

precautions—not Mr. Lee’s. He can’t very
well  help  himse!f, because the School
(fovernors ecalled 11 the aid of Scotland
Yard.”

“Blow Scotland Yard!"' put in Handforth.
coming up. ““Why can’t Mr. Lee go his own
road 2"’

‘* Beeause, if he ignored the Yard’s help,
and if anything happened-—-anything serious,
I mean—he'd be to blame;”’ replied Nipper,
“And the guv'nor knows that it 1sn't fair
to expose the school to any sort of peril.
We've just got to go, my sons!”

“Beastly hard cheese,” s=aid Handforth
svmpathetically, *‘I suppose they’ll keep you
locked up somewhere 7"’

““Let them try to keep the guv’nor locked
up,”’ retorted Nipper. “*My dear ass, as soon
as we get to London we're going to start
active work—detective work. The guv’nor’s

plan 15 to locate the headquarters of the
Tong, and to get to grips with Yen Sing.”
Handforth started.

“Then—then you're not going into

hiding 7’ he asked blankly. _
“*Not in the way you mean,”” replied

Nipper. “We might diszuige ourselves, and

take different names, but we shall be active

enough.” 1

his
“You'll need me with you,

“By George!” said Edward Oswald,
eyes gleaming,

e

then!

“I‘:I‘l ?T‘

““If there’s anv detective work to be done,
I'm the chap for the job!” said Handforth. 4
“Where’s Mr. Lea? 1'll put it to him——=""

““I shouldn’t bother, old man,” said Nipper
gently.  *“Much as the guv’'nor would—ahem!
—be delighted to have
vour  services, I'm e
afraid this obstinate, T
hard-headed  Scotiand j
Yurd man would put
the veto on your sug-
gestion.”

“I'll have a word
with him!" said Hand-
forth promptly.

“1lold lam  back,
vou chaps!” said
Nipper appealingly.

“Leave him to us!"”’ replied Church.

“Let go, vou fatheads!” said Handforth,
a: Churel and MceClure seized him., **What's
the idea of this? I'in going to talk to that
Seotland Yard man. He's a pal of mine, If
I ask him nmicely —="

“I want wou fellows to go along to the
Moor View School,”” said Nipper, interrupting
Handforth's indignant flow. “Say good-bye
to Mary Summers for me, will you?” ]

“The pleasure will be all ours,”
Travers,

““1 haven't had a chance of secing her—I
couldn’'t go out, and I didn’t want to ask
her to eome here,”” said Nipper. ‘‘It would
Lave looked so funny. She doesn’t . know

sald

that I'm in any real danger—and perhaps
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I'm not. Anyhow, she'll understand if you
explain to her.”

“Leave it to us, old son,” said Tommy
Watson. ““And don’t forget to be back soon.
We shall be skipperless until—-""

“Now then—now then!"” said Chief-
Inspector Lennard, bustling up. “ You boys
will have to let Nipper go now. We're wait-
ing to start.”’

“Hallo! The very man I want to sce!”
said Handforth, “I'm coming with you,
Inspector Lennard!"

““*No, you're not!” said the Yard man,

“I'd rather face a dozen Tong men than
travel up to London with you!”

He seized Nipper's arm before Handfort!
could reply, and a moment later Nelson Lee
and Nipper slipped through the half-opencd
door, with Lennard just in front of them—
Lennard now carrying his automatic in his
hand.

The door closed, and Nelson Lee and Nipper
nad gone!

CHAPTER 5.
The Tong Men!
LANG!
‘ The door of the armoured ear
closed, the engine purred, and the

_powerful vehicle went gliding out of
the Triangle. There had been no need for
the. chief inspector’s elaborate precautions;

for the whole vieinity of St. Frank’s was as

peaceful as ever, The sky had became over-
cast now, and the afternoon was becoming
dull with a trace of mist.

It was comforfable in the armoured car.
Nelson Lee and
Nipper sat at the back,
whilst Lennard took
his  seat beside  the
driver,

“(Go  pretty  slow
until we get to Ban-
nington, YParker,” he
said, as they turned
out of the gateway.
“We want everybody
to see us, vou under-
stand ?”

“Yes, sir,”
“I1f anv of these infernal Chinks are abont,

we'll let them have a good view of us,”
tinued the chief inspector.

He turned round and glanced at
pPassengers.

“You'd better show vourself as clearly as
possible at the window, Lee—and you, too,
voung 'un,” he said. “Wo want our Tong
friends to know that vou're aboard. It's
special bullet-proof glass in those windows,
s0 there’s no danger of you being potted.”

“Bullet-proof glass?"” asked Nipper
wonder, ‘It looks ordinary enough.”

“Something new-—something special.,” said
the Yard man. “I fancy we're going to have
our Flyving Squad cars fitted with it.
Nothing like being on the safe side.”

COIi-

the

1n
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They dawdled on their wafe to the village,
and they passed through Bellton slowly and
sedately—much to the astonishment of a few
local inhabitants and shopkeepers who saw
them. Armoured cars of this type were an
unusual sight in this quiet Sussex village.

“You can speed up a bit now, Parker,”
said Lennard, as they got on to the Ban-
nington road. “Let her out to about thirty
along here—and you can go as fast as you
like after we get through Bannington.”

“All right, sir,” said the driver, _

They gathered speed, and Parker veered
to the off-side of the road. For, just ahead,
there were some repairs in progress. Being
a Saturday there were no men at work now,
and half the road was barricaded off.
Trestles and scaffold-poles were used for this
purpose,

“That’s funny,” said the driver in a
puzzled voice. *‘I could have sworn that it
was the other side of the road that was up.
I scem to remember e

“Look out!’ shouted the chief inspcetor
suddenly.

The armoured car was just entering the
nalf-scction of road, and at that sccond
Parker saw the thing which Lennard had
scen.  Right in front of them was a deep,
vawning excavation |

There wasn’t time to pull up, and even
when the driver tried to swerve it was too
late. T'he off-side wheels plunged into that
excavation; the ecar veered over, rocked
madly for a sccond, and then toppled over
on its side.

There was a rush of feet. An arm snaked
through the open window next the chief in-
spector, and a heavy chunk of iron eame into
violent econtact with Lennard’s head—just as
that unfortunate individual was trying to
scramble into an  upright position. He
sagged over, and remained still,

The driver was jammed between the steer-
imng-wheel and the off-side door, and,
although he wasn’t injured. he was unable
to get out. Lee and Nipper, in the back,
had received a severe shaking. DBoth of them
had been flung violently over, and Nipper
was partially stunned.  Lee’s right arm was
bruised and numbed. and when he attempted
to reach for his revolver-pocket he found
that he was temporarily paralvsed. Every-
thing. 1n fact, was going in favour of the
attackers.

In a flash, Lee knew exactly what had

happened.
Just before the armoured car had come
along, somebody had shifted some of the

trestles and the scalfolding, Thus it had
seemed to Parker that it was the off-side of
the road which was open, and he had con-
sequently driven straight on. Not until it
was too late did he find out that there had
been treachery.

A sumple trick, but a very effective one.

That deep trench im the road had done its
work, and the armoured ear was helpless.
Its very weight had been agninst it, and its
armour-plating was now no protection what-
SOCVer.

N extraordinary scene, this.
A The quiet country road was filled
with motley figures. One or two of
them were Chinese. Others were

“dagoes.” All of them were dressed roughly,
and they seemed to be a tough crowd.

The spot was singularly suitable for such a
hold-up. It was right on a bend, and it was
because of this bend, indeed, that Parker
had had no time to realise the nature of the
trap. .

This bend had another advantage—for the
attackers. The spot was hidden from view,
and the driver of any approaching vehicle
could see nothing until he was actually on
the spot. And there were two special men
on duty here—members of this gang. One
stood at the Bellton end of the bend, and his
companion stood at the other. They were
there to stop all traffic that should happen
to come along. But, as it chanced, there was
no trafiic whatever.

These were the Tong men |

Nelson Lee knew it in a moment, and he
half-expected that his iast seccond had come.
He believed that these desperate men would
cither shoot him down—Nipper, too—or else

hurl a bomb at the a.rmaure_d_ca.r whi:::-h
would completely wreck it, killing all its
occupants.

“Guv'nor!”  panted Nipper clazr-di;,;.

“What—what's happened?”

“They’'ve got us, young ‘un!” muttered
Lee. “I've never felt so helpless! My
arm—""

Ile broke off. The front side door was

being pulled open. As the car had toppled

yover on its side, this door was therefore prae-

tically over Nelson Lee’s head. A small ob-
ject was quickly thrust in and the door was
slammed to. At the same instant a heavy
cloth was flung over the upper part of the
door, which was open.

Nelson Lee caught a glimpse of the little
object sliding down behind the unconscious
Lennard's bhack. Lee struggled up, and
attempted to reach over. IHe had no doubt
that the thing was a bomb. Like rats in a
trap, he and his companion were to be
annihilated !

There came a sharp hiss, and then a
puft.

Instantly the interior of the car was filled
with choking, pungent vapour. Something
seemed to cluteh at Nelson Lee’s throat, and
he fought for breath. Everything swam in
front of his eyes. Poison-gas oceurred to him
—just before consciousness left him. In his
last remaining moments of sensibility he
heard a gasping cry from Nipper, and
another from Parker, the driver,

Then came oblivion.

Chief-inspector Lennard had considered it
a very smart move to use this wvehicle for
conveying Nelson Lee and Mwpper to London.
Yet, actually, it was the worst type of var
that he could have employed. If it had been
an open automobile, of the ordinary kind,
Lee and Nipper would have been flung our.

lu_uc-l_
'l

| unhurt, and they could have put up a good
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fight. As 1t was,
they had been
hopelessly
trapped,

Two minutes
elapsed, and then
the door of the
cir was wrenched
open, and  the
fumes quickly bil-
lowed ouf into
the open air, to
be  dissipated by
tho brecze,

In the rmean-
time, an ancient
I'ord van had rat-
tled out of an ad-
jacent meadow,
and it now stood

on the sound sce-
tion of the road,
alongside  t h o
dercelict, There
Wis a neatness
a nd precision
ohont the whole

procecdings which
indicated  t h oat
there wore braims
at the back of the
affair.

T h e m ¢ n
swarmed over the
armoured ¢ a r.
tUne of th e m
jumped inside,
and almost 1m-

moediatel v
Nelson Lee's 1nert
form was hoisted
up., Strong hands
gripped 1t an d
hauled 1t out.
Swiftlv Lee was
transferred to the

apparently, had no interest in the representa-
tives of Scotland Yard.

Nipper was placed beside Lee in the old
van; the engine roared, and the vehicle
started off—conveying its curiously assorted
gang with it.

Round the bend there was a brief pause.
A man on the road quickly shifted some
seaffolding and placed 1t rizht across the
highway from hedge to hedge. He pulled a
board out of the ditch, and placed it in posi-
tion. On it were the words, “Road Closed.”

By this time the scaffolding had been

arranged in exactly the same way farther

alonz, ronnd the other bend—and there was
another board there, too. The Ford car
picked up its final passenger, the flaps at
the back closed to. and the whole dramatie
cpisode was over—having occupied less than
forir minutes from first to last,

What the dickens is this ? '’ asked Nick Trotwood, staring in
For coming through the main gateway of St. Frank's was a

‘o '
1‘-3;}1‘(‘1 van. .Trhlvn am}:liazlgglént.

came Nipper. The powerful car, the body of which was enclosed in a covering of steel.
cisief inspector

and his assistant

were  left in the dereliet.  These raiders,

The Ford took the Caistowe road, and one
or two pcople who were standing about at
the end of the village only gave 1t a casual

glance, A dilapidated commercial van—just
that, and nothing more. What was there to
arouse  anvbody’s suspicions? 'he van

vanished into the eathering dusk of the short
November afternoon.

And there, on the Bannington road, wero
those two bhoards in front of the scaffolding,
Traflic passing in either direction would en-
counter the barrier, and would naturally turn
back, sceking some detour,

The derelict armoured car was invisib!
from both ends of the closed section—and
even if it hadn’t been invisible, not many
motorists were likely to take much notice of
it. Thev would assume that there had been
an accident, and that the road was closed

| in consequence,
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There was only the chance that a pedes-

trian would eclimb over the scaffolding and
walk on. Yet, notwithstanding this, it might

well happen that an hour would pass before
anything sensational was suspected.

And already Nelson Lee and Nipper were
being carried off, They had been kidnapped
by the agents of the IFu Chang Tong in broad
daylight, within half a mile of Bellton Village
—and not a soul, it scemed, had the slightest
inkling !

CHAPTER 6.
The One Who Saw!
¢¢ e NINK my rum rations!”’ ejaculated Cap-
tain Phimeas Boomn.
He was in what he called the
“(Crow’s Nest,”” and rigged up in frout
of him was his favourite telescope on 4

kind of swivelling holder. Ile had one eye
held steadily to the telescope, and he was
gazing with frank curiosity.

Captain Boom was the one man 1n the
whole district who had obtained a view of
the exciting incidents on the Bannington
road,

He was a man of about sixty, but he was
as active as any youngster. His appearance
was striking, for his ruddy, weather-beaten
face was adorned with an aggressive tuft of
beard at the end of his chin. His hair was
curly and red, and only partially concealed
by the peaked cap which he wore at a rakish
angle,

Captain Phineas Boom was an old mer-
chant skipper, and there were not many parts
of the world which he did not know almost
as well as he knew England. But now he

was living In retirement, and it was one of
his favourite pastimes to go up into the
“Crow’s Nest’’ and to take a general look
at the surrounding scenery.

At the moment, Captain Boom was watch-
ing an interesting and intriguing operation,
An old Ford van was backing info a meadow,
It was at least a mile away, and, with the
naked eye, nothing much could have been
scen—particularly as the atmosphere was
inclined to be misty.

But through that powerful telescope Cap-
tain DBoom could see every little detail. It
brought the spot close to him. And he
watched the maneuvres of the van merely
because it was the only picce of activity
within range ot his telescope.

But it wasn’t the van which had induced
Captain Boom to utter that ejaculation. It
was something else,. Two men had jumped
from the van, and they were hastily shifting
some trestles and scaffolding—so that the
open  section of the road should now be
closed. It was such an unusual proceeding
that Captain Boom could hardly believe
the evidence of his eyes.

He saw that deep trench in the road, and
e knew that if any vehicle came along now
it would stand a good chance of plunging

into that excavation before the driver could
realise his peril.

And while Captain Boom could sec these
things so clearly it is doubtful if the Tong men
could see Captain Boom. He had a telescope
to assist him, and they had none. Moreover,
how could they suspect that somebody was
watching them from a spot far aloft?

