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CHAPTER 1.

Nelsen Lee Takes a Hand.

¢« WIS rather tough luck, to my way of
- I thinking,’”” said Nelson Leec, half
jokingly. “A fellow goes away on a
Jifficult case, comes home at the end
of it, looking forward to a rest and a short
holiday, only to find that you and XNipper
hmﬁ g?t another case all ready for me to
tackle.’
- Lord Dorrimore, Lee’s stalwart fiiend and
ally, smiled and bent forward eagerly.

“I wish I could be sure you would take
it up, Lee,” he said. ‘“Twemlow put me on
to the matter. Twemlow, vou may remember,
is a clergyman, and often aets as court mis-
sionary down in the East End. T ran into
him when, at your request, I took Wolf, your
Alsatian, to the veterinary hospital down that

vay. 1 happened to come across a woman
who had fainted through sheer want and

hunger, and naturally I took her lo a coffce
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had, then took
home. I was

stall and paid for what she
her to her poveriy-stricken
awatre at once that she was a well-cducated
and refined woman. She was living with her
daughter, and the signs of great sulfering
and hardship were visible in both their faces.

“The next day I got on to Twemlow
about it, thinking he might be able to help
them, and it so happened that he had known
them for some time. The woman’s namnme is
Legrand—?

“Legrand!” echoed Iece, leaning back in
his chair and closing his eves thonghtfully.
“*Not a common name. I’ve heard it before.
Go on, Dorrimove.”

“It appears,” couiinued ILord Dorrimore,

“that Twemlow is very puzzled over the
affair. Mrs. Legrand and her daughter work

for a furrier, and make about five
pounds a weck between them.?
Y

could live comfortably on thai,”

at home
to™ seven

“They
sard Lee,
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“Yeos, but they don’t.

\ They are always
The point 1s, where does the
rroney go? Thev have no vices, like drink-
1nr or drug-taking. And so I got into touch
v.ith Nipper, and we sct a watch on the
tcnement where they live. In so doing we
C:zcovered that a Russian—"

““You said a Russian?” asked Lee sharply.

“Yes—a Ruszan—visited Mrs. Legrand
froequently—always after she had received
raoney.”’

‘“ Blackmail,” said Lee quietly.

‘““‘Exactly,” replied Dorrimore. “I have
scen this man several times, and I recognised
him as the leader of a gang of anarchists
and trouble-makers. His name—at present—
is Ivan Vladski. That may be an alias.”

“Ivan Vladski,” murmured Lee, as if
something had occurred to him. ¢Carry on,
Dorrimore. 1 am interested!”

hall starved.

Over the unknown wastes of Hunger Desert in far-
off Tibet, from town to town
, and thence to London, comes a call for
help from a white man imprisoned in a monastery.
And that call is answered by Nelson Lee, the
famous detective, who sets out on a quest which is
fraught with countless dangers !

ough Northern

“Thought you would be, J.ee. You sce,
I tried my best to get Mrs. Legrand to tell
me all her troubles, but she is vory proud.
Her daughter, however, does not trust Vlad-
ski as she does, and she let fall enough to
afford me an inkling of how matters stand.
As far as I can gather, putting two and two
together, you know, is that Mrs, Legrand’s
son went abroad somewhere and disappeared.
At first they thought he was dead, but this
Ivan Vliadski suddenly turned up with the
news that hie was in prison somewhere Persia
way, I fancy, and he wanted them to find
the money to eflect his relecase. But no
matter how much money Mrs. Legrand and
her daughter pour into Vladski’s hands, he
alwavs comes back for more, and there iz no
hint of young Legrand’s liberation,”

“I see,” said Lee. ‘And did you find out
anything about Mrz, Legrand’s son?”
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“Oh, yes, guv’nor!” put in Nipper.
“Sydney Legrand was a journalist on the
staff of the ‘ Daily Report,” and he was sent
out to Turkestan on a seéret mission, {rom
which he never returned.”

Lee’s keen face was very thoughtful.

“H’m, it’s a strange casc,” he admitted.
‘“ As a matter of fact, I have met this young-
ster, Sydney Legrand, once or twice in Fleet
'‘Street. He’s a very able man, and he knew
his Turkestan wonderfullf' well. He spent
several years out there, 1 bclieve, and could
talk the various dialects like a native.”

He looked across at Dorrimore.

“I don’t suppose you ever hecard the real
rcason why the ¢ Daily Report’ sent Sydney
Legrand out to Turkestan, Dorrimore?”’ he
went on. ‘It was supposed to be In order
to describe the conditions of life out there at
the present time; but the truth of the
matter was that the editor of the ‘ Report’
had received, unofficially, a report to the
effect that some of the crowr® jewels belong-
ing to the Russian royal family had been
taken to Tashkent, and they were hidden
there by the people who stole #shem.
just happens that the jewels were rather well
known, and no ordinary jeweller on the Con-
tinent would have failed to recognise them.

“But the scheme was to hold the jewels
in a safe place until the trouble died down,
then they were going to be taken down
through China and across to America, where
the thieves hope to find some wealthy
American to pay a good price for them.”

““That was the story, was it?” Dorrimore
remarked. |

““Yes,” Lce continued. “I happcned to
hear about it because I met the cditor of
the ‘ Report’ in the club just when he had
received the letter. He was not quite sure
whether it was a cock-and-bull story or not,
and he asked me my opinion. I was inclined
to think that the account was genuine
enough, and—well, it was really on my
opinion that the editor sent young Legrand
out to Turkestan.”

He was silent for a moment, pufiing at
his pipe.

““Of course, the report came through that
Svdney Legrand had fallen foul of the
authorities there, and had been killed,” Lce
added, “but I didn’t pay much attention to
it, and even now I do not believe that he is
dead. In nine cases out of ten, if anyone
vanishes In those parts of the world 1t is
invariably assumed that they are dead. But
Sydney Legrand struck me as being a very
level-headed youngster, and I should be in-
clined to think he didn’t take many risks.”

“But if he isn’t dead, surcly he would have
taken some means to have communicated with
his mother,” Dorrimore suggested.

“Yes. That is a point worth considering,”
Lee agreed. ‘‘But you know out there the
question of getting letters through is a very
difficult one. And again, Sydney Legrand
may have sent messengers, but those messen-
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rers may ncver get out of the country.
Everything is still at sixes and sevens 1n
that part of the world, you know, and no
man can really say what is happening.”

He knocked out his pipe, then glanced up.

“Of course, I had no knowledge of
Sydney Legrand’s relatives,” Lee went on,
‘““and the fact that they are living in poverty
strikes me as being rather extraordinary.
am sure that if they had communicated with
the editor of the ‘¢ Report’ he would have
taken care that they were at least kept frgm
want.”

Dorrimore shook his head.

““You haven’t met Mrs. Legrand, Lce,” he
said, “or you wouldn’t talk like that. I can
tell you she is one of those women who
would rather starve than accept charity from
anyone; and apart from that, she has had
money—money in plenty—quite recently. My
opinion is that this skunk, Ivan Vladski, has
been bleeding her; blackmailing her; getting
every penny out of her as she earns it, and
always demanding more. There’s not the
slightest doubt but that she i1s absolutely ter-
rified of the brute, and if you can tind out
just why - that terror exists, I’m also sure
that you will discover something concerning
Sydney Legrand.”

They chatted 1t over, then presently Lee
came to a decision. He telephoned to the
“Daily Report*’ office, and made an appoint-
ment with the editor for that evening. Dor-
rimore went back to his chambers, and some-
where about cight o'clock Lee rang him up
and told him that he had accepted a com-
mission from the editor of the ‘ Report ”’ to
try and discover the whereaboutis of the miss-
ing youngster, Sydney Legrand.

“T thought it best to do it that way,” he
explained. *“For I am now working on a
deliberate job, and can demand assistance
from the police if reqgnired. Have you any
idea what has happened to Vladski?”’

¢No,” said Dorrimore rather ruefully. *“I
supposo I ought to have got hold of more
mformation about him than I have.”

“Well, find out where he lives, if you can,”™
said Lee, *‘and let me know. I will wait for
your reply.” |

As Ivan Vladski was obviously an alien,
Dorrimore had only to ’phone a few police-
stations east of Aldgate to learn that Vladski
was living in the Challie Street Hotel a
small commercial hotel off Holborn.

He rang up the newspaper office, got on
to Lee, and gave him the desired informa-
tion.

“Right you are, Dorrimore,” Lee caid.
“There’s just one more thing now I want
you to do. Go along to Myrs, Legrand, and
just sce to it that she leaves Salter’s Buildings
at once—to-night, if possible. Tell her that
Ivan Vladski will not trouble her any more,
and- try to get her story out of her. But if
she won’t confide in you to that extent, at
least assure her that Vladski will not do
any more blackmailing so far as she is con-
cerned.”
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HERE was a quiet assurance about Lee’s
voice that hinted to tho aristoorat
that he knew a great deal more about
Vladski than he had cared to tell. Of

course, Dorrimore was itching to find out
just what he did know, but he could not
very well tackle tho detective on it over
the telephone, so after assuring Lee that
hie would carry out his instruction, he ro-
placed the receiver,

It struck Dorrimore that he might as well
get Nipper to go along with him, and he
’phoned Gray’s Inn Road, and was fortunate
enough to find the youngster in.

They agreed to meet, and the result was
that shortly after nine o’clock they were
heading eastward for Salter’s Buildings, the
tenements where Mrs. Legrand lived with
fier daughter.

Dorrimore felt a little timid about the task
Leo had set him, for he, being an aristocrat
himself, could appreciate how Mrs. Legrand
would feel towards anyone who was trying
to worm her secrct out of her. And when
:c knocked it was Mrs. Legrand herself who
opened the door, and a glance at her face
assured the visitors that she was inclined
to mistrust these who were willing to help
her, no doubt thinking that their intervention
rmight anger Vladski and so ruin what chances
of escape her son had. |

Nipper and Dorrimore went inside to find
Marian Legrand scated at the table, hard at
work with needle and thread. The room was
a poky little place, and under the faint gas
lizht on the table, Marian Legrand, who
would have been a very pretty girl under
Lappier circumstances, looked very pale and
wan. -

Dorrimore held out his hand.

“l want you to understand that we are
vour friends, Mrs. Legrand,” he said. ‘It
1s true that I have interfered rather in your
affairs, in a way perhaps I had no right to
do, but I felt justified under the circum-
&tances.”’

““I don’t know that vou can do any good,”
cne said listlessly. “ But you might do a deal
of harm.”

““That is a matter of opinion, of course,”
he replied. “I don’t want to pry into your
ofairs, Mrs. Legrand, but I feel absolutely
convinced that it is to your interest to let
me know all you can concerning this man
Viadski. Who is he? Where does he come
from?”’

He saw the mute agony in Mrs. Legrand’s
face. She clasped her fingers together, and
her lips pursed tightly, indicated that she was
determined to kecp silent; but she reckoned
without her daughter, for Marian Legrand,
after a quick, appealing glance in his direc-
tion, went round to her mother and caught
her by the arm.

“1 am quite sure that these gentlemen can
be trusted, mother dear,” she said. ‘‘And
in any case, we must do something. This
doubt and silence is killing me, and you
know that I—I am very much afraid of Ivan

Vladski.”
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She drew back a pace and faced Dorrimore.

“1f we were only sure,”” she said. ‘“You
know how I love Sydney, and I would be
willing to sacrifice much to save him. But
I feel that Vladski is lying to us—has been
Iving to us all the time; but we have never
had a chance of finding out the truth.”

She looked across at Dorrimore.

“If my mother tells the story to you,”
she began, ‘“you must promise not to reveal
it to anyone, The people in this country all
believe that my brother Sydney is dead, and
we have allowed them to remain in that
belief.”

Dorrimore bowed.

‘“ Anythingz you tell my friend and I, Miss
Legrand, will be held as sacred,” he said.

The girl slipped a chair forward, and her
mother seated herself in it. Then Marian
went to the other side of the table, and took
a seat. There was a moment’s silence, then
Mrs. Legrand beran,

“You are quite right when you say that
Ivan Vladski has been getting money from
me,"” she said. ¢ Indeed, he has had a great
deal of money. But I don’t think it is exactly
blackmail—at least, I didn't think so until
recently.”’

She hesitated for a moment, then went on:

‘““Perhaps you have heard of my son,
Sydney Legrand? He was employed by
the ‘ Report,” and some twelve months ago
he was sent out on a special mission to the
East. He went to Tashkent to try to get par-
ticulars concerning a certain movement that
had -been carried out there.” ¢

Dorrimore had heard all this from Nelson
Lee, but he thought it inadvieable to inter-
rupt, and allowed Mrs. Legrand to continue
to give him details concerning her son’s pro-
feszion,

““We heard that Sydney had been killed,
and he had warned us that he might be in
danger of paving such a penalty. It was a
very bitter blow to me, of course, for Sydney
was a good son, and we missed him very much
when he went away. I had all inquiries made
that were possible, but no trace could be
found of him. 1 put several advertisements
in papers for circulation abroad, and after
many weary months I had the first communi-
cation. It came from Paris, and was signed
by Ivan Vladski. He said that if 1 were the
mother of Sydney Legrand he had some im-
portant information to give me, and he sug-
gested that I should make an appointmcent
to meet him in London,”

She looked across at Dorrimore.

“You can understand just what we felt,”’
she said. *‘It was hike a ray of hope to us,
and I answered the message at once. A week
later I came to London and saw Vladeki at
the Challie Street Hotel, off Holborn. 1
can't say that I was exactly impressed by
the man’s appearance, but he knew so much
about my boy, and gave me so many intimate
details of his life, that I knew he could not
be lying."”

She leaned forward in her chair.
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“My son is not dead, Lord Dorrimore,’” she
went on.  ‘““He is in prison in Tashkent.
They charged him with theft, and, according
to Ivan Vladski’s story, the evidence was very
strong against him. So far as I could make
out my son travelled in a railway carriage
along with a number of very wealthy mer-
chants, and when he rcached Tashkent and
went to a hotel there, he was followed by the
police, and one of the merchants charged him
with stealing a large parcel of pearls. A
portion of the pearls were found in my son’s
possession, amongst his kit, and there were
witnesses brought forward to prove that he
had sold one or two of the pecarls to them.”

" She clasped her hands togecther nervously
and leaned back in her chair.

“My son did not give his real name,” she
went on. “Perhags he was ashamed of the
disgrace that might be attached to it. But
he was put in prison at- Tashkent, and Ivan
Vladski was at that time connected in some
way with the prison. He ggt in touch with

Sydney, heard his story and promised to help .

nim.”

RS. LEGRAND arosc to her feet.
M “I will show you the papers that
Vladski brought to me, and it was
through them that 1 recognised that,

at least, his story was genuine enough.”

She disappeared for a few moments, re-
turning presently with a little heap of papers
which she handed to Dorrimore. They were
Sydney Legrand’s passport, and also one or
two letters, together with a faded photograph
of the young journalist riding on a shaggy
Manchurian pony.

‘““My son gave Vladski these papers so that
he would be able to prove that the story he
would tell me was genuine. Vladski told me
there was only one way of saving Sydney

from his terrible position, and that was by

bribery. I don’t know much about the
customs of the East, Lord Dorrimore, but
perhaps you will be able to prove whether
Vladski’s statement is correct or not. He
said that provided there was enough money,
any prisoner would be allowed to get away
in that part of the world.”
Dorrimore nodded his head.

“That’s true enough, Mrs. Legrand,” he
agreed. ‘‘Even in the old days in Russia it
was possible to get away from prison if one
had enough money to do the necessary
bribing.”’

He leaned across the table.

‘“ How much money have you actually given
to Ivan Vladski?’ he asked.

““Over five thousand pounds,’> Mrs. Legrand
returned, with a little sigh It was all 1
possessed, and even that does not seem to
be enough. Vladski is in direct touch with
the people out there, and he sends money
over to a safe place by cable; but he has had
to advance more money out of his own pocket,
and. he—he wants that money back.”

Nipper and Dorrimore fired off a number
of questions at Mrs. Legrand and her
daughter The story that the woman had

told them was obviously quite complete in
itself, and to Dorrmmore it indicated clearly
enongh just what Ivan Vladski’s game was.,

Not for onc moment could he credit the
story that the rascal had told them,

Of course, he was prepared to admit that
he knew something concerning Sydney
Legrand, and had got hold of the lad’s
papers by some means or other, but Dorri-
more was convinced that Mrs. Legrand’s five
thousand pounds had gone into Vladski’s
pocket, and his story concerning the money
that he had provided from his own pocket
was a tissue of lies.

He tried to get Mrs. Legrand to belicve
that, but she only shook her head.

“1 don’t say that Vladski’s an honest man,
but I do know that he has some information
concerning my boy,”” was her reply. ‘‘ And
—well, he was the first one to bring me a
ray of hope, and for that reason I did not
mind parting with the money I had. I want
my boy back—I want to save him, and if
money can do it I will find that money.”

Dorrimore saw it was useless to argue with
her. Like many other women, she was pre-
pared to blind herself to the obviously in-
sincere side of Ivan Vladskl.

She had evidently centred the whole of her
life in her missing son, and nothing in the
world would make her give up her belief that
what she was doing now might ultimately
help to save her boy.

When they rose to lecave, Marian gave Dor-
rimore a little nod of her head, a signal
which he understood, and presently the girl
was walking across the dark courtyard with
them towards the street.

“I want you to understand that I don’t
believe in Ivan Vladski, Lord Dorrimore,”
the girl said. ‘““But you can sece that my
mother does, and I know just why that is.
She is very fond of my brother Sydney; he
i3 her baby. and she 1s blinding herself to
Ivan Vladski’s real character so that she may
cling to the hope that one day Sydney will
return to her.”

Marian Legrand’s eyes glimmered in the
darkness.

“Can you help us??? she pleaded. “We are
much too poor now to do anything. Vladski
has screwed every penny out of my mother
and he takes everything we can earn. We
are practically destitute, Lord Dorrimore.
But if you can in some way or other find out
just what has happened to Sydney, you will
earn our undying gratitude.”

Of course, both Nipper and Dorrimore
had made up their minds by then that they
would make a very big attempt to discover
just what had happened to young Legrand,
so it was not really nocessary for Miss Le-
grand to plead with them. But Dorrimore
assured her that they were out for business,
and he gave her to understand what was
happening with regard to Nelson Lee.

‘“Nipper and I are only small fry Miss
Legrand,” he said. ‘' But there 1s a man
behind us who has just about the keencst
brain in the world when it comes to fathoms-
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ing a mystery. 8it tight in London and
leave it to us. Even to-night we may hear
some unexpected development that will help
to lift the cloud a little. In any case, I can
assure you that whatever else may or may
not happen, you will never be worried by
Ivan Vladski again.”

That, of course, was rather a bold state-
ment to make, but Dorrimore wa3s relyving
311 Nelson Lee, and he had every right to

0 SO.
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CHAPTER 2.
Arrested!

HEN Nipper and Dorrimore left
Salter’s Buildings they headed back

for Gray's Inn Road, fully expect- .

ing to see Nelson Lee there. They
arrived at the chambers shortly after eleven
o'clock, but the landlady informed them that
there had been no sign of the detective, and
after kicking their heels for a while in the
consulting-room, Dorrimore rang up the
‘““ Report ”’ offices and discovered that Lee
had left there shortly after his former con-
versation over the telephone.

Unfortunately the editor was out, so Dor-
rimore could not get any information from
that quarter.

Ten minutes afterwards, however, the tele-
phone bell whirred, and Nipper answered it.
Dorrimore heard him taking a message; then,
when he had replaced the receiver, he turned
to his companion.

“Ii’s all right, Dorrimore,”” he said.
“"We’'ve got to go down to the Challie Street
Hotel and ask for Room 45. 1 think it 1is
one of the servants who gave me the message,
but it must have come from the guv’nor.”

They had half expected that Lee would
- get somewhere round the hotel where Vlad-

ski was staying, 80 neither of them doubted
the genuincness of this message.

They left the Gray’s Inn Road again, found
a taxi, and were soon driven to the quiet
hotel off Holborn. It was one of thoso dingy
places well known to commercial travellers,
but not what oue might cail a popular type
of establishment.

It stood in a corner of a quiet square, and
had obviously once been an ordinary diwell-
ing house. They entered a dingy hall, and
a sleepy-looking attendant in his shirt-sleeves
came across to them.

Porrimore asked for Room 45,
pointed to the staircase.

““On the second floor, sir,”” he said. * Third
door on the right.” .

They discovered afterwards that many of
the patrons of that establishment used some
of the rooms as show-rooms, laying out their
merchandise and inviting their prospective
customers to call and view them. |

A commercial traveller has to Lkeep busy
all day durini the short time he spends in
T,ondon, and his customers are at liberty to
call at all hours of the day or night, so the
porter of the Challie Street Hotel imagined

and he

that Nipper and Dorrimore were going to
view someone’s stock, and he allowed them
to go off together up the stairs.

They reached the sccond floor and turned
to the right, finding Room 45. Dorrimore
knocked on the door, but there was no reply,
and he turned the knob and entered, finding
the place in darkness. Actually, he ought
to have made inquiries then, but he didn'g

do so.

He had accepted the telephone message as
coming from Lee, and he came to the con-
clusion that he had wanted them to get
into this room and wait there until he
arrived. 80 he simply strode into the cham-
ber, followed by Nipper; then, after a search,
found the electric switch and pressed it
down.

The room had obviously been used as a
show place on several occasions; there were
five or six chairs and a couple of long tables.
But there was no sign of any recent occu-
pancy, and thev sat down and began to chat
to each other. Dorrimore noticed that there
was a door on the left, and after five or
six minutes had passed he rose to his feet,

crossecd to the door and opened it.

The adjacent room was in darkness, but
as he stood there he hcard a half mullied
sound, followed by the creak of a bed. Nipper
heard the sound as well, and camo across
to where his companion was standing.

‘““What is it,” Dorrimore ?”’ he asked.

They listened for a few seconds, and again
the creaking noise came, followed by a thin,
strangled breatd:; then a crash souhded, and
the tinkling of glass followed.

Nipper shpped past Dorrimore, and tho
aristocrat heard him sweeping his hand over
the wall until he found the electric switch.
The room leapt into light, and they saw that
it was a bed-room.

On the bed, lying outstretched on the top
of the coverlet, was a man’s figure. Heo was
bound hand and foot, and there was a strip
of cloth tied round his mouth.

They dived for the bed together, and Dor-
rimore reached out to loosen the man’s bonds.
As he did so he heard a footfall coming from
the other door of the room, then it was
forced open and he caught sight of the porter
in his shirt-sleeves, followed by a man in
waiter’s clothes.

The porter gave a shout and leaped through
the doorway towards them.

