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- the sudden pressure of her compan-

»

BEGIN HERE TODAY.

Peter Pennington, detective, is de-
tailed by the government to eapture
the leader of the Yellow Scm,sﬂ
of - Chinese bandits. Co?“u
Hewitt,, Commissioner Police

at
Jesselton, British North Bﬂl? waist-high in the clearing, she peered
. cures & warrant or the arrest gw Ii:thceatttodthcmrfr

Chung, influenial Chinese. Hewitt is

eaptured by the Yellow Seven .“mt,amndabrocdsmmb,lhc

Pennington goes to hunt for him. He
is accompanied by Hewit's beautiful
sister, .‘\:ouica Viney.
learns that Hewitt’s coek-boy
member of The Yellow Seven.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

She tripped over a roet that cressed
the ill-marked path, and stumbled |

against him, gasping for breath. |

“I'm so—sorry,” she panted. “I—
simply—can’t—do it!”

Pennington steadied her with his
arm, apologizing profusely.

He looked up and saw that the
guide had disappeared.

This was the first serious hiteh that
had occurred. Swearing softly to him-
self, he carried her the next thirty
yards, rested her against a tree, and
flashed his torch like a searchlight,
sweeping it in all directions. Sudden-
ly he plunged forward and caught the
delinquent cowering behind a thorn-
bush. He drew the shivering Wong-
See from his hiding-place, then kieked
him with astonishing accuracy.

The remedy proved efficacious, for,
throughout the final phases of the noe-
turnal expedition, Wong-See made no
further attempt to elude his capfor!

N » » ® 2 *

The guide stopped abruptly, drop-
ping to his hands and knees, and Pen-
nington, creeping up to him, extin-
guished the torch. Monica, her hands
torn and bleeding, her neck and wrists
and ankles so many itching zones
where the thirsty blood-suckers of the
jungle had taken their toll, felt her-
self forced from the main track by

ion's left arm. Ahead of them—
scarcely twenty paces distant— a
light flickered for a moment and then
went out. ;

Pennington’s lips, pressed against
her ear, breathed two words:

“Chai-Hung’s sentry!”

Pennington’s hand had left Mon-
ica’s arm and a subdued, restless, yet
constant sbmething was going on at
her side. Presently she feit a:solid
mass press against her and fo that
she waw gripping the torch that Pen-
nington had thrust toward her. She
groped wildly in the darkness with
her free hand. For a matter of sec-
onds her heart stood still, for in the
space where she had believed Pen-
nington to be—there was nothing. Her
fingers dropped suddenly to a warm,
mationless body that lay prostrate at
her side.

She withdrew her hand, shuddering
inwardly, and somehow the torch
flashed in the blackness, sending a bar
of brilliant light straight down the
track that stretched before her. She
saw a huddled form, seated on what
might have been a fallen trunk and
then, before the creature surprised by
the illumination—could bestir itself, a
white-clad figure had sprung like a
panther from the trees—and over-
whelmed it.

She saw no more, for her thumb
had found the switch and pushed it
into place. She knew now that the
form she had touched was that of the
miserable Wong-See, who was effec-
tively gagged and bound.

“Come on,” said the voice of Pen-
ningten in her ear. “I fancy I've
cleared the path.”

She was beginning to understand
the reason for her brother’s deep-
rooted confidence in this amazing man,
with the strength and cunning of a
primeval savage—and the table-man-
ners of a prince!

So cautious were their movements
after this that Monica felt prompted
to cry aloud to laugh, anything to re-
Heve the appalling monotony. A bread,
squat shadow loomed presently in
front of them, a tumble-down wooden
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of subdued voices. Pennington drew

her, clad in a gorgeous wide-sleeved

P!unhrnjnbtddukblnesﬂkonwhichvu
a

embroidered a many-headed dragom,
sat an elderly Chinaman whose enor-

mous proportions could belong to no
other man she had yet seen than the
arch-eriminal whom Pennington

hand passing to and fro over the sur-
face of the improvised table, sweep-
ing the cards into a shapeless mass.

