


Thrills In Manchuria !

Gripping Novel Of Detective Adventure—

THE PRISONER

CHAPTER 1.
The Silent Watcher!

HE moruing had broken dull and leaden,

ﬂ and all day long the snow had been

flaking down in large white specks.

Around the base of the hill where
the Taoist temples stood there hung a veil
of mist through which the monasteries and
termples appeared dimly against the back-
ground of white snow,

The Changsha Valley is perhaps one of the
most interesting spots in all Manchuria, not
cnly because of the beauty of its surround-
ings, but also because of the enormous num-

ber of Taoist and Buddhist monasteries that
are located there.
To the left ran the railway line, and at

midday there came echoing through the
gorge the high-pitched shriek of an engine
whistle, and with its crazy carriakes clanking
at its heels, there came round the bend the
pufing, panting locomotive. At the roadside
station there is a little waiting-room, and as
the train came to a halt and began to dis-
charge its tired, benumbed travellers, a
hooded cart that had been sheltering {rom
the storm under the lee of the waiting-room
was driven slowly forward by its robed
driver.
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High above the snow-clad peaks of the mountains, away in a secret temple,

lies a white man, prisoner of merciless foes.

Countless spies and enemies

lurk in every shadow round the foot of the mountain—yet Nelson Lee, the
famous detective, dares all in a plucky attempt to rescue his fellow=-
countryman !

The two shaggy Manchurian ponies between
the shafts seemed quite unperturbed, although
their thick coats were covered with snow.
The driver, a broad-faced Mongolian, halted
his cart at the exit of the station and turned
a blank, expressionless face over his shoulder
to watch.

Most of the passengers were mnatives,
although there was a sprinkling of Japane:ze
and also one or two Europeans ameng them.
It was not until the station was almost
cleared that there came through the exit
a covered litter, carried by a couple of men
in nondescript uniform. Beside the litter
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strode a broad-shouldered, shaven-headed
monk, a Buddhist, and at a word of com-
mand from him the railway employees carried
the litter round to the back of the covered
cart. Then, lifting the flaps, they thrust the
ntter bodily inside, raising the tilt and tight-
ening the flaps into place again.

The priest stood aside while this was going
on, but as soon as the raillway employees had
completed their task he gave them a grave,
curt nod, then, stepping round to the front
of the cart, he clambered up to the side of
the driver. Without saying a word, the man
called to his ponies, and the cart, swinging
round from the station, begamn to trundle
away across the snow-covered ground until
it swung into the main track.

Presently the cart was winding its way
through the lower slopes of the hills, then
it passed through a group of small temples.
With the ponies straining at the traces, it
went up higher and stiffer slopes, finally
halting on a small plateau that seemed to
hang precariously on the verge of a deep
dcelivity.

On the hillside ef this plateau there arose
a long fBight of steps fashioned in fhe hill
itself. The steps ran upward, tier after tier,
and halted at last on another platean on
which arose the shadowy bulk of the monas-
tery. At the foot of the steps stood four
hooded figeres.

As the cart they went round to
the back of it; then presently the covered
Jitter was drawn out and the four men began
their burdensome journey back to the monas-
tery.

The monk followed the party, keeping
about three steps beneath; and the driver,
having turned his ponies round, cantered
away.

The procession reached the monastery at
the top of the steps and passed under the
high-arched doorway of the temple into the
dimly-lit interior, and the four stretcher-
bearers threaded their way through the
ccdar-wood pillars.” The sandals on their
feet, clinging with snow, thudded hollowly
ou the mosaic paving. A huge leather cur-
tain at the emf of the pillared passage was
recached and again the stretcher-bearers
paused.

The curtains moved, and there emerged
from them another shaven-headed priest. He
was a very old, wrinkled man, and on one
of his long, yellow fingers there gleamed a
dull ruby ring.

He had only given one swift glance at
the stretcher-bearers, then his look was
transferred to the thick-set priest pacing
quietly aiong behind. The priest nodded his
head, and the old monk in front of the cur-
tain spoke a single word to the stretcher-
bearers. They were obviously the underlings
of that monastery, for at his word they laid
the stretcher down, bowed deeply, crossed
their hands over their breasts, then, turning
round, hurried off along the pillared passage
again, moving with the swift celerity of men
glad to be gone. -

Not until the sound of their Hopping foot-
falls had died away did the older priest move.
He bent his lean body, lifted the outer flaps
of the covered stretcher, and glanced inside.
Whatever emotion he may have felt, thcre
was no sign of it on his features as he raised
his head again and nodded to the thick-set
figure on the other side -of the stretcher.
Yet there was appreciation and even con-
gratulation in that curt acknowledgment.

The monkey-like priest stepped back and
clapped his hands twice. Two other monks
appeared, and presently from the hooded
litter there was lifted a silk-swathed figure,
obviously that of a man, and a tall man, for,
as the other priests moved off bearing him. in
their arms, it was easy to see that the
burden was almost as much as they could
manage.

Beyond the curtains there was a circular
staircase, and it was up there that the two
priests carried their burden. They emerged
on to the gallery with stone filigree work
that ran round the east side of the temple,
the side which faced the hill. They moved
noiselessiy along this gallery, and finally
vanished into an octagonal-shaped room, the
pancls of which were formed of exquisitely
carved, scented cedar wood.

Against one of the walls was a low couch
on which were a quantity of silken rugs and
dressed skins. The figure swathed in white
silk was placed on this couch, then the two
priests retired.

HE wrinkled head priest went on to the

ﬂ arched doorway, and waited there

until the two subordinates had van-

ished, then he swept aside the silken
curtain which hung across the doorway and
entered the room. For fully a minute there
was utter silence, then suddenly, from one of
the small embrasures of the gallery, thero
came a faint sound. A lean figure appeared
in the half dusk.

It was clinging to the carved stonework
that ran from arch to arch. There was a
dark silk loin-cloth swathed around the
middle of the figure, but apart from that it
was quite naked—a lean, slender, supple
shape of a bronze tint.

The face was young and the wide brown
eyes ware looking furtively to right and
left as their owner clung to his precarious
support. With feet and hands he was cling-
ing there, and his attitude suggested the
monkey rather than a human being.

He craned his neck forward and peered
down the gailery, then, satisfied that the
place was clear, he began to move forward,
splayed out on the carved stonework for all
the world like a fly moving along the-face
of a wall, until he presently found himself
standing on a narrow ledge of cedar wood
that ran above the curtained doorway of
the room into which the héad priest had
vanished.