‘““‘Here! What’s your game

Their position was not a comfortahle one.
The porter had caught Dorrimore leaning
over the fellow on the bed, and it certainly
looked rather suspicious. Before he had time
to explain the hotel servant had grabbed at
his arm, dra%‘ging him away from the bed,
and another shout from the doorway heralded
the arrival of two or threo other servants.

They tackled Nipper and Dorrimore, and
the aristocrat, for all his strength, did not
attempt to struggle. Then presently the man
on the bed, whom they. saw now was &
middle-aged, rather portly-looking gentle-

‘/"
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man, was lifted and supported by a couple of
the notel staff.

He looked dazed and sick, but opened his
eyes, and, after a glance round the room,
raised a shaking finger and pointed it at
Dorrimore,

“Don’t let him get away,” he said. “I—
I saw him in my room.”

The position seemed rather ridiculous. No
doubt the old fellow had caught sight of
Dorrimore as he stood in the lighted doorway
leading from the other chamber, and in his
half-dazed, stupid condition might have
fallen into an error. .

Before they had a chance to explain, the
manager of the hotel, followed by a police-
constable, appeared and took charge of
affairs. Everyone in that room began to
speak at once, and in the babble of sound
neither Nipper nor Dorrimore could get a
word In edgeways. .

The porter who had directed them to
Room 45 was very vociferous in _lis denuncia-
tion. According to his statement, they had
gone up to the room balf an hour before,
which, of course, was absurd.

Gradually, however, the police-constable
icok control of affairs, and he managed to
get some sort of clear statement from the old
fellow who had becen attacked,.

He was the representative of a big manu-
facturing jeweller, and the chamber next
door had been used as his show-room. -

Of course, Dorrimore knew that he was
making a mistake, but ho swore that it was
not more than half an hour before that he
had been attacked in that room and had been
carried to his own bed-room and tied up..

So far as he could judge there had becn
two individuals in the attack, but he had not
been able to catch sight of them, for they
had entered the room noiselessly, and had
Jeapt at him while his back was turned. The
lights had been switched off when the attack
was made, 30 that he had not scen their
faces, and all he could state was that one of
them was a tall and very powerful man, for
the traveller had been helpless in his grasp.

Tho fact that Room 45 was now empty
made it very obvious that robbery had becn
at the bottom of the attack.

Three leather cases in which he carried his
samples of various types of jewellery had
been stolen, and, according to Mr. Revell,
the traveller’s account, most of the jewellery
had been laid out on the tables when the
attack had taken place.

The position was certainly a serious one,
‘et both Nipper and DPorrimore saw the
wamour in it, and although they tried to ex-

plain to the group of indignant hotel
servants, it was no good.
Finally Nipper and Dorrimore were

marched off by a couple of constables to the
nearest police-station, with the old fellow
and the hotel manager in the rear.

"To Dorrimore it seemed as though they
had walked into a trap, and he was half-
inclined to explain the whole affair, but
Nipper insisted on keeping silent,

1t.

“I don’t know what’s at the bottom of it,
Dorrimore,” he said, “but I am not going
to let them know that we went there because
we thought the guv’'nor had sent us a
message. If it is a trap—well, we can soon
get out of it. But I think myself we had
better let matters slide for the time being.
It may mean that we will have to cool our
heels 1n a police cell for to-night, but that’s
all we shall suffer.”

The usual assortment of night prowlers had
been following them, and when they entered
the police-station Dorrimore glanced back
over his shoulder and saw that there was a
dingy mob of at least a score or so of

interested spectators standing on the
pivement outside. _
‘The old traveller charged them with

robbery and violence, and they refused to
give their names, so that the upshot of it
was -they weyre both marched down the flag-
stoned passage and bundled into a eell,

The idea of spending a night on the bare
boards was not gy any means a plecasant one,
and when the warder had gone Deorrimore
lo%ked across at Nipper and gave him a
nea. - : ‘

“I’m leaving this to you, young ’un,” he
said, ‘‘but, frankly, I don’t sce the force of
Why not tell these people who we are
now and settle things at once?7”

Nipper was perched on the edge of the cot,
and there was a grin on his keen young face
as he looked up at his companion.

“What does it matter, old chap?” he said.
“A night like this won’t hurt us. Candidly,
I am of opinion that the whole of this affa‘r
has been rigged, and I am willing to make
a little bet that to-morrow morning Mr.
Revell will find that he has not been robbed
of his property, and it will all be returned
to him some way or the other.”

“How the dickens do you manage to come
to that conclusion ?”’ asked Dorrimaore.

Nipper chuckled.

“Well, you see, I Lknow the guv’nor’s
methods,” he returned, “and some of them
are darned strange. We both know that Ivan
Vladski was living at the Challie Street
Hotel, and there isn’t the shightest doubt but
what Vladski suspects you. Now, 1if the
guv’nor wanted to get on friendly terms with
Vladski, the hest gossible way he could
manage that would be by proving that he
was no friend of yours.”

Dorrimore nodded. He had bumped into
Vladski at Mris. Legrand’s on one or two
accasions, and knew that the Russian re-
garded him with grave suspicion. Besides,
at one time Dorrimore had bheen in the Secret
Service, and perhaps' Vladski had seen or
heard of him in that connection,

Nipper leaned forward, nodding his head
wisely. )

“I wouldn’t mind betting that Ivan
Vladski or one of his pals was amongst that
mangy crowd outside here when we were
brought in. By this time everyone out there
will know that we have been locked up for
the night, at any rate, and that the case is
very sertous against us. In other words,
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fvan Vladskt o1l realise that we are laid by
the heels, and Le need not be afraid of us
following him if he has made up his mind to
move.”’

Dorrimore counid not quite foilow Nipper's
process of reasouing, but he was prepared to
admit that the youngster knew much more
about the detective’s methods than he did,
aud he left 1t at that.

He stretched himseif out on the cot, and it
vas just about tlie hardest thing he ever
stiuck, but he managed to [ull into a doze,

Under arrest, Dorrimore and Nipper were urged ftorward into the police station.

The inspector regarded thiem clozelv and
took a pace Torwayd. C

“The messcnger picked up the cases at
Piccadilly Tube Station, where they had been
left last niecht,” he went on, “and from in-
quivies I have made it secms they were left
tlhem befoire yvou two recached the hotel,
Now then, out with it! Who are you, and
what 13 behind this game of vouirs ?”

Dorrimore nodded to Nipper,
youngster began to explain,

and the
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As they

ontered Dorrimore glanced back over his shoulder and saw that a number o! night prowlers
were koenly watehing thom.,

and wag only awakened next morning by the
clank of the kevs as the warder opened the
door of their cell.

1E man asked if they wanted any food,

and Dorrimore gave him soine money

with which he provided them with a

decent breakfast; then somewhere

about nine o’clock the first startling proof

that Nipper’s theorics were correct came, for

a police mspector eutered the cell and nodded
to them.

“Look here,” he said, “what’s the game?
We’ve just been notified from the Challic
Street Hotel that the whole of My, Revell's
property was rtcturned to himm by a special
messenger this morning.”

“Indeed 7’ gaid Dorrimore. with a rather
sarcastic mflexion 3:, his voice. “ And do you
think that we sent it back ?”

Lee, the police official’s manner changed at
once.

“Why on earth didn't you tell us that last
night*” he said. *“I thought muyself, when 1
heard the report, that there was something
fishy about it. We have becen hunting all
round London for that confounded swayg that
you were sunrosed to have cleared out of
the hLotel.” |

He turned to Nijpper.

“T have never met vou before, bu!, of
coursa, I've heavd of you and Mr. Lee,” he
said.  “What’s the 1dea ?”

1o voungster shook his head.

“I don't quite Lknow,” he returncd, “but
it secms to me that someone was mirhty
anxious for us to get locked up last night,
and, under the  circumstances, Lord
I})orrir'q'mre and I thought we would oblige
them."”
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The inspector flung back his head and went
off into a roar of laughter.

“You’re about the limit,” he said.
“Allowing yourselves to be walked through
the streets like two dangerous desperadoes
and kicking your hecls in a cell all night,
just because you thought someone had a
scheme on, eh?”

“That’s about it,” Nipper said, “and 1
think 1t was the guv’nor who was at the
bottom of the scheme.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” the inspector
resumed, ‘““and, so far as I am concerned, it’s
an open door for you now. You can clear
out whenever you like.”

Nipper looked at Dorrimore, then turned
to the official again. |

“I don't think that will quite suit us,
inspector,” he said, a quiet grin crossini his
keen young face. “You see, we have been
arrested, and we ought to be brought up
before the magistrate this morning, and, 1if
you don’t mind, I'd like that tp happen.”

“What’s that? You mean to say you want
to go through the process of the police court
before going out OF here 7’

“I do,” Nipper returned. -

Dorrimore could not quite see Nipper’s
idea, for, of course, it meant a certain
amount of publicity. But the youngster had
his own way, and the result was that the
duly presented themselves at the magistrate’s
court, and the case against them was
brought up.

They took care to give assumed names,
and, although they were remanded, they
both knew what that meant, for the in-
spector had not mentioned in the court the
fact that the cases had been discovered. But
as their prosecutor, the old commercial
traveller, had not put in an appearance at
all, they could not go on with the case for
lack of evidence.

It was therefore somewhere about noon
before Nipper and Dorrimore found them-
selves back in the Gray’s Inn Road, and
when they entered the chambers they found
a stranger waiting in the consulting room.

He gave them his card, proving that he
was a messenger from the Foreign Offide,
and, after he was satisfied as to their identity,
he took an envelope from his pocket and held
it out to Dorrimore.

As soon as the aristocrat glanced at the
writing he knew from whom it had coine,
and Nipper went up to his side, waiting im-
patiently until the letter was opened. It was
from Nelson Lee, and contained about six
lines of writing:

‘“ Hope you didn’t catch cold in the police-
station last night, but it had to be done.
Sorry I won’t be able to sec you now, for
I am off at once; but if you have nothing
better to do I’d like you to accompany
Nipper and head for Tashkent. Look up the
map, and you will see where that place 1s.
There is a certain pearl merchant, named
Agru Kal, whose shop is situated in the
Balzar Market, at Tashkent. When you reach
Tashkent, secek out Agru Kal, and ask him

THF. WILD ROY OF BRITAIN. Meet Kedrick, the amazing boy outlaw.—

for news of the yellow pearl. That’s all I
can tell you now.” .

It was, perhaps, one of the most annoying
letters Dorrimore had ever reeeived, for it
hinted at great things, yet left much in the
shadow. He turned to the spruce-looking
Foreign Oflice official, and the obvious dis-
gust on the aristocrat’s face made him smile,

“It’s all right, Lord Dorrimore,” he said.
““I know a httle about what has happened,
and I can assure you that Mr. Lee could not
do otherwise. 1 have heen sent by Sir
Bartram Kellam, my chief, to help you in
this matter. If you fellows want to get to
Tashkent, 1 can pi¢k you out the eafest, .f
not the shortest route.”’

“But what’s behind it all? What's it all
about?” asked Dorrimore.

The official looked at him and smiled.

‘‘There’s a very big thing behind it,” he
said, ‘“‘but I- can’t tell you much beyond the
fact that it is really an intrigue which that
extraordinary friend of yours, Mr. Lee has
gone out to fathom. He has gone with Ivan
Vladski, and that little affair which happened
last night was stage-managed in order to
bolster’s up Mr. Lee’s claim to being a friend,
so far as Vladski was concerned.” |

He arose, and went across to the window,
then turned to Dorrimore again.

“You will doubtless realise that here in
London there are probably more spies to the
square mile than in any other city in the
world, and I have had a hard job to cast
Ioose from the particular individual who was
dogging me. But I think I managed it, and
so far as I am aware, no one has the slightest
idea that you or Nipper are in direct deal-
ings with our department, - But, I can tell
you this much, we know that there were
several of Vladski’s men outside the police-
station last night, and there were also oune
or_two of them in the court this merning.””

Dorrimore nodded his head to show he
understoud.

““I admit that Ivan Vladski has good cause
to consider me as his enemy,” he said, “but
I don’t mind that in the least,”’

“No, it is very fortunate, as a matter of
fact,”” the Foreign Office official assured him.
" 'We are going to see to it that both you aad
Nippex are laid by the heels. A paragraph
in the newspapers will appear to-morrow, in
which you will both receive a short sentence
o.f mmprisonment for that affair at the Challie
Street Hotel. Ivan Vladski’s spies will no
doubs see that illuminating announcement,
and will duly notify their chief. It is tho
best we can do for you, and it will cover your
tracks until you reach Tashkent.”
~Dorrmmore had had a shrewd suspicion that
the affair would develop into something much
bizger than at first appeared, but the Foreicn
Office official’s statement made mm realise
that it had now assumed much greater pro-
portions than he had conceived. For when a
British Government goes to the trouble to
have a false statcment printed in the news-
papers it certainly means that thero is some-
thing big looming behind it,
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“Have you got a map?” the official asked,
and Nipper lifted one of the big atlases out
of the book shelves, and presently they were
studying that stretch of country which is
perhaps the wildest of all Europe.

T is true that one can reach Tashkent by

- railway. There is a line that runs from

the Caspian Sea along the borders of

Persia and up into the wild regions of
Turkestan, of which Tashkent is the capital.
Then, again, one can reach it by another
line, but as that line starts from Petrograd,
or Leningrad, and runs down through Central
Asia, and is closely watched by the Bolsheviks,
it was no open road for them.,

““If you leave it to me,”’ the Foreign Office
official said, “I'll fix things up for you nicely.
It is not going to be an easy job, but—well,
I suppose. you are both used to travelling,
and, 1In any case, you’ve always got a side
door by which you can escape. Down

through Bokhara and into Kabul is the best

way to get clear, although it i3 darned rough
travelling. My idea is to send you by rail,
but it will not be as Englishmen.”

For a long two hours that slim, black-haired
voungster, and Nipper and Dorrimore studied
the map, and it was-soon apparent that the
Foreign Office man was an expert at the
game. He seemed to know the region as
though he were a native born, and presently
Porrimore asked him how he came to have
that knowledge.

‘““Well, to tell you the truth,” he said, *1
was out there on a newspaper job-along wita
Syvdney Legrand, several years ago.”

““Then youn know Legrand?”

He looked at Dorrimore and smiled.

‘““He was my best friend,”’” he said, ‘‘and
that’s one of the reasons why I have taken
up this job. There are lots of people who
bhelieve that Sydney Legrand is dead, but

I’'m not one of them. Sydney knew that part

of the world better than I did, and he had
the gift of getting right in under the native
skin when it came to disguise. I don't eay
that Sydney is not in trouble, but 1 don’t
believe he 1s dead, and T'd give a great deal
to be able to go out with you. Unfortu-
nately, I am a marked man both here and
out there. They know me, and know what
information I poszess concerning that part
of the world.”
He drew a deep breath.

“I’d love to be able to come with you
both,” he repeated, ‘‘only 1 think I can
serve my friend better by remaining hers,
for, as soon as I packed my kit I'd have a
host of spies on my heels that would never

let loose until they found out what 1 was

after.”
Ho smiled.

“ But, although I am not going myself, I
am going to make the way darned clear for
vou two. I'll give you letters of introduction
all along the line to friends whom I know you
can trust. Many of them are very queer
types—horse-dealers, hotel-keepers, carpet.
scllers, But they are all under the same ser-
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vice, and are out to do their best to help a
friend’s friend.”

They had dinner with that interesting
oflicial that evening, and before they left
him they were armed with more information
concerning the job ahead. He gave them
all sorts of letters of introduction, and one
or two signs which Nipper and Dorrimore
got off by heart, signs which whispered into
the right man’s ears, would make him their
friend.

Altogether, they felt that, although they
were starting out on an extremely risky en-
terprise, they were not quite without sup-
port, and on the following day, when Dorri-
more and Nipper boarded the train at Vic-
toria, they had the feeling that they were
on the verge of great happenings.

= J

CHAPTER 3.
At Tashkent,

HE last leg of that long journey was
performed in a railway carriage from
Kinel, which is a station betwcen
Moscow and Celiabinsk, the junction

for Leningrad. As they drew nearer to
Tashkent, both Dorrimore and Nipper began
to feel a trifle nervous,

They realised that at Tashkent police 1n-
quiries would be sharper, and it soon became
apparent that they wero entering a region
where a sharper system of watchfulness
obtained. They realised that they must avoid
observation as much as possible and aever
loiter about places like railway stations.

Lord Dorrimore’s Chinese servant,” Wun
Foo, was with them, but [or fear his tonguo
might let drop some unfortunate reference to
their enterprise and their identity, he had
been ordered to pose as deaf and dumb.

As soon as the train pulled into the station
at Tashkent, they were about the first to
alight, and after the usual informal examina-
tion passed out of the station, to find a line
of droshkies waiting, with the drivers
clamouring for fares. They hired one and
were driven to the Hotel de France.

They had been recommended to this hotel,
and although it was certainly not up %o pre-
war conditions, they found things quite com-
fortable there.

Late in the afternoon they went for a walk
in the town, and Nipper had to admit that it
was quite a surprise to him,

He had expected a wild, uncivilised place,
and both he and Wun Foo were amazed at
the wide, spacious streets, with shady trees
and fashionable shops, and people thronging
to and fro.

But if the houses and streets were fairly
modern, it was quite different with the people,
for one would meet a native riding a hand-
scme Arab steed, and now and again a line
of camels would shufle past, while the drosh-
kies, with their three horses, seemed every-
where.

Under other circumstances, Nipper reckoned
he could have spent a pleasant time in Tash-
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kent, but they were not there for pleasure,
and presently Dorrimore began to make in-
quiries, and discovered that the shop of tne
pearl merchant, Agru Kal, was situated in
the old part of the city, the walls of which
even yet have not completely disappeared.

They had reached Tashkent on a Friday,
and that happened to oe the day set apart
for prayer, with the result that from the
various mosques as they passed there came
little streams of people, so that they were
able to make their way through them with-
out being unduly observed. |

They halted at a small shop and had a
meal, then, just about dusk, they began to
search in real earnest for Agru Kal’s shop.

They found it at last, a little booth of a
place stuck away under a ruined arch
which had obviously once been part of some
great temple.

It was Dorrimore’s command of the lan-
guage which enabled him to read the name
above the stall outside. In Tashkent, as in
most towns of that type, the older parts still
retain their primitive methods of trade, and
this particular shop was very different from
the splendid ones they had seen in the new
town.

There was a slim, brown-skinned youngster
squatting cross-legged beside the stall, and
Dorrimore halted and pretended to examine
some of the gaudy jewellery which was dis-
played there. Nipper was standing behind
his tall companion, and he happened to catch
sight of a man’s bearded face looking out
f;‘]om behind the curtains in the rear of the
shop.

Presently the man came forward. He was a
middle-sized individual, rather Persian in
appearance, and was wearing a tawdry, gold-
embroidered robe. -'

He leaned forward, picked up a small gold
bracelet, and held it out to Dorrimore, say-
ing a few words under his breath. Nipper
saw Dorrimore bend towards the fellow and
reply, then the bearded man raised his voice
and commenced to protest. Nipper could see
it was ali part of a game, and a few moments
later the man and Dorrimore vanished into
the shop, the latter reappearing presently and
beckohing to the youngster.

They went behind a curtain and found
themselves 1n a little octagonal chamber
where there stood a European table and two
or three carved stools.

“This 1s my companion, Agru Kal,” Dor-
rimore said, as an introduction. Then, turn-
ing to Nipper he went on. “It’s all right,
young 'un. Agru Kal is a friend, and he has
a message for us. Lee has been here.”

This, of course, was good news, for it
was the first defnite indication they had had
that the guv’nor had got through so far.

GRU KAL leaned forward and began

to talk in fairly good English.

Framm what Nipper could make out of

it, he was pretty well scared of his

job, for r'gnt through the story he broke out
now and agail nto a very grim warning of
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what would happen to them if by any chance
the people they were working against dis-
covered them.

‘“In Tashkent you are safe,” he said. *But
in the Hu:ger Desert there i1s much danger
awaiting you.”

Accordirg to his account they had to join
a small mule caravan which was leaving Tash-
kent on the following morning for a place
called Gazalkel. It was about five days’
march over what Agru Kal called the Hunger
Desert, and it was in that direction that
Neison Lee had gone.

They questioned the Persian jewel merchant
pretty closely, and Nipper was satisfied that
Lee was still keeping in close touch with
Ivan Vladski.

“The caravan awaits you,” Agru Kal said,
“and I would advise you both to go straight
back to your hotel now and not stir from
it until to-morrow morning. Even although
you have got through so far there is no
reason why you should slacken in precaution.’

He looked across at Dorrimore and smiled,
revealing a row of blackened teeth.

‘““Even 1 knew that you were nearing Tash-
kent,” he said. ‘ The message came through
to me yesterday that you might be hcre this
afternoon, and lo, you have come!”

Dorrimore shrugged his shoulders.

““That sounds rather menacing,” he re-
turned, ‘“tor if you knew when we were
likely to arrive, so might our {riends the
cnemy. Still, we’ve got to take that chance,
and so far, I must admit, we haven’t had
any signs of trouble.”

They spent the best part of an hour with the
old jewel merchant, chatting about the coun-
try, and also getting as much information as
they could regarding the missing newspaper
correspondent.

But for some reason or other Agru Kal
did not teli them all he might have done,
as they found out later. It just happens that
your average Eastern plotter will only revcal
as much as he thinks fit, lest by some chance
his informant should give him away aud im-
plicate him 1n the affair.

Wun Foo had been left outside the shop,
and when Dorrimore and Nipper emcrged,
the youngster noted a bow-legged, shaggy-
lqgking fellow slinking off from Wun Foo’s
side.

Wun Foo was one of the best chaps in the
world, but he was inclined to he just a little
indiscreet After they had walked along the
street for a few yards, waiting for Dorri-
more to join them, Nipper grabbed Wun
Foo by the arm.

“Who was that funny-looking creature
standing beside you at the shop just now?”?
he asked. :

The Chinaman shook his head. '

“I do not know, honourable Nipper,” he
declared in his sing-song tones. ‘‘He came
and said he knew me. but I have never seen
him before, honourable.”

“You spoke to him, then?”

“Yes, honourable.” Wun Foo raised one
hand to his head and scratched it., “I forgot
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I was deaf and dumb, honourable. Still, 1
told him nothing.”

There was no use blaming Wun Foo for
the incident, but Nipper felt in his heart
that he had made a mistake in speaking to
the fellow at all.

Dorrimore joined them then, and they went
on through the new town and finally reached
the hotel. As Nipper stepped inside the wide
entrance he glanced back over his shoulder

and saw a three-horse droshky swinging by.

The driver was a little squat fellow, lean-
ing well forward in the shafts, and his face
was turned in the youngster’s direction.
Brief though the vision was, Nipper felt
pretty certain that it was the same man who
had been talking to Dorrimore’s Chinese ser-
vant outside the little shop.