Captain Boom and on old friend of his—
Peter Jiggs—had recently purchased Bellton
Chase, a quiet, picturesque old house on the
Caistowe road. They had rectired, and they
intended spending their days in this peaceful
little haven. Both of themm had been cm-
ployed for many years by Commander Samp-
son Rudd, late R.N.; but upon Commander
tudd’s death, they had decided that a life
of retirement was clearly indicated.

One of the features of Bellton Chase—the
chief feature which had induced Captain
Boom to buy it—was a high turret which
reached upwards well above the normal roof.

The turret was surrounded by any amount
of ornamental stonework., It was reached
from inside by means of a steep stairway, and
there was a trapdoor in the roof. Up there,
with his telescope, Captain Boom would
spend many an hour. And, owing to the
ornamental stonework, he was practically n-
visible from the ground. Yet he, himself,
could see everything.

From that high elevation, he could waltch
the ships out at sea, beyond the Shingle llead
lighthouse. Indeed, if the sea had not been
in full view he would never have bought Bell-
ton Chase at all.

“Monkey business!”” muttered the old
skipper, frowning. ‘‘That’s what 1t is, by
grog! Monkey business, if ever 1 see any!”

He heard the powerful purring of a motor
vehicle, and, taking his eye from the tele-
scope for a moment, he looked right down
into the wvillage street—which was in clear
view from that high turret. He saw a strange
car gliding off towards the Bannington road,
It was an armoured car. It was making
straight for that trap farther round the bend.

Until this moment, Captain Boom had had
no definite idea of what was in the wind.
He guessed that the road barrier had beean
moved for some tricky purpose, but it was
only now that he received a real clue to the
nature of the situation.

An armoured car! And it was coming from
the direction of St. Frank’s!

Captain Boom was no fool, and he shrew dly
put two and two together.

Nelson Lee and Nipper—going away frmn
St. Frank’s, probably in the car: . the mili-
tary authur:tzes or the police! And those
men at the bend, monkeying with the barrier,
were agents of the Fu Chang Tong!

“BSink my anchor!” ejaculated Captain
Boom fiercely.

He could do nothing, and his helplessness
filled him with alarm and exasperation.
Shouting would be quite useless. Nobody
would hear him from this elevated position
of his. Besides, what could be done? Thne
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rapidly suspected a trap—and, what was more, a

death trap.

('aptain Boom, like everybody else in the He knew of the explosion in DBellton Wood,

The | an hour or two since—news of that kind

the whole | travels rapidly in a small country community.
Boom, | Were these Tong men going to bomb that

armoured car, after it had got stuck in the

It was he who had helped Nelson Lee and | {rench ?

Nipper some days ago. Lee had requeatedg
the old captain to remain indoors whilst Lee |
went abroad in Boom’s personality, It had
been a precautionary measure, in order to
deceive the Tong agents.

Not that this subterfugze had really helped
Nelson Lee much, for Yen Sing and his men
had captured L.ee—and Nipper, too—in spite
of all these precautions,

There had been some fear that Captain
Boom would have incurred the enmity of the
Tong, and that ne himself would be menaced.
But nothing had happened. Yen Sing was
confining all his attentions to Lee and Nipper,

And now, as Captain Boom watched, his

heart beat far more rapidly than usual. He

Boom saw the whole thing. He saw the
car enter the wrong section of road, and he
saw it topple over on its side. Then he saw a
number of men sweep out from the hedges
and climb over the car like a swarm of
insects.

““By hurricanes!” growled the old skipper.
“There’s foul weather down there, or I'm
a barnacle! The craft’s capsized, and therno
durned pirates are murderin’ the crew! Aun’
here am I, stuck up in the crow’s nest, too
far away to do anything!”’

He was about to leave his telescope, anl
to hurry downstairs, when he beheld the
inert figures of Nelson Lee and Nipper being
lifted out of the car. They were quickl;
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transferred to the waiting Ford van; and
then, shortly afterwards, the van moved off.

“I’'m a barrel o’ rum if that ain’t queer!”
muttered the captain, puzzled. ‘*What’s the
idea o’ takin’ ’em away? I thought they’d
be killed out o’ hand. But these slab-sided
" swabs have taken the prisoners aboard their
own craft, an’ they're settin’ off under full
sail I’

His common sense told him that the Tong
men would never have taken Lee and Nipper
away if they had been killed outright, The
very fact that the famous detective and his
schoolboy assistant had been seized proved
that they still lived.

There could -be only one possible explana-
tion.

Sudden death was too good for them! ¥Yen
Sing had something else in mind-—something
more fiendish, Ile was taking his prisoners
away so that he could torture them at his
leisure !

The whole thing had happened so quickiy
that Captain Boom was still breathing hard
with excitement when he beheld the Ford
van turning into the Caistowe road. And
then it came rattling and rumbling past his
very front door.

There was no reason why he should not
now give the alarm—and do his utmost to
have the van stopped, and the kidnapped pair
rescued. Yet, if possible, he wanted to keep
his eye on that van. He could see a good deal
of the Caistowe road, and it would be some
little time before the van was out of sight.

He left the telescope, ran to the trapdoor,
and jerked 1t up.

“Jiggs!”’ he thundered.
lump o’ tarpaulin!”

““ Ahoy, there, cap’n!” came a voice from
somewhere below.

“Come ’ere, durn ye!’’ roared the skipper.

He soon beheld the face of a wizened little
man. Mr. Peter Jiggs was a mild in-
dividual, and he had a real liking for Cap-
tain Boom. He never took any notice of the
old skipper’s insulting form of address.

“What’s wrong, cap’n?’ called Jiggs.
“Makin’ enough noise up there, ain’t ye?”’

“Don’t talk so much, ye old land crab, an’
listen to me!l”

“I’ll bet the whole village is listenin
retorted Mr, Jiggs. ‘‘’Tain’t often I've seen
ye so excited, cap’'n. No use sayin’ I ’ave.””

“It’s them "Tong men!” shouted Captain
Boom. “They’ve scuttled Mr. Lee’s cralt,
an’ they’ve grabbed Mr. Lee an’ Nipper, an’
satled off with ’em!”

“Well, T'll be darned!” ejaculated Mr.
Jiggs.

“You go to the telephone an’ ring up
the school!” commanded the skipper. *‘‘Tell
e that Mr. Lee an’ Nipper ’ave been col-
Jared, and get ’em to come down ’ere. I’ll
’ave more information for ’em by the time
they arrive. 1 can still get a good view 0o’
that craft through my telescope.”

“You’re real ’andy with that telescope,
cap’n—no good sayin’ you ain’t!” declared

“Jiggs, ye wizened

R EE
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Mr. Jiggs breathlessly. “Right ye are!
Leave it to mel”
““Avast there!” said the skipper. ‘'You'd

best telephone the p’lice, too—— Durn his
hide! He’s gone!”

Mr. Jiggs hadn’t heard thje captain’s final
instructions, and the captain himself was too
anxious to get back to his telescope. When
he did so he made another dizcovery, and
he was glad enough that he had not gone
down from his lofty perch.

The IFord van, instead of keeping to the
Caistowe road, had turned off and was now
ploughing along an open track across the
downs, It was evidently making for the
cliffs.

“Looks ugly!” muttered Boom uneasily.
“Looks like they’re going to throw ’em over
the cliff. Yet that don’t scem sensible,

some’ow. Maybe there’s some deeper game.
No tellin® with them lop-eared, yellow
skunks!”

N the meantime, Mr. Jiggs was at the
[ telephone downstairs. Either he asked
for the wrong number, or the operator

connected him up wrth the Ancient
House Common-room by mistake. At all
events, 1t was this telephone which rang

at St. I'rank’s.

There was a number of ’phones at the
great school. KFach Junior Common-room
had its own telephone box—and there were
instruments in the Senior Day-rooms, too,
and in the Housemasters’ studies. The school,
in fact, had its own private exchange.

Handforth happened to be in the Ancient
House Junior Common-room when the tele-
phone-bell rang, and he made a run for
the box, arriving just before Travers.

“It’s a call for me, I expect,” said Hand
forth briskly.

“Well, well!” said Travers. ‘““Why the
panic, dear old fellow? Are you afraid that
I might recognise her voice ?” :

“Whose voice, ass?”

“I dare say she is the sweet young thing
in the cashier’s desk at the Japanecse Café,”
nodded Travers. *“Naughty, naughty! T'm
surprised at you, Handy! What would Irenq
say 7"’

“You howling chump!” roared Handforth.
“I’'m expecting a telephone call from one of
the big London magazines!”

“By Samson!”

“I sent a short story up two or three days
ago,”’ explained Handforth casually, “I
gave the ecditor our ’phone number, and I
asked him to give me a ring—just to teil

rme when the story is likely to be pub-

lished.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
““Nothing like being
Travers approvingly.
““Handy isn’t optimistic—he’s  ecrazy!”
growled Church. *““That story he =ent up
was the most awful drivel g
“Tt was what?” demanded
aggressively.

optimistic,”  said

Handforih



TIIE NELSON LEE LIERARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

THE ST. FRANK’S QUESTIONNAIRE
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with another sct of questions, next week.

1.—Who is Ezra Quirke. and where does he

live?

2.—Which St. Frank's Removite swam the
Channel?

3.—Who is the headmaster of the River

House School?

4.—What is the telephone number of the
Grapes Hotel in Bannington?

5.—What is the name of Archie's friend
who lives at Helmford Hall?

6.—Who are the occupants of Study No. 4
in the Modern House?

7.~—~Who is the Chief of the St.
Fire Brigade?

3.—What is the name of the Fourth-Former
who has boxed in the professional ring?

Frank's

9.—Why are the rotters of the River House
School known as ‘“* The Honourables ' ?

10.—Wha is the foreman of Holt's Farm?

11.—What was the Modern House called in
former days?

12.—Where are the Priory ruins situated?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK’S QUESTIONS :

1. Mrs. Tracey. 2. Private house called
the Mount, 3. Mr, Spence. 4. Moat Hol-
low, an old empty house near Bellton Dridyge.
factng the River Stowe. 5. Bob Christine,
Roderick Yorke and Charles Talmadye.
6. Llewellyn Rees. 1. Kadiators and coal
fires. 8. Ferdinand. 8. Tom Burton,
10, Diek Goodwin. 11. Mr. Alfred Stwmpson.
12. On «a rock jutling out beyond Shingle
Head,

“Tho bell’s still ringing,” eaid Church,
backing hastily away.
Handforth went 1nto the box, lifted the

receiver, and took a deep breath.

“Hallo!” he said. *“‘This is Handforth,
and——-"'

“You’re one of the boys,
came a voice. “Well,
do as well as anybody else. 1'm Jiggs.”

“Jdiggs!”" ejaculated Handforth. **Who
do you think 1 am, then—Dinty Moore ?"”

“It don’t matter who you are, young
gent,” came Jiggs' urgent voice. “Mr, lLec
an' Master Nipper are in trouble, an® il’s
no good sayin’ they ain’t! Both of ’em just
bin kidnapped by them Chinese swabs!”

“What!" gasped Handforth. * Kidnapped!
Mr. Lee and Nipper?”

“Somebody trying to pull Handy’s leg!”
said Travers, as there was an 1immediate
buzz following Handforth's ejaculation.

“Dry up, you asses!” shouted Handforth.
“What's that?” he added, into the {ele-
rhone. "“You say that Mr. lLee's been kid-
napped—and Nipper, too?”’

ain’t you'?!”
it don’t matter—you'll

“Not five munutes ago,” replied Jiggs.
““Just on the Bannington road. Cap’'n Boom
saw 1t all—he’s up in the turret, with ’is
telescope. There ain’t any time to lose,
voung gent, an’ it's no good sayin’ there
13. You'd best 'wrry!”

“But what’s happened ?” demanded Hand-
forth frantically. *"How? I mean, where?”

““All the cap’n says was to ring up the
echool au’ let ye know,” replied Jiggs., “The
cap'n wants you to come down, scein’ as
there's a chauce that you might be able to
elp a bit. If you come to the Chase, the
cap'n will tell you all the details. T don't

know ’em myself yet, an’ it's no good sayin’

1 do.”

“Is this true?” asked Handforth, a dark
suspicion crossing his mind. ‘‘Look here,
you're not trying to pull my leg, aro you?"

“It’s as true as I'm a mortal sinner, young
gent,” came Jiggs' earnest voice. *]
wouldn’t try t{o deceive ye ou such a
matter!”

“All right—we’ll come down!”
IHandforth.

He hung up the receiver, dashed out of the
box, and found himself surrounded by a
crowd of other Removites. They were all

promised

looking excited—and many of them wero
sceptical.

“Mr. Lee and Nipper have been kid-
napped!” panted MHandforth., *“*Somethinws

happened to them on the Bannington road!
Captain Boom saw it through his telescope!”

““Great Scott!”

“My only sainted aunt!

“Half a minule, Handy!”
Pitt, of the West House.
know that this is authentic?”

“How do I know it’s what?"”

“ITow do you know that the information
i3 true?” eaid Reggie. ‘‘Somebody may
have been playing a joke!”

“That’s what I thought at first, but Jiggs

]!!

said Reggio
“How do you

swore that it's true,” replied Edward
Oswald. *“He told us to go down to the
Chase, and Captain Boom will then give us

all the details.”
“We'd better
Tommy Watson.
ring up the police——
“"Bteady !” put in
do anything like that, dear

tell the Head!” said
“And somebody had bettex

Travers. ‘‘Before
old fellow,

we
hadu’s
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we better verify it? Handforth says that it
was Jiggs who telephoned, but how do wo
know ? Some ill-matured blighter might have
rang up just to fool wus.”

“Well, 1t’s easily proved,” said Pitt.
can ring up the Chase—-" ~

“Why waste time like that?”
broke in Handforth. “We'd
better get down to the Chase at
once—and if the yarn 1s true,
Captain Boom will oon let us
know.” _

There was more cxcitement,
It was generally agreed that it
would be better not to tell Dr.
Nicholls or any of the other
masters anything about 1t yet.
Far better go to the Chase and
get to know the details. De-
sides, it was more than likely
that Captain Boom would have
telephoned to the police him-
sclf. There was nothing to be
gained—and much to be lost—
by wasting a lot of fime.

CO.

ANDFORTH &
H rushed for their Austin

Seven, and Travers got
his motor-bike out. In
the Triangle, Reggie Pitt and
some of the other jumiors ran
wto William Napoleon Browne,
of the Fifth. And Reggie scized
hold of Browne's arm,
‘““Aro you game for something
exciting ' he asked quickly.
“I am game for anything,
brother,” replied Browne.,  “ It
is a well-known fact that we
Brownes have mnever flinched

¥

[rem——

i Ell.'f I_-a

“Never mind that!” inter-
rupted Pitt. "I want you to
get your Morris-Oxford out, and
to drivo a crowd of us down to
the village—to the Chase!”