Above the ledge, the outer walls of the
room were panelled in smooth light wood,
and, set in the centre of this panelling, was
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a narrow opening, obviously placed there for
ventilation purposes. It was for this narrow
opening that the slender, bronzéd figure was
aiming, and, after a short pause on the ledge,
he began to slip forward, inch by inch, keep-
ing his body flat against the smooth panel-
ling, until at last he was immediately be-
ncath the narrow gap.

His hands reached up, caught at the gap,
and with a graceful, easy pull the slim shape
rose noiselessly and vanished head-first into
the black opening. He found himself stand-
ing on dust-covered rafters that sloped to a
point, following the octagonal shape of the
chamber. From the apex where the rafters
met a light was shining, and, creeping
noiselessly up one of the huge beams, the
dusty figure knelt down cautiously and peered
through an aperture into the room below.

He saw the couch with the silk-robed shape
lying prone upon it, and the warped, stunted
figure of the priest seated at the foot of
the couch, one hand supporting his pointed
chin. A part of the silk robe of the uncon-
scious figure on the couch had been removed,
and the watcher from the roof above saw a
head and shoulders lying exposed. The face
was drawn and white, and the eyes were
closed. But there was no mistaking the
race.

The man on the couch was a European,
~and 1t seemed as though the young figure
peering at it recogmised the face, for a silent
breath was drawn through the parted teeth.

OR a long time there was no movement

]F below; then presently the figure on

the couch moved uneasily, and the

head swayed from side to side; then

it was raised and the eyes opened. The dull,

lifcless glaze in tHe orbs gradually changed,

the wandering expression on the face altered,

and, with an effort, the tall, swathed figure
mied to rise to a sitfing position.

It was evident that the man was very
weak, for his effort was fruitless, and he
dropped back again with a half moan.

The wizened priest arose to his feet and
came up beside the couch, then, bending
forward, he stared long and grimly into the
eves looking up into his. .

““We have waited long for thee, but thou
seest as I promised. The Brotherhood of
Liao Yang has taken thee at last. Thou
has refused to speak those things we wish
to hear, therefore we have decided that thou
shalt not speak them to anyone else. The
drug which has robbed thee of thy power to
move has also placed a hold on thy tongue.
Thou wilt neither have speech nor move-
ment until we decide. Thou canst hear but
cannot reply; thou wilt understand, but wilt
not be able to reason. And the time shall
surely come when those secrets which you
have discovered will be told the Brotherhood
of Liao Yang, for then thou wilt be glad to
speak and to go free.”

He raised his head, and the  slim figure
kneeling on the apex of the roof caught a
fleeting glimpse of the countenance of the

priest. It was twisted into a look of fanatical
resolve, and the sight of the terrible, frown-
ing face sent a wave of horror through the
young watcher.

With a curt nod the old priest turned,
and, his silken robes rustling as ho .noved,
he crossed the room, and the watcher heard
the heavy leather curtain drop into place
behind him.

For a few moments the slim figure knelt
on the rafters, looking down with unseeing
eyes into the interior of the room; then he
slipped his hand into his loin-cloth and drew
out from it a little cylinder, the hollowed
section of a slender bamboo wand.

Poising for a second over the small aper-
ture In the roof. the youngster, taking the
bamboo -wand between his slender fingers,
lowered one hand down to ils full extent;
then, judging the distance as well as he
could, he cast the little fragment of hol-
lowed wood into the room. It fell on the
chest of the man on the couch, and as the
watcher peered down again, he saw the eyes
open and the head lift slightly.

The strip of bamboo lay on the man’s
chest, and, as he looked at 1t, he reached
up one hand and very slowly took the tube.
It seemed to be all he coulg do to close his
fingers round it and hold it up level with
his eyes.

Another second passed, then the watcher
in the roof saw the face below change sud-
denly. The eyes widened and there came
into them something of dawning intelligence
and, perhaps, hope. .

A few moments later the hand fell away
to the side of the couch, groping in among
the rugs and skins, hiding the slender cylin-
der. Then the hand was withdrawn again
and placed across the chest.

‘‘He understands. I can do no more now.
But he knows that I have been here.”

CHAPTER 2.
A Perilous Errand!

HE slim figure rose to a half-crouching
position, then commenced to make
its way down the sloping rafters,
finally reaching the gap in the

panelled wall again. Here 1t halted and
peered out into the gallery before venturing
to slip through and tackle the narrow ledge
once more.

As soon as it reached the carved stone-
work i1t began to claw its way downward,
and presently let itself go, to drop noiselessly
on to the floor of the gallery. Then, taking
to its heels, the slim, half-naked shape fled
swiftly away, to vanish behind the wider
curtains that hung across the top of the
stairs.

The slim youngster stood at the top of the
stairs for a few seconds, his head craned for-
ward, listening intently; then, satisfied that
there was no one moving, he began to
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descend the circular staircase and reached the
long gallery below. .

Through the carved cedar-wood pillars he
had a vision of the interior of the temple,
with its great black Buddha and tall incense
burners. A solitary figure was kneeling in
devout attitude at the foot of the steps that
led up to the Buddha, and after watching
it for a moment the slender youth commenced
fio tiptoe behind the pillars heading for the

oor.

He had just gained the end of ‘the corridor,
and was within a few feet of the door, when
there came to his ears the rustling of silk,
and a short, squat figure emerged from the
shadows, holding out a long-sleeved arm to
bar his way.

The youngster halted immediately, and,
looking at the face of the priest, he smiled
and gave a quick bow.

“Go back, Toigan,” the priest said. *‘ You
know the orders here. No one is allowed to
leave the temple until our High and Holy
One desires.” . ”

Under the faint light that was filtering
through the doorway the youngster’s face
revealed a well-assumed petulance. He
"knew well enough these orders existed, but
he had hoped to slip out unobserved. But
with such a guardian at the door it was
impossible, and after a little burst of pro-
test Toigan swung round and his slim figure
vanished in the shadows of the cedar pillars.

Toigan was troubled with a trouble that
would not- allow him to rest. In his heart
the young Burmese boy—for he was really
a native of Burma, brought to that lonely
temple in Manchuria for the sake of imbib-
ing the extraordinary stores of knowledge
that Chang Lo, the aged head of the temple,
was supposed to possess—had a definite pro-
ject; and as he sped along through the
pillars and under the arches, gaining the
other side of the temple, his desire to get
out of that gloomy pile increased.

He had something to do, something that
had to be. done at once. He had been on
watch, had kept faithful look-out, for many
days, until the coming of this tall English-
man had brought with it the moment when
his orders would have to be obeyed.

In some way Toigan would have to get
away from the temple, and it was in fret-
ful, uneasy spirit that he moved now ‘through
the dark spaces. He reached another stair-
case and ran noiselessly up it, finding himself
in one of the open galleries that looked out
on to the valley below.