Anyone in such a profession as Nelson Lee
and Nipper followed must keep his wits about
‘him, and Nipper made up his mind that Wun
¥Yoo’s action was calculated to bring them
into trouble. The result was that as soon as
they were 1n their room together he told Lord
Dorrimore about the incident, and after they
had discussed it, they agrced that the best
thing to do was to leave the Hotel de France
at once and seek other lodgings. -

It was dusk, then, and when they had
found Wun Foo again they went down to
the reception office, explained matters to the
clerk, paid for their rooms and cleared out,
finally finding another and quieter hotel off
one of the main squares.

They had made up their minds to make
an early start on the following morning, and
they were up before dawn, snatching a
hurried meal; then Dorrimore and Nipper
and Wun Foo started off to pick up the
caravan.

They found it drawn up under the shadow
of a crazy old wall, and it was obvious that
they were expected, for as soon as they
appeared a tall, lean fellow, dressed in a
sheepskin coat, came up to them, followed
by a couple of men leading mules, and, with-
out saying a word, the tall man indicated
that the mules were for them.

“And so the rising of the pale sun saw
them jogging along behind the long line of
pack-mules, heading away from Tashkent,
through the cultivated lands that lay east-
ward,.

The road was a pretty good one at first,
but gradually died away into a rough cart-
track, and presently they found themselves
winding down a narrow ravine and across a
very shaky bridge, over which only one mule
at a time could pass.

UN FOO was riding ahead of them
now, and they made up the end of

the caravan. Nipper saw Wun Foo's

mount carry him carefully across the

bLridge and vanish round a boulder on the

ofher side, then he urged his own mount on.

While he was yet half-way across the bridge
there came a shout ahead.

Quiclk!

“(iuick, honourable  Nipper!
Quick!”

L ]
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It was Wun I'oo’s voice.

Owing to the fact that the bridge was
a narrow one, the caravan had been rather
upset in its arrangements, and as each mule
had reached the other side it had been forced
into a gallop by its driver. There was, of
course, a gap of almost half a mile between
Wun Foo and the tail portion of the cara-
van now.

Nipper urged his mule into a half trot, and
his heart was mn his mouth as the animal
jogged over that shaky bridge. But as soon
as he pained the firm ground he hurried for-
ward and saw that Wun Foo’s mulo was
standing on the left of the track, while Wun
Foo himself was seated against a boulder,
holding his arm.

Nipper caught sight of a thin trickle of
blood running between the Chinaman’s fingers,
and he turned towards Nipper with a quicl
gesture.

““Over the rocks, Quick!
Catch him{"”

Nipper swung from the saddle and ran to
where Wun Foo was seated. He saw that
the ravine dipped here in a sharp slope,
which was covered with rough, mossy
boulders. Half-way down the slope a figure
was riding in between two tall boulders, and
it was towards the horseman that Wun ¥oo
pointed.

“There he goes, honourable,” he cried.
“It is the same man who spoke to me out-
side the shop. Get him!”’

The man had halted to look back as Nipper
approached, and he raised his arm and shook
his fist in their direction.

It was a challenge, and Nipper accepted
it. He didn’t stop to ask how Wun Foo had
come by his hurt, but, reaching the edge of
the slope, he charged down through the
boulders, heading for the -squat figure of the
droshky driver,

He did his best to collar the fellow, but
the man had rather a big start of him, and
presently Nipper found himself working his
way along underneath a high ledge. On
emerging from it he saw that the ravine fell
away to a sheer precipitous slant, right down
to where the stream gurgled below.

Nipper had lost sight of his man and was
on the pathway only a foot wide which ran
along tge bare bluff. He moved on for a
space of about twenty or thirty yards, then
he heard a faint sound from above him, and
looked up. . .

He was only just in the nick of time, for
he caught sight of a little shower of dust
spraying down the slope, then a great black
shadow foomed into view. It was a huge
round boulder, and cven as he caught sight
of it it fell.

Nipper must have jumped back a pace or
two, but ho never actually remembered doing
so. He was painfully aware of the boulder
passin§ him uncomfortably close, and the
wind from it fanning his face. It thudded
against the ledge and bounded on, to fall
with a thundering crash in the bed of the
stream.,

honourable!
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A voice sounded behind the youngster, and
quick footfalls; then someone gzrabbed him
by the arm.

“By Jiminy, that was a close shave for you,
young ’un!” Dorrimore said. *“Come out of
it. I don’t think we’ll follow that rascal any

further.” '
with him,

. >
~Nipper might have argued .
because his blood was up - after that vile
attempt the skunk had made, but Dorrimore
was a bit sfronger than him, and, before
he realised it, he found himself being dragged
along that path and out on to the boulder-

clad slope again, |

“He tricked you,” Dorrimore pointed out.
“I only caught sight of the beggar just as
he heaved that boulder. You thought he had
gone along that path, but he hadn’t, He
worked his way up to the right. I tried to
warn you, but I was too late.” |

They halted and looked in the direction of
the ledge, but could catch no sign of the
thick-set man, and Nipper realised that his
following him at all had bee® a foolish pro-
ceeding, for it was his own peculiar country,
and he could have lost the youngster very
quickly and easily round there. .

They reached the lower road at last, and
found Wun Foo standing beside his mule.
He had removed his coat and had wrapped a
bandage round the wounded arin. He looked
rather sick, but there was a vague smile on
his face when they halted in front of him.,

“That man only just missed you, Honour-
able Nipper,” he said, “and I am afraid it
was my fault.”

Dorrimore bundled his servant into the
saddle, then he and Nipper climbed on to
their mounts, and they began to move up the
road at a trot, for the delay had been rather
a long one, and there was now no sight of
the caravan, although they could see the thin
trail of dust from it rising far ahead.

Nipper saw that Dorrimore was anxious to
gain the caravan as soon as possible, and
realised just why that anxiety existed. They
were in a lonely part of the country, and were
cut off from the main body. Had they been
attacked there they would have stood very
little chance.

However, there was no sign of attack, and
at the end of an hour’s ride they found them-
selves up with the tail of the caravan once
more: and then, and not till then, did
Dorrimore turn and question his servant.

He gave Wun Foo a bit of his mind, too,
which the Chinaman bore with commendable
meekness; then he explained what had
happened.

The droshky driver had evidently been
waiting 1n among the boulders, and ‘as soon
as Wun Foo had cleared the bridge, the
fellow came across to him and tried to get
into conversation with him again. But, re-
membering Nipper’s warning, Wun Foo re-
fused to be drawn, and played the deaf and
dumb stunt, until the other man, losing his
temper, had suddenly snatched a long knife

out of his boot and had gone for Wun Foo
like a wild cat.

CASTAWAY CHUNMS. A tale of the South Seas that’s  different.”

It was then that.  the Chinaman had
shouted, and that shout had probably saved
s life, for the fellow had looked round
and had seen Nipper coming across the
bridge. He had promptly turned on his heel
and made off. | .-

Dorrimore went up to the leader of the
caravan and got into conversation with him,
explaining somethineg of the incident, and
trying to find out if Wun Foo’s attacker wa3
known to any of the drivers. But although
he described the fellow very carefully, the
leader of the party apparently did not
recognise him, : )

Yet, when Dorrimore joined Nipper again,
he told him that.it looked as though some-
thing of the sort had been expected, for the
leader of the caravan was distinctly nervous,
and had urged Dorrimore to keep in close
touch with them in future.

“He .says that the worst part of our
journey is yet to coime, young ’un, and I
quite agree with him, for we are now head-
ing for the Hunger Desert, and it is there
that all this mystery will be revealed to us.”

He looked down at Nipper and smiled.

“What we have gone through so far is
child’s play to what has to follow, Nipper,”
he added. ‘

And that statement was perfectly correct.

L )

CHAPTER 4.
The Watch-tower.

FTER that incident which had very
nearly resulted in the end of Wun

Foo, the three stuck pretty closely to

the caravan, and the next couple of

days they sumply kept on at a steady jog-
trot  across the barren plain, wit

occasional halts for food and pitching camp
at night. |

Dorrimore and his companions kept to
themselves, for they had noticed that here
and there among the drivers of the caravan
were one or two fellows who regarded them
in anﬁthing but a friendly way; and, know-
ing the country they were in, Nipper was
pretty certain that it was only the presence
of the leader which prevented the white
travellers from being attacked by some of
their undeilings.

Even when in camp Dorrimore decided it

.was better for a watch to be kept during the

night, and they acted on his suggestion, turn
and turn about,

The road they were on was little more than
a cart track, and it ran straight across the
desert. Now and again other caravans

assed them, mostly heading back to Tash-
tent, and what with their caravan kicking
up a dust, and the others passing them, made
incidents fairly lively.

In the afternoon of the second day, after
they had broken camp for the midday halt,
Dorrimore indicated to Nipper a dark cloud
which had rizen in the east. It was not much
bigger than a man's hand at first, but ié
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With a horde of yelling villagers close on their heels, Dorrimore and Nipper sprinted despe-
rately through the herd of goats, whiie about them stones and rocks whizzed and crashed !

increased rapidly., and was accompanied by
vivid flashes of lizhtuing.

The leader of the caravan came back to
them and spoke to Dorrimore for a few
rmoments, pointing to the black cloud and
thien to the caravan. When they had gone on
Dorrimore caimne to Nipper, a smile on his
']ipi.

“I'm afraid wc¢’re in for it, voungz ’un,”
he said. “Ouar friend. the leader, tells me
that storms in thiz part of the country arve
very dangerous, and theve is every possibility
of the mules sfamoedine. T think the best
thing we can do iz to keep as close together
as possible.”

Half an hour later the storm burst on ther,
and although Nipper had had a fairly wide
experience of sztooms he had never passed
through one so severe as that in the Hunger
Desert.

It was as thouzh a cloud had burst right
on top of them, for the rain fell in sheets,
With the vivid flaches of lightning, the half-
darkness, and thc tremendous rolls of
thunder, there was no wonder that the mules
t:ecame nervous. It got darker, too, so dark,
in fact, that onc could hardly distinguish the
next man ahead.

It did not take long for them all to be
spaked to the skin, and as Nipper drove on,
his mule’s head level with Dorrimore’s leg,
he heard suddenly a tremendous yell from in
frout, then ther¢ came to his ears, above the

roar of the thunder, the clattering of hoofs,
and, Dorrimore, drawing rein, caught at his
bridle.

“They're off, Nipper!” he said.

Nipper hecard a bellow from behind him,
and, looking round, saw Wun Ioo’s mount
shoot past Dorrimore with the Chinaman
leaning forward, his arins rouna the slender
ncek of the beast.

“Stop him! Stop him!” Nipper called.

Next moment he and Dorritmore were
urging their mules forward, trying to reach
Wun Foo, but what with the darkness and
the ramn, and the gencral confusion, their
task was a fairlv hopeless one.

Before Nipper knew where he was he
found himself riding alone, and his mule
sutidenly elid down a slope, pelted its way
throurgh a rushing torrent, and went seram-
bling up another bank then, despite all his
endeavours to stop him, he went off at a
hand gallop over the muddy ground.

When a mule takes it into his head to
bolt only a brick wall can stop him, and
although Nipper tugged at the reins until
his arms ached, that little beast didn’t seem
fo tale the slizhtest notice of him.

Of course, he could have taken the chance
of throwing himszelf out of the saddle, and
risking a tumble in the mud, but that
wouldn’t have helped him much, for the
animal would have gone on, and he had no
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desire to be left stranded, soaked to the skin,
in_the -centre of the Hunger Desert.

His pack and food were strapped to the
saddle, and the only chance of getting through
the adventure was sticking to the animal.

The storm must have lasted for the better
part of a couple of hours. It never stopped
raining during the whole of that time, and
there were places on that desert where the
water was a good nine or ten inches deep, so
heavy was the fall of rain.

It was the mule that did all the guiding
during that period. Having given himself
up to the chance of the moment, Nipper

simply stuck to the saddle, with his head
" down, and the rain pouring on to him.

After what seemed to be an eternity, the
darkness began to lift slightly, and as it
gave way to an opaque greyness, Nipper
began to pick out. something of the line.of
country ahead. He was still on the desert,
with 1its patches of scrub and broken, un-
dulating ground. Here and there the rain
cloud had formed wreaths of @wapour, which
werc running hither and thither across the
wet earth, and from the ground itself arose
a mist caused by the vapourising of the rain.

It grew brighter and brighter, and as his
mule dropped to a walking pace now Nipper
presently brought it to a halt and glanced
around.

He knew he had travelled some distance,
but he had thought there would be a chance
of seeing some of his comrades. But when
the clouds had completely cleared and the
whole of the desert lay -in full view he
couldn’t sce the slightest sign of anything
moving—man or beast.

Ahead of him, about two miles, the ground
arose slightly, and he saw just beyond the
ridge, outlines of a round structure, a tower
of some sort. .

He knew that at one time that desert had
been fairly well populated, and he had been
told that here and there on the barren plain
were rcemains of ancient towns, so he came
to the conclusion that the mound ahead was
all that was left of some old-world city that
had crumbled to dust.

His mule, obviously very much ashamed of
his conduct, started forward at an easy amble,
and the sun coming out presently, began to
have its effect on the youngster’s clothes.

As his mount climbed the slope of the

ridge he halted it, and had another look
round. The higher ground gave him a wider
view, and he saw, far to the left, a little
clump of thin trees, and beyond them what
looked like a road.
. Distances are very deceptive in the desert,
but he was seasoned enough to know that
the road was a good ten or fifteen miles away
from where he was—much too far for him
to attempt to reach it on his exhausted
mount.

He slipped from the saddle, hooked the
bridle under his arm, and led the mule up
over.the edge of the ridge, to find himself
moving through a  tangle of ruined walls,
obviously.the outer circle of some old city.
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He gained the door, which he saw now had
been part of a much larger structure. Lt
was fashioned of solid rock of grey sand-
stone, and had resisted the wear and tear
of time well enough, for when he found his
way 1n through the low-arched doorway he
discovered that there was an upper chamber
and above it a flat rocof. The whole place
was very much overgrown with weeds and
tendrils, and at first sizcht it seemed to Nipper
as though it had not been occupied by humans
for a long time. But when he descended
from the room and halted in the lower
chamber, he saw in one corner a heap of
native fodder and other indications which
told him that someone had stabled a mule or
a pony there quite recently.

He went out and brought his mule iIn
through the arched deoorway, removing the
saddle and bridle, and hitching him up to
the wall close to the fodder. The shaggy
animal commenced to eat at once, and
although he was pretty sore with him, Nipper
had to smile at the calm way in which he
accepted the food.

He searched through his pack, discovering
five or six soaked, clammy biscuits and a
tin of coffec and milk. Fortunately, he had
tied a couple of cooking-pots to his saddle,
and, of course, he had seen to it that his
supply of matches was safe in his water-
proof case. |

He was alone on the Hunger Desert, but
he had no intention of starving for the
moment, so his first job was to light a fire,
then go in scarch of water.

After stumbling over a number of greaf
weed-covered rocks, he discovered a well, and
filled the pannikin there, returning to the
tower and placing it over the fire.

He had lighted the fire in the lower
chamber, allowing the smoke to circle up
through the gap in the ceiling and out
through the roof.

There was a primitive ladder running from
floor to floor, and he noticed that it was of
native manufacture; that is to say, the rungs
were lashed into place with hide, instead of
being nailed in the European way.

HHE sun had almest dried his clothes,
but he toolk off his outer garments,
placing them round the fire; then,

_ when the water was boiling he.mado
himself fairly comfortable with the pannikin

of coffee and milk and biscuits.

It was not by any means a barquet, buf
wheén a fellow is dead weary and hungry. he
is not too particular. |

When the meal was over Nipper dragged
forward some of the dried fodder which his
mule was working his way through steadily,
and made it into a rough sort of bed,
stretching himself out on it beside the fire,
1t was getting dusk, and he must have gone
to sleep instantly. | _

He never knew how lang he slept, but
Nipper was one of those individuals whose
sleep is of the hair-trigger variety, and he
was awakened by the sound of voices.
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Nelson Lee had taught him much of what
to do in such an emergency. He made not
the slightest noise as he rose to a sitting
pcsition. He couldn't quite locate wherc the
voices were coming from at first, but at last
he realised that the speakers were outside the
tower, and, slipping from his bed, he tiptoed
~across to the ladder and climbed it stealthily.

Ho went right up to the roof, then
crossed towards the low parapet. He found a
convenient gap, and leaned forward to look
down.

The moon was shining in the heavens, and
the stars were very clear. About forty yards
away from the tower were a number of
rough-hewn rocks, which formed a rampart.
He caught the glimmer of a fire and three
or four shapes sitting round it. The fire was
a fairly large one, and the flames, leaping up
now and again, gave him an opportunity of
studying the bearded fcatures of the men
around, 1if.

About three yards away from the fire a
mule was standing, and after a glimpse at
it he recognised the brute as being the one
he had ridden.

By some means or other it had broken
its halter while he had slept; and although
he was not able to understand what the men
around the fire were saying, he knew that i
was the presence of his mule there that had
made them suspicious.

How it came about that ther had not
searched the tower was a miracle Nipper
would never be able to explain. Perhaps
they found the mule wandering some dis-
tance from the tower, and had not thought
to scarch the ruined building.

Nipper could only hear thoir guttural
voices, and he knew they were talking in
the native tongue. Presently, one of them
arose to hie feet and walked towards the
mule. As he passed the lighted circle of the
fire, Nipper recognised him as being the
bow-legged, thick-set man who had tackled
Wun Foo.

Nipper had had a feeling at the back of
- %his head all the time that they were enemies,
and tho sight of this fellow now settled his
doubts. |

He caught at the mule and dragged it
close to the fire, then began a long palaver
with his companions, first pointing to the
animal, then pointing eastward. Nipper
could almost guess what he was saying.

He was trying to prove to them that he
had already seen that mule, and was urging
them on to make some definite move. But
they did not seem to pay much attention to
him, and at last he gave up the task, drop-
Emg his hand and bestowing a kick at the
beast which sent it off at a gallop into the
darkness, while he returned to his seat beside
the fire.

Nipper leaned over the edge of the tower,
watching the group of figures, and, he had
,;;o ((l:onfess, rather at a loss to know what
o do. - -

- It looked to him &3 though they were going

¢0 make themseives comfortable for the night
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by that fire, and it was necxt to certain that
if Nipper wero still in the tower when the
i:l_ormng broke, they would be bound to find

im.

And yet, even if he did slip away in the
darkness,  he had no where to go, and the
thought of walking across that dreary Hunger
Desert was not a very pleasant one.

Then, again, he felt that it was up to him
to keep in touch with those fellows if he
could, for they obviously represented the
eneiny,

HILE he was still cudgelling his
brains to find a plan, one of the
men 1nearest to the tower rose to his
feot, and after & few words to his

companions turned and began to walk across
the rough ground towards the building.

It struck Nipper that the fellow was per-
haps going to make a search in his hiding-
place, and if he did so he could not fail
to discover traces of the [‘;oungster's where-
abouts, for he had left his haversack and
saddle in the lower chamber. -

When a fellow is in a corner such as
Nipper was in then, his brain usually works
at express spced, and he made up his mind
quickly enough as to what he had to do.

He slipped away from the wall, and, hurry-
ing down the ladder, dropped on his feet in
the lower chamber and scrambled across it.
Of course, he had a revolver in the saddie
pocket, but he knew that a revolver was not
much use to him in his present position, for
it would simply bring the rest of the gang
down on him if he used it.

However, it might come in useful when the
real rough work started, so he slipped it
into his pocket, then, reaching for the saddle,
he took his short riding quirt from it, and,
wrapping the thong round his wrist, he
gripped the flexible end.

That quirt was of native manufacture, with
a round knob at the handle end of it, and as
it was a fairly heavy affair, Nipper guessed
it would make quite a decent weapon.

All this had not taken very long to earry
ou}, and he slipped back to the arched door-
way and waited.

He heard footfalls outlside, then heavy
breathing, and the rustle of a sheepskin coat
as its wearer pressed himself in through the
narrow doorway. : .

Nipper was flat against the wall with his
arm upraised, and the man came inside, halt-
ing within a foot of him. He could hear
him breathing, and he held his own bzeath
and waited.

He fumbled in his robes, then Nipper heard
the metallic clank of a tinder-box, followed
by the scrape of steel, A little spark Rashed,
and he had a brief but good viow of e
rough, bearded face bending forward, lips
pursed together ready to blow the little red
glow into a fame. |

There were many reasons why Nipper
should not allow that flame to develop, and
as it was no time for him to stand on oere-

mony, he took a tighter grip of the end of
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the quirt; then, with a carcful aim, he de-
livered the blow.

The heavy knob landed full on the fellow’s
pate with a real ringing thud, and without
as much as a groan he fell forward on his
hands and knees, the tinder-box clattering to
the stone floor. |

Nipper dropped his quirt and dragged the
fellow into the centre of the chamber; then
_he tiptoed to the doorway and peered out,
listening for a moment. He could see the
glow of the fire rising from behind the ram-
part of huge stones, but there was no sign
of anyone having followed his victim, and he
slipped back into the chamber again, picked
up the .rough blanket which he used as a
curtain, and, going across to the doorway,
fastened it there. Then he struck a match
and examined his prisoner.

He was a typical Russian of the low-class
type, and was much about the samec size as
Nipper. He was dressed in a huge sheepskin
robe, and was wearing one of the native caps
with long fur flaps which caw be lowered to
protect the ears and neck.

A notion came to Nipper, and he began
to follow it. He took off the fellow’s robe
and cap and slipped them on, then removed
his thick native boots, kicking off his own
lighter shoes. The ride through the mud
and rain had not improved Nipper’s appear-
ance any, and although, of course, he did
not possess a beard such as his victim had,
he was quite content to risk that.

By the time he had fastened up the robe
and pulled the cap well down over his cars,
he felt pretty sure that it would take a
very close scrutiny before he was discovered.

In order to make sure of his man, he
slipped a gag betwecen his lips, fastening it
there, then tied him up hand and foot.
When this was over, Nipper picked up the
saddle and bridle and his own kit, and slung
them over his shoulders; then, going to the
doorway, he drew the blanket down and
pressed his way through.

He had no intention of heading for the fire;
his object was to try and collar the mule,
saddle him and get away. And so, when he
Jeft the tower, he headed for the slope, and
after he had gone down over it, he dropped
the saddle and the rest of the stuff, and
began to work his way to the right in the
direction the mule had taken.

Nipper had to work very carefully, for ho
knew that the men by the fire had the real
native quickness of hearing, and he didn’t
want his little plan to be spoilt by care-
lessness on his part.

This action was really the saving of him.
He reached a place where the ridge shelved
slightly, and the outlines of a half-buried wall
came in front of him. He halted to survey
the position, and as he did so there came to
his ears the quick clack, clack clack of mules’
hoofs ringing on the hard ground.