“I must confess,” said Browne, pained,
““that 1 had not anticipated any such re-
quest as this. Greatly as I admire the peppy
methods of you juniors, I must nevertheless

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF
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point out that my Morris-Oxford 18 no
charabanc——" The rope was passed round Nipper’s neek and
“It’s urgent, Browne!” said Pitt earnestly. significantly. Yen Sing looked at Nelson L:?
he sald

“There’s a rumour that Mr. L.ee and Nipper

have been kidnapped by the Tong men! We
want to rush down to the rescue!”

““Good enough!” said the lanky
Form skipper.

He dashed off to get his Morris-Oxford,
and he had it out just as soon as Handforth
was ready with the Austin Seven. There
were at least eight juniors packed into the
Austin, and it spoke volumes for the stability
of that litle car that it never flinched.

Fifth

.Nﬂt that the Morris-Oxford flinched,
either., Over a dozen juniors squeezed them-
selves into it, somehow or other. And

Browne, at the wheel, raised no objection.

In addition to these carloads and the two
motorcyclists, a number of other juniors—
all told, nearly half the Remove and the
Fourth-—got out their pedal-cycles. Then
there was a great exodus from St. Frank’s.
They all arrived at Bellton Chase in the
dusk, and they found Captain Phineas Boom
and Mr. Peter Jiggs waiting outside.

“Smart work, lads—smart work!” sang
out the old ekipper. ‘‘Sink me for a shark!
You’ve got a full cargo, ain’t you? How do
T get aboard?”
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1 the Chinamen grasped hold of the rope and pulled on it
ay me twenty thousand pounds and your friend shall live,”’
then he shall die ! *’

“Is it true, Captain Boom?” asked Hand-
forth breathlessly. " Some of the chaps think
that 1t’s only a practical joke! You haven’t
been fooling us, have you?”

“T wish I could say I had,” replied the
skipper. *“But it’s as true as old Jiggs is a
dried-up chunk of scaweed! Saw 1t with
me own eves! That armoured ear was cap-
sized, an’ Mr. Lee an’ Nipper were trans-
ferred on to another craft.”

“Where are they !’ asked Tommy Watson
in anguish, “Oh! This 1s awful | After all
those precautions, too!"”

LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES 23

““No good carryin’ on like that, my lad.”
said the old skipper. “We'd best be movin’,
By all that T can sce, there ain’t any time to
lose 1

“"No good sayin’ there is!?”
Jiggs.

muttered Mr.

CHAPTER 1.
The Cunning of Yen Sing!

>y~ dusk was growing
deeper, and the mist was

inereasing, as the two cars

and the cycles went along
the Caistowe road. In the
general excitement nobody had
thought of the unfortunate Chief
Detective-inspector Lennard and
his companion. Nelson Lee and
Nipper had been kidnapped, and
had been carried otf, and the
juniors concentrated their

energies upon giving chase.
"'Lere would be time, perhaps,

to set other machinery in motion
after the Ford van had been
located., It was significant that
this van had-—according to Cap-
tain Boom—Ileft the road and
taken to a side-track which led
only to the cliff top.

At all events, it narrowed the
chase—it elearly indicated that
the pursuit would not be a long

onc. Within a few minutes, at
the most, something definite
would be known.

It was this faet which caused
Handforth and Travers and all
the other boys to dash off without
the loss of a second,

The ground was rough on that
s1de-track, and neither of the
cars could make any speed. Con-
sequently, the pedal-cyclists
found that they could keep up
with comparative ease. The
whole c¢rowd went over the downs
as a united body, there being
only one or two stragglers,

““By George !"" said Handforih
tensely. “There’s the van—

look! Standing on the top of
; the chff !
“I’ve seen it already!” said

Church breathlessly. “I1 wonder
what it means? We'd better go easy, hadn’t

we? Those rotten Tong men might have
set a trap for ust”
“That’s not very probable,” replied

Tommy Watson, who was also in the Austin
Seven. ‘‘The very fact that the van is here
proves that something drastic must have been
done with Nipper and Mr. Lee. I'm horribly
afraid that we shall be too late! Perhaps
they’ve been chucked down the chiff 17
“Cheese it !” growled Church. ‘“There’s
lno scense 1 mecting  trouble half-way,

Watson.”
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T was found, on investigation, that the
IFford van was abandoncd.  Captain
Boom and Mr. Jiggs, with Handforth

& Co.,
van boldly—indeed,
not a living soul near it,
gonoe,

“What does it
hoarscly.

“By grog!” said Cmi ain Boom in his
deep, rumbling voice. **Avast there, boys!”

He had his faithful telescope to his eye,
and he was scarching the sea. Tn spite of the
dusk, 1t was lmfﬂl:!v for Captain Boom to
get a clear vision of Caistowe Bay and the
great jutting promontory of Shingle Head,
with the lighthouse set on the cmlernm:st
rocks,

Over to the left the twinkling lights of
(‘aistowe were beginning to appear. DBut
Captain Boom was not ]nnl-'.ing at the head-
land, or at the lights of Caistowe. He was
concentrating his attention upon a small
black dot on the surface of the sen, some
distance out from the shore,

“It's a boat!” he declared. “ She's s‘ﬁlin'
on a straight course from this spot, an’ shic’s
makin’ for the open bay.” .

“What i3 it—-a rowing-boat,
asked Travers.

“#he’'s a rowing-boat,’ answered the
skippee.  “She's full of men, too, and as
surc as I'm an old scadog that boat has got
Mr. Lee and the :,mmgktm* aboard !

“How can we be sure?” asked Watson
anxiously.

“Take a look at the shore below,” replied
the eaptain. “Nothing there, 1s there? No
men—no bodies. Them Chinks didin't bring
Mr. Lee and Nipper here to throw them over
the cliff. They've bin took out on that boat.’

“Dut why? Where are they being taken 77
shouted Iaundforth.,

“Shanghaied, by the looks of it!" mut-
tered Mr., Jiggs. *“Seems ugly, an’ it's no
good sayin’ it don't!”

Captain Boom breathed hard.

“That dorned beat 1s makin' a straight
course for that big tramp steamer lyin' out
there in the open bay,” he said. **See her,
bovs? She's an ugly tub—forcigner, by the
looks of ’er. If she don't sail on the evening
tide vou can call me a wall-eved porpoise!

and all the rest, approached the
recklessly,  There was

'1'111-: Chinese hLad

1

mean ? asked Watson

captain 2"

These Chinks arc takin' Mr. Lee and the
lid off—takin’ 'em to se al g
“To China, perhaps!” g'tspml Tregellis-

West.

« “That wouldn’t surprise me, neither,” said
the captain., “See here! I'll stay on the
cliff top an’ watch that boat—until it gets
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to the stcamer. Some o' vou young gents
had best rush back an' tell the p'lice. Wao
might be mistaken, but there don't scein to
be much chance of it. Leastways, we'll do
all we can. 1 reckon them Tong men think
they're safe—they can't see us up here,
Jlthough we can sce that boat. The odds
arc with us, boys!”

And durmtr the next two or thiree minutes
the juniors made rapid plans, and then there

vas considerable activity,

FLSON LEE and Nipper, still un-

N conscious, were hoisted over the side

of a dirty, rusty tramp steamer

which lay at anchor in the bay., She

was, in faet, a Portuguese ship, and she had

a mixed cargo aboard—and, as Captain

Boom had suspected—she was due to leave

that evening on the tide, bound for the IFar
Fast,

Indeed, her skipper was only waiting for
this boat to be picked up before hoisting
anchor and steaming off—for the tide was
even now suitable, and his papcers were 1n
order.

The captain was a dark, greasy-looking
individuuL with a thoroughly evil face. llo
was dressed in a nondescript fashion, and he

was in a fever of hu{\utivm'ﬂ as the pri-
soners were brought aboard and the boat

hoisted on to its davits.

Clang-clang !

The tnstant the boat was clear of the water
the captain—on the Dbridge—sounded the
engine-room telegraph. Tmmediately after-
wards there came the thud-thud-thud of the
wheezy old engines, and the propeller com-
menced to churn the water.

Yen Sing, who was travelling as a pas-

senger, had worked things out very
accurately. He had, incidentally, paid this

dago skipper a handsome sum of mouncy on
condition that he—the skipper—should uask
no awkward questions,

There were other passengers, too—also
Chinamen, It scemed that these agents of
the Fu Chang Tong were loaving Ingland
in a somewhat precipitate manner.  But
they were not going 'mthmtt taking Nelson
Lee and Nipper with them.

The two prisoners were swiftly carried
below, and they were placed in a large, com-
fortable ecabin. They were laid on  the
cushioned lockers, and Yen Sing, very smart
in a well-cut tweed suit, carefully examined
Nelson Lee.

“It is good!” he murmured,
short time and we shall talk.”

He was right,

Less than half an hour elapsed beforo
Nelson Lee opened his eyes, and N, . ger, too,
recovered consciousness almost nt the samo
moment. LExeept for dull headaches, they
felt none the worse for having inhaled that
stupcfving gas.

“It was with regret, my decar Mr. Lee,
that I found it mnecessary to adopt such
drastic methods,” said Yen Sing in his silky
voice, “You will realise, however, that I

(Continued on page 26.)

e Very
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Edward Oswald Handforth undertakes to answer, in his own unique fashion, ay

quesiton *“ N.L.”

readers care lo submil lo bim.

Bul, although of a certainly

he resulls will be amusing and enlerlaining, the Edilor takes no responsibilily

poi their veracily.

S. H. OCKED (lIslington). It's very good
of you to tell me that I'in a chap with plenty
of brains, but you could have saved ycurselt
the trouble. 1'm quite aware of the fact,
old man. This is what you ought to do to
thut fellow who raided some tuck from your
locker: grab hold of him by the scruff of
the neck, put his head in chancery and then

procced to dot him one in the left eye with
your right, bif him in the right with your
left, then tap his nose with a handy mallet.

himn in the
collar

duck
and then

nearest trough
some  of  your

1] ! . - A " o
mother's clothes pegs, hook him on the
clothes line and leave him there to dry.
Then tell him that if he does such a thing
again you'll get rough with him.

J. C. LIPSCOMBE (Staines). This bright
lad signs himself **Yours admiringly,” and
proves his words by starting his letter,
“Dear Fathead Handy,” and by mforming
me that 1 ought to have been born on the
First of April, and before twelve o’clock!
He further shows his admiration of me by
saying that my face should be fried. Here’s
my answer to you, old man: Go and chase
marbles|

“BASHER BILL " (Oldham) asked me to
meet him at the Oldham Town Hall on
October the 19th. Sorry I couldn’t get there,
Basher—by the way, I think that’s a topping
naine—but the fact 18, I've got a bone in
my

E. J. A. U. L. Brough (Thames
I'm glad you didn’t put your Christian
names in full, old chap, otherwise I'm afraid
there wouldn’t be space for any more replies
this week. So you took Irene to the pic
tures the other day, did you? That’s
funny, because I took her to the phttum
myself that day. One of us must be wrong-
and I’'m jolly sure it isn’t me. 1 have won-
derful memories of that glorious night; tlmf
'I]"'"IL l]t {”1[“(1 e, ""-Iii" 1ITe ]] ITJII Ness-
(Whoa back, ]Tl.l“(i‘r Don’t give away
your secrets!—Iip.)

Alter that,
of water

leg.
Ditton).

all

Wrile to Handforlh, c¢fo the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, fo-day.

ERNEST §. HOLMAN (Leyton). Sorry
I disappointed you by not entering for the

Schueider  Trophy. Yes, it was very
thoughtless of me. I'll see what 1 can do
about it next year, perhaps. Your riddles

are so casy—ahem l—that I shall not trouble
to bore other readers with them here.

“STOUT-HEARTED " (Enfield) informs
me that he weighs a mere sixteen stone—
then I:\, have you called yourself “stout-
huul‘tmt ?—and wants me to tell him how
to reduce. Something drastic is obviously
required, and 1 suggest that my correspon-
dent should rise every morning at five
o’clock and go for a brisk trot—say, fifteen
miles. A good idea would be to take a
chum with him, the said chum to carry a
long hairpin which he would use in the
case of the other showing signs of lagging.
Arriving home once more, “Stout-hearted ”
shonld then have a bath in cold water,
making sure to step into the water with care,
so as to avoid causing a miniature tidal
wave. After that a brisk rub down, followed
by three hours of strenuous exercise. Do
this three times a day for a few wecks and
my chum will soon be a more or less normal
human being. (Less than more, I'm
afraid.—EDb.)

F. B. L. (Braintree) writes telling me he
wants to be an author, and asks me to give
him a few tips. Well, it all depends. The
art of writing 1is born in some people; and
from your letter I have a feeling that Fou
were not one of the lucky ones. However,
don’t be downhearted. Follow my advice
and you’ll soon be as notorious as I am in
the writing world. You can’t do better than
read the works of authors who had already
made their name. Have you ever heard of
those stories which feature Trackett Grim
and Splinter? Of_course you have. Well,
read those and you’ll be on the right track
towards fame.

EDWARD OSWALD.
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The Peril of the Yellow Men!

(Continued from page 24.)

had no option. lad I failed to capture you
then, you uou‘d have passed completely out
of my reach.’

“Where are we, guv'nor ?V
dazedly., *“What's happened?
scem to remember much.”

“We are apparvently aboard a steamer,
Nipper,” replied Lee. “Mr, Yen Sing has
given me no details, but I gather that we
were both gassed in that armoured car. 1
must confess that my last conseious thoughts
were to the effect that we should never open
our ¢yves to this world again.’

“It's a pity we have, guv'nor,” said
Nipper, as memory came flooding back to
. “These devils mean to torture us!
That's the only reason they've made pri-
soners of us hike this! On tlas ship we're
at their mercy, and when they've finished
their f{ilthy work they'll drop us mmboﬂrd i

Yen Stnn' shrugged “his shoulder

“You must not get such mvlmirmnatic
ideas into your head, my young friend,” he
said in perfect lnﬂ'lish “‘There is to be no
torture—neither are you to be killed. Cer-
iain  circumstances have arisen  which
materially affect lhu stituation.”

There was something confident about Yenr
Sing's tone; he scemed to be complete
master of this new situation he talked of.
And there was that note of supreme con-
fidence in his voice.

He had no fear of Nelson Lee or of Nipper
making a sudde r1 attack  upon lnm, or
making a bid for liberty. Outside this cabin
were two or three of his men—all of tlu ‘m
armed. The ship, morcover, was on th
wove, making out into the open Channel.