It was really a small balcony set in the
walls of the temple, and, resting his elbows
on the ‘stone parapet, Toigan peered down.
There was no possible chance of his getting
away from there; the fall was a sheer one of
forty or fifty fcet, and below him the ground,
covered with snow, seemed to mock his
designs.

He noticed, however, that the snow was
beginning to stop now, and presently, after
a last wild flurry, the flakes vanished, and

he watched the clouds racing swiftly across
the face of the sun. The position of the
sun warned him that it was getting on to-
wards dusk, and again his firm young lips
tightened. He had to get away. There
were people waiting anxiously on the other
side of the valley for news—news that only
he could bring them.

A half-smothered sigh broke from his lips,
and he straightened up, staring again at the
leaden sky. As he did so an object familiar
enough to him, but fraught now with a new
significance, caught his eye.

From the stone parapet that ran round the
dome of the temple there stréetched a thick
wire. It ran straight across the valley and
“_fgs attached to a stone tower on the other
side.

The wire had always becn there as far
as Toigan could remember, and was used for
banners, balloons and kites to flutter in the
air on certain Buddhist festivals. No doubt
this form of gay decoration was tho result
of the Japanese influence, so strong in Man-
churia, but Toigan didn’t trouble to think
that out.

Toigan was a faithful soul, and had given
his solemn promise, and now, as he saw the
copper wire gleaming there, into his fertile
brain leaped a great plan. .

In another moment he had darted away
from the parapet, and a few minutes later
his slim figure appeared against the rounded
dome of the tecmple. It passed along close
to the stone parapet, then vanished for a
moment. .

Toigan had found the curved opening into
the dome of the temple, and now he was
standing 1n the great space, examining it
intently. He knew that the dome had been
used as a store-house, and it was here that
the .great gaudy dragons and banners and
kites had been packed away. 2

It was getting dusk by this time, and
Toigan had to move very cautiously, for he
was afrald of being seen or overheard. But
his search was rewarded at last, and he came
across a great pile of flattened box-kites in
one corner of the dome chamber.

They werc made of stout, flexible bamboo,
and Toigan commenced to carry his treasure
trove out on to the space between the dome
and the stone arch. He knew how to rig
up the kites, and presently he had fixed the
supports in their places, and had five or six
of the monster things ready.

Dusk found him still hard at work, and
now there had risen, as usual, the steady,
surging night breeze from the west. It blew
straight across the valley. © Presently he
picked up the first of the box kites.

HERE i1s an art in launching a box-
kite, and 1t was one that Toigan
knew, and after some deft manipula-
tion, the first great square was floating

some twenty or thirty yards above the dome
of the temple, held rigid by the thin, strong
cord that Toigan held in his hand.
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Another and yet another kite was fixed
to the cord and allowed to rise upward,
being checked by the knot at the end of it,
unti] at last, with an ever-growing length
of cord, Toigan had seven of the immense
kites floating high in the air, drawing on
the cord.

It was pitch dark by now, and the racing
clouds made it impossible for anyone to mark
the presence of those objects against the
sky. 'Poigan added yet another two of the
things, and now, as he paid out the cord, he
found that the drag of the powerful kites was
almost sufficient to pull him off his feet.

He had to fight hard to carry the cord
down to the parapet and attach it to the
slender, humming wire that ran out across
the valley. Then he turned and went back
to the store-room, returning this time with
a length of webbing of some thick, strong
material, a stout brass block and wheel, and
a sheep-skin cloak, a hood, and top boots.
The latter he donned for protection.

The former was a rude form of travelling
cradle that had been used once or twice by
the masons who had worked on the walls of
the temple.

Toigan reached the wire, slipping the
block over it, then fastened down the catch
again and adjusted the wheel on to the
thin, powerful strand. There was an eye
above the block, and, sitting on the para-
pet, Toigan removed the kite cord from the
copper wire and fastened it through the
eye of the block.

As soon as he did so he felt the strain
of the kites and adjusted himself in the
thick, webbed seat. Another tug almost saw
the youngster overbalanced, then there came
a fiercer gust of wind, and before he knew
where he was, Toigan was dragged bodily
from the stone parapet and went swaying to
and fro in his webbed seat. His amazing
journey had begun.

Freed from their anchorage on the para-
pet, the great box-kites drew that travelling
cradle along the wire at a pace that grew
swifter and swifter as they cleared the shelter
of the temple, and the full force of the gale
caught them.

His heart in his mouth, Toigan clung
desperately to that swaying, rocking strip
of webbing with eyes closed and lips padrted.
He felt the rush of the wind and knew that
he was travelling at a tremendous pace.

He could feel the wire rocking and sway-
ing with his weight, and for a momeut
terror struck his soul.

Yet, as the moments sped swiitly and the
faint, chattering wheeze of the wheel, as it
ran along the wire, continued, Toigan’s
youthful spirits revived somewhat. He found
himself able to straighten up in his seat,
and he cast a quick glance down below.

It seemed to him as though he were posted
between heaven and earth without any visible
means of support. Far down he saw the
glimmer of lights in the huts of the villages,
and here and there a larger glow indicat-
ing the site of some big temple.

How long it took him to cross the valley
Toigan never knew, but suddenly he was
awarce of the fact that the.poise of the sway-
ing cradle was beginning to check, and as it
grew slower he realised what it meant.

He had reached over half-way, and his
weight had caused the wire to bend down-
ward, so that the latter part of his journey
was, In. a measure, up-hill,

It was a result that Toigan, in his reckless-
ness, had never calculated upon, yet all un-
wittingly 1t served him well. For the pull
of the upward tilt of the wire checked the
steady drawing pqower of the kites, so that
the last few yards were covered at a slowcr
pace.

In front of him Toigan saw looming the
great stone walls of the tower. It was a
water tower of a primitive type, used by the
officials to supply irrigation water to the ter-
raced gardens in the valley Toigan knew
now that the dangerous part of his journey
\fwas approaching, and he prepared himself
or it.

He managed to steady himself, and so, as
the stone walls seemed to rush at him, he
stretched out his hands and feet, and, as a
fly lands on a ceiling, so did Toigan land
plumb against the wall.

Despite the fact that the pace had
slackened, it was a very heavy shock, and the
lad’s bare hards were bruised and cut,
and his body was badly jarred. Yet he was
quick-witted enough to fight for a hold, and
he managed to accomplish that task, for the
stones of the wall were of rough, un-
hewn material.

Toigan gave one quick breath, then, with
an effort, he managed to wriggle himself
out of his webbed support, and clawed at the
top of the tower, to drop on his hands and
knees on the flat roof.

physical strain, and the slim youngster

found himself very weak and nervous,

so that for a few moments he had to
crouch on the flagstones of the flat roof,
waiting until the tingling, numbing sensa-
tion died out of his limbs.