The. sound came from the left, at the foot
of the slope, and even as he picked up the

sound he hecard a rustle from the wall in
poured across them, and Nipper went down

frcat of him, and first one, then anoiher dark

figure glided out from the shadows and began
to slip down the slope.

Nipper saw then that there was a beaten
track at the foot of the slope, faintly revealed
under the moonlight, and presently he was
able to pick up two indistinct shapes riding
slowly up the track, their mules’ hoofs click-
ing on the hard ground.
~ He gained the wall and knelt there, watch-
ing. The threce figures that had appeared
from behind the wall had now vanished in
the shadows beside the track, and although he
realised it was an ambuscade, he did nof
know who the victims were,

Suddenly there came a gruff shout from
below, and he saw the three figures leap up
and dart towards the riders on the mules. .

A voice—a voice which Nipper reccognised
at once—sounded,

‘ Look out, honourablel”

And then, and not till then, did Nipper
recalise that the two riders were Dorrimore
and Wun Foo.

He jumped to his feet, feeling very sick
about having allowed his two friends to be
rushed without giving them any warning.
He swung across the wall and ran, helter-
skelter, down the slope towards the spot
where a fight was already raging.

He gained the track just as Wun Foo, who
had been collared by one of the burly fellows,
was drawn clean out of his saddle, and went
down on the hard ground with a thud.

He had a vision of Deorrimore leaping
from his mount and lashing out at his nearest
opponent. The tall man’s fist must have
made that fellow’s neck creak, for it landed
full on the jaw, and he went receling over
and over on the dark roadway, yelling at
the top of his voice; then Nipper gung him-
self on the fellow who had tackled Wun Foo,
and, getting a gocd grip on the tousled head,
he began to tug at it with all his might.

The fellow let out a yelp of pain, and, re-
leasing one hand from Wun Foo, he gave
Nipper an elbow-thrust in the chest which
made him cough, and the next moment the
thrce of them rolled over in a heap, fighting
like wild cats.

Although Wun Foo and Dorrimore had
been taken by surprise, with Nipper’s un-
expected aid they might have got the better
of the skunks, but their shouts and yells
aroused the men around the fire, and pre-
sently Nipper heard them come tcaring down
the slope in their direction.

Nipper had managed to draw the fellow
clear from Wun Foo now, and the Chinaman
had risen to his feet. But before he could
get awaiy the leader of the new party leaped
across the track and made a vicious hit at
Wun Foo with a long, heavy stick,

Unfortunately Dorrimore’s servant was sadly
handicapped with his wounded arm, and
could not put up the fight he might have
done under other circumstances. That whizz-
ing stick caught the Chindman just behind
the ear, and he dropped like a log.

In another moment the tide of men had
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under a shower of bunched fists and kicking
feet. One heavy boot caught him a rare
thud under the jaw, and that, as far as
Zgﬁf)per was concerned, was the end of the
ghnt. '

But he had a vague recollection of seeing
Dorrimore, head and shoulders above that
clawing mob, doing his best to fizht his way
towards him. |

There were five or six men at him, how-
ever, clinging to him like so many terriers,
and plucky though the aristocrat was, he
had no earthly chance against such a blood-
thirsty mob. -

Nipper saw him go down, dragged down
as a man might be sucked into a whirlpool,
then he remcmbered no more until he found
himself tied up like a trussed . fowl, being
carricd on a pole which was slung across the
shoulders of two men.

They had tied him up in a huge piece of
hide, and now and again he would bump on
the rough ground.

Ile did not know how long that journey
lasted, but he was mightily relieved when he
caught a glimpse of a yellow light; and four
or five minutes later was" dropped with a
bump on a heap of skins beside a big fire.

Rough hands untied the hide and he was

rolled out; then the thongs that bound his
ankles were removed, and he was jorked
roughly to his feet.
_An angry voice protesting on the left in-
dicated the presence of Wun Foo, and Nipper
saw him dragged forward just as un-
cercmoniously as he had been.

Next came Dorrimore, who was carried into
the light in the same way, and the three of
them, with a guard of half a dozen rough-
looking rascals, were hustled along beside the
fire and past a low-roofed hut, to be finally
thrust into a small cattle-pen, while two of
the men mounted guard over them.

It had been raining hard in that part of
the world as well, and the interior of the
cattle-pen was more like an Irish bog than
anything else. ‘

CHAPTER 5.
The Eerio Voice!

IPPER was stiff and sore from being
tied up in that rotten piece of hide,
and neither Dorrimore nor Wun
were in much better plight. They

¥Foo»
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aristocrat that the man was by no means
friendly.

Unfortunately, the leader of the caravan
was not to be tound, and although Dorrimore
sent the man off in quick time, he realised
that it weuld be dangerous for him and Wun
Foo to remain there.

And so, as soon as dusk had come down
on them, Dorrimore and his servant had
saddled their rmules and set off. But it was
evident that they had been followed, for
Dorrimore had recognised the very man who
had epoken to him among the fellows who
were now their captors.

I don’t know what they arc going to do
with us, young 'un,” he said. “I don’t think
we are actually in danger for the moment.
They are just a bit doubtful, and so long as
their doubts remain, I'm satisfied that we
have a chance.” *

He leaned his chin on his hands and stared
across the dirty pen through the gap where
the two men stood on sentry.

“It’s a pretty rotten sort of ending to a
darned rough trip,” he commented dryly,
“but, after all, when things are really at
their worst, they simply must mend.”

Which was his way of trying to console
his eompanions, but Nipper couldn’t sece
much mending 1n their present position.

Just before daybreak a man came into the

en with & bowl of steaming food, and

anded it to them. He told Dorrimore that
he would have to be recady to make a move
in an hour’s time, and that he had a leng
journey in front of him. , -

Wun Foo was perhaps in the worst plight,
for his arm was beginning to pain him, but
Dorrimore and Nipper managed to make a
rude sort of dressing for the wound, and
when they had finished the hot meal they all
felt nmuch better.

Their first signal that a move was being
made came when they heard a few rough
cries sounding from outside the pen, then
their two custodians came in and ordered
them peremptorily to their feet.

They followed them out into the open
space in front of the pen, halting outside the
hut, and Nipper was amazed to sep the
number of men that were there. There must
have been over a score of them, all fairly
lusty fellows, and each man was wearing a
couple of bandoliers wel filled with cartridges
and was carrying a& brand-new rifle. =~

They had been -placed in rear of the
company, which was commanded by a rather

found the driest corner of the pen, however, glim individual, whose astrakhan coat and tall
and then, huddled together, Dorrimore gave fur cap were of much better material than
Nipper a rough account of what had his companions’. He was wearing a _sword,
happened alter the youngster had been and was quite a _supcrior individual
carried away by his mule during the storm. ajtogether, and one whom the company of

He had manraged to catch up with Wun rough-looking fellows obeyed implicitly.
Foo, and the two of them had been carried Behind them came a convoy of mules
railes out of the beaten track, together with laden with packs, and as they started off
a few mules and drivers of the caravan. from the hut, they had a distinctly military
When the rain had ceased they had found appcarance. ,
themsclves in a nullah, and whilst they had Someone in_ the leading fours began to
been drying their clothes, one of the drivers play on a huge Jew’s harp, while another
had come up to Dorrimore and asked one or man beat time with castanets, and although
two questions which indicated to the the three luckless prisoners were in a pretty
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rotten position, Nipper found himself able to
enjoy some of the humour of it.

They reached a fairly level road, and kept
up a steady trudge, Kour after hour, then
Jater on they found themselves passing
through a stretch of cultivated land, and on
winding into a valley, saw ahcad of them a
small native town.

They were well into Turkestan by then,
Nipper reckoned, and the town 1tself was
almost Moorish in its first glimpse, for there
were a couple of mosques and mnarets to
be seen, while a huge wall twelve feet high
embraced the little city.

About g mile from the town the company
was turned down a narrow track, and, after
wading across a river, they reached a square-
shaped building, which had obviously once
been a fort.

The building was surrounded by
and they had to pass through a high-arched
gateway, plentifully studded with long steel
spikes. Inside the wall was a flagged court-
yard, in which another group of armed men
were lounging in various corners.

Their company was halted, and two men
stepped out of the ranks to take charge of
the prisoners, and they were mad¥ched out
of the yard and into the main building,
wher(ii in a dark chamber, they were left for
a spell.

meone brought them food, then about
an hour afterwards three or four men
entered, bearin% torches, and in the centre of
them was a burly figure in red Russian boots
and blue uniform.

“Dorrimores~who was seated by Nipper’s
side, half-rose to his fcet, and the youngster
heard him give vent to an cjaculation of

dismay.
Ivan Vliadski!l”

“By James!

LADSKI had altered very much in
appearance. The uniform he was
wearing wids of the Cossack type, and
it certainly suited him. He had an

air of arrogance, and there was a grim
smile on his face as he stepped through the
ring of torch-bearers and nodded to them.

“Get up!” he ordered in English, “There
is no need for you to attempt to deny your
identity to me. I know youl”

Neither Dorrimore nor Nipper were par-
ticularly cowardly, but they were also wise.
Ivan Vladski certainly had the whip-hand
over them, for there were at least a dozen
burly, armed fellows cecorting him, and even
if they had attempted to tackle him, they
did not have the faintest chance of getting
away with it.

They rose to their fcet, and Dorrimore took
a pace forward where the light of the
smoking torches fell on his face.

Lord Dorrimore was a really handsome
man, and even then, despite all he had gone
through, and the grime of the journey, his
face, with the hawk nose and steel blue eyes,
was the sort that would leave an impression
on anyone.

“What do you want?” he asked.

a wall, .

I think I know what you are after.
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It was the cool way in which he spoke
that aroused Ivan Vladski’s fury. The man
broke out into a babble of wild abuse, and
Nipper could see that it would not have
taken him long to have struck Dorrimore
down where he stood, but he managed to
check his rage at last, then started to cross-
exainine them,

Of course, he got nothing out of Dorri-
more, but Nipper was rather appalled to
know how much the skunk knew concerning
their movements. He mentioned the route
by which they had come, the towns they
stopped at, and was even able to hint that
their visit o the old town in Tashkent was
no mystery to him,

It was obvious that somecone had given
them away, and that pretty badly, and
Nipper, for one, felt completely at a loss.

orrimore, however, allowed the blustering
man to talk away until he came to an end
for want- of breath, then the aristocrat
shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t see why you
question us regarding anything, Ivan
Vladski,” he said. “You seem to know as
much about our business as we do ourselves.”

The fellow leaned forward, a heavy scowl
on his evil face.

“I know how you got here,” he said, “and
But 1
want to find out where you are going to, and

11

came here to

wlx? ]

s a matter of fact, Dorrimore and Nipper
had only a very hazy idea where they were
going, and, beyond the fact that they hoped
to get into touch with Nelson Lee, had no
other definite object in view,

But it would not have suited their book
to let Ivan Vladski know that, and although
he raved and stormed at Dorrimore for
another ten solid minutes he could geb
nothing out of them. | _

Finally, he took himself off muttering all
sorts of dire threats of what would happen

to them.

When he had gone, followed by his torch-
bearers, Dorrimore and Nipper went back to
the corner of the room again, and seated
themselves on the pile of musty-smelling
sheepskins.

The position certainly was rather a curious
one. They were stuck in a prison outside
a lonely town on the Hunger Desert, and
neither Dorrimore nor Nipper could honestly
say why the dickens they had come there.

The key of the position, if there was a
key, was in the hands of Nelson Lee, and
neither of them knew where in the world
he was to be found.

There was a small window, a mere slot, in
the thick walls of their prison, and Wun Foo,
who had taken up a position wunder it,
presently arose to his feet and looked through
the narrow gap, then called to the others.

They crowded to his side and found that
they had a view of the courtyard. It was
getting late in the aftermoon, and they saw
that a company of men had gathered with
haversacks and rifles, obviously about to
depart.
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They watched them form up, then they
saw a figure stride out from under the arch-
way, and recognised it as Ivan Vladski. He
stopped in front of the company and barked
out a few orders, then the men formed fours,
and presently they were plodding out through
the gateway in that waddling, rather cumber-
somo style which is characteristic of eastern
methods.

- “Hallo!” Dorrimore said. *“QOur friend
Vladski is off. I wonder whera the dickens
he is going to?”

They watched the tail end of the company
follow through the gates, and saw the cloud
of dust that arose from their heels until
1t had died away; then about half an hour
later the slim officer, who had been in charge
of the company they had marched with, came
lto their prison and ordered them fo follow
1m.

He was accompanied by a couple of armed
mcn, who took up post on either side of
them, and they were marched along & narrow
corridor and up a steep flight of stairs, along
another corridor and up a second flight of
stairs, finally being led into an octagonal-
shaped chamber, “which they judged to be
part of the tower which flanked the building.

They found three pallet beds, with skin
rugs and rude hair-stuffed bolsters, arranged
along the walls, while there was a crude
table and several chairs in the room. 8ome-
one had placed a few tin platters and pan-
nikins on the table, together with a supply
of black bread and some evil-smelling yellow
compound which the natives consider to be
cheese.

A couple of tallow candles of the native
tvpe were stuck in supports in the wall, and
ihe ofhcer, stepping aside, gave them a curt
nod of his head to indicate that this was to
be their quarters.

‘“I advise you to make ho attempt to
escape,”’ he said to Dorrimore, speaking in
Russian. - ‘“‘Inside this room you are sale,
bu,t it means death if you attempt to leave
1t.”’

He stalked off then, followed by his escort,
and they sat down to the table and tackled
the grub.

HE room was fairly well lighted, for

II there were several slot windows in the

walls, and they watched the watery

sun climb slowly up the stones and
flood along the ceiling, indicating that dusk
was coming on.

Porrimore arose to his feet at last, and
striking a match, went over and lit one of
the candles. In doing so he had to reach
across a dark space immediately below where
the candle was fixed. It was a recess in
the wall, and Nipper saw him peer into it,
then he turned and called to the youngster,

“What do you make of this, Nipper?” he
asked. .

Nipper crosscd the room and reached his
side, peering into the gap. He saw that it
was apparently a long shaft rurnning up the
wall. It was about twelve inches wide by
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the same broad, and they got a glimpse of
the sky far above. Something was attached
to the wall, .and the inner portion of the
shaft, and Dorrimore reached out and put
his hand inside.

“What the dickens is it? Bring me the
candle!”’

Nipper lifted the candle from its socket
and held it in the shaft. The flame was
almost blown out by the current of air, but
he saved it with his cupped hand, and, rais-
ing the light carefully, he was able to see the
object which had attracted Dorrimore’s
attention.

It was the horn of a gramophone, one of
the old-fashioned type, with the bell mouth
and tapering arm. The arm ran up the
shaft, as far as they could see, and although
Dorrimore tugged a{ the wide trumpet fne
could not move it.

It had evidently been very securely fixed
in its position in the shaft for some strange
purpose or other.

‘“It’s a gramophone horn all right, young
'un,” he said. “But what the deuce is it
doing up here ?”’

‘““Ask me something easier,” Nipper re-

- turned.

They studied the thing for a long moment,
but could not make head nor tail of it, and
at last withdrew their heads from the shaft
and Nipper replaced the candle.

Wun Foo had gone across to his pallet bed
and had stretched himsclf out there. Nipper
went over to the Chinaman and hgd a word
with him. He was getting slightly feverish
Nipper could see, so Ee removed the dressing
from his wounded arm and put on a fresh
one.

The dusk crept on, and finally Dorrimore
and Nipper sought their beds.

Nipper reckoned he went to sleep, but he
could not have becn in that condition very
Lo.ng when a hand on his shoulder aroused

im.

“Don’t make a noise, Nipper,” Dorrimore’s
voice said. ‘‘“Get up, and come over here.”

Nipper slipped out of the low bed, and
followed his tall companion across the
chaﬁnber past the table, halting close to the
wall,

““Listen!"”’ said Dorrimore.

Nipper listened. For a long moment there
was silence, then suddenly from somewhere
near there came a voice, an extraordinary
thin, eerie voice that seemed to float out of
nothing. ‘

“Nipper! Dorrimore!”

Nipper caught at his companion’s arm and
held it for a moment.

“Wh-what is it?"’ he gasped.

They listened again. Another long moment
passed, then onte more came that thin call:

‘““Are you there? Nipper! Dorrimore!”

Nx;(?-»er had heard that some people have
attended those spiritualistic seances, and have
becen called from beyond the veil by some
of their relativess, He had never gone
through that experience himself, but he had
to admit that that dizembodied, thin, clear-
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pitched cerie voice, talking apparently out
of space, was weird cnough to make his hair
stand on end.

““For goodness’ sake, explain. \What does
it mean?” he asked.

Dorrimore had moved from his side, and
presently he heard him give a quick breath,
then he called to the youngster.

*This way, young ’un. The shaft!”

Nipper groped his way forward and found
him leaning forward, his head in the shaft.
There was only just room for Nipper’s head
to equeeze in beside his, and even as he had
gamed that position the voice came again,
much more distinctly this
time—indeed, so clear did it
sound that after listening for
a moment Nipper actually
recognised it,

“Are you there? Dorri-
more! Nipper! Answer!”

“It—it’s coming down that
confounded gramophone
trumpet,” Dorrimore -ssaid,
‘““and, by Jove—I—I know
vwhose voice it is—"’

“And so do I,” Nipper
interrupted. “It’s  the
guv'nor. But where the
dickens is he ?”
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CHAPTER 6.
Lee’s Plan.

HEN a fellow lhas

gone through a

pretty rough time,

and he 1s called 1in

the way that Nipper was by
that gramophone voice, ho
1s not to be blamed 1f he
gets just a httle hysterical.

Nipper laughed, with his
head stuck in that shaft, and
presently the voice changed. 4

“That you, Nipper? 1T
hear you laughing.”

Dorrimore nudged him.

““Go on, young ’un,” ho
said.  ‘“ Answer!”

“ But—but where is he? Who am I to
answer? What am I to say?”’

Dorrimore dug his elbow into Nipper’s
side.

““Talk into the shaft,” he said.

It was only faith on Nipper’s part, but
he promptly leaned forward and spoke.

‘““Are you there, guv’nor?”

Of course, talking into that shaft was just
like talking down a speaking-tube, and his
voice sounded loud ecnough. The reply came
almost instantly,

“Yes. I’m here, young ’un.

Nipper clung to the sides of the shait to
steady hinself.

? )

“But where are you—where are you,
guvnor?”’ he asked. ‘““Are you on the
roof 7"’

Quite distinetly there came a laugh,
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“Oh, yes. I'm on a roof right enough, but
I’'m forty miles away from where you are!”
‘“Forty miles! What do you mean?”
. gﬁgain Dorrimore gave him a dig in the
ribs.
“Don’t ask silly questions, young ’un,
he said. *‘“‘Find out all you can, quickly.
He wormed his way out of the shaft and
pushed Nipper bodily into it.
“I’'ll watch the door,” he said. * This is
getting too interesting for us to allow any- .
one to overhear.”
Dorrimore was always a matter-of-fact sort
of fellow, and his handling of Nipper did
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Dorrimore urged the ponies into a wild gallop down the trail as they

soldiers and send them S¢

hiin good. The youngster spoke again into
the trumpet.

“Where did you say you are, guv’nor?”

It scemed to him absolutely ridiculous that
he should be standing there in the darkened
room, talking into an empty shaft, and yet
a moment later the guv’nor’s voice came
back to him.

“I am at the Monastery of Sheegun,” it
said, “and that i3 a place about forty miles
from where you are, on the edge of the
Hunger Desert. QOur friend Ivan Vladski—
or, to give him his proper name, Ivan
Bekeroff, a colonel in the rcbel forces, is
coming to the monastery now, and I am
waiting for him., I think he left your place
about a couple of hours agn, didn’t he?”

This, of course, was abselutely uncanny.
For, allowing that the detectivea was forty
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\tering right and left !
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miles away, how on earth did he know that
Ivan Vladski had left them that afternoon?

“Yes, that’s right, guv’nor,” Nipper re-
turned. ‘“But this sort of stuff is making
my brain reel. How did you know we were
here, and how did you know that Ivan Vlad-
ski had just left us?”

Nipper heard distinctly a laugh sound from
the hidden gramophone trumpet.

““Because 1 was the one who arranged that
you should be put into that chamber, fat-
head!” came the reply. “But don’t ask
questions just now, young ’un, there’s no
time. 1 have been working confoundedly

hard, and I have now got matters nicely
arranged. Listen to me, Nipper.”

There was silence for a moment, then the
voice continued:

“In about a couple of hours’ time a
Tibetan monk will arrive at the place where
you are held prisoners. He comes from the
Lama Cho Ful, who 1s head of this monas-
tery. He has orders to take you into cus-
tody, and you will be marched out of the
citadel you are now in into the town. You
will be handed over to the police there, and
will be put into a cell; but you will find there
is a trapdoor in the floor of the cell, and by
opening 1t you will get into an underground
passage which will lead you out into a cattle
yard, where a native cart filled with fodder
will be standing. 1 want you and Dorrimore
and Wun Foo to get into that cart and hide

In front, Legrand was the first to crash into the
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yourselves. You will have a long journey in
front of you, but it will be all right, for at
the end of it you will be free. You will be
left 1n an old sunken garden, close to the
monastery here, and I want you to wait
until you see a couple of lights showing on
the wall of the monastery. That will be thea
signal for you to leave the garden and come
to the wall. The rest I will explain later.”

Again there was a pause. Then:

“Got all those details, young ’un?”

“Yes, guv’nor”’

“Rigﬁt. Repeat them.”

Nipper did so, one by one, talking into
that shaft, and at the end
of it the guv’'nor spoke
again.

‘““That’ll do.
now. Good-bye.”

‘‘But, guv’nor! How the
dickens are you—— Have
you arranged this voico
business ?

A moment passed, but
thero was no reply. Nipper
wailted for the best part of
a couple of minutes, for his
curiosity  was  absolutely
aroused by then., But at the
end of that time he realised
that the detective had gone,
and he turned away from the
shaft and crossed the room
to where Dorrimbdre stood on
scntry beside the door.

He repecated to him what
the dectective had said, and
the big fellow clapped his
hand on Nipper’s shoulders
and gave a chuckle of
delight.

“Can’t

I'm going

you see it, young
'un ?”’ he said. “That con-
founded guv'nor of yours
has been working on  us
right away through this
darned journey. ¢ has
absolutely brought us here,
stage by stage, so that we
might be on hand to help
him at the end!”

“Oh, no! I—I can’t believe—"

“T’ll bet on it,” Dorrimore interrupted.
“I have been wondering how it came about
that that skunk, Ivan Vladski, could detail to
us our every movement. But I see it all
now. By James, Nipper, it’s one of the
cleverest bits of work I’ve ever heard tell of.
That clever guv’nor of yours knew darned
well that we could not all come here together
without being spotted, so he jolly well
arranged that he should travel with Ivan
Vladski, keeping in touch  with him all the
time, pretending to be on_ his side, and, by
spoofing him, he made Vladski allow us to
come right through the lines of his spies
until he showed his hand to us here.”