But, more important than anything else,
was the fact that Lee and Nipper were fe el-
ing weak and listless from the effects of the
drug which had permeated their systems.
They were couscious, and their brains were
normal; but as yet they had little or uo
strength,

“We must have a little business conference,
Mr. Lee,” said Yen Sing softly, as he :=atl
down next to the schoolmaster-detective. “'1
am happy to tell you that there is no longer
any need for you to be executed. I have a
proposition to put before you.”

“You can save vour breath,’’
“I shall make no terms with you.”
« “No?”’ purred Yen Sing. ‘““We shall sce
my friend-—we shall see! If you will com-
pensate me adequately, I will report to the
Tong leaders that their orders have been duly
exccuted, and that vou and vour young friend
have been {.l*.‘ItIt. with according to instrue-
tions, It will be quite easy—quite simple.
Do you understand? 1 am giving you a
chance of life.’

Nelson Lee made no reply.

“DMy word will be accepted,”” continued Yen
Sing. “If I say that you are dead, there
will be none to disprove the statement, Here
18 your choice. You will compensate me in

asked Nipper
I—1 don't

said Lee,

and vou will vorage in
this ship to a certain fmmrrn nort. There YOI
will land, you will assume new names and
identities. Nelson Lee and Nipper must die,
so far as the world is concerned.”

““And the alternative ?"’

“Is—death,” replied Yen
“An ugly death, my friends.
when you may so easily live ?"

Nelson Lee thought rapidly. It was evi-
dentgthat the cunning Yen Sing was bent
upon lining his rmn pn“I cts. Perhaps he had
heard rumours of the Tong's approaching col-
lapze. No doubt thi:: present scheme was a
mere try-on. Yen Sing was fleeing from
England, and he was hopeful that he would
get back to his own native land with a for-
tunie in his hands. He was using Nelson Lee
as a stepping-stone to gain that fortune, Lee
was frankly curious.

“What do you regard as—ample compen.
sation ¥’ he asked, looking straight at the
Chinaman,

“Shall we say--twenty thousand pounds?"”’
asked Yen Sing. “Ah, it 15 a large sun,
but not too large. I am aware, Mr. Lee, that
you have a considerable private fortunc.
You are not the ardinary schoolmaster. You
have much wealth in war bonds—in stocks
and shares—and in actual cash, Twenty
thousand pounds will reduce your wealth, no
doubt, but you will still have ample to live
comfortably. And surely it is better to live
than to die? And if you refuse this pronosi-
tion of mine, it will be your young friend who
will die first. He will die, I may add, in
this very cabin, and before your own eyoes.
Think well—think deeply—before you make
your decision. I am a patient man, and 1
1.'.:'ll wait.”’

“I would not presume to keep vou in a
state of suspense,”’ said Lee grimly. “‘I will
have nothing to do with your proposition,
Yen Bing. Not oue solitary penny will yon
Bueere c:ut of me, I refuse to deal with
you in any way.

A glitter came into Yen qing's eves.

“"lou are rash, my friend,”” he said gently.
“Yon are indeed foolish! I am in a position
of power—you are helpless. The advantage is
all with me, A simple little draft is all 1
require—a document which can be presented
to your London bankers. This ship is calling
for additional cargo at another port, and it
will be easy for me to send one of my men
to London. If he returns with the necessary
money, then your peril will be over, It caun
all be so simply arvanged, I merely require
your draft—and your word that there wili
be no treachery. You are a man of honour,
and your word will satisfy me,"”

“Don’t have anything to do with it,
guv'nor!” urged Nipper hotly. “We're in
the hands of the Tong, and we shall be killed,
anyway! Don’t give this fiend tae chance of
robbing you—-"’

“Iave no fear, Nipper,”" broke in Lee, hiy

the manner I name,

Sing  gently,
But why die,

voice hard and eold. “I Lave already told
Mr, Yen Sing that 1 will have nothing to do
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At least eight juniors packed into Handforth’s Austin Seven ; about a dozen fellows squeezed into

Browne’s Morris-Oxford, while other chaps mounted their motor-cycles and bicycles.
The St. Frank’s party was on its way to the rescue of

there was a big exodus from the school.

And then

Nelson Lee and Nipper !

with his proposal. It is not my way to make
terms with murderers!”

Yen Sing did not move a hair, but that
glitter in his eyes became more venomous.
He shrugged his shoulders, Perhaps he
recognised the note of finality in Lee’s tone.

“Very well,”” he purred. *“*We will see, my
friend !’

He clapped his hands, and three other
Chinamen immediately came into the cabin,

CHAPTER 8.
Forced to Surrender!

YEN SING spoke to them in his own

language, and they immediately came
forward.

Two of them seized Lee and bound
his hands and ankles.  Another rope was
passed round his waist and tied securely to
a heavy metal catch which projected from
the wall of the cabin.

There had been no possibility of Lee or
Nipper putting up any fight. In the hrst
place, they were feeling weakened, and in the
second place their enemies were too numerous.

“Now the boy!”* said Yen Sing, in English,

Nipper’s hands were tied behind his back,
and his ankles, too, were secured,

“Think you can scare us, c¢h?”’ he said
contemptuously. ‘‘Well, let me tell you this,
Yen Sing. You won’t be able to frighten
Mr. Leel”

“I am sure you are right,” agreed ¥Yen
Sing. ““I may not frighten him—but 1 have

a conviction that I shall induce him to

change his mindl”’

To Nipper's horror, a rope was placed over
a hook overhead. There was a loop in this
rope, and the loop was slipped over Nipper's
head and drawn fairly tight.

““There is no occasion for us to mince
matters, Mr. Lee,” said Yen Sing politely.
“I am not a man who believes In wasting
time. I present an interesting alternative to
you. KEither you will agree to my proposition,
or you will see your young friend hanged in
front of your eyes!”

Nipper laughed.

“It’s only bluff, guv’nor!’ he said, trying
to keep his voice steady. ‘‘Don’t agree to
anything!”’

“It is such a simple matter,” sald Yen
Sing, looking at Lee, “A draft on your
bhankers—a mere matter of twenty thousand
pounds. I am offering you your lives. You
are in the hands of the Fu Chang Tong, and
I amn prepared to ignore my orders and to
let you live. And yet you hesitate. 1 do not
think you will hesitate much longer.”

He clapped his hands, and the other
Chinamen immediately pulled on the rope.

“Gently—gently!” said Yen Sing. ““Do
not break his neck. 1t is better that Mr,
Lee should witness his death struggles!”

lee gripped himself. He gazed at Nipper
in absolute horror There was nothing of
the bluff about this. Yen Sing was in deadly
earnest. '
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For already Nipper's feet were clear of the
floor, and he was hanging there, that rope
tightly around his neck. Already the un-
fortunate youngster's face was becoming
eminously red. and his gurgles were horrifv.
ing to hear, Ixactly as Yen Sing had said,
Nipper was being hanged in front of Nelson
Lee’s eyes!

“You devilI”” shouted Nelson Lee hoarsely,
“Let him down!”

““Ah! You are alarmed at last, eh ?” mur-
murmured Yen Sing. Y But have no fear—it
will be some minutes before the breath is
completely choked ont of him. His present
struggles are as nothing to what they will
he very shortly., Death by this means is slow
—and, I have been told, painful.”

Nelson Lee was caught in a trap.

Againzt such methods as these he was help-
less, For it was utterly impossible for him
to eit there and to see Nipper murdered in
this way. The cunning Chinaman had played
a trump card.

If Lee himself had been in danger he would

have resolutely ignored his tormentor’s
threats. But it was different with Nipper,
““You hound! You devil! Lower that

boy!" shouted ILee,

““Ie shall be lowered after you have agreed
to my proposal,”” replied Yen Sing coolly,
“The choice is with von, Mr. Lee. You
have, perhaps, one full minute left. Will you
gsee him die—or will you sign the draft
that—""

“Lower that boy, and I will sign!" brolke
in Nelson Lee hotly,

“And vou will give me your word that
there shall be no treachery 7" asked Yen Sing,
a light of triumph entering his eyes. ‘““You
will promnise that——""

“You have won!"' panted Lee., “I wili
agree to anything—if you will lower Nipper
before he is dead!™

Nelson Lee was frantie. Nipper's {ace was
now ‘nearly black, and his struggles were be-
coming feeble., Yen Sing had allowed Lee
no time to turn the matter over in his mind—
no time to think of any alternative sugges-
tion. And Lee, in consequence, was abso-
lutely forced to give in. Resolute and iron-
willed as he was, he could never have seen
Nipper killed in this fashion,

« ““You are wise, my friend,” said Yen Sing
silkily.

e clapped his hands again, and Nipper
was nmmediately lowered to the floor,  He
sareed at the knees, then collapsed. The
rope was loosened, and he was carried ro
one of the big seats and laid upon it.

Water was forced down his throat—and
then a little trandy, Gradually -lhie began to
reCOVET.

““The boy is unharmed,” said Yen Sing,
crawing a chair to the table. “Now, M.
Lee, we will get down to business.”
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CCORDING to all appearances, Yen
A Sing had won the battle,

He had gained Nelson Lee’s

promise, and he knew that that

| promise would be kept,

The steamer was now out into the Channel,
and any idea of pursuit never entered Yen
Sing’s mind. How could there be any pur-
suit, indeed?  The police were probably
scouring the countryside, of course, scarch-
ing for tho missing pair. They would lind
the abandoned IFord van, but that would not
tell them mueh, There was nothing to prove
that Lee and Nipper had been  brought
aboard this Portuguese steamer.,

Yen Sing—unfortunately for himself—know
nothing of Captain Phineas Boom and his
telescope |

Events had been moving rapidly, and
Captain Boom had enee again proved his
sterling worth. Through his telescope, ho
had seen the rowing-boat deliver its  pas-
scngers on to that tramp steamer, And the
fact that the steamer immediately got uander
way was significant,

Caistowe was the next objective.

The Austin Seven and the Morris-Oxford
and the host of eyeles sped into Caistowe
without delay.,  The police were informed,
St. Frank's was rung up, and a regular hue
and ery was started.

But there was an annoying delsy with
the police—a delay which exasperated the
St. Frank's fellows so much that they could
hardly contain themselves.

Night was coming on, but the police wero
unwilling to take any immediate action.
They wanted positive proof that Nelson Lee
and Nipper had been taken aboard the old
tramp. Captain Boom's evidence, after all,
was not conclusive, Although he had seen
that boat approaching the steamer. he had
certainly not recognised Nelson Lee and
Nipper.

The police had found that the vessel was
dite to call at another port, and they were
inelined to leave matters until then. They
would board the vessel when she docked, and
wotild search her,

But what was the good of this?

“They're mad!” said ITandforth fran-
tically. “By the time that ship gets into
port, Mr. Lee and Nipper will have been
killed!  There'll be no cvidenco at all!
They'll have been dropped overboard some-
where in the Channel, after being tortured !

“Why can’t the police give chase?”
Tommy Watson.
them 7"

“Red tape, T suppose. dear old fellow.”
said Travers with a sigh. “You know what
it is. Before they can do anything they've
got to get a warrant signed. It's probably
necessary to get hold of the Chief Constable
of the County.”

“And, in the meantime, Mr. Lee and
Nipper arc to be killed 7 asked Sir Montie
in anguish. “Boegad! It's all frightfully
worryin', dear old boys! They ought to got
the Navy out for a thing like this—they
ought, really !”

; - I}F.'In‘f_i
“What's the matter with
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“By George, ves!” said Handforth, his
eyes gleaming. ‘‘What's wrong with order-
ing a destroyer to chase that rotten tramp
steamer ?”

“Might as well hope for a tidal wave to
swamp her!” said Travers. * Before the
Navy ecould move, an Admiralty Order would
be neeessary.”

However, Captain Boom had not been idle.
He believed in taking unofficial action, and

there was nobody to stop him.

By this stime, Mr. Beverley Stokes, the
Housemaster of the West House, had arrived
on the scene, and he and Captain Boom and
Mr. Jiggs were busy for some time in Cais-
towe Harbour.

Then the news spread to the boys that two
tugs were being got ready. Their owners
were friends of Captain Boom's, and their
grizzled skippers were only too willing to
lend a hand. There were plenty of volun-
teers, too—fishermen and all kinds of local
inhabitants,

(Captain Boom was popular, and
called for volunteers they came in
numbers.

It really did seern that something definite
was to be done at last |

if he
large

CHAPTER 8.
The Chasel

ITHIN half an hour everything was
W ready.
Mr. Stokes had thought, at first,
of sending all the juniors back to
St. Frank’s, but he hadn’t the heart to do
it. He was very much of a
boy himself, and he knew

how these fellows were
burning with anxiety to
join 1n the chase. He

offered no objections when
Handforth and Travers and
Watson and all the others
crowded on to the wailting
tugs.

“Well, 1it’s about time
that something was done!”
said Handforth breathlessly.
“That rotten tramp
stcamer’s got a good start,
Goodness only knows when
we shall overtake her !”

“Captain Boom 1s very
optimistic,” said Reggie
Pitt. " That dago tramp

is a rotten old tub, and she can’t get up
much speed. These tugs are nippy, and
they'll soon overtake her.”

“Well, I hope we get off before any of
these port officials stop us,” said Handforth
anxiously. “You know what they are—they
micht say that we mustn’t sail.”

Amid a great deal of cheering and shout-
ing, the tugs set off. They were big vessels,
and their decks were crowded with a mixed
throng. Large numbers of St. Frank’s
seniors had turned up by now, and many
of these had joined in the chase.
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Then, too, there were many of the sturdy
men of Caistowe. Nelson Lee and Nipper
had been kidnapped, and carried off by that
dago tramp steamer! The crowd of

rescuers that set off in those two tugs was
a grim, determined one.

Such a head of steamn had been raised on
the tugs that sparks belched out of their
funnels as they ploughed across Caistowe
Bay. Their engines thudded and their pro-
pellers churned.

The tramp eteamer’s next port was known,
so there was no doubt regarding the course
she would take. To chase her was a simple
matter,

Once outside the bay, the tugs began to
feel the swell of the Channel. They dug
their bows deeply into the waves, and the
spray came tearing across the decks in great
masses of smother. And on that cold Novem-
ber night there was a chill nip in the wind,
too.

But nobody cared. The excitement of the
chase had gripped them all, and they were
ready for anything.

“How long will this last?” asked Hand-
forth, as he stood amidships on the deck of
one of the tugs. ‘' Shall we overtake that
tramp before midnight 7"

One of the tug’s crew grinned.

“She ain’t far out, young gent,” he re-
plied. “If we don’t come up with "er within
the hour I shall be surprised !”