When he had recovered slightly he rose
to his feet and turned towards the parapet
over which the wire ran. "The great box-
kites, forty yards away, were tugging and
straining at the end of the cord, and Toigan
whipped out a knife from his loin-cloth under
the cloak, and, with a single sweep of the
sharp blade, the tough cord was severed.

There was a snap and a whisk, and the
bex-kites from the temple of Liao Yang went
soaring up into the cloudy sky, to vanish
in the darkness.

After he had relecased the kites Toigan set
to work on the block, removing it, together
with the strip of webbing: then he crossed
the flat roof of the tower and found the
circular staircase which ran down the build-
ing to the ground below,

THERE is always a reaction after great
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Two or three moments later the young
Burmese boy had dropped noiselessly into the
snow at the foot of the fower; then, striking
across to the left, he gaincd the side of one
of the deep wells from whepce the simple
mechanism of the tower pumped the water.

Toigan dropped the webbing and block
into the well, knowing that in its deep re-
cesses his secret would be preserved.

Ahead of him, through the mantle of snow,
he could see the low wall that guarded the
tower. Heading for this, he vaulted over it;
then, taking to his heels, the slim {igure
began to run steadily forward through the
four-inch carpet of snow.

He struck the roadway, turning to the
left and going on down 1it; passed through
the village and continued until he came to a
small shed standing close to the station. Here
he halted and his movements became more
cautious.

He approached the shed, making a com-
plete circle of it; then, sattsfied that all was
safe, he slipped one hand under his cloak
and took out a folded paper.

Scraping aside the snow, Toigan found a
stone, which he wrapped in the centre of
the paper; then, stepping back a pace, he
took careful aim at the closed window of the
shed, and, with the swift, unerring aim of
a youngster, sent the stone crashing through
the glass.

He heard a cry, a low sound; then a
licht appeared in the window, and Toigan
had a brief vision of a man in shirt-slceves,
a bronzed, tanned European of a distinctly
military type. ‘

The young Burmese laughed softly to him-
self in the darkness as he saw the figure
stoop, then he turned and commenced to
run back up the narrow road along which he
had come.

It was perhaps just as well for Toigan that
the snow had been falling heavily and there
was a touch of cold in the wind, for he was
able to slip through the village again un-
noticed.

At last he found himself on ‘the plateau
with the long flight of steps that led up to
the temple. | -

He climbed the steps boldly enough and
rcached the dark gateway. Here he halted,
and, after a moment’s pause, slipped like a
flash of lightning past the deep alcove in
which he knew the keeper sat. In a moment
he was speeding noiselessly down the dark
gallery. He had carried out the desires that
a man, a friend of his in the old Burmese
days, had asked, and, so far as Toigan was
concerned, that ended the matter.

But Toigan’s grim enterprise was by no
means to end with Toigan’s part in it.
Before he went to his bed that night the
telegraph wires were humming, and a mes-
sage was speeding half round the world,
from sea to sea, across a Continent, to be
finally picked out under the eyes of a tired
telographist in the heart of London,

CHAPTER 3.
The Packet from the East!

T was almost dusk, and Nelson Lee and
Nipper, accompanied by their {friend,
Lord Dorrimore, were returning from a
shooting expedition in the woods belong-

ing to Dorrimore’s friend, Mr. Peter Hem-
nmage. The owner of the lodge, a blulf,
ruddy-cheeked man in the fifties, was standing
on the porch as the trio appeared.

Ho had not joined the shoot because of
the twinge of rheumatism that had over-
taken him that morning, and after the bag
had been inspected and duly commented
upon, the party retired into a comfortable
study, where Mr. Peter Hemmage ordered
tea to be Dbrought. .

Midway through the meal Mrs. Hemmage
appeared, and was introduced to the visitors.
I: semed to Nelson Lee as though the lady
cast a rather inquiring glance in his direc-
tion, and he noted that the stout /host shook
his head, as if disapproving of something
that was in his wife’s mind.

Presently, however, the lady would not be
denied, for she seated herself next to Nelson
Leo and leaned forward.

““Lord Dorrimore has often spoken about
you, Mr. Lee,” she said, ‘“and he has told
me what a wonderful man you are in your
profession. I have often wished to meet
you, and, strange to say, something happened
this morning which looks to me as though
it might be a case for you.”

‘““‘Now, now, my dear Martha, I thought
I asked you not to do this?” Peter Hem-
mage said, shaking his head at his wife.
“You forget that Mr. Lee is only here for
a day’s holiday, and I don’t know what he’ll
think of you if you start burdening him with
this business.” Hang it all, every man is
entitled to a spell now and again.”

Mrs. Hemmage looked at Lee searchingly,
and under the eager glance from the rather
faded eyes the detective could do nothing
else but smile.

“It’s all right, Mrs. Hemmage,” he said.
“My holiday is practically over now. We've
had a splendid day, thanks to the hospitality
of your husband. If there 1is anything
troubling you, and I can assist you at all, L
shall be only too pleased to do so.”

The woman turned and gave a quick nod
to her husband.

““There, what did I tell you, Peter?” she
said. “1 was quite sure Mr. Lee woukd
listen.” )

She rose to her feet.

““T won’t be a moment, Mr. Lee,” she went
on. ‘It has really to.do with a letter which
I have upstairs.”

As soon as she had left the room the bluil
host rose to his fecet and shrugged his
shoulders.

“You’ve no idea what a job I had to pre-
vent my wife from going out into the field
and tackling you there and then, Mr. Lee,”
he said, with a rueful laugh. “I think it’s
a shame, myself, although I'm free to
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Judging the distance correctly, Nelson Lee leaped down from the wall and landed full on the would-

be assassin’s shoulders,

admit that I shall be extremely grateful to
you if you do help us to solve this problein.
But how you're going to do it I can’t qute
make out.”

The door opened again and Mrs. Hemmage
returned. She was carrying a small package
in her hand and she unfolded it, revealing
the fact that it contained a little ivory box.

On opening the box, a scrap of yellow
parchment, together with a seal of green
agate, was revealed in the interior. The
hostess’ fingers trembled slightly as she lifted
the seal and handed it over to Nelson Lece.

““This seal belongs to my daughter’s hus-
band,” she said. ‘‘He i3 out in Manchuria
just now. He went out about six months
ago, representing a very big trading com-
pany. His name is Bernard Steele, and he
has spent most of his life in the Xast-—
Burma, India, China, and those places.”

Nelson Lee was examining the seal quietly.
Mrs. Hemmage had lifted the strip of parch-
mcent and was holding it ocut to him.