“But why? What’s the idea?”

They had crossed to their cots now and
were seated there. Dorrimore seemed very
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cocksure so far as his opinions were con-
cerned, but Nipper had his doubts, for it
seemed to him & very extraordinary sort of
proceeding altogether.

“I can tell you why,” Dorrimore said.
“My opinion is that your guv’nor knows
just exactly whero Sydney Legrand is, and
he 1s out for a rescue. I suppose he realises
that he cannot do that single-handed, and
he wants us to be in at the death.”

His deep laugh rang out softl,y.

“It’s great!”’ he said. “Can’t y
humour in it, you thick-headed young idiot?
Nelson Lee has made Ivan Vladski allow
you and I and Wun Foo to come all the way
here, believing, of course, that he would
settle our little enterprise whenever he chose.
Now, at the eleventh hour, your guv’nor is
‘arranging that we should link hands with
him, and the four -of us will be quite enough
to bring Vladski’s tricks to an end.”

Of course, after that conversation through
the mysterious shaft there was no sleep for
either Dorrimore or Nipper, and the detec-
tive having told the youngster that the monk
would . appear within a couple of hours after
his talk with them, Nipper found himself
glued to the windows as that time drew near,
trying to see down into the courtyard below.

It was the sound of footfalls in the passage
outside the room which drew Nipper away
from the window at last, and he had just
time to reach his cot and sit on it when he
saw the slim officer appear again.

He was accompanied by a single-armed
man, this time, carrying a torch; but behind
the torchbearer waddled a robed shape, wear-
ing the curious head-dress which is typical of
the Tibetan monk.

The officer barked out a command to them,
and Nipper rose to his feet, while Dorrimore
nudged Wun Foo on the shoulder, and the
Chinaman scrambled to his feet and stood
rubbing his eyes.

Wun Foo had been sound asleep, and that
sleep had done him good, for he had a much
more cheerful expression on his face now as
the light of the torch flashed on him.

The officer said something to the monk
and the robed shape came across the cham-
ber, halting to look at the prisoners. Hoe
had the fat, squat, Mongolian features,
which are absolutely expressionless, and
‘Nipper had to admit that the glance he gave
.them was by no means friendly.

Finally he thrust out a thick hand and
pointed fully into Dorrimore’s face, jabber-
ing something in a guttural voice. ipper
didn’t understand what he said, but the offi-
cer seemed to do so, for he broke into a
ringing laugh, then turned to them and
nodded.

“Your stay with me is at an end,” he
said. “You are going with a much more
capable warder.”

The robed figure slipped his hand down
and detached thrce pairs of heavy iron hand-
cuffs from under the folds of his robe. At a
word from him the officer came forward,
and first Dorrimore, then Nipper, then Wun

ou see tho
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Foo, were forced to put their hands behind
their backs, and the rough manacles were
sna%ped over their wrists.

They were absolutely helpless then, and
Nipper had to admit that just for a second
or two he began to doubt. It occurred to him
that perhaps the whole affair was a fake, for,
after all, although it was very like Nelson
Lee’s voice that had sounded down the shaft,
he had no actual proof that it was really Lee
who had spoken.

There are many cunning tricks played on
people in the East, and as Nipper walked
across the chamber behind Dorrimore, with
that armed torchbearer leading the way, he
had an uncomfortable feeling at the back of
his mind that they might be making a change
for the worse.

HEY wecere led down into the courtyard,

“ and there they found half a dozen

men, dressed in Tibetan costume,

armed with long rifles, and as un-
savoury a lot of cut-throats as ever they had
clapped eyes on. -

Two of them wero armed with lanterns
of the old-fashioned horn variety, and after
a little bit of unceremonious display- ‘the
prisoners were handed over to them.

Dorrimore was linked to the two men with
the torches. lr\)T(ilpper came next, linked to
another two, and Wun Foo brought up the
rear, fastened in & similar manner. There.
wasn't a dog’s chance of them getting away,
and in that fashion they were marched out
under the arched gateway of the citadel, where
a group of the company which had first cap-
tured them had gathered to watch their de-
parture, and passed many crude and hilarious
remarks as they went through.

Nipper managed to understand one or two
of the words that were spoken, and from
them he realised that it was the opinion of
the company that they were going to be
shot out of hand, apparently, they having
incurred the wrath of the powerful priest-
hood in that particular district, and they
were in for a peck of trouble.

They set offt down the road, heading for
the town, and after a long and weary trudge,
found themselves passing through the narrow
streets. Here they had another rather grim
expericnce, for the news of their coming had
gone on ahead, and suddenly, in a small
square, they were beset by a rabble of men
and women.

“Kill the spies!”

‘“‘Down with the dogs!”’

They began to bombard them with all sorts
of missiles, and some of their escort suffered
as much as they did. A guttural command
from the monk, who was trudging along
behind them, made them break into a trot,
and they forced their way through the yelling
throng, swinging down a narrow street, and
finally halting at the doorway of a sguare-
shaped building, on which the monk ham-
mered with his iron pencase.

The door was opened; but only just in
time. For the rabble had followed them, and
had grown bolder, so that, although Dorri-
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‘morp and Nipper managed to get in without
hurt, Wun Foo and his escort received rather
a eevere handling. Dozens of grubby paws
were stretched out to grab at Wun Foo, and
something like a tug-of-war took place before
the men to whom he was handcuffted managed
to haul him inside the safety of the doorway
and slam the heavy, iron-studded barrier in
the faces of the mob.

‘“‘Phew!” Dorrimore remarked to Nipper,
as he leaned against the wall of the low-
roofed chamber into which they had been
thrust. If this sort of trecatment is any
criterion of what is going to happen after-
wards I think we might have been safer in
that chamber we have just left.”

" They had been recleased from their escort,
and left in the room which was lighted by a
solﬁ;ary torch fixed in an 1ron support to the
wall.

The floor of their prison was strewn with
rusnes, .and presently Dorrimore arose to
his feet and began to move about on the
rustling covering, brushing it aside here and
there with his foot. At last, he came to a
halt somewhere about the centre of the
chamber and called to Nipper.

““Here you are, young ’un. This is one

roof that some of the stuff you heard down
that shaft was true. Here’s the trapdoor.”

" Nipper went across, and saw that he was
quite right. A small trapdoor, with an iron
ring fixed in it, was revealed under the
rushes,

“That’s all very well, Dorrimore,’”’ Nipper
said. ‘‘But how the dickens are we going
.lp qpen that and get down there with these
.darned handcuffs on?”

As far as Nipper could tell he had not
raised his voice, but apparently i1t must have
caryied, for suddenly, as they stood there,
they heard .a faint creak. Then something
whizzed down from a dark corner of the
roomn, and fell with a dull clank on the trap-
‘door,,

.. It was a stubby key—the sort of key which
1s used for opening handcuffs.

.. ;Dorrimore and Nipper had gone through a
pretty rough time up to now, but that
mysterious way of delivering the key to them
very - nearly sent them off into a fit of
hysterical laughter.

There are times when a man with his
‘nerves on cdge 18 just as likely to go off into
hysterics as not. Dorrimore, however, never
seemed to be affected by nerves in that way—
at least, not for more than a split second,
-&4nd he gave Nipper a drive with his shoulder,
‘checking the youngster’s outburst.

.- “Steady on, young ’un,’” he said. ‘“¥You
can rcserve your mirth until this little affair
is ever,”’ .

It was rather a tricky job for him to get
hold of the key, but he managed to do so
at last by standing over it and bending down
and groping for the tiny object with his
bound hands.

His next task was to unloosen Nipper’s
handecuffs and they had to stand back to
back while he nerformed that trick. He
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managed to do it at last. Then as soon as
Nipper’s hands were free it was not long
before he had performed a similar task for
Dorrimore and also Wun Foo.

Dorrimore’s servant had taken up a posi-
tion at the door of the chamber while this
operation was being carried out, and he
acted as sentry while they raised the trap-
door, to discover that it led down to an
arched passage below. Dorrimore straight-
ened up, and crossed to where the torch was
fixed in the wall, lifting it from its position.

“Right you are,”” he said. ‘‘Go on, and
I’ll follow.”

Nipper was the first to drop into the
passage, which he discovered to be about
six feet high. Wun Foo followed, and finally
Dorrimore lowered himself through. Then,
before he let go, he knocked away the little
wedge of wood which they had fixed to kcep
the trapdoor open, so that as he landed in
the passage the heawy door closed over his
head with a dull thud.

‘““Now, 1 think I had better lead the way,”
Dorrimore said, as he passed Nipper, hold-
ing the torch, which began to fill the passago
with its acrid smoke, and Wun Foo and
Nipper trudged along behind him.

Presently, Nipper saw his tall companion
etoop and thrust the torch into the soft earth
which formed the floor of the passage,
extinguishing it. |

‘““Be careful, young 'un,’” he whispered.

Nipper tiptoed to his side, and saw now
that about six paces ahead of them a faint
beam of light was gleaming. Dorrimore
crept towards the light, and Nipper followed,
to discover that it was coming from a small
fire which had been built in the courtyard
outside. ;

The light from the fire was glinting through
a narrow gap in a rough woeden doorway at
the mouth of the passage. Very carefully,
Dorrimore reached out and pressed the door
open, mch by inch. Then his hand suddenly
grabbed Nipper by the shoulder in a signal
for silence. '

He had caught%Sight of someone, or some-
thing, and the youngster waited there for
developments. A moment passed. Then
Dorrimore began to press. the door further
ajar, until it was wide enough to allow him
to shp through. Nipper saw him straighten
up. Then he gave a sudden leap, vanishing
clean through the gap, and the youngster
heard a thud, followed by a half-strangled,
gurgling cry. _

Nipper was after his companion like a shot,
and saw what had happened. Dorrimore was
kneeling on the chest of a thick-set figure,
while on the ground beside him lay a long
rile which had evidently dropped from the
*man’s hands.

ORRIMORE could have put the finish-

D ing touches on that fellow alone, but

Nipper was not taking any chances

then, and he grabbed the rille by the

barrel; then, watching his opportunity, he

gave the fellow the butt on the back of his
head.
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He flattened out at once, and Dorrimore,
releasing his hold on the thick throat, rolled
;-hct chap against the wall, and arose to his
eet,

““Come along. quick! There’'s the cart!”

At the far end of the courtyard they could
see the outlines of a rough native cart, and
they had to slink along beside the wall, keep-
ing as far as possible from the fire.

It was one of those crude, cumbersome
vehicles, with solid wooden wheels, and with-
out springs, which one meets all over that
part of the world, creaking and groanin
along the ruited roads. It was piled high
with dried grass, ‘and already the double
team of oxen were yoked to it.

“In you get, Wun Foo!”

So far as they could see there was no sign
of a driver to the cart, but the mere fact
of it being there had put fresh heart in
Nipper, and he realised then that his doubts
concerning that voice in the shaft had been
groundless,

Wun ¥oo war the first to climb over the
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back of the cart and bury himself in the
heap of fodder; then Nipper followed, and
Dorrimore brought up the rcar. There were
heaps of roomn 1n the sweet-scented grass, and
they were only too glad to snuggle down and
rest there.

Dorrimore was lying close beside Nipper,
and they had arranged a huge barricade of
grass over them, which would conceal them
all right, while allowing them to breathe.

Over the top of the fodder a thin sheet of
canvas had been stretched, and tied here and

g there to the edges of the cart, kept the whole

In position.

Nipper could have sworn that not a single
soul had noticed themn tackle the sentry, nor
their clambering into the cart, yet they had
scarcely settled themselves into position when
there came to them the muftled crack of a
whip and a sudden jolt, telling them that the
cart had started on its journey,

The wheels of the wehicle sadly wanted
greasing, for the creaks and groans of it made
a tremendous din. It was springless, too, and
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thay would have suffered very scverely from
bruises had it not been for the soft padding
of the fodder on which they lay. They could
hear now and again the guttural voice of the
driver and the crack of his short whip as he
urged his oxen forward.

At the end of about half an hour the
vehicle was halted, and they heard voices
quite close to them. '

“Keep quiet, young ’un,” said Dorrimore,
‘““We are just passing an examining guard
of some sort, probably just outside the town.”

He told Nipper afterwards that the driver
of the ecart had dared the challenger to
examine that cart, for its contents were the
property of the Grand Lama Cho Ful. Any-
how, it was a very narrow escape for them;
but it came off all right, and the vehicle
started off again, this time at a sharper pace.

Nipper kept awake so long as he could,
but the warm grass and the movements of
the vehicle, together with the fact that he
was dead tired, had their cffect at last, and
he dropped off into slumber.

CHAPTER 1.
The Sunken Garden.

IPPER was awakened by a jar and a
thud, and he found himself falling
through space, in a tangle of fodder
and canvas. He didn’t fall very far,

and he fetched up on his back in about six
inches of water. But, as the..whole cartload

f fodder had heaped itself on_ top of them,
‘they had considerable difficulty in serambling
but through the mass and discovering what
had happencd.

. Immediately above them hung the . cart,
tvith one of its broad wheels smashed, so.that
1t had tilted over and shot them ‘and its con-
tents into the twelve-foot ditch beside the
‘Foadway.

iy Day had broken now, and in the grey light
-.;{\Iipper could see the driver lashing at the
steam of oxen and cursing at them in a thick
while all around the cart there was

Voice, _ _
‘an absolute pandemonium of sound—** baas ”
and ‘“mers” from the throats of some

‘hundred or so of shaggy goats.

. It appeared that the goats had charged
suddenly down the hillside on.to the road,
‘frightening the slumberous oxen, so that they
had swerved, and had shot the cart over the
‘edge of the ditch. .

. But, of course, they did not know this at
‘the time, and Dorrimore and Nipper clam-
~bered up the bank, assisting Wun Foo as
they went.

When they reached the road they found
themselves wading through a thigh-deep sea
of shaggy, evil-smelling animals. There were
four or five rough-garbed men in charge of
the herd, and alrecady the driver of their
cart had commenced to argue with them
rather violently.

Then, suddenly, from the hillside there
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came a shrieking yell, and they saw a huddle
of figures coming rushing towards them.

Nipper noticed then that on the top of the
hill was one of those unkempt native villageg,
and it was from the village that the attack
was being launched.

And as two-thirds of the figures
women, and very fierce-cyed, threatening
women at that, there was oniy one thing
to do.’

And they did it! .

Dorrimore turned to the driver and jerked
out a question:

““Which way have we to go? Quick!”

It was plain that if they stayed there the
argument with the goatherds would soon be-
come a fight, and the villagers were swarm-
ing down not only to share the fun of the
fight, but also anything in the way of loot
that was to be had. Obviously the travellers
dared not waste a moment on that road.

The driver pointed down the road, -east-
ward.

“You will find the garden of Sheegun
Monastery three miles from here. I am not
able to help you any more,” he said to Dor-
rimore. .

These words, however, indicated that the
fcllow had been really quite aware of their
presence i that cart, and had, indeed, been
employed by Nelson Lee to see them through
that final stage of their journey.

‘Accident, however, had..preventcd him
from completing his task, and now, with the
mob of angry, yelling villagers within. forty
or fifty yards of them, it was time for the
three of them to foot it.

They started off at a sprint down that
road, scrambling through the straggling herd
ot goats, now leaping across one, then dash.
ing in between. a group, while after them
and over the three there rained an absolute
avalanche @t stones from the hillside.

Nipper was ahead, with Dorrimore imme-
diately behind, and poor old Wun Foo bring-
ing up the recar. In this way. they covered
the best part ofS half a 'mile. They had a
good lead, and they increased it as best thcy
could. '

They found -themselves following the road
as it ran through a stretch of rough ground
and presently it dropped into a low-lying
valley, with thin clumps of trees scattered
here and there over it.

By this time they had shaken off the pur -
suit, and, finding a more dense growth of
trecs, Dorrimore decided it would be best
for them to halt there for a rest.

This precaution proved to be a very sound
one, for they had only just vanished into the
heart of the trees when the clatter of hoofs
came to their ears, and they saw four or
five men, mounted on the shaggy native
ponies, go past at a hard gallop in the direc-
tion from which they had just come.

As they were all armed and were wearing
the same kind of uniform as Vladski’s men had
worn, there was not much doubt but what
they belonged to his company.

were
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**I think we had better make a move now,
young ’un,” said Dorrimore. *‘‘Those fellows
are bound-to hear what happened on the
road back there, and will doubtless come
back and make a search for us.”

Fortunately Nipper had carried a compass
with him, and they took their bearings then,
and instead of keeping to the road they
began to work their way over the rough
ground, moving from hill to hill and clump to
clump,

This little bit of strategy probably saved
them from capture, for somewhere about
sunset, when they were a good mile from the
road, but could still see 1t in the distance,
they mnoticed the same group of horsemen
riding slowly back along the road, and saw
that two of the number were moving along
some hundred yards from the beaten track,
keeping in a line with their comrades.

There was little doubt but what they were

searching for them, and had the three com-

panions stuck to the road they would cer-
tainly have been collared.

“We'll let them get on ahead,” said Dor-
rimore. *It’s the wisest plan.”

They stopped where they were for another
hour, and it was dark before they took up
the march apgain.

It is not a very nice expericnce travelling
over rough, broken ground in that part of the
world. Now and again they would stumble
into hollows, then they would bark their shins
against some rugged boulder. But they
managed to keep the line, thanks to the
little compass, and at last, absolutely spent
and weary, Dorrimore saw the outlines of a

hll.lgo building standing on the verge of a
cliff.

“I think that must be the monastery,” he
sald. “I know we have kept the line of it,
and it ought to be somewhere about here.”

They moved on then, and struck a track
which gave way to a level road running be-
tween cultivated fields. Then, a quarter of
a mile farther on, they found themselves
descending a terrace, and the sight of a high
wall ahead indicated that they had, indeed,
reached the sunken parden.

It was a very clear night, and although
there was not much moon, there was stili
sufficient light to allow them to find their way
along the flagged paths and up the short
flizhts of steps to the centre of the garden,
where a little lily pond had been fashioned,
with a small pagoda beside it.

Nipper never had the chance of studying
that sunken garden in the daylight, but even
in the darkness it looked a very beautiful
place, a real jewe! of a garden, and it was
quite extraordinary to find it tucked away
there in the wilderness.

They found out afterwards that the Lama
Cho Ful had laboured for many years to
make the garden a replica of one that he had
himself owned on the borders of China.

The high wall of tho monastery was now

'ON THE WESTERN TRAIL! A gripping yarn of Frank Richards & Co.

looming immediately in front of them. Wall
i3 not quite the correct term for it, for it
was really part of the house itself, rising
a.dsheer forty or fifty fcet up the steep hill-
side.

OST people are doubtlessly aware that

M Tibetans always build their monas-

teries on the highest places they can

find, usually perched, in fact, on the

side of the hills, and although this particular

monastery was not very high up, it still con-

formed in build and appearance to thoso of
its native land.

They learned later that it was the only
Tibetan monastery of its type in that part ef
the world, and was a relic of the time when
the men from Tibet had made an unexpected
raid into the regions of Tashkent and had
ruled there for a few years.

The district had many Tibetan families, a
sort of colony that had been left behind
when the rule of the Tibetan was broken.

Dorrimore and Nipper were standing be-
side the pagoda, and Wun Fo had moved to-
wards the little doorway of the structure,
alnd presently they heard his voice calling to
them. .

* Honourable, just comc hero!”

They climbed the little flight of steps lead-
ing to the platform, and, crossing to the
doorway, found that Wun Foo had already
gained an entry, and, on passing through the
doorway, they saw a tiny candle shedding a
feeble light on a table.. The candle was a
European one, of the type which is placed in
what is called a fairy lamp, and, indeed, it
was & small fairy lamp in which the candle
was now resting. ’

But it was not really the candle that caught
their eyes, but the contents of the table.
Some kindly soul had set that table for what
was, to their hungry eyes, nothing short of
a veritable feast. Not only that, but they
were actually European utensils, plates,
knives and forks, and, most wonderful of all,
bread and butter. Under the feeble glimmer

of light from that tiny lamp Wun Foo’s eyes
rolled in his head.

- What does it mean, honourable ?”’ he said
in his singsong voice. “Can it be a feast
laid for the souls of the departed?”

Nipper laughed, and, reaching out, picked
up a dish containing a very palatable-looking
cooked tongue, with its jelly all round it,

“Not much,” he said. *“This was pre-
pared for the bread-baskets of the living.
Get busy, my son!”

Of course, Nipper knew that among story-
writers the hero never seems to want grub,
He is always out seeking for brave deeds to
accomplish, and the mere needs of the body
do not worry him. But when a man is facing

fearful odds, and taking the risks that the

had been doing, the demands of his “tummy"
mean much more to him than even a good
revolver. -
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Consequently Dorrimore, Wun Foo and

Nipper, three absolutely scarecrow objects,
gathered round that table and wolfed the
food down as hard as they could chew.

“Of course, you can guess who has arranged
this,” Dorrimore said to Nipper.

“Ratner,” Nipper returned. ‘The guv’nor
knows I’ve got a weakness for tinned tongue
and potted lobster, but what I can’t under-
stand is how the deuce he got hold of them.”

Dorrimore laughed.

““I suppose it’s part of the Lama’s special
store,” he said. ‘““You know these fellows
have extraordinary ways of getting supplics
of food through, and I have been in monas-
teries in Tibet where I’ve had banquets which
could not be betiter at the Trocadero.”

If they did not quite clear that table, it
was becauso thcy were not able to do so,
for they certainly continued to pack solidly
for the best part of half an hour, and even
then, when Dorrimore, who had gone out on
to the little platform, gave them a low call,
Nipper had to drag Wun Foo away.

“ 1. teli you, honourable Nippecr,
mind if I die now,”” Wun Foo said.
50 :long since I felt so full!”
-‘They found Dorrimore waiting for them
on tho edge of the platform, and he turned
and beckoned to Nipper.

“Look!” he said. :

. He was pointing at the sheer black wall
in front of them, and presently Nipper saw
first one, then another tiny light appear
against it. They didn’t seem to be fixed, for
they moved up and down, but always to-
gether. They vanished .once or twice, then
reappeared again, and at last Nipper realised
what they werec. |

‘““They’re little clectric bulbs suspended on
a string or something,” he whispered to Dor-
rimgre. ‘‘They must have been let down
f .. ¢ top: that’s why they are swinging
to and fro.” | .. |

SI’s the signal,” the tall aristocrat said.
“And you know what we are supposed to do
now. . We've got to get under the wall there
gnd wait. Come along!”

- That certainly was the order they had re-
ceived, and the three of them started off
across the sunken garden again. They found
they had to climb another couple of ranges
of steps and follow a slope which led them
up to a slight mound, then they halted dead
beneath the wall, just about at the spot where
they had seen the lights.