“An hour!” said Handforth excitedly.
“By George! That’s good hearing! I
thought we should take half the might ™

“These tugs may not look very rakish, but

they're F retty fast-movin’,”

“And t
as a hearse.”
“l mean to say, the chase won't be so

replied the man.
1at rotten tub of a tramp is as slow

long as we thought, what?”’ asked Archie
Glenthorne. ‘“‘Odds spume and spray! [ got
an absolute neckful that time, dash 1t !”

Not that anybody cared about getting a bit
damp. In fact, the majority of the St.
Frank’s fellows were fairly bewildered with
all this excitement. It had come as a shock
to know that Nelson Lee and Nipper had
been captured by the Tong, after all—and
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this chase, following on the top of that dis-
closure, had not allowed the boys any time
to think much. They were having a big
thrill—and they liked it.

There was something rather fine about the
whole adventure. As one man, they had set

out upon this chase. There had been no
hesitation—no drawing back. Nelson Lee
and Nipper were In peril-——and that wus
enough. There was only one ery—*St.

e

Frank’s to the rescuce!

The excitement geew to fever piteh when
the lights of a steamer were discerned in the
far custance. Other Lights had been scen, but
they were obviously not those of the quarry.

The two tugs were ploughing along, side
by side, a matter of two or three hundred
feet separating them. Captain Boom stood
on the tiny bridge of one of the tugs, next to
the skipper. It was this craft which really
led the chase. The other tug was ready to
stand by, to take any orders that Captain
Joom would give.

“TIt srems that we'll never overtake her ”
said Watson, as he clung to the rocking
vessel's sido and stared ahead. ““I wonder
what's happening? By this time, perhaps,
Nipper 1s dead |”

“It’'s no good talking like that, old boy,”
said Sir Montie gently. “We've got to hope
for the best !

These two juniors were naturally more
anxious than any of the otlhiers—since Nipper
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was their own particular chum. They were
both in a state of acute mental tension
Knowing, as they did, how the Tong men
had nearly succeeded in murdering Nelson
Lee and Nipper on that earlier ocecasion, they
could not quieten the apprehensive thudding
of thetwr hearts. They were haunted continu-
ously by the awful thought that they would
be too late.

It was an exhilarating experience, never-
theless—this grim chase ont into the Channel.
And ir seemed that the captain of the tramp

steamer gathered that something big was
afoot. For as the tugs closed up with their

quarry, it was noticed that the old tramp was
inereasing her speed.  Great volumes of
smoke belched forth from her rusty funnel
Her engines were evidontly being worked to
their utmost capacity. Not chat the tramp
had the slightest chance of outdistancing her
pursuers.

“We'll soon be on her now!” said Hand-
forth, instinctively clenching his fists. "By
George! 1'm just ready for a scrap! 1f 1
can only get my hands on those rotten

Chinks, I'll—"

“Better go casy, Handy!” warned Gres-
ham. “You know what those Chinks are—
they'd as soon stick a knife into your ribs
as look at you!l"

“Let ’em try it on!"” retorted Handforth
aggressively. *Think I'm afraid of 'em?”
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“It’s all to the good to be bold and deter-
mined, dear old fellow—but a spot of caution
is advisable, all the same,” said Vivian
Travers. “I rather think we'd better let
Captain Boom do most of the directing.”

“"Ho can do all the directing he likes—
but I want to do some fighting}” said Hand-
forth. *““And if Mr. Lee and Nipper have

been hurt, then there’s going to be

slaughter!”

“We're closing wup with her pretty
rapidly,” remarked Gresham. “Hallo!
We'ro veering off to her starboard side.
The other tug is making for the port side.”

“"Reminds me of one of those exciting
flijhns at the Palladium,” muttered Reggie

itt.

There were, indeed, some elements in this
situation which were very reminiscent of a
film drama—only in this case the excitement
was genuine.

Now that they were at such close quarters,
the excited boys could see that the tugs were
overtaking the old tramp at a remarkable
speed. She secemed to be almost stationary
as they closed in on her, sandwiching her
between them.

She was an ugly, misshapen sort of oraft,
with a high stern and a high forecastle.
Amidships she was low down, a fact which
Captain Boom had already noted. 'The tugs,
ereeping nearer, would have little or no ditli-
culty in discharging their human cargo.

““ Ahoy, there!” bellowed Captain Boom’s
voice, magnified into a veritable roar by
means of a megaphone. ¢ Ilard astern, durn
ye! Heave to!”

In spite of the gloom of the night, a figure
could be seen leaning over the end of the
tramp’s bridge. He cupped his hands over
his mouth.

“What you want?” he shouted in broken
English. “Me Santa Maria, of Lisbon——"

“T don't care if vou're Santa Claus!” bel-

lowed Captain Boom. ‘‘Heave to! You've
got passengers aboard——"

“There he is!” yelled Handforth sud-
denly. “Look! It's Yen Singl”

There was an immediate roar of excite-
ment.

“The captain was right, then,” said Mr.
Stolkes grimly. “Get ready, everybody!

This is going to be hot work!”

A figure had appeared ncar one of the
deck lights, having emerged from an iron
doorway. It was Yen Sing, and he had
come on deck to find out what all the noise
was about—never having the faintest sus-
picion of the real truth. By the time he
drew back 1t was too late. He had been
recognised by the 8t. Frank’s fellows.

"Phe Chinaman raced up to the bridge and
geized the skipper by the arm.

“You keep these people off!” he said in-
1.?15:(*1?. “You understand? Keep them
oftf 1

“Not easy,” said the captain, in alarm.
“Many of them—-""

a1

“Keep them off and I pay you well—I
pay you double!” interrupted Yen Sing.
“You turn your ship suddenly—see?”

The Portuguese captain shook his head.

"Sink the English tug-boat?” he said.
“You want me spend many year in English
prison? I not do it}”

Exactly whart Yen Sing would have done

next was never known—but he looked very
dangerous. There were indications that he
imtended bringing force to bear on the cap-
tain of the Santa Maria.

But he did not do so. For just then one
of the tugs bumped against the tramp’s side,
and she was held there by the skilful work
of her skipper. There was a shout of tra
umph, and numbers of Caistowe fishermen
and crowds of St. Frank’s fellows jumped
aboard.

Then came another bump from the port
side, and a similar flood of invaders arrived,

As Mr. Stokes had said, things were get«
ting hot!

CHAPTER 10.
St. Frank's to the Rescue!

‘s OME on, St. Frank’s!”
“Hurrah!”

“Down with these rotters!”
“Buck up, the Remove!”

There was a confusion of shouts and cries
as the invaders swarmed over the mid
ship decks of the Santa Maria. And now,
unexpectedly, there was a new development

A rush of feet sounded, and over a dozen
men came charging at the fishermen and the
schoolboys. They were foreigners for the
most part, and they were armed with belay-
ing pins and erowbars and similar weapons.
Mr. Stokes had hardly expected the tramjp’s
crew to put up any sort of resistance.

“You boys keep back!” he shouted warn-
ingly. “This 1s going to be ugly! It’s a
job for men!”

By this time the captain had signalled to
the engine-room, and the tramp’s engines
were silent. She was merely drifting along
under her own way. The tugs had secured
themselves, and were drifting with her.

The captain ran to the middle of iho
bridge, and stood looking down into the well
of the ship.
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“Stop!” he shouted, waving his arms in
his excitement. “What are you—pirates?
You board my ship, and where is your per-

mit? Why you stop me on high seas?"”
There was a lull in the preparations. The

ficht hadn’t properly started yet; the

atiackers and tho defenders had not yet

actually clashed.

“You are the captain of this chip?"” de-
manded Captain Boom.

“8i! Yes, 1 captain,” replied the other
hotly. ““What you mean?”

“You've got some Chinamen aboard this
craft,” went on Boom ominously. ‘A lop-
cared son of a barnacle named Yen Sing,
and a crowd of his pals. You've got two
Englishmen, haven’t you? Leastways, an
L:ighbhman and an English boy. Hand them
over, and we'll leave you 'ﬂmw

M, ‘[ Al v e eletvmrman fqenl,
1110 Lloriuguese nnl}lyrt m.ul

“No English!” he repled.
English aboard. No passengers.’

“That’s a lie!” yelled IIaml[ulth.
already seen Yen Sing!”

“Yes, vou'd better come out
truth!” said Mr. Stokes, striding forward.
“We give you fair warning, captain, Either
vou give us permission to scarch this ship
of yours or we'll search it without permis-
sion Which i1s it to be?”

“You—you search my ship?” shrieked the
Portuguese.

He rushed frantically from one side of the
bridge to the other. He shouted to his
ofhéers, and then he gave some orders to the
men on the deek below. Instantly they
charged to the attack. Evidently the captain
did not relish having his ship searched.

““That’s done it!” muttered Tommy Wat-
son. ‘“Oh, my hat!”

Mr., Stokes turned swiftly to the boys,

“If you want to help, young 'uns, get
down below—scarch the ship!” he snapped.
“We'll deal with these men. Find Mr. Lee
and Nipper if you can. And look out for
those Chinamen!”

Mr, Stokes had quickly revolved the
matter in his mind, and he almost regretted
—now—that he had allowed the boys to
come, He had not anticipated any such re-
sislance as this. And it oceurred to him
that it would be safer for the schoolboys to
get below, and to search the nhip than it
would be for them to join in this desperate
battle on the deck.

The boys themselves quickly
jumped at the chance.

Why there should be a battle puzzled both
Mr. Stokes and Captain Boom. They had
been certain that the Portugucse skippér
would be only too glad to liand over the
kidnapped pair—and the Chinamen, too.
But by resisting in this fashion the q]u]}p{'r
of the Santa Maria was laying himself open to
grave trouble. o obviously knew that he
was in the wrong, and he was now making
matters worse,

Handforth, as might have been expeeted,
was one of the first to get below. He found

P P |
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an iron stairway leading downwards, and he
dived headlong into the bowels of the ship,
closely followed by Church and McClure—-
who were far more concerned about their
leader's safety than the actual search for
Nelson Lee and Nipper. They had an in-
stinctive knowledere that Handforth would
only gel himself into trouble.

The rest of the fellows broke up into
groups, and the search of the chip commenced
in real earnest.,  On the deck there was a tre-
mendous shouting and clattering and yelling
as the fight commenced.

Down below, in the cabin, Nelson Lee and
Nipper were listening with ecager ears,
They had heard certain mysterions sounds—
they had even felt the bumping as the tug-
boats had #lid alongside the tramp steamer.

Then had come Lm:a shouts and the commo-
tion. , : o
“I'll swear I heard Handy’s voice, sir!

said Nipper eagerly. ‘1 believe we're going

to be reseued!"

IPPER'S throat was paining him badly

N —it was bruised and grazed-—but he

had forgotten all about it now. IHe

and Lee were still bound up, and

there was no escape for them-——unless they
obtained assistance.

The door suddenly opened and Yen Sing
came in, followed by his Chinese allies,

“The ropes—take them off I'" said Yen Sing,
pointing to Lee,

His men sprang to obey.

“Your friends have arrived, Mr. Lee,”’
Yen Sing, his eyes gleaming with
“They are clever, these friends of
Always they come in time to save you,
this time they are too clever!"

Lee said nothing. The ropes had been re-
moved from him by now, and Yen BSing
pointed to Nipper. The other Chinese re-
leased him, and started to hustle him out of
the cabin.

“What are yvou doing with that boy?"’ de-
manded Lee sharply.

“You will come with me. my friend,”” re-
plied Yen Singz. “You will come up on the
bridge—and you will address these fellow.-
countrymen of yours. You will tell them to
get. back on to their own vessels and to
iem-e!"

“Indeed! What makes you
shall tell them to do that?”

“If they have not left
fifteen minutes, your young
perish,”” replied Yen Sing softly. **You un-
derstand? It is to your advantage, there-
fore, to carry nut iy instructions. This boy
is to be taken far below—where he will Le
locked in a steel-doored store-room. There is
no ventilation. It is but a mere cupboard.
Te remain locked in that tiny space for fifleen
minutes will mean death,. So, if you want
him to live, yon must persuade your {riends
to leave this shup.”

Yen Sing waved his hand,
carried Nipper out.

said
ovil.
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Led by Edward Oswald Handforth, the St. Frank’s boys and§their companions swarmed on to the

tramp steamer in a surging erowd.

““ St. Frank’s to the rescue ! ’* went up a shout, and the next

moment they had charged at the crew, who were armed with belaying pins, erowbars and similar

weapons.
“Come!” went on Yen Sing. ““We go to; Yen Sing was standing near the doorway,
the bridge. You know by this time, Mr. | his yellow face alight with feroeity.

ILe¢e, that T am a man who does not bluff,”’

Outside, Nipper was carried bodily, and he
was whirled round a dark corner of the evil-
smelling corridor,

Thud!

Something crashed into the face of one of
the leading Chinamen, and he gave a grunt-
Ing cry and slithered to the floor.

Thud!

The same thing struck another Chinaman
on the point of the nose, and he, too, gave
a howl of agony and released his hold.
Nipper fell, and the other Chinamen were
confused.

“Come on!”’

roared a voice, “We've got

’em! Down with these rotten Chinks!”’
Handforth and Church and MeClure and
Travers and (Gresham and seven or eight

other Removites swarmed upon the startled
Chinamen like ants. They had been waiting
round the corner—they had heard the ap-
proaching footsteps, and had waited. And
Handforth’s fist, famous for its forcefulness,

had already done excellent work. He had
got in two glorious rights.

“Hurrah!” gurgled Nipper. ‘“‘Good old
S¢. Frank’s! Guv'nor! The chaps are
here”

The door of the cabin stood half-open, and
Nelson Lee heard the words distinctly—as he
had already heard the sounds of fighting,

| breathlessly.

“Ho!”? he
beat me?”’

Lee leapt forward, clutching at the Tong
man. In a fash, Yen Sing turned, ran to
the doorway and vanished through it. DBut
Nelson Iee was after him—one glance had
showed Lee that he was not needed in the
fight that was taking place in the dimly-lit
corridor,

Yen Sing had gone in the opposite direc-
tion, and Lee followed. He was just in time
to see the Chinaman slithering down an iron
ladder which led into the depths of the old
tramnp steamer.

Withoul hesitation, Lee followed.

And while he was engaged on this task,
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West and a
number of other fellows, attracted by the
noise, swept into that corridor. They arrived
in time to find all the Chinamen prisoners—
with the breath knocked out of their bodies.
Five or six juniors were sitting on each man.
They had had no chance of using their knivee
or other deadly weapons,

“NipperV’ gurgled Tommy Watson, run-
ning up and pushing through the crowd,

“Begad! Nipper, boy!”’ said Sir Montie

snarled. ‘““You think yon can

They pushed through, and they were the
first to untie Nipper’s bonds. He looked at
them with relief and contentment,
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“I had an idea that you would come, my |
sous!"” he said happily. By Jove! It’s been
a pretly nasiy business, though., IIow in the
world did you get on my track?”