“Netther my husband nor I can make
head or tail of this,” she said. *“I suppose
it is a message of somec sort, but 1 don’t

99

understand it. I wonder if you can

The strip of parchment was straightened
out, and Nelson Lee studied 1t. Obviously it
was a crude representation of some sort of
scal. There were one or two lines to suggest
clouds, and under them was a number of

The man crumpled up and a how! broke from his lips as he fell.

y-\sfllﬁped marks in the form of a reversced

Below these marks was a crude design
which, after careful study, I.ee made out to
bo a form of yoke, and a figure was repre-
scuted as being in that yoke, the head
through the centre and the hands held out on
cach cnd of it.

Down one side of the parchment ran a
line of Chinese characters, and although Nel-
son Leo studied them intently, he could not
quite read the whole of the message. 1t
was an abbreviated form of writing, and it
required an cxpert to read it correctly. But
s@ far as he could gather, it was a warn-
ing of some disaster.

“If my daughter were here she might have
been able to read 1t,” Mrs. Hemmage went
on, “for she was many years in Manchuria—
a 1issionary. But unfortunately she left for
the East only a wecek age to join her hus-
band.”

Mr. Hemmage leaned forward and stared
at the scrap of parchment over Lee’s shoulder.

“l don’t like the look of 1t, Mr. Lee,” he
satd. “But 1 recally can’t understand what
it’s all about. The only sinister point in 1t
so far as I’m concerned is the fact that Ber-
nard’s scal has bcen enclosed with the mes-
sage. It was always a joke of his that if
anything ever did happen Yo him he would
send  that scal home to Miviamm—my
daughter.”
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“He did say that, did he?” Nelson Lee

put in.

“Oh, yes! We often joked about it,”
said the hostess. ‘‘But now that it has come
to us I feel that there i1s—is something in
it. Something has happened to him.”

She looked helpless and troubled as she
sat there with her eyes on Nelson Lee’s face.
It seemed as though she expected the detec-
tive to have some sort of supernatural power
by which he would be able to elucidate the
secret of that message, if, indeed, it contained
a secret.

Dorrimore and Nipper had risen to their
fecet now, and they were studying the strip
of ycllow parchment.

“I never did think much of the Chincse
drawings,” Lord Dorrimore commented, ‘ but
this thing is the limit. What on earth do
they mean by all these V-shaped marks, any-
how? I suppose the things above represent
clouds, and that figure 18 a prisoner all
right, for the Manchurians and the Chinese
have a trick of putting their unfortunate
victims into the yoke. But it is that zig-
zag stuff under the clouds that beats me.”

Nipper smiled. At least two-thirds of the
drawing was taken up by the “V-shaped
marks, and he shrugged his shoulders.

“Wl:f" there must be thousands of them,”
he said.

Screamingly funny story of three mirth-makers—

borders of Manchuria, and is one of the
principal stations on the railway.”

“Did it look as if it had been examined
in any way?” Nelson Lee asked. “I know
that it is very seldom that a packet comes
from the East without the authorities there
tal,;’ing very good care to see what is inside
it.

Mr. Hemmage shook his head.

““No, that’s a point I noticed,” he com-
mented. ‘So far as I could see, the packet
appearcd to have come through untampered
with, and, as you say, that fact in itself is
rather extraordinary, for it would make it
appear that the people who sent it were
su&ciently powerful to get i1t through with-
out any difficulty.”

“I feel sure that Bernard i1s in trouble,
Mr. Lee,” the lady put in. ‘“My daughter,
just before she left England, had a fore-
boding that all was not well with him, and;
as a matter of fact, she hadn’t heard from
Bernard for several mails. We knew that he
had intended going into Russia, but even
then he always made it a point of writing
to my daughter every week, and he has been
in some of the wildest parts of the world,
yet }?tbers have always been received from
him.

She looked at Nelson Lee for a moment.

“In fact, it was really anxiety about not
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Nelson Lee was looking at the line of
Chinese characters that ran down the side
of the paper, and he turned suddenly to his
assistant witn a quick smile.

“Jove, young ’un!’’ he said, placing his
finger on one of the marks. ‘ You'’ve given
me a hint. 1 couldn’t make out what this
was, but I see now that it has something to
do with the Hill of a Thousand Peaks.”

“The Hill of a Thousand Peaks!’’ echoed
Mrs. Hemmage. “Whatever does that
mean ?”’

Nelson Lee shook his head.

‘““That’s more than I can tell you, Mrs.
Hemmage,” he returned. “In fact, I am not
even sure that this sign does represent that,
but I know that there is the Chinese repre-
sentation for a thousand in it, and there is
also the sign for a hill, I think that the
best thing we can do would be to take the
message along to the Chinese Embassy in
London and get one of their experts there
to try and decipher it for us.”

‘““That’s all right, Lee. But what on earth
18 it all about?” Hemmage asked, with just
that touch of bad temper that a man suffering
from rheumatism is allowed to display at
times. ‘‘The letter was delivered here to-
day, and, as you will see, it was posted at
Kharbin, which, as you know, is just on the

receiving any letters that made Miriam go
off rather earlier than she would have done
under ordinary circumstances. For she
hadn’t intended sailing for the KXast for
another two months yet, when Bernard ex-
pected to be back again in Hong-Kong.”

“Miriam could have translated the letter,”
gsaild Mr. Hemmage. ‘But as she has sailed
we cannot hope for that. I don’t see what
you can do, really, Lee. However, as you’ve
agreed to help us in the matter, I am quite
prepared to leave it in your hands. 1 in-
tended to go to London myself on Monday,
and should have called on the Chinese
Embassy. But if you will be good enough
to undertake the job, you might be able to
call there to-night, on your return to town.”

The upshot of it was that when Nelson
Lee, Nipper and Lord Dorrimore left the
hospitable house, the detective was carrying
with him the little ivory box and its mes-
sage.

HEY reached London somewhere about

Il eight-thirty, and late though the hour

was, Nelson Lee telephoned the

Chinese Embassy, and went on there

with Nipper, while Lord Dorrimore went to
his own flat.
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One of the wunder-secretarics for the em-
bassy was waiting for the detective.
name was Piau. Nelson Lee knew Mr. Piau
very well, and the Oriental nodded and
shook hands warmly when the detective
entered.

Piau was a very well educated man, and
had been at one of our universities. He was
also a keen student of conditions in the
East, and Nelson Lee was satisfied that the
dapper little yellow-skinned man was just
exactly the one to help him.