Ten long minutes passed, but nothing hap-
pened, and Wun Foo turned and lcaned to-
wards Nipper.

“What are we waiting for, honourable
Nipper ?’”’ he asked. “It won’t do for us to
be found here in the morning. Better get
away while we have time and get to some
safe hiding-place.” |

“There will be no hiding-place for you,
old man, yet awhile,” Nipper returned in a
low voice. “We are under orders now.
We've had the signal, and we are waiting
to see what happens.

I don’t
“It is
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CHAPTER 8.
" The Man Who Sought Sanctuary!

URING all this time, while Nipper,
Dorrimore and Wun Foo had been
Journeying across half the world,
Nelson Lee had been far from idle.

In fact, much of what had happened to the
travellers had becen of his designing, except,
of course, for the accidents. 1f the detective
had not appeared on the surface of things, yet
his active and clever brain had becn behind
all that had happened.

When he was asked by the Foreign Office
to deal with the affair, he was put into
possession of one rather important fact. A
certain official, supposed to represent the
vague Government in power in Russia, had
been talking very loudly of what his country
could do in the way of paying their debts.
And he had hinted of a valuable store of a
certain precious metal—a metal vastly more
prccious than gold—platinum. |

This information had been given long
before the arrival of Ivan Bekeroff—to give
the man his right name—in London, and after
the talkative representative had made his
statcment, he was suddenly forced to retract
it—pretending that he had spoken without
authl(])rit-y, and that he hadu’t meant platinum
at all.

But the Foreign Office is not such a slum-
berous  institution as many indignant
Britishers would like to make out, and they
had made close inquiries concerning the
statement. ' | B

The sum total of thase inquiries was that
there had been a big consignment of
platinum at Tashkent, but it had vanished
in a most mysterious way—and the date of
its disappearance coincided with the time
that young Sydney Legrand vanished.

Nelson Lee knew that Legrand was more
than a *mere newspaper correspondent. He
was attached to the Secret Secrvice, an Eng-
glishman putting his country and his coun-
try’s need befgre anything else.

With that knowledge to work on, Lce
spcedily came to the conclusion that the dis-
appcarance of that very precious parcel of
platinum was Legrand’s doing, and he had
vanished with it. '

He had .also reasoned it out that Bekeroff
was in this country to try aund find a mecans
of getting at young Legrand, and, with true
Slav cruelty, had concentrated on the mother
and sister, bringing them to penury and want
by his lies and mis-statements.

Having dccided on his plans, Nelson Lee
got in touch with Bckeroff, and thanks to
the careful priming he had received at the
Forcign Office, he soon persuaded the man
that he was one of his own kidney. Beke-
roff had one wecakness—he was uncommonly
vain of his own abilities, and when a man
thinks no end of himself 1t is always casy
to hoodwink him. Neclson Lee specedily per-
suaded him that " Peter Clavk,”’. the name he
had assumed, was a red-hot anarchist, and a
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great admirer of that wonderful man, Ivan
Bekeroff.

In order to convince him that he had in-
fluence of the underhand type, Lee arranged
for the arrest and charging of his two friends,
Dorrimore and Nipper, and the fake theft
at the hotel was his own particular doing,
although it was Bekeroff who performed the
unneccessary violence,

Had Bekeroff not been a conceited ass, he
might have realised that the uncanny ease
with which he and the disguised Nelson Lee
got away from England was not altogether
due to their cunning. Everything had becn
arranged by the Secrct Service, and the pass-
port officers, the Customs officials, and the
steamship agents, betrayed a brand of cre-
dulity that might have warned a more clever
man,

Bekeroff, however, put it all down to Lee’s
gill}fover the officials, and his own masterly

uff. -

Nothing of vast importance happened dur-
ing the journey, or at Tashkent. Lee was
busy in Tashkent, and discovered that he
was on the right scent. His first rough guess
was soon proved correct. Bekeroff, alias
Jvan Vladski, had been engaged all that
time in London trying to find out whether
Mrs. Legrand and her daughter had any
inkling where Sydney Legrand actually was.
He had not only proved to himself that they
were ignorant of young Legrand’s where-
abouts, but by his lies he robbed them of
all their money.

"The authorities in Turkestan—the Bolshevik
authorities, that 1s—had satisfied themselves
that Legrand had not passed beyound thceir
borders, therefore he must still be inside
them. But where, no man could say,
although there had been certain hints.

In Tashkent, in accordance with suggestions
Lee had received at the Foreign Office, he
sought out Agru Kal the pcarl merchant,
who was also an agent for the British Secret
Service. From him Lce received the news
that Sydney Legrand was in hiding in a
Tibetan monastery at Sheegun. The news of
a white man having sought sanctuary there
had filtered out to the peasants in that part,
and the authorities were trying to prove or
disprove the rumour, and had sent for
Bekeroff to handle the matter.

The matter was all very vague, so when

they started for the Monastery of Sheegun,:

Lee could only make very vague arrange-
ments for Dorrimore and Nipper. He
wanted them to join him at the proper
moment, and not before. That was why he
played the rather curious part he did, allow-
ing them to travel to Tashkent, and on up
through the Hunger Desert, fondly imagin-
ing that they were doing so unobserved by
the enemy, while all the time the enemy
knew, and were awaiting their arrival—
thanks to Nelson Lee! .
His reason for doing this was two-fold.
Zli‘xrst11 it would have been next to impossible
for them to have reached Tashkent disguised
though they were, without their identity

“the monastery.
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being discovered, or, at least, suspected. At
any of the hundred and one towns that their
journey took them to they might have been
halted and questioned, and probably cast into
prison.

But Lee’s method allowed them a clear
passage through all Vladski’s agents. Many
of them, indeed, actually helped to speed
that journey, laughing up their eleeves abt
the horrible awakcning that awaited these
fool Britishers at the end. Then, again,
Nelson Lee needed Dorrimore’s strong arm
and young Nipper's quick - wit to help him
when the moment came for him to brcak
away from Bekeroff and help Legrand.

IL.ee had sent his aerial message to Nipper
from the sccret chamber of the Lama of the
Monastery of Sheegun. It was the Lama
himself who had made him acquainted with
that wireless telephone apparatus which con-
nected the monastery with the citadel where
Nipper and Dorrimore were confined, and,
of course, it was at Lee'’s suggestion that
they were confined in that very room.

The detective never met the monk who
had perfected that wircless installation, but
he was told that he had once been in the
French mission school in China, and had been
known there as a student of wireless tele-
graphy. Recently Nelson Lee had inspeeted
a wireless telephone apparatus in London

that '1s owned by a great daily newspaper,

and he was amused to see that there was little
or no difference between it and the eruder
one made by the monk in that far-off, iso-
lated monastery on the edge of the Hunger

Desert.

Lce’s message to Nipper had been explicit
enough, and he knew that the youngster
would do his best to obey. The detective's
job then was to get in touch with young
Legrand, so that everything might be ready
for their abrupt departure.

ELSON LELF had never &£poken to
N Legrand, although he had been over
a week at the monastery, and knew
that he was there, Legrand had
sought sanctuary, and not even Bekcroff or
bis gang of armed men could get at him,.
The countryzide would have risen against
them like onc man if they had dared to use
armed force.
That old L.ama was a jewel in his way.

He was tall and thin, and with a face like
a picce of old carved ivory, and was the
nearest approach to that wonderful old Lama
in Rudyard Kipling’s “Kim ”’ the dectective
had ever met.

Nothing seemed to ruffle his calm, and the
way he handled Bekeroff and his men was
quite a revelation,

There was now no mystery about Sydney
Legrand. Everybod{l knew he was at
He had apparently arrived
there when hard pressed by his foes, and had
sought sanctuary, and no one dared to get
at him for fear of arousing the religious
antagonism of the peasants.
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The Lama had kept the fact of Legrand’s
whereabouts secret as long as he could, but
it had gradually leaked out. Nelson Lee had
heard the truth from the old pearl merchant
in Tashkent.  Bekeroff had picked up the
rumours and traced them to their sources.

In a way, it was stalemate on both sides.
Bekeroff and the authorities could not, dared
not, lay a finger on Legrand while he re-
mained within the monastery, but as soon
as he ventured to set foot beyond the monas-
tery gates, the enemy would pounce upon
him. He was, therefore, as much a prisoner
in the country as if he had been locked up
In a gaol.

But Bekeroft was not in the Lama’s faith,
and he hated the monasteries, which the
Lama knew, while Nelson Lee, being a
stranger, was more likely to be friendly with
the old fellow.

Bekeroff thought that Lee was in the
monastery in order to smuggle Legrand out
to his waiting persecutors. He did not know
that as soon as Lec got to the monastery
he gave the Lama full details of his plan,
and his reason for being there, namely, to
rescue lLegrand. To his relief, the Lama
was perfectly ready to help him so far as he
was able, and together they arranged a very
satistfactory plan.

" Bekeroff went once or twice to the monas-
tery and had interviews with the detective,
and Lce felt no compunction in blufing him.
He made him belicve that he, Lece, had got
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into the Lama’s good baohkz, and the Russian
congratulated him on that fact.

Bekeroff was partieulariy anxilous to get in
touch with Legrand, but Lee himself had
not met the young correspondent. The
Lama, however, promised that he should do
so, just as soon as their arrangements for
escaping were complete.

“You see, my son,”” the o.d
to him, with a quet nod of his head, *‘so
long as tliou hast not set eyes on this guest
of mine, nothing can happen to thee, and
that Russian man, whony, to my own know-
ledge, is far away from the light of truth
and faith, wilt not be able to persuade thee
into betraying the seccret.” -

He wagged a long, lean finger at Nelson
Lee.

“I know that thou art a brave man, and
it would indeed be diflicult to make thee
speak, but thou dost not know these Russians.
They have tortures which are even worse
than anything that ever happened in any
country in the old days, and I have given
this Englishman sanctuary, and nothing must
harm him.”

In a way, the old fellow was right, because
if Lee did not know where Legrand was
hidden in that rambling old monastery, he
could not very well betray him.

Lee had heard an account of what had
happened to Nipper and Dorrimore on the
road to the monastery. The driver of the
native cart had arrived at the monastery
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with a long tale of the accident and the
flicht of the travellers.

The Lama sent out one of his trusted spies,
and later in the day the man returned with
the information that the detective’s three
friends had got away, and were being searched
for by a party of mounted men from
Bekeroftf's company. But as that party had
returned to the camp—which was pitched
about half a mile away from the monastery—
without their prisoners, L.ee was pretty cer-
tain that Dorrimore and the other two had
cvaded capture.

And so, when it came dusk, Lee made
arrangements to show the lights, which were
duly lowered from the room he occupied in
the monastery.

It was with considerable relief that he saw
three figures appear on the ground below
the wall, and knew them to be his friends,
an(lll that so far the scheme had worked out
well.
~ He left his chamber, passing down a slop-
ing corridor, and finally reached the austere
cell in which the Lama lived. He was seated
on his couch in his usual placid pose, with
his string of beads, and was murmuring to
himself one of the interminable prayers of
his faith.

Lee stepped quietly through the curtain,
and he raised his calm old eves and gave
him a smile,.

“Your friends have arrived,” he said.
“They must indeed be brave men, for the
Russian has been trying to capture them,
and they have pgone through dangerous
country.”

Lee never could fathom just how that old
fellow managed to keep himself in touch
with all things that happened, not only in
his district, but also in the remoter parts
of the world.

“You are quite right, holy one,”’ he said.
‘““My friends are here, and if you will give
mo permission, I will carry out the next
move of my plan.”

He rose to his feet and bowed.

““I am interested in thee and thy friends,”
he said. *“It is wrong of me to take interest
in anything that happens in the outsido
world, but even an old man hus his weak-
nesses. I will come with thee and be a
witness at this meeting.”

He put his hand on Lee’s left shoulder,
and together they left the chamber, then
walked down the passage into the lower part
of the monastery. By this time Lee was
fairly well acquainted with the various rooms
in the lower floor of the building, and was
able to find his way into the large bleak
room in which it was customary for visitors
to be received. There was a monk on duty
there, and he arose as they entered.

“I want to speak to the Russian,
1I?eke'roff,” Lee said, ‘“Ask him to come
ere,”’

Th‘e monk looked at the Lama, who gave
a slight nod of his head, then the robed
figure of the messenger turned, and hurried
from the chamber. The Lama, crossing (o
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the wall, slid one of his yellow hands up
the panel and touched a hidden spring,
making the panel slide aside, disclosing a
space behind with a flight of steps leading
from 1it.

“T will wait here, my friend,” he said.
“There are many secret passages in this
monastery, which thou knowest nothing
about. I want to hear what takes place
between thyself and the Russian, and I wilt
also be a witness to what happens when thou
art taken to the Englishman.”

He waited in the recess chatting to Lee,
until they heard footfalls in the passage with-
out, then, with a nod and a quiet smile, the
tall, lean figure glided through the space
and the panel was ¢losed behind him.

A moment later the messenger entered the
dingy visitor’s room, with Bekeroff at his
heels. There was a scowl on the Russian’s
face, and Lee knew just why it was there.
He dismissed the monk with a curt nod of
his head. then turned and crossed towards
the detective.

" “Those fool Englishmen who were follow-
ing us have pgot away,” he said, ‘‘and
although my men have hunted them all
along the roadway they bhave failed to trace
them so far,”’

Of course, Nclson Lee knew much more
about that than he did, but it was not his
plan to let the man know that.

‘““What does it matter?” he said, with &
shrug of his shoulders. “To-day or to-
morrow, or the next day, they are bound
tc be found. How can anvone escape from
the Hunger Desert unless they take to the
l«{ﬁlg}}'n roads, and your men guard them
all 1 . ,

““Yes, ves, that is so,” he returned. * Yet
I am annoyed, for while they are at large
they may spoil our other plans.”

Nelson Lee shook his head.

‘““Oh, no, Bekeroff, they will not spoil our
plans, for I have completed everyvthing now,
and to-night you will have in your power
the man you want.”’

He took a pace forward, and his big paw
fell on Lee’s shoulder.

. :‘”Is this true? You really have arranged
it ?

Bekeroff had to be deceived and hood-
winked, so that Lee might save the young
newspaper correspondent, and the detective
took good care that he carried out the busi-
ness as well as he could.

‘“Listen to me, Bekeroff,” he said. *To-
night the Lama is going to let me know
where Legrand is hidden in this place.”

It might have been only imagination, but
Lee thought he heard the rustle of a robe,
and, indeed, Bekeroff turned his head and
glanced around the chamber.

“What was that?”

“1 didn’t hear anything,” Lee returned.

His black brows met above his eyes, and
for a moment, with his hand upraised for
silence, he listened. But the sound was not
repeated, and after he had tiptoed to the
curtained doorway, and had suddenly pulled
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the curtain aside, disclosing the fact that the

Eassage was cmpty, his doubts vanished, and
e returned to Lee’s side.
“Go on.”

“All right,” he said.

g HIS is my plan,” Lee continued.
““As soon as I have found out where
this Englhishman is hidden, you and

I must watch our chance and get
into his room. We will make him a prisoner,
and will tie him up in a robe, gag him, and
tie a hood over Eis head so that he may
pass as a sick monk. You will take him
with you, and you must have an escort of
your men ready with swift horses and orders
to ride away from this district as fast as
they can. You understand that they will not
forgive you for breaking sanctuary, and if
the Lama were to hear of it before you and
your men get free from the district, you will

ll))e torn to pieces, armed though you may

e..”

N ﬁé:kerof‘f folded his arms and mnodded his
ead.

* Yes, that is true,” he returned. “The
ignorant fools in this part of the world would
obey the orders of their Lama, even although
1%, meant their death.” |
o~ You will have to pick your men carefully,
and you must appoint one of them as com-
mander of them, for you will have to nde
inside the cart with Legrand. I do not want
the Lama to know that you have had any
hand in it, and you must keep out of sight

until you are clear of the Hunger Desert.”

“That can be arranged easily enough, my
friend,” the Russian said. ‘‘But what about
yourself ?”

" Lee shrugged his shoulders.

" “My part is an easier one,” he went on.
“] want to give you at least a full day’s
start, and, therefore, I am prepared to take
this Englishman’s place. I will dress in_ his
garments, and will lie on his cot. 1 might
even pretend that I am sick, and so give you
many hours’ start.”

Although it was Lee’s own scheme, and,
of course, he had no intention of carrying it
out, so far as Bckeroff's part of 1t was con-
cerned, it was certainly one that would have
tempted most men, and Bekeroff fell for 1t
like a lamb. .

“J see what you are driving at,”’ he said.
“You propose to take the place of Legrand,
and remain in his hiding-place, pretending to
be him, until we have had time to get clear
away with our prisoners.”

“Yes, that is the scheme,” Lee returned.

The detective saw his eyes twinkle, then
he passed a hand across his chin and smiled.

“And what do you think will happen to
you, my friend, when these priests discover
they have been tricked ?”’

“I’'ll tell them that I was overpowered by
you and your men. And, besides, I am a
Britisher, after all, and the Lama here will
not harm me when he knows I am of that
race.

This, of course, was true, and was a subtle
dig at Bekeroff, which the fellow appreciated,
for he had already told Lee that it was
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because of the dLama’s friendship to the
British that Sydney Legrand had found

sanctuary there, |

Of course, Lee was passing as a Russian,
and was dressed in a Russian costume, and
had allowed his beard to grow, so that he
made quite a passable specimen of Russian.
Bekeroff had no idea that the Lama knew his
rcal nationality.

“And you think that these priests will be
content with that explanation?” he said.

“Yes. Why not?”

He turned away from Lee for a moment,
and the detective could see from every line
of his body that he was very doubtful about
this final statement of Lee’s. Indeed, had
the scheme been a real one, and Lee had
been going to risk breaking his word, and
allowed Legrand to be taken away by his
enemies, he knew that it was unlikely ho
would leave that monastery alive when the
priests had found out the trick. |

Bekeroff obviously believed that Lee was
going to sacrifice himself, and yet, despite
his many vows of eternal friendship for him,
the rogue did not make any further com-
ment. He knew that Lee would probably
be torn to pieces, or, at least, he thought so,
and was quite content to allow that to
happen. It was just another proof that a
man of his type has neither human feelings
nor honour.

“Very well, my friend,” he said, “I have
no doubt you are right. The scheme is a
good”one, and I will make arrangements at
once.

Lee put his hand on his arm.

“It would be advisable for you to let the
monks know here that you are returning to
the citadel, and, in order to satisfy them on
that point, you might even make a start in
that direction. It will be easy enough for
you to return, and if you come to the east
tower of the monastery and wait there by the
small gat& I will let you 1n.”

“Yes, that is a good idea,” the Russian
returned. “I may have to visit this district
again later oy and if the Lama thinks I
have gone away now, and have had no hand
in the capture of his guest, he will be
unable to lay the blame on me.”

They went into dctails then, and it was
arranged that Bekeroff should have his men
with a covered conveyance waiting for him
at the foot of the sunken garden. It was
Lee who suggested that the flight should be
made eastward, for in that direction lay his
own route.

“I will appoint Savroff as leader of the
party,” the Russian said, “and I will sce
that he has ten or twelve men, well armed
and mounted, with him.” .

“Phat will be too many,” said Lee. ‘Two
or threec will be sufficient. We don’t want
the natives to be suspicious. Surclg two men
will be enough, with yourself, o handle one
Britisher 7 , .

“Yes, you are right. Three men will be
able to handle him all right.” .

It was casy to understand why Nelson Lee
was very particular that there should be only
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two men and Savroff as cecort for that con-
veyance. He was thinking of Nipper, Dorri-
more, and Wun Foo in the sunken garden.

There was a greasy smile on Bekeroff’s
face as he shook hands with Nelson Lee and
went off. Lee accompanied him down the
passage and out of the main entrance to tho
monastery, then returned to the visitors’
room, where he found the old Lama waiting
for him, his arms folded, and a glint in his
clear eyes.

“Verily, thou art a diplomat, my son,” he
said, “and for a moment what I heard came
near to deceiving me.”

That explained the rustle of a gown which
they had heard, and Lee was very relieved
that the old priest had not betraved his
presence.

“And what does it mean?” the Lama went
on. "“Surely thou art -not going to allow
this young Eonglishman to be taken away by
that man?”

Lee shook his head.

“You can trust me for that, holy one,” he
.said. ““All I require is that you carry out
the pact that you promised. That is to say,
that neither you nor any of your prieste shall
enter the room where the Englishman is
hidden for at least the mnext twenty-four
hours. By doing so you will give me all the
start I need.”

“It shall be as thou desirest, my son,” the
Lama Cho Ful returned. “But thou must
prove to me that it is the young Englishman
whom thou takest away with thee.”

The detective nodded his head.

“I will be here in the guest-room, and ere
thou passes out of the monastery thou must
come and let me say good-bye to my young
guest. While he hast been here we have had
many long talks together, and I have proved
that he 1s indeed a man of much merit,
knowing the wheel of -life.”

“I promise you that Legrand shall be
here to say good-bye to you, holy one, before

l\lvozvt,iepart,” said Lee. “And now, where i3
e .

CHAPTER 9.
Legrand’s Story.

HE Lama turned and left the chamber,

Lee followed him up a sloping

passage; then they climbed a flight of

circular stairs, and the Lama halted at

a small door set in the solid stonework. He

produced a key and unlocked the door,

thrusting it forward, and Lee had a view of
a little room, furnished in European style.

There was a table in the centre of it, and
seated there was a thin figure in a dark robe.
Nelson Lee had met Sydney Legrand once in
London, but he had to confess that he would
hardly have recognised him again. He had
greatly changed, but he arose to his feet at

once, and, tossing the long hair from his
lbrmdv, he came forward with outstretched
1and,
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“How are you, Lee ?” he said with a smile
that revealed a set of white, perfect teeth.
“Our friend, Cho Ful, told me that you
were here, and has given me an idea of
your plans. I have been looking forward to
this meeting.” ' ‘

Thcy shook hands, and, although there was
really plenty of drama in the incident, all
they did was to smile at each other. 1t is
probable that men of another race would have
waxed excitable over that meecting, for 1t 1s
certainly a fact that Lee had gone through a
great amount of trouble and difficulty to get
through to that little room in the lonely
monastery perched high above the Hunger
Desert.

But Britishers are proverbially phlegmatic,
and it was the Lama himself who commented
on their nationalistic character.

“Ah, ve! But thou art indeed Britishers,
both,” he said in his gentle voice., *One
might imagine that thou wert meeting each
other in those wide streets of that wonder
city of yours of which I have heard much,
but have never scen.”

“It is a way we have, holy one,” said
Legrand, reaching and catching the Lama
by the hand. ¢ But although we may not
show our feelings, they are there right enough,
and very deep. Whatever happens to me
now, 1 shall never forget your kindness to
me. You saved my life—aye, more than
that, for you kept me here when there were
men outside howling for my blood.”