“You've got to thank Captain Doom for
that,” said Watson, hugging Nipper's arm,
“He spotted everything through his telescope
—from the turret at the top of the Chase.

Old Captain Boom is a brick! It was he who |

arranced for these two tugs to come In
chase.”

“Well, we've settled these beastly Chinks,
anyhow ! said Handforth, breathing hard.
“What are we going to do with ®hem?
Hadn't we better rope them all up?”

“Somebody had better take Nipper on deck
—s0 that he can get a breath of fresh air,”
suggested Travers. ‘‘We'll look after these
Chinks!"”

Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West went
with Nipper into the open air, and by the |
tine they reached the deck they found that
the battle was practically over. One or two
of the Caistowe fishermen bad received ugly
kuoeks, bubt there had been no gerious
casnaltics. The crew of the Santa Maria had
found that they were no match for their
opponents, and in the end they had surren-
derved.

The dago captain, furious but helpless, had
been handed into the charge of a number of
Caistowe men, and he was taken below.

Captain Phineas Boom assumed coramand

of the tramp stcamer.

“Dy all the sharks!”’ he said. *‘There’s
money business afoot on this craft.  She's
stcaming back to Caistowe under my orders,
atid I'm not giving up the command until
she's in the hands of the Port Authorities.”’

It might as well be explained at once that
Captain Boom expected that there was con-
traband aboard this disreputable steamer. He
was right, too—as a search afterwards proved.
It was for this reason that the I’ortugucse
skipper had been so enraged when he had

heard that the vessel was to be searched by
this boarding party. Incidentally, there was
to be a serious charge preferred against the
ship’s captain by the customs people—but that
has nothing to do with Nelson Lee's fight
against the F'u Chang Tong.

Vhen Nelson Lee came on deck, he was
looking grim and sombre. A number of St.
Frank's fellows immmediately surrounded him,

“What about Yen Siog, sir?” asked a
‘chorus.

“T am glad, boys, that none of you camec
with me,” replied Nelson Lee. “Yen Sing is
dead !’

Something warned them not to ask any
further questions, but Mr, Stokes fook Lee.
aside. J
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“What happened ?” he asked quictly,

“It was borrible, Barey,” replied INelson
Iee. “Yen Sing (led into the engine-roota.
He tripped—and fell into the machinery. He
gave one sereamn——""

“T am glad I wasn't there!”
Mr, Stokes huskily,

SC‘ME hours later, the Santa Maria, with

interrupted

her attendant tugs, steamed into Cals-

towe Bayv. The Port Authoritics were

not long in coming aboard, and the
steamer was formally handed over into thetr
care. The captain, the officers and the crew
were all placed under arrest,

Chief Detective-Inspector Lennard came
aboard, too. His head was Dbandaged, bub
otherwise hie was looking none the worse {ov
his adventure. And on his face there wus

| an expression of complete satisfaction,

“It was the last kick of those Tong brutes,”
he declared, as he shook Nelson Lee’s hand.
“I’ve been in touch wtih the Yard, and I
hear that the Fu Changs arc definitely aud
finally smashed.”

“You—you mean that the guv'nor and I
are in no further danger?” usked Nippui
eagerly.

“You haven't been in any real danger for
two or three days,”’ replicd Lennard. *'The
Toug was broken at the beginuing of tuis
weelk.”’

“Yen Sing was a cunning fellow,”” saud Leo
quietly, ““He knew {that the Tong was
broken, and this whole scheme of his was @n
attempt to extort money out of me, I dare-
say the news came to him—the news thuat
the Tong was disorganised—alter lie had dis-
patched those bombs tarough the post. Al
when he found that they had been ineftective,
he plaved his last card. No doubt he had
alrcady made arrangements for his flight.”

“That’s about it,”” said the clief inspector.
“Knowing that the tramp steamer was sail-
ing this evening, he thought he would risk
it. Well, he's failed—thanks, largely, to theso
schoolboys of yours. Lee, they're a crowd of
voung sportsmen, believe me!™

ND so the schoolboys went back to St.

A Frank’s, taking Nelson Lee and

Nipper triumphantly with them. The

danger was over. 'There was nothing

to fear mnow, and it was unnecessary for

Nelson Lee and Nipper to go away from the
old school.

Everything, in fact, was all serene. Ard,
without doubt, the most popular pair in the
whole of the St. Frank's district just thew
was Captain Phineas Boom and Mr. eter
Jiggs!

THE EXND.

THE FIRST OF A GRAND NEW SERIES NEXT WEEK :—

“HANDFORTH'S

GIRL CHUM!”

ORDER YOUR COPY IN ADVANCE!



Things Heard
EDWY

KNEW it. As soon as I mention some

feature about St. Frank’s which has

not been prominent in the stories, some

reader or other writes and asks ques-
tione. Here's Reg Gauge, of Catford, who
tells me that he’s been reading the Old Paper
for over nine years. He's vers surpriged to
hear that St. Frank’s has a swimming bath.
Why? All big Public Schools have swin-
ming baths. It simply hasn’t been necessary
for me to make a feature of the one at St.
Frank’s. Our Catford reader deeclares that
there has never been a swimming gala at St.
Frank’s. That’s all he knows! Within my
there have

own knowledge,
heen eight or nine, But 1'll
admit I haven’t deseribed

* *

any of them in the stories.
WONDIER why so many
I readers have acquired an
extraordinary affection
for Dr. Statford since he
has left the old school? While
he was in charge of St.
Frank's I never got any letters
about him. I suppose he was
taken for granted. Now that

SEARLES

OUR READERY
PORTRAIT GALLERY

and Seen By
BROOKS

ERE'S a New Zealand reader—
H R. James Smith, of Wellington—who
wants to kuvow what subjects are
taught in the Remove. I could, of

course, give a full list of them, but is it really
necessary Y Would the majority of readers
be interested in learning such dry-as-dust in-
formation? The Remove 18 taught in very

much the same way as the Forms at any
other Public School. If I have occasion to
record any incident during lesson-time, I

generally stick to tho one subject that 1is
being hammered into the brains of the fel-
lows at that particular period. And with
some of the juniors Mr.
Crowell needs not only a ham-
mer, but a sledge-hammer. 1
am, of course, speaking meta-
phorically. I don’t want
readers to get the impression
that the Remove Form-room
1s like a blacksmith’s shop.
Our New Zealand reader also
wants to know who occupies
Study B in  the Ancient
House, but this information
has already been given in the
Questionnaire. But I can tell
him that all the Remove
studies in the Ancient House
follow on—from A to .J, They

he has gone readers iick ine ; _

off for having him replaced by continue m”the West Iouse
Dr. Nicholls. As if it’s my from K to 1. In the Modern
domng! T'm sorry to say 1 . House — the Fourth — Ioim
have no voice whatever where studies are numbered from
the St. Frank’s governors Arthur G. Jones 1 to 10, and in the Kast
are concerned, My job 1is House from 11 to 20,

E3 % »

to record the doings at St. Frank’s, and if the
governors decided to shove a IHottentot into
the school as headmaster, I shall have to
chronicle what happens when he gets there.
George Seaman Hunnable, of Mistley, is
very anxious to know what has happened to
Dr. Stafford sinee his retirement, As a
matter of faet, he is living very comfortably
at Lake Como at the present moment,

UR photo this week is of Arthur (.

O Jones, of Lower Edmonton, He has

“ticked me off ¥ because his photo

hasn’t appeared beiore. He tells me

he sent it about a year ago. Sorry, Arthur—

but there are other photos besides yours, you

know. Anyway, here it is—and now I hLope
vou'ro fecling happy and contented,
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GRA CANTOR, of Krugersdorp, tells
‘ mie of a remarkable coineidence. At
g .

the very tnne the stories concerning
the gold hant in Arizona were ap-
seacinge, #he just began the subject of Arizona
nogeography at school, 1'm awlully pleased

o kiow that Dora got a good many tips
o omy stories. ALl 1 hope is that her
ot ni=tress recognised my  Arvizona local
wisur a3 the real thing. Having been to

MNeigoua myself, 1 don't think I made very
iy mlstakes,

* * *

G «NTLIUSIASTIC,” of Natal, South
4 Afvica, writes to say thut he i1s a

comparatively new reader of Lhe

Ners=oN Lree Liezrany--but heartily
wishes he could eall himself an old reader,
Glid to hear you say that, old man. DBoth
tiwe Inditor and I feel very bucked. Naturally,
this reader is very curious to know whether
the elivuns of St. Frank's have ever visited
his country. They have. They didn't visit
yvour part of the landscape, however, but
went to the Congo, where they met with all
soris of thrilling adventures. 'This series of
varns, I have good reason to Lelieve, is one
of the most popular that has ever appeared
in the Old Paper, and as other new readers
bestdes * Enthusiastic " may be interested, 1
will give the details of when it uppeared,
The opening yarn was published in N.L.L.
No. 01, new series, weck-ending July 2nd,
1927, and the series finished in No, 67, week-
ending August 13th,

* * *

S T have eaid before, there is no com-
pulsion at St. Frank's {or the House-
masters to be married, and Reg. T.

Staples, of Walworthi—who raised this
question—ean take it from me that it’s a
fact. Nelson Lee hasn't got a wife knocking
about in the Ancient House, and both Mr.
Goole and Mr. Stockdale are confirmed old
bachelors. With regard toe Nipper's dog,
“Boz,”" I'd like to tell Reg. that Nipper
acquired the little spaniel since coming to
ot. Frank's. 1 really forget the circumstances
at the moment, but next time I have a chat
with Nipper T'll ask him to give me Boz's

history.
I anyvbody’s birthday falls on the 24th of

February or the 4th of October. Phil
H. Opas, of Cuaulfield, Melbourne, has asked
me to do this, and I'm an obliging chap.
srowne, of the Fifth, tells me that Lis birth-
day falls on the 3lst of February, but 1 don’t
believe him. I have discovered that an in-
significant youth in the Third, named Billy
Dale, was born on the 24th of I'ebruary, and
ITulbert, of the Fifth, whose Christian name
15 Stanley, was born on the 4th of October.
1 hope our Australian reader 8 gratified —
though I can’t possibly see why he should be.
Perhaps he'd like to write me and let me
know why Le wants these datee,

® #* #*

ITAVE been going over St. Frank’s ask-
img the chaps if they can tell me if

INIFRED JOIHNSON, of South
Shields, 1s quite rigit when she

says that such people as Mr. Pycraflt

and Bernard Forrest are annoyecd
when they read about themselves in 1ay
stories. The other day Mr. Pycraft came foi
me baldheaded, and even threatened to bring
an action for libel against me. T told him,
as politely as possible, that 1 ouly recorded
an actual incident in which he had fizured,
and that there were plenty of witnesses to
prove it. So where cfid the libel come m?*
1t would be a different thing if I invented

these incidents deliberately to show M.
Pycraft up in a bad light. I told him that
the remedy was in his own hands. Ho

hummed and hawed a good deal, and finally
went off in a huff. But I don’t think there'll

be any action for libel.
I Willis, of Durham. This is what ho

save: ‘“‘“Why do you term fellows so
flopishly as viz.,, Juicy Lemon, Chubby
Heath, Enoch Snipe, the Onious brothes,
Timothy Tucker, and others?"” Now, what
exuactly does this Durham reader mean? What
is there wreong with these names? Take
Lemon, for example. His full name is
Christopher Lemon. Isn't it natural that he
ehould be “dubbed “Juicy "  within two
minutes of his arrival at St. Frauk’s? Lemou
is quite an ordinary name. As for Joseph
Heath, he happens to be verv chubb;-
featured, and it wasn’t long before his chumis
knew hun as *Chubby.” Enoch Snipe, 1
will grant, is a queer name, but there arve
far queerer names to be found in any tele-
phone directory—and Enoch cau't help i,

¥ * »

HAVE been accused of being “flopish ”
(I don’t know what it means) by Siduey

anyhow. Onions, too, is a good enough
name. Who hasn’t heard of the famous
engineering firm of Alldays & Onions,
Limited? And what about Mr. Olives
Onions, the well-known writer? But somo
readers scem to think that because somo
of the St. Frank's boys have uncommou

names I’'m to blame.
* L' E3

RANK R. DAYMAN, of Wellington,
F New Zealand, suggests that we should
have a Question Service. What abous

the Questionnaire? Readers may have

to wait some time before they get their own
particular questions answered, but the Ques-
tionnaire is really the only satisfuctory waoyv
of avoiding repetitions. Sometimes [ et
twenty letters in one week, all ashing me tho
same question—among dozens of others. I
couldn’t possibly avswer all these iu one go.
My aim is to make this Gossip entertaining
to all and sundry. If I confined it to answer-
ing questions the interest would be confined
to a certain limited number of readers, and

the majority would naturally be bored suiff.
I’ll take this opportunity ol thanking Me.
Dayman for some pictorial papers he seut

me some months ago, and wlich proved veuy
interesting.

EDWY SEARLIES BROOKLS.
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Here's the Opening Instalment of Qur Amazing New Detective Serial, Chums !

7-FOUR-LEGGED EAGLE/

FERRERS LOCKE

CHAPTER 1.
The Underground Crime!

¢4 HA'T with one-way traffic and
\:‘(’ jambs a mile long, 1 think the
Tube will be quicker, Jack,” said

Ferrers Locke,
The world-famous detective walked out of
Scotland Yard. The policeman on duty at

JACK DRAKE

They turned in at Charing Cross Tube
Station, and, having obtained tickets from
a machine for Baker Street, headed for the
escalators,

It was afternoon, and there were not a
great many people about. Most of the
shoppers had either left for their homes 1n
the suburbs or were still having tea in the
West Iind, while the business rush for home

the door smartly had yet to begin,

saluted, and the next 29 . i . Ferrers Locke and
moment Locke and Two foreigners on an escalator ;"% " n T o
Jack Drake, his boy — one of them  foully murdered  preceded on to the
assistant, were out on . : ecscalator by a
the Bmbankment and thus Ferrers Lackfz, the cwmitly, Wk -
The detflzct!w«lktl:;'“ffd world-famous ’lec, and bhis boy  man of an obviously
left and walked at . ; y foreign aspect. It
his usual brisk pace assnmn{, Jack D:rake, ﬂnd‘ them s probahls that Uis
to Chﬂrtnﬁ; {;:'mssi ngﬂgs 17 '{;(}Iﬂgd Im a Series {}f unusual appearance
He was well satistic i i 7 . drew the attention of
itk higiolf. for he ﬂma{fﬁgty ibr:{lhﬂg adventures e Unlike
had just brought a the like Of which z‘bfy’w never them, however, he
big case to a highly : . i scemed to be in a
successful conclusion, f.xpf?figﬂft,d bi-fﬂfb. violent hurry, and

and, having nothing
more to attend to immediately, he was look-
ing forward to a little relaxation.