Each drew a card except the man
whose back was toward her, who sat
motionless as a carved figure, silent
and watchful as the sphynx. She saw
the cards turned so that they formed
the nucleus of seven paek, their con-

verging circles of black and red show-|

ing clearly in the light of a hurricane
lamp that hung, askew, from a beam.
The light flickered and an arm shot
up from the huddled group and raised
the wick. For a moment it flared to
the roof, illuminating every cormer of
the building, and Monica gaspea.
Half-hidden behind a_log, his arms
siretched out beyond his head, the
wrists secured by leathern thongs, his
knees drawn up almost to his chest,
lay the Commissioner of Police. The
head came slowly round and the pros-
trate man gazed inquiringly toward
the squatting circle. As if realizing
that she had seen, Penningten’s fin-

A long blade flashed in the lamp-
light.

gers closed on her arm and, at that
instant, she realized the significance
of those seven, ever-increasing piles
of greasy cards. They were drawing
for the Yellow Seven!

She closed her eyes to still the
throbbirig of her fevered brain. She
opened them again, and, acting on a
sudden impulse, glanced up at Pen-
nington. He was Lneeling on the soft
earth, one eye to the narrower por-
ticn of the chink that served as a
spy-hole, while the barrel of his auto-
matic was thrust partly through the
wider extremity of the aperture. She
caught something of the infection of
the calm that seemed to pervade his
being, and locked back into the hut
in time to see a tall Chinaman in
tiack rise to his full length, a hideous
grin illuminating his swarthy featur-
es, the Yellow Seven held aloft. The
guttural chattering began again, the
cards were swept into a neat pack,
disappearing into the capacious sleeve
cf the man who had originally spread
thenn out, and the hand of the Orient-
al who held the Yellow Seven slipped
to his waist.

Every head was turned toward the
Commissioner as a long blade flashed

[in the lamp-light, and the Chinamen.
still pgesticulating, ro-e one by one

spreading themselves out alony the

walls; but the figure in the mandarin
jacket, embroidered with a many-
headed dragon, remained in precisely
the same pesition as that In wiL.h
Monica had first seen him.

The tall Oriental in black drew
back his sleeve and tested the blade
with a grimy thumb. A sudden.hush
fell upon the entire assembly and 'the
girl, cramped and trembling, became
aware of the ticking of tke watch at
her wrist. In all this ghastly night-
mare, these ceaseless, lar pulsa-
tions rang out as the sole links with
the normal existence she had left be-
hind her. She trield to think of the

somewliere a man screamed in mortal
terror as he ran, as if fearful that
the friend who strove to keep pace
with him were the avenging English-
man seeking his life. -

As t.heit footsteps died away, Mon-

vher and she let the light travel from
left to right, from Pennington kneel-
ing over semething on the floor to
the huddled heap that sprawled awk-
wardly within a foot of where her
brother lay. She ran forward with a
little ery and fell on her knees at his
side. She was reaching out for the
knife the Chinaman had let fall when
Pennington fired, when a voice called
to her from the darkness.
“Monica!—er—Mrs. Viney!—Just
switch that light over here a aecng;l.
There’s something I don’t quite u N
stand.” '
The Commissioner stirred and~ his
eyes blinked up at her.

With shaking hands, she steered®the
narrow ray until it concentrated on
the disgusted features of Pennington,
who was slowly rising to his feet from
the thing over which he had been
kneeling. )

She saw a preposterous effigy, a
cunningly contrived figure of straw,
with china mask and hands, over
which a coat of blue embroidered with
a many-headed dragon was still
drawn! *
(To.be continued.)
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Landscape

A bird wings in flight
Atop an apple orchard,
Ecstatic over something. . ..

Trees in white blossoms
Thrill with expectations.—

Roving winds gently suggest—
To a few collected cloud-strips:
“Move ahead—
You obstruct the Sun.”
—Joachim Aviron, in “Dear Earth.”