The old fellow raised his calm brows.

“We do not allow bloodshed within the
grounds of this sacred place,” he said. * Thou
didst seek sanctuary here and it was afforded
to thee. But tnou wilt remember that thou
didst make me a promise, and i1f thou dost
get clear from here and back to Britain I
shall expect that promise to be fulfilled.”

“It will be fulfilled, holy one,” Legrand
recturned. “ As soon as I can I will send you
all the books and histories that are to be
bought in l.ondon concerning the life of
Buddha. And, as you know, London is the
market place of the world.”

“It 1s well,” the Lama said. “I want to
complete my library, and 1 shall hold thee
to thy promise.”

Then, with a nod to Nelson Lee, he
turned and walked out of the chamber, leav-
ing the door ajar, and they listened to his
splft footfalls until they had died away in the
silence.

‘“A fine old chap, that, Lce,” Legrand
said, ﬁassing one hand across his brow. "It
was the nearest thing in the world for me
to get through, and if it had not been for
Cho ’Ful I would have been dead months
ago.’

He smiled.

“It was just my luck that I should know
a little of the language of his people, and
have also been a student of the religion that
he follows. 1 knew that I could get sanctuary
here, and I managed to reach the place just
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in-the nick of time, after a terrible experi-
ence in the Hunger Desert. I have promised
Cho Ful to send him books in every language
I can get hold of, dealing with his beloved
religion, and I mean to do that. Queer thing
that I should really be buying my safety
by way of ancient volumes which, no doubt,
I shall be able to pick up in the Charing
Cross Road in second-hand bookshops!”
Lee laughed. :

“It is certainly a curious-price to pay for
one’s life, Legrand,” he said. “But I shall
see that you get as complete a collection as

it is possible to obtain, for I also owe the
old Lama a debt.”

Legrand took his seat at the table again
and indicated a vacant chair opposite his.
They were European chairs, and Legrand
noticed Lee glance at them, and smiled.

““The Lama provided these for my special
comfort,” he said. “Goodness only knows
where he got themr from, but these fellows
are much better provided for in the monas-
teries than the average individual belicves.
And now I am full of interest to know just
what you are going to do, Lee. I under-
stand you have some sort. of plan by which
F+can get away from here and back to
England; but I want to warn you that I am
-not going back to Great DBritain until 1
have collected a treasure trove which I have
hidden.”

Nelson Lee leancd forward and smiled at
him.

“Meaning
;platinum, ch?”
- Legrand stared at Lee for a moment, then

broke into a laugh,

“Of course, I forgot. I might have known
that the famous Nelson Lce would be sure
to have landed on that little incident,” he
said. “But, by James, I don’t know how
you managed it, old chap.” |

~#It was partly guesswork,” Lee returned.
“But is it really the case that you did
collar that platinum?”’ :

Legrand’s fine face lit up ' into” a smile as
he replied: S ‘- -

“Every last ounce of it,” he said, bringing
his fist down on the table with a crash, “and,
by Jove, the adventures that I had before
I got it safely out of the way would fill a
book. You see, two of us werc at Tashkent
when we heard about the stuff coming
through. We knew where it was going, and
we also knew that it was really the procceds
of a deliberate robhery carried out by some
scoundrelly officials in Moscow. That store
of platinum, Lee, was really the property
of a British firm out there, and when I
learned that I made up my mind that it was
not going to go beyond Tashkent in their
hands.”

He leaned back in his chair and folded his
arms.

“It was deposited in onc of the banks at
Tashkent,” he went on, ‘““and the man in
charge of it was Bekeroff’s assistant. Beke-

thrce thousand ounces of
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rott lmmself was not at Tashkent at the time,
but he was expected there to pick it up.
What I did then was to get into touch with
Bekeroff’s assistant, made him drunk, then
my chum and I took possession of the de-
posit note and other papers which the fellow
had on him, collared his native cart and
horses, and while my f{riend, Lewis, played
the part of driver, I got into Bekeroft’s
assistant’s clothing, and was there at the
bank as soon as the doors opened next
morning."”’

He chuckled.

““The platinum was in solid ingots, and was
packed in two wooden chests, each containing
close on a hundredweight. ‘They were not
very bulky chests, however, and we found
room for them in that droshky. By ten
o’clock my friend and I were out of Tashkent
and were plunging like mad for the Hunger
Desert.” -

He stopped for a moment, looking across
at Lee.

“I had arranged with anotlicr party to
meet us half-way across the desert and effect
a change of conveyance and clothing. But as
lwek would have it, we ‘struek a very bad
storm, and were held up for two days, with
the result' that Bekeroff ‘had by that time
arrived at Tashkent, and -had found his man
trussed up at the hotel. He was able to send
out warnings .all round the. verge of the
desert, and our friends were collared. One
of: them, however, managed to get through
the line, and met us at the appointed place,
telling us what had happened. I knew that
Bekeroff would be beating every desert road
and , watehing for us, and we could not gct
through as we were. Indeed, every native

villager and goatherd becomes a spy on these

occasions, and I felt surc that our passage
throtigh the various villages and towns on
the road eould already have been reported.
We had then reachéd a spot thirty miles from
the monastery here, and I made up my mind
what to do.”” ' | |

£
He stopped

shoulders.

“The platinum is safe, Lee,” he said. "I
hid 1t there in the desert. My friend and
the others went off in the droshky, while I
remained behind. One of us-had to remam
behind in order to save the others, and—
well, as the job was mine, I felt I had to
take the risk.”

He made no fuss about that little state-
ment; but Lee, personally, could see the
extraordinary gallantry in 1f, for obviously
young Legrand had allowed his two com-
panions to get away in their rush for freedom,
while he waited behind to sacrifice himself if

needs be.
“ And what happened then ?” Lee asked.

“Oh, I was tackled by four or five of
Bekeroff’s men, and did the ¢ wounded part--
ridge * stunt on them. I pretended to have.
a broken leg, kept just ahead of them, mile
after mile, until I had worked them well,

short aud shrugged his
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away from the place where I had hidden the
platinum. I showed myself then, and we had
a running fight for it until dusk. They. got
me twice, ouce in the arm and once in the
leg, but in the darkness, just when 1 was
about at the end of my tether, I saw the
ilia‘ht _shining' at the deor of the monastery
ere.

He drew a deep breati.

“I was seren miles away from the monas-

tery when I saw that light, Lee, and I can
tell you it was just about as much as I could
do to reach it. The last mile, in fact, I
completed on my hands and knees, and it was
lucky I had given my pursuers the slip by
that time.”
" He went on to describe how the Lama had
taken him in and hidden him, influenced, 1o
doubt, by the fact that the half delirious
Englishman had babbled Buddhism, which he
hac? studied at one time. But if he had been
safe, he was still a prisoner, for he could
not get out of the country nor communicate
with his friends. To make matters worse,
his friends, for whom he had risked so much,
had been caught by Bekeroff’'s men and kilied
in the fight that eusued. :

It was then Lee’s turn to explain how Ivan
Vladski, or Bekeroff, had gone to London
and had victimised Legrand’s mother and
sister in the hope that they had heard where
the young correspondent was, until tho
rumours of the Englishman in the monastery
had leaked out. S o

Legrand rose to his feef, his fists clenched.

“It’s another score 1 have to pay against
Bekeroff, Lee,” he &aid in a hushed, strained
voice. - _

Leo rose to his feet and pointed to the
door; then, after a glance around, he saw a
heavy copper candlestick which promised
well. He lifted the implement and gave it to
Legrand. | ' :
. “Stand behind that door,” he said, “‘and

when Bekeroff comes in here, which he will
do, ahead of me, use that. Don't kill him,
but make sure that he goes down.”

“Splendid!” cried Legrand, seizing the
weapon and taking up his stand at the door.
“I think I sce your scheme, Lee.”

L )

CHAPTER 10.
Escape! . -

VERYTHING went without a hitch.
Having explained things to Sydney
Legrand, Nelson Lece left him and
. .went down to the little door in the
eastern tower of the monastery, where Beke-
roff was waiting to be admitted. There was
not a soul about beside the Russian. The
Lama had passed the word to his monks, and
they seemed to have vanished off the face
of the earth.

In husky whispers Bekeroff told Lee that
Savroff, with his two men, was waiting by
the sunken garden with the conveyancoe and
horses. He was anxious to be off. Even at

opened out on to the mound.
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the eleventh hour the Russian doubted the
ability of Nelson Lee to get Legrand out
of the monastery.

In silence he followed Lee along the silent
passages to Legrand’s room. Legrand had
so arranged his blankets on the bed as to
mako it appear he lay there sound asleep.
It was a good idea, for Bekcroff, fixing his
eyes on the couch directly ho opened the
door, made a quick leap into the room; and
as he did so Lee heard the dull whiz of that
heavy candlestick.

The heavy base of that candlestick landed
full on the Russian's head, just below the
ear, His fur cap fell off, and with a thick
grunt the burly schemer dropped on his
knces, then rolled over on to his side on the
rush-covered floor of the chamber.

Nelson Lec lcaped through the doorway at
once, closing the door behind him, and Le-
girand, dropping on one knec, thrust his face
forward and pecred into the heavy, blotched.
countenance of his enemy. |

“All right, Lee,” he said eventually. I
could have murdered him, but—I'm not that
sort.. What do we do next?”

“I'll show you,” Lee returned.

In a moment they had stripped Ivau
Bekeroff to his shirt, and had carried him
over to the cot, then held beneath his nostrils
a phial which the Lama had provided. The
fumes rose up into the face of the unconscious
man, his stertorous breathing grew quiet
and easy, and Lee knew the man was deep
in a doped sleep.

“If our friend Cho Ful is correct, Bekeroff
will not waken until to-morrow afterncon;”
Lea remarked. “But we must not waste
time."”

Leprand had already got together his
scanty belongings and was ready to go. Lee
dressed in Bekeroff’s clothes and drew the
heavy fur cap well down over his ears, and,
using the smoke of the torch, darkened his
features sufficiently to give them the rich
mahogany hue that was Bekeroff’s colouring.

“Now, old man,” he said. “Come along.”

They stole from the room and along the
passages, down to the guest chamber, whero
the Lama Cho Ful was waiting for them.

“You see, holy one,” said Lee. “I have
brought him to thee to say good-bye.”

The Lama gripped their hands, but said
not a word. He made a gesture, and, turn-
ing, they passed from his presence. Five
minutes later they were emerging into the
sunken garden, through a low archway which
A tall figure
suddenly started up almost at their feet and
lunged forward, but Lee managed to hiss &
warning through the darkness,

“All right, Dorrimore!”

“Jovel Leol” ‘

Two more figures appeared and hands met
ir. the darkness.

“Confound you for a scheming darkness!”
saldd Dorrimore. “You've had a mighty
ganmie with us, by James! What’s the idea,
and where (he dickens are we going now 1”
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“In' whispers Lee explained, then they
moved off to where Lee knew Savroff would
be waitin%‘ with the horses and the con-
veyance. The detective went on ahead, with
Nipper slung over his shoulder, playing the
part of the doped captive, and playing it to
perfection.

Close behind, keeping well concealed in the

shadows, came Wun Foo and Dorrimore and
Legrand. It was perhaps the meost crucial
moment of the whole affair, for Savroff and
his companion were both armed and -would
be on the alert,
- Lec saw them waiting, saw the cart and
the horses.” The men were watching the
oncoming man, whom they took to be
Bekeroff, with Legrand unconscious over his
shoulder. But when Lee was within three
yards of them, Dorrimore shot out of the
darkness, flung a robe over Savroff’s head,
bore him to the ground, and fought grimly
to batter the senses out of the man.

And Wun Foo was on the spot just as
quickly. He had much to repay these men.
His arm was better., He was on his man
before the fellow realised anything was
wrong. The Chinaman’s fist flashed out, and
Wun Foo was surprisingly strong. It needed
only one terrific punch to drop the man in a
sonseless heap,
dn ‘the ground.
he made.

Dorrimore throttled Savroff into in-
sengibility, and then lost no time, helped by
Legrand, in trussing and gagging the man,
while Lee and Wun Foo did the same for the
other fellow.
ordinate wcre stripped of their clothes,
ghiCh were donned by Dorrimore and Wun

00.

They left the two
sunken garden, and, going outside, found
the - covered cart, -with the driver 1n
attendance. When the man saw Lee he came
to attention, thinking he saw Bekeroff. But
Nipper came with- a dive out. of a dense
shadow, and, with one drive of his fist to
the jaw, dropped the man in a senseless heap.
In, a trice he, too, was trussed up, gagged,
deprived of his uniform, and placed with his
companions in the sunken garden.” Legrand
donned that uniform, Nipper was placed in
the cart, and the party set off. |

They made off at a rapid trot down the
road, with Legrand, 'well mounted, leading
the way, while Dorrimore drove the horses
that hauled the cart. B

" But before they could get clear they
plunged slap into a picket that guarded the
road, a ligﬁt flashed, and one man, rather
suspicious, raised his rifle, and the bolt
clicked. There was no time  to stand on
ceremony. Legrand rode straight at the
figure. Lce called to Dorrimore to lash at
tho team of ponies of the vehicle, and he
swerved them round so that they were head-
n']('llg straight for the man who was raising his
rifle ‘to his shoulder.

The party drove slap through the picket,
scattering them in_all directions. The ponies
lost their heads then, and Dorrimore, with

But that was the only sound

1S ‘accoutrements clattering -

"Both Savroff and his sub-

unfortunates- in the

his foot jammed against tlie front of the
wagon, had twisted the reins round his
powerful wrists, and was holding on like
grim death. | '

The roads in that part of the world are
mele tracks, and as all this was taking place
m the darkness, 1t can be understood that
Dorrimore’s task was no easy one. He had
to keep the frightened animals on the road,
and they were tossed from side to side like
peas, with the heavy canvas top swaying and
groaning above them.

“Where's Legrand ?”?

Dorrimore’s  question was rapped out
between set teeth, and Lee ventured to lean
out from his precarious seat and look back.
A thick cloud of dust was rushing behind
them, and for a moment the detective tailed
to find any trace of the young correspondent.
Then presently he saw a pony galloping over
the rough giound close to the roadside, and
its rider was lying forward on the brute’s
neck, urging it onward,

Lee didn’t understand why Legrand should
be lyaing down as he was, hut a moment later
the reason of that became apparent. F¥or
from the, left there came. a-ragged volley, and
the: whine of bullets passing overhead
indicated that the group of sentinels from
which the men in the road had come were
alive to what was happening, and were
taking pot-shots at them. |

A hundred yards' lower down the road
Legrand swung his pony, and,.spuiring. it
for all he was worth, he caught up to the
side of the cart. L 5

“It’s all right,” he called. “I drew their
fire, and I think we’re safe novy. Keep them
at it, and ‘follow me!” |

W E werit on ahead, then, and took up
position three or four yards in front
of their galloping team. That cx-

<hibition “of . horsemanship  which
Sydney Legrand gave them then was as fine
as anything Lee had ever witnessed. .
Of course, Legrand kncw_ every inch of
the ground: around there,”and he really acted
as guide. For they left the road, taking ti
the rough ground with a ‘bump and a sway,
and for the next hour all Lee could do was
to sit tight in ‘-his corner, momentarily
cxpecting to be turned over.

But it seemed as though Legrand had the
eyes of a night prowler, for he led them over
that awful ground, round boulders, down
slopes, and across nullahs, and up again,
mile after mile, always keeping just ahead so
that Dorrimore might see hima and follow.

It requirics a man of iron nerve to ride im-
mediately in front of a teamx of maddened
ponics, ¥or the slightest slip on the part of
his mount would see him down in. the dust
and crushed to picces under the flying hoofs
of the beasts.

Their ponies were In a lather of sweat, and
none of them in that cart had an unbruised
part in the whole of their Dhodies when that
mad, wild rush through the night came to
an end.
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Legrand flung up his hand, and they heard
his voice, thin and harsh, sound.

“All right. Try to hold them in now.”

For the latter part of the journey Dorri-
more had been lashing at the ponies to keep
them at their speed, so he found it an easy
task to bring them under control. They
clambered out of the cart very stiff and sore,
and Legrand came forward, leading his
heavy-breathing pony behind him.

Lee saw then that they had halted in a
kind of natural amphitheatre, a hollow in the
plains which was heavily studded with huge
black boulders. There was a suggestion of
grey in the sky eastward, and presently they
saw the first fingers of the dawn coming up.

“This 1s the best place for us to make a
halt,” Legrand said. *“We are quite out of
sight of anybody, and I suggest we have a
look through the cart and see if we can't
find some grub.” |

They found that Bekeroff and his lieutenant
had seen to it that there was plenty of food.

There were tinned delicacies, plenty of
biscuits, and the usual assortment of
alcoholic liquors. But these latter, of course,
did not appeal to them so much as did the
fact that there was a plentiful supply of milk,
coffee, and sugar.

Wun Foo set to work to build a fire in
between the boulders, and as the sun arose
they had their first meal., A very pleasant
one, and one which they all needed and
enjoyed. o

' VER the meal Legrand made friends
with Dorrimore and Nipper, and gave
them a brief - account of his adven-
tures. Then, whlien the poniess had

been rested and fed and watered, Legrand

turned to Lee with a smile

“1 suppose you wonder why I brought you
in this direction, Lee,” he said. ‘“But thero
was a method in my madness. We ave within
two or three miles from the spot where I hid
that little treasure of mine, and when we
start off again, I'll take you to it.”

And he was as good as his word. An hour
later the ponies were brought to a halt beside
a little wayside shrine of Buddha, and into
that shrine Legrand and Nelson Lee stepped.
Legrand pulled a hidden lever, and the
Buddha swung back on its pedestal. Beneath
they saw a space in which were concealed
two heavy boxes of platinum!

“I knew they would be safe here"”
Legrand said with a quiet smile. “The
natives would not dream of committing such
sacrilege as to shift this squat old god of
theirs, and not even the Russians would be
likely to lay hands on it. I wanted a very
safe guardian, and I don’t think I could have
chosen a better onec.”

They carried the heavy boxes out and
glaced them in the vehicle, then the journey

egan again. Legrand seemed to know all
the lost and isolated roads on that Hunger
Desert. They did most of their journey at
night-time, and, as Dorrimore admitted, the

strain of driving the ponies was a real strong
man's work,.
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They hardly touched a village during the
whole of the journey, and they were more
like human scarecrows than anything else
when, at long last, they reached a certain
town—which must be nameless—where they
had arranged that good friends should be

waiting for them.

And it was there that they had the last
news of their mutual friend, Ivan Bekeroff.

It had come in more as a rumour than

anything elge, but they knew that it was
t;'ue enough, and could fill in the gaps of the
story.
- For, according to local gossip, Bekeroft
had been found drunk in a Lama monasterﬁ.
and instead of thanking the priests for look-
ing after him, he had been mad enough to
st.rike-actualﬁy strike—the head priest with
his open hand.

Now to strike a Tibetan Lama means
death to mest people, and although Bekeroft
managed to escape in the nick of time from
that monastery, he had had to fly to Tash-
kent at once, for the whole district arose
like one man against him, and only the
armed mob who were under him kept him
from being torn to pieces.

As it was, they had had to have a running
fight for it, and Bekeroff himself had béen
ordered to leave the district by his superiors.

This was good news for the party, and,
thanks to the arrangements made on their
behalf by the Foreign Office in London, Lee's
little party was able to start on its homeward
journey within two dayvs from the time they
reached the border town.

HE last part of the journey was when

' they embarked on board a P. & O.

liner at Bombay, and there travelled

with them a very heavy, steel-lined
chest which had to be hoisted on to that
vessel by the steam winch.

It was Legrand’s store of platinum, and
even when it was safe on board the powerful
liner, the anxiety of the newspaper corre-
sﬁondent was in no way lessened. Lee really
thought that Legrand spent the greater. part
of the voyage seated on the hatch down
which that chest had been lowered.

Of course, they chaffed him about it, but
he paid no attention to their quiet fun.

Wun Foo had completely recovered from
Lhis wound, and they were all feeling very fit
and well when they caught sight of the white
clffs of old England once more.

A3 the vessel came alongside the quay,
Legrand did forget his treasure for a few
moments on catching sight of two womanly
firures standing waiting impatiently for the
gangway to be raised.

‘Nelson Lee had eent a cable to Mrs.
Legrand before leaving Bombay, and the
meeting which took place between her and
her son was a very aftectionate one.

That load of platinum was duly handed
over to the Forecign Office officials, who had
met the steamer, then the whole of the party,
Mrs. Legrand and her daughter Marian, and
3ydney, of course, packed thcmselves 1nto &
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Letters to the Editor
should be addressed

to NELSON
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Hallo, chums!

I have received many lectters recently {rom
readers asking me if they can have a scries of
stories again about St. I'rank’s. Well, 1 talked
this over with Mr. Brooks, with the result
that ncxt weck’s special yarn 18 staged at
St. Frank’s, and is a combined school and
detectivo story.
~Now, next Wednesday’s magnificent long
yarn is a super-thriller, starring Nelson Lee,
Nipper, and the chums of St. Frank's, and
I can guarantee that you will all enjoy it from
first line to last. The title is:

“THE MOAT HOUSE MYSTERY!”

A commonplace burglary occurs in a West
End flat, and merely out of interest Nelson
Lee takes a look round. Imagine his amaze-
ment when he finds a small charm which he

had last scen hanging from the watch-
chain of Mr. Stockdale, one of the St.

JFrank’s Iousemasters!
.~ Then comes the big sensation—the owner of

‘a sinister house called Moat Hollow, near St.:

Frank’s, is found brutally murdered! Nelson
Lec and Nipper go to St. Frank’s and make
it known that they arec on holiday, but
sceretly they investigate tho murder mystery.
They are, astonished to find clues which also
point definitely to Mr. Stockdale as being
either the assassin or his accomplice! Lece is
in an awkward position, for he doesn’t want

| 5’ S
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the name of St. Frank’s dragged into the
case until he is absolutely sure that Mu.
Stockdale i3 the ** wanted ' man.

You'll be interested and thrilled by the
way the famous detective tackles this
difficult case and the adventures that
spring from it.

“COCK O’ THE WALK!”

Edwy Searles Brooks’ sparkling school
story is proving exceedingly popular with
readers, and 1 think it deserves to be,
for it is a really good story. Next wecek'’s
chapters are full of lively incidents, £o
don’t miss ’em.

'''''''
a e a

PEN PALS.

Jean Berry, View Point, Melloo), via Swan
Hiil, Victoria, Australia, wants to hear from
rcaders; ages 18—19. Particularly in England.

A. J. Bosman, 74, Fraser Street, Turffon- -
tcin, Johannesburg, Transvaal, Seuth Africa,
wante members for his correspondence club.