“We’ll do a show to-night, Jack,” he said.

“Jolly fine idea !"” answered Jack. *“Make
it a bright one, guv'nor. None of your
symphony concerts.”

“All right,” grinned the detective. **A
revue or a musical comedy, then. We'll
grab some tea, and change afterwards.”

kept looking over his

shoulder 1n a half-fearful way, as if appre-
hensive of that which followed. ‘

The object of his terror soon manifested

itself, for even as Locke reached the head of

'the escalator a sccond foreigner appeared,

and, having pushed the detective to one side,
raced in pursuit of his compatriot, disregard-
ing everything in his effort to reach the flee-

ing man, and yelling the while in an un.
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usual tongue. He reachied his olyjeetive
fore they were three quarters of the way
down, and it scemed that he jostled him,
Thereafter the action became more evolved.
The first of the two seemed to hit at the
other and miss him, then he threw up his
arms and, with a hm* ible gurgle, cellapsed
on the crecking, moving statrway.

It scemed that the other man did not halt
in his stride,
the escalator, ‘1'1+] without looking back,
racud up the “u.m";fr passage that led to the

“north bound " platform.

At such times Ferrers Locke was at his
best. The glance that he took as he plunged
downwards towards the huddled figure was
comprehensive,  He had sensed that it was
murder, even before he saw the slender
dageer that profruded from the motionless
man’s side.

Locko waved his arm to Jack,
cated the flecing foreigner.

“After him ! he orvdered erisply,

Jack obeved., All thoughts of revues and
musical comedies were gone from his mind.
He was on duty., He leapt from the
escalator as he reached the bottom and raeced
after the forcigner, getting a brief glimpse
of the man as he swung round-.the corner
at the top of the last short flight of steps
that led to the platform.

Jack was close on his heels, but already
tho thunderous roar of a train was awaken-
ing deafening echoes, It stopped and the
erotes  claneged. Mcen  shouted:  "“Cross!
Charing Cross ! And just as Jack came out
on to the platform the gates were rveelosed.
He leapt, but a porter, realising his danger,
hauled him back. The train was moving,
and the forecigner had eaught it by the skin
::f his tcoth,

“Young i1diot !"” rasped the porter. ¢ Ask-
inr for sudden death, aren’t you ?"

Jack made no answer. He shook himself
freo from the porter’s grnm spun round on
his heel, and raced back the way he had
come, IIe found Terrers Tocke elose to the
foo! of the escalaror. Ile had drageged the
stricken mhn from the staircase, and was
carcinily  examining the contents of his
|1m'|wts.

Already n fair-sized erowd had colleeted.
Tndergronnd  officials  were busy. rushing
heire and there, tryving to disperse the curious
people, and telephoning for the poliee. -

“Lost him., guv'nor.” said Jack apolo-
retically, shouldering his way through the
throng. “He got the train and I didn't.
Any use 'phoning along the ]mn”’

“Too I'1n~. " ro ]IIP{I Locke. “He may have
prot ont at 'l'rnf*igar Square. The train will
be there by now. Look at this, Jack.”

Locke held up the dead man’s right hand.
Engraved on the heavy gold signet-ring,
which the man wore on his ]JH!P finger, was
the ficure of a four-legged ecagle,

“That's the erest of the roval honse of
Abronia, my lad,” he whispered. “ It may
mean anything, or it may mean nothing, but
it wonld he as well to remember it.”

“Who is this poor fellow 7" asked Jack.

and 1ndi-

he- 1

He leaped from the foot of |
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“Nothing to tell us,” answereca the deten-

tive. “ Plenty of money, but no notebook or
wallet, Nothing, except this.’
Ho showed Jack a slip of paper. An

address was written down upon it in indelible
peneil, but no name was mentioned—juse tho
address—24, [Hinton Terrace, Lambeth.

I'errers Locke had long since tavght Jack
the advisability of hnmu’ a good and quick
memory, so that the lad had no need to jot
the address down 1n his notebook. lle
memorised it on the spof, and it was just
as well that ho did so, for at that moment
the police arrived.

Locke told them exactly what he had scen
and found. and, after giving his own name
and address, and assurances that he was
willing to be called as a witness, he went up
the oscalator to the Distriet Railway, and
headed for the stairs that led to the street,

“Show’s off, 1 suppose?” mentioned Jack.

“It is,” said Locke curtly.

“Gomg to Lambeth ¥

““Yes, while the trail 1s warm.”

The detective lapsed into silence, and Jack
knew better than to disturb him. This
amazing murder on the Tube might be a
stinple case, or it might not. Apparently,
I'crrers Locke thought it worth while looking
into, and all Jack had to do was to awnait
developments and obey instructions.,

“Taxi ! rasped Locke. Jack stepped into
the roadway and signalled to a passing
vehicle, Two minutes later they were speed-
ing over Westminster Bridge,

> St

CHAPTER 2.
Another Eagle!

INTON TERRACE was casily found.
H The detecthive and his assistant dis-

missed the taxt at the end of the
road, and walked along the long,
dismal terrace. The houses were all alike—
great, gloomy, dingyv, barrack-like 'pi.u:w-:—

and number twenty- four was as bad as any;
worse, 1n fact, for, although there were {m-
tains at the lower windows, the upper Hloors
scemed to be untenanted altogother,

Locke did mnot hesitate. He boldly
approached the front door and pulled the
bell. It jangled eerily inside, and cchoad in
a way that proved there was not much fur-
niture in the place, but no one answered the
SUMMOIS.

Jack banged on the I;m}(r];c‘r azain and
again, aronsing a host of echoes, but to no
effect—and finally Locke and Drake left the

front door and descended iuto the arca, to
ring and knock down there.

The result was the samoe.

Locke tried the handle of the door, and
found that it turned ecasily. The door
opened.

Silentlv, cautiously, they entered the
gloomy house. There was no carpet nor lino
on the floors: moreover, the rooms down-
stairs were bare of furniture except for two

chairs and a dirty table in the kitchen. The
remains of a meal still lay on the table,
and on the mas stove a kettle was singing
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cheerily—a fact which interested Ferrers
[.ocke. People aren’t in the habit of lean
ing the gas alight under the kettle if they’re
1t actually in the house.

But downstairs was blank, devoid of life
and clues, so Locke and Drake ascended to
the first floor. Upstatrs the rooms were fur-
mshed with more approach to comiort. There
wis i sitting-room, scattered with the day’s
newspapers, and a bed-room where the bed
hatd not yet been made.

Ferrers Locke picked up a cigaretie-end
from the grate. It was of a foreign, and
probably expensive make. He placed it in
his wallet and continued his examination of
the room.

Over the back of a chair was flung a faded
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The detective was plainly puzaled, and Jack
admitted himself beaten. They left that room
for the back bed-room. Cautiously they
opened the door and looked in. A man
was standing gazing out of the window with
his back towards them. He was broad and
hefty, and his hair was closely cropped in
pro-war German fashion, sticking up hke
spikes on his bullet-shaped head. He did not
thrn round.  Ile merely beckoned wifth one
hand.

“Come in,” he said.

Only two words, but 1if the
good he could not disgunise the
he was foreign.

Locke entered the room, but he did not

wWas
that

inglish
fact

venture more than half-way across to the -

AL

) ': H fJ}d r"f' T-..‘.

With an ear-splitting roar the bomb exploded and in a few moments the house was an inferno. Jack

Drake clapped a handkerchief to his mouth and rushed up the flaming staircase.

Would he be in

time to save Ferrers Locke, who was entrapped in one of the rooms ?

blue tunie, strangely like the R.A.I, tunie,
but far more elaborate. The epaulettes
were of tarnished gold braid, and on the
breast was aflixed a gold star, bearing in the
centre the ficure of a four-legged ecagle!
Locke picked up the tume and drew
Jack’s attention to the decoration which it
held. Then, without speaking, he replaced
the garment as he had found it, and, frown-
ing heavily, went up to the next floor. The
front bed-room contained three single beds
and a chair; other furniture there was none.
Even the window boasted no curtain, and the
venetian blind that took its place hung
untidily and unevenly askew. The chair held
three suits of silk pyjamas—pyjamas such as
are only possible to the wealthy-——but other
than these there wero no clothes in the room.

window, and he was careful to leave the doov
wide open behind him. The room was abso-
 lutely devoid of carpet or furniture.

The man at the window slipped both hands
into his jacket-pockets, then spun round io
faco them. :

“You have no right in here!"” he snapped.

Locke smiled grimly.

“Perhaps you’re right,” he eaid. " We
knocked and rang at both doors but obtained
no answer, so we teok the hberty of enter-
ing.  Somebody forgot to lock tho area
door.”

“But you have no right to enter,” sbarled
the man.

His face was swarthy, his black eyes Hashed
venom. He was sturdily built, erect, probably

a soldier of some sort. His dark face looked
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criuc] and vicious, and was not improved
by tho bristling military moustache that

adorned his upper lip.

Locke studied him shrewdly. He knew he
had no search warrant, and that, strictly
speaking, he was in the wrong, but he
reckoned that the deliberate murder of an
unknown man warrauted lhis illegal aet.

“I'll adont I have exceeded my right,” he
vouchsafed. *“ But before long the police will
be here.”

The strangor started perceptibly.

e 4 Gy - i i

For why?"” he cried. "1 have done no
wrong,”

“A man has been murdered at Charing
Cross Tube Station,” explained Locke. A
corpulent, dark man. He wore a ring en-
graved with an eagle of some sort.”

“Ah!” The man seemed to sigh with
peculiar satisfaction. * But what has this to
do with me, m’sicur?”

“I don’t know,” rasped Locke. *“Only the
murdered man had a slip of paper in his
pocket bearing this address, so 1 wondered
if [ should find anvone here who could, at
least, tell me who——"

“I know nothing uabout it,” snapped the
stranger. ‘It is nothing to do with me. We
are leaving here shortiy and the house is for
sale. In all probability, m’sieur, this other
man—-""

Ilis voice trailed away into silence. Down-
stairs, the front door had opened and closed.
Someone was coming upstairs, and in a
hurry, too. Jack Drake spun round, his face
set grimly. The man at the window had
suddenly whipped his hands out of his jacket-
pockets, and in each hand was a revolver.

“Btand still!” he hissed. “Don’t move'
No—put wvour hands up. Quickly! I am a
dead shot.”

Ferrers Loeke was caught., Ide had ex-
pected revolvers when he first entered that
room and had seen the man standing at the
window, but as the man had produced no
weapon, he had come to the conclusion that
ihe other was unarmed. It was plain that
Locke was up against a clever man,

And as there was nothing else to be done
at the moment, Locke raised his hands above
his head, and Jack Drake followed suit. The
man with the guns calmly walked towards
them, walked past them to the door, etill
covering them with both guns. If he had
had ounly one gun Jack might have chanced
a wild leap, but a gun in each fist was a
different proposition altogether,

Locke and Jack slowly turned towards the
door. On the threshold another man had
appearcd. He was middle-aged, swarthy of
complexion, obviously a foreigner. But Jack
Drake added to that deseription. As he
stared at the newcomer, that scene on the
platform of Charing Cross Tube Station
flached back into his mind—the train just
gathering speed ont of the station, the clang-
ing gate, the bellowing porter, and the
escaped quarry looking back, with a trium-
phant grin on his fuce.

Jack never forgot a face.
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“That's the murderer, guv'nor!” he said

hoarsely. “Take a good look at hirmn.”
I.ocke made no reply, but he certainly

subjected the newcomer to a carcinl ecruting.
The first foreigner spoke to his companion.

“So. You killed him?" he sail.
“I had to, to stop him,” uveplied the
other.

“Before he reached Scotland Yard?”
““He never went there,” said the man who

had just entered the rvom, puzzled.
‘”']10:1 where was he goimng?”

“l1 do not know, and no one will ever

know—now. What does it matter, yous
Excelleney? The important thinge is to get
away s

“loxactly!”  saxd his  Excellency. “*But

these meddlers—is it to be another murder

—iwo more—ah, keep still, m'sieur! One
more move like that will be your last—I1
promise you that. 1 do not approve of
murder, count, if 1t can be avoided,"

*“It 15 not murder,” rasped the count. *‘It

is war—civil war, if you like—and if theso
two canailles M

“Too dangerous!” observed his Excellenex.
“To remove a compatriot, that is one thing,
To Lkill an Englishman, quite avother, my
dear count. 1 fancy the best thing we can
do is—"

And with amazing celerity he did it! That
calm diseussion had been a deliberate bling,
All the time he had been tulking he had been
slowly retreating, and with one lazt, mad
backward leap, he was out of the room 1u
a flash, and had slammed the door. Iven as
Locke hurled himself at the panels, the key
grated in the lock.

As a rule, Ferress Locke could open any
door, but these foreigners, whoever they were,
gave him small chance., Jack and the detec-
tive immediately set to work to smash the
panels, but since there was not so much as
a stick of firewood in the room to aid them
in their endeavour, they soon realised the
futility of their task.

Moreover, tneir opponents were fying that
door on the outside. T.acke could hear a
coil of rope slithering on the bare boards, and
the rattle of the door-knch a3 they secured
one end to the handle. The door opened in-
wards, but if 1t were tied on the outside to
something substantial, nothing short of
wrenching the handle off would get themn
out of the room.

And, hike the doors of manyv old houscs, it
was of a massive design, resisting even tho
ceaseless tattoo of hefty kicks which Juck
Drake kept up on the lower panels.

With a gesture Locke stopped him., Tue
deteerive had heard something.

Men were struggling down the stairs fromn
the attic, As they passed the door thero
came to the listening detective the sound of
voices,  His Kxcelleney was talking, angriy.

“Why struggle, I'erdinand "’ he queried,
in English. “Then, as if realising his ruistake,
he rattled off a tirade in some foreign lauw.
guage, Someone  else  answered  him,

| haughtily, proudly.
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The men passed downstairs out of earshot.
Ferrers Locke, who had had his ear to the
panels of the door, now straightened up.
His face wore a puzzled frown.

“*Npanish or French 7’ ventured Jack.

“*Neither,” answered Locke; ‘‘and yet a
nuxture of both, Some words 1 cauglht
sounded familiar to me, and others I've never
heard belore. As far as I can make out, one
of those men we heard coming down the stairs
just mow 1s a prisoner and the others are nis
gaolers, and they all have French sounding
titles. But let’s get out of this, Jack. What
about the window ?”’

In a trice Jack had opened the window.
He saw that a drain-pipe was within reach,
and he was quickly out on the window sill.
Ferrers Locke snapped out instructions,

“(iot in the house aguin and unbarricade
the door. By the time you get here I'll have
that lock picked. Keep your eyes open,”

“Righ-ho, guv'nor!”’ said Jack tersely,
shinning down the pipe.