He explained the whole matter, and the
little Oriental adjusted a pair of tortoise-shell
spectacles over his eyes, then studied the
sheet of parchment. It seemed to Nelson
J.ee that the texture of the shect caused the
keen-eyed Chinaman to scrutinise it care-
fully; and then he turned to Lee and smiled.

““Had one of my superstitious countrymen
received this message, Mr. Lce, he would
have considered it in the nature of a holy
one,” he said. ‘ This parchment is used ex-
clusively by the priests in the Buddhist
temples, more particularly in Manchuria. 1t
is made from the skin of sheep, as you can
see, and 1t is practically a lost art now.”

The little Chinaman was quite interested
in the parchment, for he turned it over and
over again, rubbing it between his fingers;
then presently he smoothed it out once more
and set to work to examine the design.

Nipper, too, was interested. He' was sit-
ting on the other side of the table, very
intent, and he caught the first words as they
came from Piau’s lips:

“The Hill of a Thousand Peaks!”

“Then there is such a place?” exclaimed
Nipper.

“Oh, yes!” replied the cmbassy oflicial.
“ There i1s such a place, -and this crude de-
sign suggests that the artist made a very
praiseworthy effort to reproduce the scene.
It is a very famous place in Manchuria, not
very far from the border. As a matter of
fact, it is an absolute hotbed of Buddhist
and Taoist temples and monasteries.”

There was a moment’s silence, Piau study-
ing the characters and writing a few words
in English now and again. When the mes-
sage was completed, he read it, then shook
his head.

““It doesn’t sound very
he said, ‘“but that may be my fault.
matter of fact, these characters are very
crude, and they are not modern Chinese.”

“What do they mean?” Lee asked.

Mr. Piau began to read the message out.

‘““¢« From the hands of Toigan, a stranger in
an unfriendly country, comes this message,
in obedience to the wishes of the man who
saved his father’s life on the Irrawaddy:

“¢Tn the Temple of Liao Yang, -the Hill
of a Thonsand Peaks, lies Toigan’s friend, a
prisoner by the orders of the shaggy men
who rule at Hulan.’” ”

Mr. Piau looked up from tho message.

“I really can’t make a great deal out of
it,”” he commented. ‘In the first place, 1

sensible, Mr. Lce,”
As a

His:

was worn so loose and long,’
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don’t know who the writer 1s, but I'm sure
he isn’t Chinese, for he has made scveral
mistakes in the forming of the characters.
I should think he is probably someone being
taught the language.”

He indicated the crude design of the figure
of the man in the yoke.

“That, of course, suggests somcone is a
prisoner,” he said; ‘‘and it is certainly a
Chinese way of keeping a man in confine-
ment. But I must say that I cannot quite
understand why the message should refer to
the shaggy men, for, of course, you know
what that means?”

“Russians?” said ILee, and Piau nodded.

“Yes. My people, when they first met the
Russians, applied the name of ‘shaggy’ to
them on account of the fact that their hair
> Piau said
dryly. “Hulan, which lies up the river, is
a Russian town, but at present therc are a
great number of Chinese in it, and, indeed,
the whoiec of Manchuria is rapidly btcoming
populated with Chinese, while both the
Japanese and the Russians are anxious to get
control over that wealthy area. This
prisoner may have becen dabbling with poli-
tics, of which, of course, I cannot form any
opinion.”’

‘““Perhaps you are right, Mr. Piaun,” said
Lee. ‘As a matter of fact, that box and
message were sent to a Mr. Hemmage and
the seal in it belongs to his son-indaw, a
representative of a big British combine, with
extensive dealings in the East. Mr.
Bernard Steele, the owner of the geal, went
out to Manchuria this last time, about six
months ago, and up to within two or thrce
wecks has corresponded regularly with his
wife. He was a man who always kept in
touch with his people at home, and the fact
that he had ccased to write was considered by
Mrs. Steele as a dubious sign. Mrs. Steele
has already sailed to the East to try and find
her husband, and this message was only re-
ceived after her departure.”

Piau was silent for a moment, tapping
the table.

“Of course, we cannot interfere, so far as
the embassy is concerned, Mr. Lee,” he said,
“but my personal opinion is that it 1s quite a
genuine message and one that ought to be
regarded as serious.”

He rose to his feet and crossed to the
wall, where a big map of Manchuria hung.
Nelson Lee and Nipper followed him, and
with a long, slender finger-nail Mr. Piau
picked out the track that ran through Man-
churia.

“This is Liao Yang,” he said. *“It is the
ancient capital of the Liao Yang Province,
of Southern Manchuria, and from it is pos-
sible to reach the mountains of Chang
Shan—which means a thousand peaks.”

He camo back to the table and picked up
the box in which the parchment had bcen
sent. He studied it carefully, turning it
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over and over in his hands, then his lined
face lighted up suddenly.

“l don’t suppose you noticed this,” he
said, indicating a mark on one corner of the

box, and Lee shook his head.

““No, I didn’t examine the box itself very
closely,”” the detective returned.

“Well, this 13 a box which has been
actually made by someone called Li Piu of
the Changsha Valley, and the Changsha
Valley i3 where the thousand peaks rise
from.”

He tapped the box.

‘““It is wather important, this little dis-
- covery,” he added, ‘““and I think you will
agree with me, for it means that this mes-
sage was actually sent from the Changsha
Valley.”

Nelson Lee had carried the package with
him in its brown paper wrappings, and he
smoothed the paper out now, and the two
men examined the address and various postal
marks.

““Oneoe poiat I did notice, Mr Piau,” said
the detective, ‘“and thgt was that the
address was written by an Englishman, 1
think. The characters are quite clearly
formed, and they are those of a man edu-
cated in a Public school. Yow know, of
course, that there is a great deal of difference
between the handwriting of a Public school-
boy and any other?”

Piau nodded.

“It is interesting,” he said, “for it means
that it must have been someone else who
addressed the package. And yet, here is
another proof that it was posted from
Changsha, for that is the name that is on the
postmark, and it has been counter-stamped

by some railway official there.”
He looked at Nelson Lee.

‘“As a matter of fact, there are one or
two Britishers working on the Manchurian
railway in the higher administrative posts,
and unless I am very much mistaken, I think
it is probable that one of these Englishmen
must have addressed the package, and seen
to it that it got safely through without it
being examined, for this official mark is one
that would guarantee it going straight
through without any query.”

They chatted together for another few
moments, then Nelson Lee wrapped up the
box and parchment again and left the em-
bassy. As he and Nipper paced along the
strcet the youngster turned to the detective.

““What d’you make of it, guv’nor?’” he
asked. ‘It all seems higgledy-piggledy to
me. A bit complicated, isn’t 1t 2’

Nelson Lee shook his head.