—
Minard’s Liniment for falling halr.

my appearance. At the appointed
time we all assembled in a big draw-
ing-room hung with many chande-
Hers, whose light was soft and becom-
ing, the room blazed with pretty, well-
dressed, bejewelled women, and men
!in various uniforms wearing glitter-
,ing stars and orders. After a slight
‘pause, the Emperor and Empress were
‘announced. Into this galaxy of beau-
tiful women stepped the Empress like
a star, overshadowing all present with
her graciousness, her brilllance, her
'dazzling presence. In that court one
fmld only look at her. She was the
'Queen of Beauty, and as gracious and
'kindly as she was lovely. We pro-
ceeded in to dinner, down the cor-
ridor lined with the motionless “Cent
Gardes,” splendid specimens of men
in their magnificent helmets and uni-
‘forms. The table was long, there
‘might be fifty guests present. The
Emperor and Empress sat opposite
'each other in the middle, while price-
‘less silver and gold dishes glittered
'on the table. The meal did not last
‘long, though the food was perfect, the
supreme effort of the best French
chef. . ..

The Empress said she would' like
to see a reel danced, and as by a
strange coincidence Lord Dunmore,
another guest, and myself were both
Scotch, would we kindly dance one?
So to the music of the barrel organ
we danced. It was certainly not im-

| perial music, but it served, and I hope

rate everybody professed themselves
delighted. The women stared, the
men applauded, even the saturnine
Emperor smiled, especially at the
strange whoops and cries emitted by
Lord Dunmore, who was a firstrate
reel dancer, and whose intricate steps
were faultless. The French ladles
opened their eyes wide at the sight
of our vivacious dancing. “C’est tres
sauvage,” they sald. “Mais c’est tres

—_—

ight Fiction Waning in Britain
Ligh Is Report of Public Librarians

ing Are Found to Be

London—Is the reading of Hght fic-
tion on the wane in England? There
are growing indications that it is and
that, in place of the light_. novel, the
public {8 showing an increasing de-
mand for more serious books.

Public librarians in London, Hamp-
stead, Hackney, Chelsea, Shoreditch,
and Middlesbrough agree that book-
borrowers are evincing a higher taste
in literature and that best sellers do
not pull so strongly as they did right
after the war. Thus at Middlesbrough,
for instance, the percentage of fiction
issued from the library In 1927 de-
cHned from 715 to 61. Moreover of
7447 new borrowers, 1309 took out
tickets for serious or non-fiction works
Guy W. Keeling, henorary secre-
tary of the Library Assoclatin, said:
“There {8 no doubt that the public
is reading_ more and more serious
books. is applies particularly to
technical and educational werks, Im-
proved education is doubtless respon-
sible.”

M., Marsion, secretary of the Na-
tional Book Council, said: “This de-
sire on the part of the reading public
for more serious works has arisen
since the war. Educational and travel
books are more commonly asked for.
Works on engineering and like sub-

bungalow on tke hill; the long cane

jects are much in demand.”

Shaw, Barrie and Masefield Brought Into “Lighter Serious™
Category, Whlie Technical Works Such as Engineer-

in Increasing Demand

W. H. Parker, chief public librarian
for Hackney, said: “Young people
particularly are showing a tendency
toward more serious works. George
Bernard Shaw, Sir James Barrie, and
John Masefleld are the authors they
prefer in the ‘lighter serious’ cate-
gory.”

. “Last year’s figures,” said the
Hampstead public librarian, “showed
that only 10 per cent. more fiction
books were issued than nomn-fiction.
The figures speak for themselves.”

“] agree with the Middlesbrough
librarian’s statement,” said T. Green
of the Shoreditch Public Library.
“There is a general increase in the
issue of books from public libraries
and the non-fiction works are more
ttan holding their own.”

“The demand for serious books is
not attributable to the fact that peo-
ple are growing more serious,” said
H. H. Quinn, public librarian of Chel
sea. ‘“Thefr improved education is
responsible.”

The current report of the public

Wales shows that the average per-
centage of non-fiction volumes read.
of the total number issued from city
public Hbraries, was 22, and for rural
libraries 25 per cent,

interessaiit,” as we halted breathless,

—
Canada and the United States

and I belleve they enjoyed it thorough-

nettes of Memory.”

Prehistoric Cities, Years
Old, Have Been Discov-
ered in Basin of the
Indus

the Indus in the third and fourth mil-

Dare. Thé work which {s In progress
at these sites will, it Is anticipated
by archaeelogist, add a fresh chapter
to the knowledge of the history of a
clvilization of almost unsuspected
antiquity.