J. Hetherington, 2, Cldrence Street, MLt.
Lawley, Perth, Western Australia, wants cor-
respondents; stamps .and sport. - o

C. Wright, 22, Clotilde Street,”Mt. Lawley,
Perth, Western Australia, wants correspon-
dents anywhere. |

Charlie. Nellie, 146, Goderich Street, oppo-
site Royal Mint,, Perth, Western Australia;
wants correspondents; infercsted in hobbies,
including postcard collecting.

Stanley Jonson, 89, Upper Pier Street,
Avon Cottage, South End, Port Elizabeth,
South Africa, wants correspondents “in
England, Switzerland, Frauce and the Malay
Peninsula. - :

Miss Olga Whitefield, Camman’s Mill,
Mamaku, ' Rotorua- Line, Auckland, New
Zealand, wants. girl correspondents; inter-

ested in sports, music, stamp-collecting, etc,

R. Waugh, Chez Nous, Sturt Road.
Cronulla, Sydney, N.S.W., Australia, wan!s
to hear from stamp collectors in DBritish
Guiana, Malag States, and Canada.

G

first-class compartment and sped hack  to
London. : :

And there the history of the ecase really
comes Lo an end. Just what did happen to
Ivan Bekeroff, alias Vladski, I.ce has never
been able to ascertain so far, for even now
that part of the world 18 more or less a
closed hook, and the news that filters through
from that unhappy country is usually of a
garbled order.

But Sydney Legrand was not in London
more than a day or so, when he and Nelson
Leo set out on another expedition. They
ransacked every
shop in London.
or volume concerning the life and meditations
of the great Buddha was allowed to escape
~ their hands,

- ‘It took two great packing-cases to hold
all their purchases, and although they could
only send them to where British rule ended,
“yet the fact remains that within two months

e

from the despatch of the cases, they received,
indirectly, a token that their good friend in
the: Shecegun Monastery had received them.
It was simply an acknowledgment, and- it
came all ‘'the way from Chirna, having been
sent down from Lhasa, the capital of Tibet.

The language was very flowery, and was
not that of the old Lama of the monastery,
but the writer had been asked to acknow-
ledge the receipt of the cases from them, and
to give thern Lama Cho Ful’s kindest regards
and thanks.

And so, after all, perhaps he was as satis-

second-hand bookseller’s -fl(‘d with the result of the affairs as ﬂle
Not a single treatise, tract, were.

THE EXND.

(Football — Fun — Thrills — Mystery!
That’s the grand combination in store for
you in the next weel:’s topping tale. ‘“THE
MOAT HOUSE MYSTERY!' Nelson Lee
and Nipper return to St. Frank’s, chums,
so tell all your pals — bl make sure of
your own copy first.}
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Start Reading This Great School Story Of St. Frank’s !

COCK O

THE

Hal Brewster, of the River House School, has worked a jape on Handforth, the

new skipper of the St. Frank’s Remove.

In the guise of a new Housemaster,

Brewster enters St. Frank’s and persuades Handforth to raid the kitchens with

the ob’ect of preparing a great feast.

Handforth, with several Removites,

is caught by a master, who begins to see daylight when Handforth explains,

Poor Oid Handy!

R. BEVERLEY STOKES went to the
M door and opened it suddenly. About
a dozen juniors started back, lcok-

ing guilty,

“Come in, boys,” said Mr. Stokes blandly,
“You were engared in this little affair, so
we might as well thrash it out togethei.”

They trooped in rather sheepishly.

“It was Handforth’s idea, sir "
ITubbard.

began

“You are wrong, Ilubbard; it was Dr.
Iakenham’s idea,” said the Housemaster.
““ Now, Handforth, let us hear the dctails.

Dut, first of all, I must inform you that 1
am the Housemaster of thiz House——"

““That’s where you're wrong, sir,” inter-
rupted  Handforth  triwmphantly, “DMr.
Fakenham’s the new man. I met him in
the lane to-night, and I brought him up
t{o the school, and took him in.”

“You mean, he took you in!” said Full-
wood. ““Oh, vou howling chump! You've
been spoofed!”

“Spoofed!” bLreathed Handforth.
~ “Spoofed with a vengeance, I should
1imagine,” smiled Mr. Stokes. “Let me
assure you, MHaundforth, that no new House-
master has been appointed, and this young

man—this Mr. Fakenham—has absolutely no
authority. If he gave you any instructions,
you may be sure they were given with the
?cli'l,’),orate intention of—er—pulling your
Oy
e !

**Orne of those River House bounders, T ex-
pect, sir!” savd Church quickly.

““Quite possibly,” said Mr. Stokes. *In
that case, the little mystery 1z explained, and
it appears that you arc not guilty of dec-
liberate defiance of authority, Handforth.
Mrs, Poulter, I think we can let the matter
rest as it etands.”

“I'll be glad to be rid of them, sir!” said
Mrs. Poulter heartily.

“You'd better go, boys, and 1 rather
fancy, Mr. Crowell, that we must let Hand-
forthh off,” said Mr. Stokes dryly. ‘ He has
obviously been acting under misapprehension,
and we don’t want to be harsh, particularly
with a newly-elected Form captain, eh?”

Handforth turned a sickly-looking green.

“Thanks, awfully, sir!”’ he muttered. *'I
—I thought—— Oh, my hat! Spoofed!
Dished, by George! That—that beastly rotter
was only—"

He fled, only too glad to escape so easily.
Mr. Stokes and Mr. Crowell went off, both
of them chuckling. ‘They might not bhave
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dealt so easily with any other boy, but Hand-
forth was famous for his credulous nature.

DBesides, they knew what he would get from
his Form-fellowa!

He got it!

“Observe our great skipper!” said Full-
wood solemnly, as they all crowded into the
lobby. “On his first day of office he falls
into a trap that wouldn’t have deceived an
infant—-"’

“But—but I believe he’s genuine, even
now!” gasped Handforth. ‘‘He knew every-
thing—knew Mr. Stokes’ name, and even
spoke to him out in the passage! How the
dickens was I to guess that he was a
spoofer? He wanted to hold a little feed,
to celebrate his arrival—"

Thump—thump!

Two loud bangs sounded upon the outer
door, and Tommy Watson pulled it open.

“Mr. Fakenham!” gasped Handforth.
“There you are—I knew it! By George!
’ll show you whether I was spoofed—"
Then he paused, for he saw that Mr. Faken-
ham was not alone. Hal Brewster and
Georgie Glynn and Dave Ascott, of the
River Ilouse School, were with him.. And
Brewster was carrying a little white flag. -

‘““Pax!” 'he said briskly.
of truce,-and you’ve got to respect it. .We
just wanted to know how the wheeze
worked. Do we come in under the armis-
tice ?”’ .

“We always respect the white flag,”
Irullwood stiffly.

The visitors came in,. and Mr.
was grinning. .

“Did it work ?” he asked genjally. -

*“Marvellously; but you wouldn’t have
spoofed any other chap,” growled Church.
“*Handy went down to the kitchens, and tried
to raid the cupboards, and there was a ter-
rvific shindy with Mrs. Poulter and Mr.
Crowell—"

‘““‘Ha, ha, hal”

The River House contingent howled.

‘“ Allow me to introduce my brother Bob,”
said Brewster blandly. “It’s his own
moustache, so don’t try to pull it off1”

“You checky young ass!” began DMr.
Fakenham. -

‘““He’s staying down here for a day or two,”
went on Brewster. “I thought it was about

time we spoofed you St. Frank’s fellows, and-

}I?ob,came in handy. Not a bad actor, is
e?’
Handforth seemed perceptibly smaller.
““You—you rotters!” he gasped.

“What about the way you treated me this
morning ?”’ demanded Hal indignantly. *I
came here especially to see you about the
footer, and you pushed me off without even
discussing the subject! That stain had to
be wiped out—and with you as skipper, it
was pretty easy!”
w8orry, old man,” grinned Hal’s brother.

Don’t blame me for all this, you know—
Hal egged me on to it, and as I thought it
rather a pood joke, I entered into the spirit
of the thing!”

“This is'a flag-

said-

Fakenham -
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“But—but you saw Mr. Stoke: in the
passage!’

“Of course 1 did—and I had the wind up!”’
replied Bob Brewster. ‘1 just asked himn
the way to Fenton’s study, and escaped :in
about two ticks. He probably thought 1
was just an ordinary visitor. Upon my
word, 1’ve never hoodwinked anybody so
casilly in all my life; you swallowed the yarn
whole! And I'd already wagered Hal that
it wouldn’t work!”

“We know Handy better than you do,
Bob ! grinned Brewster.

““And you invited me to tea, too!” said
Handforth dully.

“Yes, and it was all ready if you had
turned up,” replied Hal. “But Bob had
time to get to the lane, and we left the
rest to him. Anyhow, he gave you a pretty
broad hint, didn’t he?” |

‘A broad hint?” | . :.

“Rather!’” put in Ascott, grinning. * We
made up our minds t& jape you chaps, aad
said to oursclves *we're faking ’em.”

*“Yes, but I don’t see—=" .

“Didn’t Hal’s brother tell you?” o
. ““Of course I did,” put~in’ Bob Brewster.
“1 ‘distinctly gave my name as Mr. Weir
Fakenham, What more could I say?” -

“Help!” moaned Fullwood, clutching at

his head. ‘* Wéir Fakenham >—~we’re fak-
ing ’em! Oh, my only Sunday topper! Go
out and get a coal-hammecr, somebody! And

Handy didn’t spot itl” -
+-“Ha, ha, -hal’ K

~“And we- did fake ’em, .toe! "We faked
the whole lot of you!” said Brewster, with
relish.. ‘Thig.is just to show you what we
think of Handy's captaincy! So he’s going
to make a big feature of japes, is he? Hec’s
going to lead the Remove from victory to
victory, eh? Well, it’s first blood to us!”

“You—you——->="

““Remember the
sternly.

Handforth pulled himsclf together.

“Just wait ugfil I pay you back—7"

“Ha, ha, hal”

The River House boys, with Hal DBrew-
ster’s brother, reeled out into the night, shout
ing with merriment. '

“This,” said Fullwood. “is where Handy
crawls away and expires!” |

“Oh, is 1t?” said Handforth fiercely. “ Do
you think I’m whacked by a single jape like
this? Wait, my sons! By George! TI’ll
show these River House chaps something!
Just leave it to me!”

. o
white flag,” said Hal

ovssss SuvunmEd

Handforth Says ‘/ Stop!”
‘¢ HOOT, Hal—shoot!”

Hal Brewster shot, and St
Frank’s were two down.
“Goal!”

“Oh, good kick, Hal, old man!”

The Junior Football Ground at the River
House School was well surrounded by enthu-
siastic supporters. The game was only twenty
minutes old, and the home tcam was two
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goals to the good. The St. Frank's Junior
Ileven was not playing up to its real form,
and these early disasters were the result.

The October afternoon was mild and sunny,
and when the teams lined up again, the
juniors were looking hot and flushed. But
while the River House footballers were cheer-
ful and gay, the St. Frank’s players were
desperately grim. .

‘““We shall have to get a move on, you
chaps!” said John Busterfield Boots, of the
Fourth. *“Great Scott! What the dickens
will Handy say if we lose this match? We
shall never hear the last of it!”

“Hang it all, Buster, he couldn't have
done much worse than you!” growled Cecil
de Valerie, of the Remove. ‘You've missed
two lovely openings!”

The leader ot the Fourth grunted, but
made no lucid reply.

“Crowe’s the chap who failed!” said Full-
wood tartly. “He let Brewster get through
twice, and we're two goals down in conse-
quence. If McClure had been playing, he
wouldn’t have made such a mess of itl”

““Crowe’s all right!” said Boots indignantiy.

Crowe was a Fourth-Former, so Boots felt
compelled to stick up for him, although
Buster knew, in his heart, that Crowe was
playing badly at right-back.

The game restarted, and Hal Brewster and
his men continued playing with enthusiastic
vigour, They had a gved lead, and they were
intent upon making 1t even better. The St.
Prank’s players felt that they were fighting
& losing game.

And they had alwayzs regarded the
River House as easy ‘game, too. What would
KEdward Oswald Handforth have to say if the
eleven returned to St. Frank’s badly trounced ?

For Handforth was the Junior skipper—the
captain of the Remove—the autocratic dic-
tator of the Ancient House juniors. He would
not only have a great deal to say, but he
would probably have a great deal to do.
Handforth dearly loved an argument, but he
preferred to help it along with his fists.

Nobody knew th he wasn’t playing in
this game, for he had been talking about
it for days beforchand. His usual place was
goalie, but now that he was skipper he had
given himself the centre-forward position.

And then, at the last moment, for some
reason that none of the other fellows could
possibly guess at, he had calmly announced
that he wasn’t appearing! And on the
top of this, he had gone off somewhere
in his Austin Seven with Church and
McClure—two other important members of
the team.

Handforth had failed to explain that he
had fallen into a trap, and that he had
definitely promised to be elsewhere—forget-
ting all about the match, and ignoring Church
and McClure’s efforts to remind him.

He couldn’t very well admit his blunder—

it wasn’t a Form captain’s place to make such’

admissions—so he had refused to make

explanation at atl. any
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And now 8t. Frank’s were two downl

In addition to a large number of River
House fellows round the ropes, there were a
groat many St. Frank’s Removites and
Fourth-Formers. The River House School
was only a mile or two away, so the Saints’
supporters could easily be on the scene.

They were tense and anxious. And the
game hadn’t been going for another minute
before a change came about. Cecil de
Valerie, the St. Frank’s pivot, sent a long
pass over to the left-wing, and Reggic Pitt
was away,

““Hurrah!”

“Go it, Reggie!”

Pitt was a demon outside-left, and there
were very few schoolboy defenders who could
check him, He rap swiftly down the touch-
line, with the leather in perfect control at
his feet. And then, with beautiful judgment,
he ceutred.

““Offside!” yelled a dozen River House
voices.

But Fullwood, who pounced on the ball,
was well on-side; he leapt forward, and took
a powerful drive at goal. The leather shof
low and true, and the home goalie just suec-

ceeded in fisting it out.
“Oh, well saved!”

But the ball went straight back to Full-
wood, and his boot met it neatly. In a flash
the ball was at the back of the net, well out
of the reach of the disconcerted custodian.

“Goal!”

““Well done, Fully!”

‘““Hurrah!”

A soft purr sounded, and a red Austin
Seven sports car came to a standstill just
beyond the ropes. Handforth leapt out, fol-
lowed by Church and McClure. The captain
of the Remove was looking excited.

““Who scored ?’’ he asked breathlessly.

“Fullwood—a lovely shot!” said "l'ommy
Watson with delight. ‘“Hallo, Handy! 8o
you've shown up, en? Why the dickens
weren't you here to play?”

“Never mind about that!”’ said Edward
Oswald Handforth. “It’s all right, you
chaps,”” he went on, turning to Church and
McClure. ‘“We’re one up!”

‘““GGood!”’ said his chums.

“One up?”’ roared Owen major.
silly ass, we’re one down!”

“What ?”

“That’s the first goal we've scored, and
the River House bounders have got two!”

““Oh, have they?” snapped Handforth.
“ Like their giddy nerve! Not that it matters
much, anyhow! This game's going to start
all over again.”

““Chuck it, Handy!” said Church. *‘“You
can’t play about like thatt”

“Can’t I?” said Handforth grimly. ‘“Who's
the skipper?”

““You may be the captain of the Remove,
but you're nothing in this game,” said
Church. *“You'’re not in the team——"

“Not in the team?” said Handforth, star-
ing. “I'm centre-forward!”

“You
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“2Qh, what’s the use?”? said McClure.
“You can’t be centre-forward, Handy—not in
this game, anyhow! 1t’s well on the way
HoW——"’

. ““Any more commenis from you, Arnegld
McClure, and you’ll feel the weight of my
fist,” saild Handforth sternly. ‘“Am 1 Form
captain, or am I not?”

“You scem to think you’re the whole giddy
school !’ |

McClure turned away, breathing hard. He
and Church were Handforth’s staunch chums,
but at times he exasperated them to the point
of revolt. IHow on earth could the silly
chump expect to play in this game now,
after he had definitely given up his place
in the team? -

" The study D .trio had been in Bannington,
ITandforth having had a wonderful idea of
collecting moncy for the local hospital. But
it had turned out to be a frost, so he had
calinly dashed off to the River House School,
his chums cxpecting that he would be con-
tent to wateh the match.

_B'ut apparently he wanted to play in it,
too!

-~And this, as any rational Form captain
sheuld have known, was out of the question.
Once a football match was started, the team
was 1rrevocably settled. 1f half the players
-were crocked there couldn’t be any substitu-
tions. One can’t mess about with a football
tcam in that way.

But Handforth was a law unto himself.

The game had hardly been going for a
minute after that cncouraging goal of Full-
wood’s when Handforih, much to the amaze-
ent of the immediate spectators, walked
Eteaight on the field of play—just as Crowe
had. quite failed to stop one of the River
]‘Mdsle forwards from breaking through.

S‘I_ i!”

“Get off the field, yvou idiot!”

“‘Handforth took no
He rather aggravated his offence by taking
the - ball off Dave Ascott’s toe and kicking
it into touch. 'The referee’s whistle was blow-
‘g furiously.

.. “What’s the idea of this?”> shouted Ascott
indignantly. - :

“This match bas got to stop!”’ rctorted
Handforth.

“What the »”

“I’'m not speaking to you, either,” went
on Handforth. ‘Where’s Brewster? He’s
.the captain. Oh, there he is! Hallo, Hal!
F’m not sure that I ought to be pally with
you after the way you japed me.”

Brewster was in no mood to discuss the
subject, and if Handforth had had a little
tact he would not have raised it at such a
timeo.

“Confound you, Handforth, haven’t you

got any sense?” asked IIal, genuinely
annoyed. “What’s the meaning of this?

Can’t you keep off ihe ficld when the game’s
in progress 7

Handforfh stared in amazement.

““Are yon having the nerve to object?” he
asked zrimly.

[
L)

notice of the shouts. -

13

Brewster pointed.

“I’'ll give you ten scconds to get off {his
field!” he retorted angrily.

“Brewster’s right!” put in the referce, one
of the older River House boys. “Do you
know that Ascott was just about to score, you
young ass? I’vo a darned good mind te
award a penalty, and blow the rules!”

“Come off the field, Handy!”

“Hi! Chuck him off!”

“Hear, hear!”

Handforth looked round in dazed astonish-
ment. He—the actual skipper—being hooted
at and ordered off the field! He was =0
dumbfounded that he could only stare. He
didn’t secem to realise that he was committing
an almost unpardonable offence.

“Rats!” he said at last. ‘‘Don’t you realise
that I'm here?”

““Realise 1t!” gasped DBrewster. ‘““That’s
just the trouble! DBut you won’t stay here
for ,l:)ug, my lad! I don’t want to quarrel

“I’'m here, and the game’s got to start all
over again!” went on Handforth coldly.
“PI’'m playing centre-forward, Boots can go
in goal, McClure plays left-back, and Church
vight-half. That’s the team as I originally
picked it. So as soon as you’re ready, we’ll
start the match!” |

Trouble Brewing!

OR about ten sceonds nobody :poke.
F Nobody, in fact, was capablec of
speaking. ‘Fhere was something about
Edward Oswald Handforth’s cool pro-
nouncement that almost deprived his listcners
of their breath

And the extraordinary part of it was ho
hadn’t the faintest idea that he was doing
anything outragcous. Being Junior captain,
he seenwd to think that he had a perfect
right to play fait and loose with everything
and cverybody. Ever since he had been
skipper he 1 acted the dictator. He ap-
peared to think that he was a lord of every-
thing. And, iustcad of getting better, he
was growing worse.

“lLook here, Handy, I don’t altogether
blame you!”’ said Hal Brewster at last. “I
don’t suppose you can help it. \We've got to
make allowances for the mentally deficient!
Yowre dotty! That’s what's the matter with
you, my son! You’re simply up the polel!”

“You silly ass—"

“Unless you get off this field, we'll pitch
you off!’”’ roared Brewster violently. "I’ve
never heard of such a thing! What do I
care how you originally picked the tcam? We
started this game with eleven of your fel-
lows, and I’m not sanctioning alterations.”

“Am T the cantain, or am I not?” he
asked hotly.

“You may be the captain of the Remove—
although I'm blessed if I know why the Re-
move sticks you!” retorted Brewster. 1t
was an accident, wasn’t it? You were elected
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by mistake, or somcthing, and your Form-
master failed to sce the joke?”

“Something like that,” said Pitt. “He
can't last  long, anyhow—ounly until Diek
Hmm]ton come: back. In the mecantime,

we've, got to put up with this sort of thmé’?
cevery hour of the day! The poor old chump
thinks he’s the cock of the 100.st.’

Brewster looked gvim. He was quite a
SHnny- tempmod vouth as a rule, and onec of
the best. o, Tirue, he had played a jape upon
the Rémm'e 10(0'1*]\' and particularly upon
Handforth, but “iv had - only . been 1n the
natural order of thmgs. He tuod to keep
calm. . o *

“We don’t want any bnthor IIandfoxth
he said quictly. .“By what I understand, you
backed out of this match at the last mmuto
and took *your "chums with ‘vou.” - Well, .it’s
'1dxculous to suppose that you can oalmly
barge m and have your pla(e -

- <

oy

“But we're hére!” said Hamlforth blanl\l}
“1 f{ind that that other WWsiness isn’t -im-
portant! There’s plenty of daylight, so why

shouldn’t we start the
1) plopm]s 1

“Yc gods and little fishes!”
ster, Y Did you hear him,

game agam, and play
O TR

asped Brew-

\ou chaps?”

~

N e
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“The po#r ola fisl. dora't undevstand!?
sad Fullwood., ““ITe mearnz well. but he’s o
f.+-11 of the captamc" t: he's logt all serso
¢t proportion.™

Tandrorth locked round coldly.

L.
Qav

“And what’s more,” he said, “unless this
gome does start again, with me as cetitres
forward. 1 shall call all my men off! 1 sh 111

(u.cl them back to St. Franlk’s!
ri:e~s me aboutl Jilke this!? L

“Mess you about!” breathed II.nl “Of
coarse, you're not messing us about, are vou ?

You can’t

I always thought yeu . were o  sportsinuu,
Hundforth——" L ST
“Hece's a sportsrqan, Fal, but he doesii’t
understanc,” put-in’ Fuidwood  gencrous!y:
“It’s this captain’s job ‘that’s- donc it.”
L4 Well, . he’d . better und(}utand now, -
rapped out Brewster.  “ Arc you gettlr\g otf
this field, Handforth?” ‘ ,,
““No, I’'m net!” ' (o
“Thon in ten ec-conds we'll tlnou you oﬂ"”

“ - ' - )

(Handforth’s obstinacy is causing no
little trouble, and it looks as Hmu agh he sin
for a rouyh time! Don't miss next ll ::rl- g
nesday s lively and laughable chapters ) i
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