T don’t think so, young ’un. It’s not
nearly so complex as you might imagine.
Indulging in a little more theorising, we
an at least reach the following conclusions.?

Ha began to enumerate them, one by one.

“First, it is certain that it was someone
who was under a deen obligation to Steele
Tho sent the message. You see, he mentions
the fact that his father’s life was saved by

b
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the prisoner on the Irrawaddy. Now, the
Irrawaddy is in Burma, and, as you know,
there are a great many followers of Buddha
in that country. Mr. Piau said that the in-
dividual who had formed these characters
was not a Chinese, so we can regard it that
it was someone probably from Burma who
13 now a priest, or at least in a position to
get hold of the special parchment only used
by the priests in the temple, who sent the
message.

“The second point is that the prisoner is
in some temple known as the Liao Yang
Brotherhood. That fact is very clearly
stated, and I have no doubt if we made .in-
quiries that e would discover there is a
temple so-called somewhere in the Changsha
district.”

He turned to his assistant and smiled.

“It doesn’t take a very great stretch of
imagination to reach another conclusion,
young ’un,” he went on. “This strip of
parchment was probably delivered in some
way or other to the Englishman who sent it,
along with the seal, to England. There
might even have been some arrangement
between the writer of the message and the
sender, but that, of course, we cannot say
yet. In any case, it was not until the
sender received that message that he decided
to send that agate seal in the box, for I
am sure that the seal was in his possession
for some time before he had to send it.”

“I think I’m beginning to follow you,
guv’nor,” Nipper remarked. ‘“‘You mean
that Mr. Steele felt that he was going on
some dangerous mission, and during that
period he was not able to communicate with
his wife. Before he started he left his seal
with a pal, asking him to keep it until he
returned, or to send it off if anything hap-
pened to him.”

“Yes, that’s just about how I read the
riddle, young ’un,” he said. * Steele, to-
gether with his trading business, might also
have been in the employ of our Government,
but that is a point which I will find out to-
morrow. In any case, I am satisfied that
Mrs. Hemmage’s fears are by no means
groundless. Somewhere in Manchuria her
sor-in-law 18 a prisoner, and the fact that
we have not heard anything about it and
no comment has been made over here or in
the Kast suggests that the secret is being
well kept.”

They reached Grays Inn Road and had a
light meal, then chatted together for another
hour before retiring for the night.

It was significant that when Nipper went
into his own bed-room he spent another
twenty minutes or so looking over his very
travel-stained and battered suitcase.

“I can-feel it in my bones,” he muttered
to himself ‘‘We’re going to make a move.
I haven’t seen the guv’nor so serious over
anything for a long time. He has made that
promise to the old lady, and if it takes him
half across the world he’ll go.”
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CHAPTER A4.
A Commission for Leel

F Nipper had wanted any proof of this
theory of his, he was supplied with it
on the following morning; for imme-
diately after breakfast Nelson Lee rang

up a certain number, then turned to his
assistant and nodded.

“I’'m going to run round and see Sir Ervin
Mandell,” he said. “I’ve fixed up an
appointment with him, and I may not be
back until after lunch. In the meantime,
you get into touch with Dorrimore and
suggest that if he is bored with civilised life
we might be glad of help very shortly—in
the East.”

Nipper knew that Sir Ervin Mandell was
one of the higher officials of the Foreign
Office, and a man who dealt with the Easter
side of affairs, and in the Intelligence branc
of that intricate service.

“More travel,” said Nipper, with a sigh.
‘“Well, I don’t have to join the Army to see
the world, that’s one thing.”

Sir Ervin Mandell lived in & small house
off Berkeley Square, and he was waiting in
his study wheh Nelson Lee was ushered in.
The detective, in his characteristic manner,
went to the point at once.

“T want to trace the whereabouts and
movements of a certain man called Bernard
Steele, Sir Ervin,” Lee said. ‘I under-
stand that he 13 a representative of a large
English manufacturing concern, and has been
travelling in the East for some years. He
is now, or was, in Manchuria, and I want
to get in touch with him if I can.”

Sir Ervin leaned back in his chair and
looked at Lee, a smile crossing his long,
clever face.

“You’re a most extraordinary man, Lee,”
he said. ‘‘You seem to have the knack of
hitting on points that just rise. Now, how
on earth did you get to know anything about
this chap Steele?”

“Y’li explain that to you later, Sir Ervin,”
Lee said, smiling back at his host, and the
baronet shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, to tell you the truth, old chap, on
¥Friday we had a report from one of our
branches advising us that Bernard Sgeele had
not been heard of for three weeks.”

““Then he is In your service?'” Lee inter-
rupted. And the Intelligence official nodded.

“Of course. He has been on our Secret
Service for the past five years. 1 thought
you knew.”

Nelson Lee shook his head. .

““No, I didn’t. My inquiries come from
quite a different source.”

Sir Ervin was silent for a moment.

‘“Well, I know that I am quite safe in con-
fiding in you, Lee, and I can tell you that
Mr. Stcele was, perhaps, one of the best men
we have in that quarter of the world. He
has a fine command of Russian and Chinese,
and he has been of great service to us.
far as I know, he was able to keep his asso-
ciation with us a secret, thanks to the fact

So d
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that he was really a genuine traveller for a
big British firm.”

“What was your last report concerning
him ?”’

“Our lasft report was to the effect that he
had come across a rather clever Bolshevik
plan,” Sir Ervin went on, ‘“and he was start-
ing off into Russia through Manchuria to get
into touch with the leaders of it. All 1 can
say now 18 that we were expecting great
results from Steele, for he 1s a man who
never makes a statement unless he can back
it up. The trouble is we know nothing
about the plan, nor even who was implicated
in it, and as I tell you, the report I received
Friday last rather troubled me.

‘It came direct from the East, from one
of our heads out there, and it stated that
uneasiness was felt concerning Steele. I have
communicated with his firm, and they advise
me that they have received no word from
their representative for three or four weeks,
but Steele warned them that he might not
be' able to do much business for them during
that period, so they were not particularly
worrying.”’

“Did his firm know that he had any con-
nection with you?”

‘I don’t think so. We don’t care to allow
these things to- become known, and Steele
himself preferred that it should be kept a
secret.”’

Sir Ervin leaned forward.

“And now, Mr. Lee, perhaps you will tell
me how you ‘got to know about the matter ?”

It was Nelson Lee’s turn then to speak,
and he displayed the box, and also the parch-
ment message, with the translation which
Mr. Piau had made.