In this connection much importance

Calcutta Englishman: Anglo-Amer-

ly—Lady Viclet Greville, in “Vig-|., _, ,olations are on a wholly satis-

factory basis; but, however satisfac-
tory they may be, the additional bind-.

Canada and the United States will al-
ways be welcomed. Why one of the
Empire’s assets in international deal-
ings should be regarded as a potential
source of weakness is a peint that is
difficult to understand. Still more
incomprehensibie is the need fer any
discussion of the possibility of Canada

Bombay—Remains of prehistoric and the United States amalgamating.
cities, which fiourished In the basin of | At the best the suggestion of such am

event can do no good; at the worst it

lenntum before Christ, have been dis-'might prove a source of irritation te
covered at Harappa and Mohenjo- the Canadian peeple.

*—
A rellable antiseptic—Minard’s
S —— *
An Irishman just before committing

suicide, left a note so people would
not dishoner him. It read:“My death

fs attached to the recent opening: of ,iS the result of an accident—the pistol

ing influence of the amity betweem

libraries committee in England and| g nical Stands without a rival

the Arehaeological Museum at Taxila,
on the northwest frontier, by Sir
Muohammad Habibullah, member of
the Viceroy’'s ecabinet. This mus:um
occuples a unique place as a repre-
sentative storehouse of the relics of
an ancient center of learning, wealth
and power.

The museum owes its existence to
certain improvements in the methods
of excavation initiated by Sir John
Marshall. Previous archaeologists, !
after sinking some scanty pits and
trenches upon ancient sites in Taxila,
concluded that further excavations
would yield no resuits. i
When, however, Sir John Marsha]l;
assumed charge of the archaeological |
department in 1902, he introdueed'
new methods, and his success is en-
shrined not only in the Museum, asi
Sir Muhammad Habibullah . pointed .
out, but in the fine collections of re-
lics of many fascinating phases of In-
dia’s history.

‘ ——- i
E ire Settl t

London Sunday Times (Cons.):
(An act amending the Empire Settle-
ment, 1922, provides that, on suitable
schemes for emigration, the whole of
the money required may be charged
to the Imperial exchequer, not, as in
the past, evenly divided between the
different governments.) We are now
spending out of national and local
taxation vast sums of money on main-
taining persons who cannot find em-
ployment in this country. Many of
them, particularly in the mining dis-
tricts, are healthLy, vigorous men, per-
fectly suited to work overseas and
probably capable of very quickly pick-
ing up the essential requirements of
agricultural work. Indeed, it has to
be remembered that during the war
many agricultural laborers drifted
into the mining industry and among
these are many who are now unable
to find employment in the coal areas.
Therefore it would be worth while
from the financial point of view alone
for the Government to devote very
large sums of money to assisting emi-
gration, provided that sound schemes
can be arranged.

Ontaric Watches
n l ' D. I - I

Toronto.—Hon. Forbes Godfrey,
Minister of Health, has sent an offi-
cial of his department to the northern
flood area, to confer with Dr. W. E.
George, district officer of health at
North Bay, with a view to taking such
steps as may appear necessary to pre-
vent any epidemic that might other-
wise follow the abatement of high

water, through pollution of drinking
water or other causes.

The Harley-Davidson Singie Cylinder
Motorcycle is the greatest little ma-
chine that has been made. Safe to
ride, easy to control, and most econ-
100
Miles to Gallon of Gascline. Down
Payment $106, Balance $22 per month
for ten months. Price $306. Walger
Andrews, Limited, 348 Yonge S§t,
YTeronto, Ont. ‘

went off as I was cleaning it.”

.

- SULLY
STEP PLATES

BRING YCUR CAR
UP-TO-DATE

See the new mode!s that
improve your car’s appear
ance and Ssave running-
boards.

At Your Dealer’s
or write for list.

THERE I8 nothing that has eves
taken Aspirin’'s place as an antid
for pain. It is safe, or physia
wouldn't use it, and endorse its use
by others. Sure, or several milicen
users would have turned to something
else. But get the real Aspirin (at any
drugstore) with Bayer on the box,
and the word gemuine printed in red:

FLOU
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