It was easy enough to reach the back
garden that way, but impossible to do it
unseen, There were plenty of people in that
drab quarter of London, and the unusuai
spectacle  caused  considerable  excitement,
Women screamed, and men gaped with amaze-
ment, but before anything could be donc
about it, Jack Drake was in the back garden
of 24, Hinton Terrace, seeking to re-enter the
house,

Not that it was difficult. Jack merely stood
on a lower window-sill and kicked a pane of
class o fragments. Ie found himsed 1n the
kitchen, where the remains of the meal still
lay on the dirty table.

He did not waste time there, however, He
raced out into the passage and along to the
foot of the stairs. Then he stopped dead .n
his tracks, suddenly crouched down against
the wall and covered his face with his hands.
He had seen bombs more than once in his
work with Ferrers Locke, and he knew that
one was about to——

With a bhinding flash of fire, and an ear-
splitting roar, the thing exploded. For a
couple of seconds Jack hardly knew what was
happening. He was hurled backwards down
the passage, in a welter of flame and choking
fumes. Half-stunned by the shock of the
explosion, he cannoned into the door of a
eupboard, and if the impact bruised him
badly, it also served to arouse him from the
stupefied state into which he was falling.

He picked himself up, and found, with
some amazement, that not a bone was broken.
Had he not been below the level of the bomb
he must inevitably have been killed, for it
had exploded upwards. In placing the bomb
on the fourth stair the foreigners had made a
mistake that had saved Jack’s life.

But the house was flaring rapidly, for the
woodwork was rotten, There was no time
to hesitate. If the staircase collapsed all
chances of releasing IFerrers Locke were gone.
Already the ceiling in the passage was down,
great holes appeared in the walls, and the
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rickely banister rails were flaring like
torches,

Jack clapped his handkerchief over his
mouth and went up the flaming staircase with
a mad rush. The whole structure seemed to
reel beneath the slight weight of his body,
and as he reached the landing outside the
roomm where the detective was locked in, the
staircase below him collapsed in a liery heap.

Jack saw that a rope had been tied to the
handle of the door, carried across to the
landing, and sccurely tied to that of another
door. It was an age-old trick, for if Locke
managed to pick the lock and turn the key
he would still be a prisoner 1n the room.
Jack was never without his claspknife, and
he cut that rope with two viclous slashes.
Ferrers Locke came out,

“Good lad!”’ he said grimly. *‘But we're
trapped by the fire, Try the roof.”

They went up the last Hight of stairs, which
were already beginning o crackle, In the
attic, destitute of furniture, were a few more
cigarette-ends of that expensive foreign
variety, but what interested Jack more was
the skylight,

The sloping ceiling brought the fanlight
within reach, and the detective and his
assistant scrambled out on to the roof. Irom
below came the sounds of the first fire-enginces
to arrive, the shrilling of police-whistles, and
the excited jabber of the ever-widening crowd,
Some distance away could be heard the clang-
ing of yet another engine as it rushed to
Hiuton Terrace.

Locke glanced round. It was possible, by
careful climbing, to reach the skylight of the
house next door, and, followed by Jack Drake,
he set out towards it.

Their objective was not locked, ana with
the help of Jack’s knife was soon open., The
two detectives shipped through and descended
to the street,

Here the noise was even greater. The
police were experiencing great difliculty in
preventing the excited people from getting
in the way of the firemen, and the neigh-
bours were alrcady removing their more
valuable furniture into the street.

At the moment when Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake reached the road level, a sump-
tuous Daimler swung into Hinton Terrace.
It appeared utterly incongruous in such sur-
roundings.  Locke would have liked to
examine 1t, scrutinize its occupants, but the
work on hand was urgent, and he could not
spare the time. He caught hold of a nearby
boy and spun him round.

“Did you see anybody leave this house
before the explosion ?”” he snapped out.

“*What’s it got to do with you?” retorted
the urchin,

Jack Drake leaned forward,

“Bteady, son, this 1s Ferrers Locke,”” he
said.

“Crumbs!” gusped the urchin. “ How was
I to know. Yes, sir, there was a car. Foir
dark blokes got in. One of ’em didn’t seem:
to want to go. They went that way, and
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tnrned to the right like they were going to,

the lombankment.
he asked hopeflully.

“Albert  Embankment!™
“What sort of car?”

““Brown Buick, sir. Been here every day
since them darkies took that house.”

“How long is that?”’

“Three weeks, sir."”

“Happen to know the number of the car?”

And to Locke's amazement the boy told himn
the registration letters and number of the
brown Buick. But Jack Drake was not sur-
prised. He was not so old, but he could still
remember the days when he used to jot down
in a grimy notebook the numbers of the
m.otor-cars he saw.

Locke rewarded the boy liberally, then
stepped up to the inspector of police and
made a report of all that he knew. Seceing
that a murder had been committed, it was
his duty to do all iie could to help the police.
He saw, plainly enough, many unusual
features connected with the underground
crime, and although he had not been invited
to handle the case, he was itching for the
opportunity, He had already made up his

'|.- !" ‘?
]1r !

Been a murder,

mused Locke.

mind to continue his investigations un-
officially.

The luxurious Daimler had come to a
standstill midway between the corner of

Hintou Terrace and the burning house,
Ferrers Locke waz far more interested in
the occupants of that car than in the fire.
He walked slowly up Hinton Terrace so
that he could get a good view of the Daimler
as he passed. The car contained two people
—a lady and’ a gentleman, both, to all
appearances, foreign. It seemed to Locke
that the case was devoid of Britishers. Tle
man, except for the fact that he was lithe,
bearded, and of military aspect, did not

|

greatly interest the detective. It
woman who attracted his attention,

She was staring at the upper windows of
number tweuty-four, and i1t scemed that the
sight of the burning house tevrified her.
Her dark brown eves were aghast and her
sunburnt complexion was strangely colour-
less. There was something Spanish in her
face, which gave her a strange fascination
and made her beautiful,

Locke made to continue on his way, taking
a good look at the car's number plate, when
he saw the lady lean forward, clasping her
hands in evident distress. He saw that there
were tears on her cheeks.,  As he passed, she
exclatmed ;

“Ferdinand! My poecr TFerdinand !”

Ferrers Locke did not hesitate. IHe spun
round sharply. IHis hand came up, and even
before Jack Drake realised what had Lap-
pened, he had flung open the door of the car.

“FKxcuse me, madam,” !
think-

He broke off sharply, for the lean, bearded
man had whipped into action. His hand
came round smartly, ‘T'here was a flash of
steel, and a long stiletto appcared 1in his
hand, the keen point already boring a hole
in Ferrers Locke's wailsteoat.,

“ Better go—away !" faltered the forcigner
in awkward English.

Locke smiled shrewdly., He knew he was
on the trail. Ile eyed the gleaming blade of
the stiletto, and he studied the brown hand
that held 1t so steadily. On the little finger
was a ring-—a gold signet ring—bearing the
engraved figure of the four-legged ecagle!

(Jolly fine scrial, isn’t it chumns? But wait
until you vead nexrt week's enthralling instal-
ment, Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake are
hot on the trail, and their hair-raising
adventures will (eave you breathlcss from
sheer cxeitement!)

was the

o said.
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%,GORRESPDNDEHTS WANTED i
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Alfred Wyatt, Beck Street, TIlenley Beach,
South Australia, wants correspondents interested
in cigarctte cards,

tory J. Gleeson, 7, Laurel Villas, South Circular
Road, Limerick, lreland, offers 200 copies of the
N.L.L.

Fred Broadfield, 123, Ashton New Road, Beswick,
Manchester, wants correspondents in  Australia
and New Zealand interested In sport.

Ronald E. Mabbett, 5, Vines Cottage, Tairford,
Cirencester, Glos., would like correspondents
preferably in Glos.—ages 16—17; also wanls N,L.L.
Nos, 119 and 168, new series.

M. Rawlinson, 27, Crosland TRoad, Thornton
Lodge, Huddersfield, Yorks., wants correspondents.

H. J. Rogers, &2, Hunton Road, Erdington,
Birmingham, wants correspondents,

Miss Dorothy J. Smith, ¢/o Mrs., Mitchell,
10, Hillside Street, Edinburgh, would like girl

correspondents anywhere.

Jack Miles, Castlerigg, 069, Springfleld Road,
§t. Leonard’s-on-Sea, Sussex, wants eorrespondents
in Canada and Australia; ages 15-17.

John McMullen, 28, River Street, Richmond,

E.1, Meibourne, Victoria, Australia, desires corre-
spondents, especially stamp collectors,

Wm. Faulkner, 2, Malthouse Square, Church
Street, Bromsgrove, Wores,, wants correspondents
ir; the United States, West Indies, Malta, Egypt,
ete.

R. W. Gledhill, 42, North Street, Keighley,
Yorks., wants correspondents interested in stamps
in England, Australia, China, U.S.A., and France.

Charles Fdmundz, 82, Dagenham  Avenne,
Dagertham, L:sscx, wishes tu correspord with
readers.

Frederick W. Ravner, 78, Clinton Avenue,

Wilbraham Ystate, Moss Side, Manchester, wants
correspondents, especially in  China, Singapore,
and Germany.

Albert Crowley, 105, Kent Street, Ascot Vile,
W.2, Melbourne, Victoria, Austratia, wants corre.
spondents anywhere outside Australia: age 14,

Frank PBradley (aged 15), 41. Cowper Street,
Goulburn, N.S.W., ‘Australia, wants correspondents,

Arthur Smith, 10, Trafalgar Place, Stoke,
Devonport, desires correspondents anyvwhere; olfers
1d. cach for N.L.L. Nos. 520541, old series.

onald  Chippendale, 72, Montague  Street,
Goulburn, N.SW., Australia, wants corre.
spondents,

George W. N. Nieoll, South Esk, 20, Tamar
Street, West  Marrickville, Sydnev, N.S.W.,
Australia, vould like stamp-collecting corre-

spondents,
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Here's his address if you want (0
write to himm @ The Chief Officer, ‘The
Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C .4,

The f‘.fru.‘i:;r Uf']"r"r‘f r Chats

with his Chums.

Smoking! Concernming C. Barnard!
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& OULD you give me a little advice | AL week this reader NoLICs
C | A0W O meep away from | I mserted in the ** Corresponden:s
smoking, ™ Wanted " columin to the effect that

Thuz: write: a Wellingron, Now 2o would be pleased to hear from

Zealind, chum. Apparently ne 1z keen fo | anvbody interezted in stamp collecting., The
take up Rugby, and ouher sports in genera’. | address given was: “The Downs Hospital for
and he fully realizes Children. Sutton.”
at to do 50 ho mus . , Will a!l readers who
E}l n::::'“f}f fif, ans THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER '-\-'-ﬂnlaiﬂ *-v:*il".‘jl;l;_*:. ' Or
that periect physc Dear CHier Criicer,—As you will see fram my s nave  alreads
fitnezs 13 nat a9 membersnin numbsr, { am not an old, established written, to (. Bar
tained by smoking member of the St [rank's League ; yet, on the nard. pleaso note
S0  wants o Irots other hand, [ do no! consider myself a new one. It that his address now

th Halsit altozerhiap may inferest you fo know that at one time [ was i
v **i TR e e RLIRCLN ane of those foolish chaps who thought the NELSON il
4 EOLNIO 8O Ik

LEL-' w as r:.'-ﬁf.-.- :;1 .
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Collingwood
~freer, C.'.'u.'wu; Lon-

Then [ bought it occasionally.
f

rab T . Fing g X W 2
Yet I am atrawd and [ began fo ‘ake an interest in the characters. don ~. .5 wher
- 5 ™~ 1 q v r i ] - ¥ ™
thar T =zhall ba an Ty my surprise, I soon found myself courting the all correspondence
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t0 Zive my <o o r il shouid be sent. Un-

o T et L began ta enjoy, uwith redshn, the clean, wholesome " s o .- B
PR By pRRErRY literature for which the Old Paper it famed. Now- rortunately .as
hittle adviee Pnere adans, [ wouldn't miss my ceny for anything, week's 1ssue of the
- S - subla - R ! i I i ol 1 ] . E
1§ verv littic to give, [ have taken advanfage of the excellent facilities 0O1d Paper hdd
" . ¥ ] § ¥ . L
'!rllil‘f‘"‘,. I 12 3 * . wirtcn the I_t‘ﬂ‘_!f.!;:" '_lif_{n'.‘.".‘_. II' f’?-:H'L‘ some TDEL‘HJTJ already rone o nross
BN e i . coarrespondenis~—five in England, one | ‘anada, - ; B -
tirely up per- i S S '4 b i LI”;I_ when myv chum asked
o in d e A orteg (0 Australia, and anotiner m Americd. ave s S T e b :
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Providing 19 -Ia3 (Md Paper, for u hich [ received my bronze medal, raction,

sufficient will power,
it should »a no difh-

and of which | am justly proud.
With best wishes lo you, Mr.

Match Box

Brooks Collecting!

e
and [(ne

B O e MNELSON ef LisrarY. and, of course. the St
cult task Ior aim g I‘I;H_”_ e / rFrE\HIS is the un-
%0 give up smoxing, “ Yours sincerely, usual hobby
K he ha:n't sufh- (Stgned) J. McLavguray, Jun A of Geciee D
cient will powear S.F.L. No. 8372 L&qu {}?t ST.

'm afraid For this interesting lefter, J. McLaughlan, jun., s lbar s THL
Eh{iﬂ ) ‘ : v h 't. . 1 11- :I}'EG.’aS_&'J!a'. s .‘:.r.n;:::zrr.fui ¢ useful genl:ﬂif:-} f"."l"\U‘l Wiy iy
thera’s nothing that wich village, London,
oan b-"ﬁ' .j.]ne: Ccare 5.1_:21. }IH tt.'“‘?- In:
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tainly I can do nothing to help, unless it
to advise nim 1o iry and reduce his dal.v

consumption of cigarettes gradually until,
baving got i down to only two or three

per day, he should then be able fo drop
the habit altogether.

| he has succeeded in collecting 640 brands of
match-box labels. George wishee to ex-
change duplicates with other hobbyists, and
will alzo be pleased to hear from any readers
who are interested.

) THE CHIEF OFFICER.

Alllmembers of the St. Frank’s League are invited to send to the Chief Officer letters of Interest concerning

the League. The most interesting will be published week by week, and the senders will receive pocket wallets

or penknives. If you don’t belong to the League look out for the entry form which appears from time
to time and then join immediately.
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Professor Puddleditch’s Lectures ! =

(Continued from page 13.)
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