The grave look that came into Sir Ervin’s
face indicated to the detective that the In-

telligence official regarded the matter as
highly important.
‘““Look here, Lee,” the baronet said. “ You

will have to go into this. As a matter of
fact, I was trying to decide on whom I
should send out there to investigate. All our
agents in Manchuria, so far as the depart-
ment 1s concerned, are well known, and 1
didn’t care to send any of our regular staff.
But if you will look into this thing for us
you can accept the commission now, and you,
will travel under full Government authority.
I shall give you a list of names, and, as you
know, I can facilitate your travelling con-
siderably.”

It was just the sort of offer that Sir Ervin
might be expected to make, and it settled the
detective’s decision. Travelling in the East,
especially in Manchuria, never was an easy
matter. One is constantly troubled by hav-
ing to produce passports, and special arrange-
ments often have to be made.

But travelling as Lee and his eompanions
would, under the @gis of the British Govern-
ment, passports, customs, and the usual
elays of petty officials would vanish, and
they would reach their destination as fast as
a courier, .
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“That’s a bargain, Sir Ervin,” the dectec-
tive said, rising to his feet. ‘I am ready
to start now.”

Sir Ervin indicated the “V ”’-shaped marks
on the parchment.

‘““And your destination, I might as well
suggest, will be Chang Shan—the Hill of the
Thousand Pcaks.”

CHAPTER 5.
In the Heart of Manchurial

66 HAT a What a

show, guv’nor!

horrible, slushy muddy show!”

Standing at the entrance to the

railway-statlon of the Japanese line
which runs from Mukden out through Man-
churia, Nipper and Nelson Lce and Lord
Dorrimore were regarding the roadway,
little more than an ocean of mud, over which
they had travelled for two days. Lord Dor-
rimore had intended brlﬂgmg his Chinese

servant, Wung Foo, but at the last minute

“OUTLAWED ! ” Rousing tale of the days of Dick Turpin—

poor old Wung had caught the °’flu, and
Nelson ILee’s expedition couldn’t afford to

wait for his recovery, so he was left behind
bemoaning his. fate.

It was the season of the thaw, when the
first warmth of spring had commenced to
loosen the icy grip of winter, and the snow

~on that roadway was htexally indescribable.

Of all primitive places in the world Man-
churia i1s perhaps the worst. When one
realises that for the greater part of the year
the only means of conveyance lies in trustmg
one’s bones to a form of sleigh which is
hauled over the frozen ground by a couple
of tough ponies, and the road over which
one travels i3 not much better than a
ploughed field, the lot of a traveller may be
appreciated.

Yet here on the station there wefe certain
littlo comforts which Nelson I.ce and his
two companions were glad to use. They had
covered the first portion of their journey
swiftly and easily, and now they were within
sight of their goal Ahead of them lay
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Liao Yang, from whence they would be
able to start for the Hill of a Thousand
Peaks.

There was very little appearance of the
travelling European about the trio. Nipper
was wearing one of those huge sheepskin
coats and a cap with long earflaps to it which
the men in that part of the world wisely
consider to be a suitable garment for the
severe winters there.

Nelson Lee had a thick woollen coat with
a deep astrakhan collar, and. Lord Dorri-
more was wearing another coat similar to

the one which Nipper had adopted. .

Their progress had been swift enough,
and at every halt on the road indications
had been given to them that the power of
the British Foreign Office was at work to
facilitate their journey.

Now and again an official, Japanese or
Chinese, would appear and give them cer-
tain hints on which they acted, and occa-
sionally a message would be slipped into
Lee’s hand by some grubby messenger who
vanished as soon as his mission was ful-
filled.

Most of these messages were merely direc-
tions to assist them on their next stage, and
the last one they had received notified them
of the time the train would start from the
station for Il.iao Yang.

They had arrived there a good hour before
the train was due, and 1t was a little
Japanese official who came to them presently
and beckoned them to follow him. He led
the way into the waiting-room, where he
supplied the trio with fragrant tea and a
substantial meal.

When the train arrived at last, and they
had taken their seats in the carriage, it was
pleasant to discover that the coaches were
distinctly cleaner than those they had pre-
viously travelled in.

Nipper wedged himself in a corner of the
carriage, with Nelson Lee and Dorrimore by
the other door.

Just as the train was about to move oif
the door of the compartment opened, and an
enormous figure came clambering inside,
with muen puffing and wheezing, to seat him-
gself in the corner facing Nipper.

The man was wearing a robe round which
was wrapped many coils of a thick woollen
scarf. One fold of the scarf had been
brought round the throat, and the end of
it up over the head, but when the train
had started, the wheezing figure allowed the
end of the secarf to drop back, revealing a
shaven head.

From under the robes the man removed
a long string of beads, and without paying
the slightest attention to the other inmates
of the carriage, he began to finger his beads
with fat., podgy hands, murmuring some in-
distinct words as he did so.

Nipper was highly amused at this extra-
ordinary-looking individual. He glanced
across at Nelson I.ce and he saw that the
detective’s face was rather keen and alert.
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Every now and again the detective would
throw a glance at the stout figure in the
corner, but despite this steady observation,
the stranger gave no sign of being at all
perturbed or even interested in his travelling
companions.

The journey from the station to Liao
Yang was not much over thirty miles, but
the train in which the travellers were seated
took very neaMy three hours to cover the
distance.

It was very slow and monotonous, and
although Nipper did his best to interest him-
self iIn the dreary landscape, there was
really nothing much to be said about if,
beyond the fact that it was a sea of mud,
with here and there groups of huts and the
bulkier outlines of native towns.

It was rather awkward to have that im-
passive figure in the corner, for it prevented
the three from speaking to each other. They
were pretending to be natives, and as far
as their appearance was concerned they cer-
tainly carried out that suggestion.

It is quite a mistake to imagine that all
races in that part of the world are slant-
eyed. It is true thdat the Chinese and the
Manchurians are of the yellow-skinned type,
but Manchuria now is more or less a mixture
of races and nations, and one finds many
different castes and sects and races rubbing
shoulders with each other in every village.

It had been l.ee’s custom to discuss their
movements in detall with his companions,
and the opportunity which the train journey
afforded was one which he did dot care to
miss. .

Yet it was impossible for him to do so
while that burly, robed figure of the Buddhist
priest sat in the corner of the carriage.

Nipper and Dorrimore, fed up at last,
settled themselves in their seats, and the
youngster’s head dropped on to his breast,
while his quiet breathing soon told that he
was fast asleep. Dorrimore also stretched
himself out, and as the long, dreary journey
went on his head began to nod.

ELSON LEE, wrapped in his warm

N coat, with the sheepskin cap well

down over his eyes, might also have

been taken to be asleep. But he was

not the type that sleeps when on a job of
that kind.

And so prescntly he heard the low mono-
tone of the priest falter, and, without rais-
ing his head, the detective lift<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>