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TWO DANDY SOUVENIR BATS AUTOGRAPHED

BY THE
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ERE, boysz, look at this ! Someothing new
—aomething BIG! You'il lke this
cOm on ail the time—and you'll

like it be still when you Eﬂ yvour hande oa
these splendid hats we've got walting for you.

Mth—ml,gﬁ; thiz is the second week of the
contest, all New Readers cen Join in to-day
by ‘ordering from thelr newsagent a copy of
last weck's MAGRET which conlalns the open-~
ing ﬁu:ﬂe.-uh

All you have todo to espture one of these

?rsml ts or special * Homby Train™ Sets
& to find ont & fow famous cricketera” names
which we are glving to you n puzzle form.
Here you have comd Set of them,
You will guickly see how the puzzles are
wortked out. Each row of pictures and
letters demotes & cricketér’s name, and to fnd
ont what that name fs, you simply take the
tnifizl Isiter ondy of the word Nrigtﬂmtﬂﬂ by
each {ittle pleture, add in the big letiers where
they are glven you—and thers In your answer |
And to make it easier still for you, we give
helow & lUat of names in which you can find
the answer to every one of this week's puzsles,
In the same . each other set of puzzles
iz accompenied a slmllar short list.

Wrts your apswers IN INK In the spaces
underneath. Afterwands cut out this set and
keep it until nexé weelk, when we chall give
vou alx more of these jolly puzeles. With
the Fourth and Final pleture-set, we shall
tell you how and whera to send your entrics.
And finally, remember that there is

NOTHING AT
ALL TO PAY.

YOU Can Find
the Answers
HERE.

BATES, BERRY, BOWLEY. CARR, CASE,
CHAPMAN, COOE, CUTMORE, DACRE,
NIPPER, DUCKWORTH, FREEMAN
GEARY. GRIMMETT, GUNN, HALLOWS.
HOLMES, HOPWOOD, IDDON, KEXNEDY,
KIPPAX, LANGRIDGE, LOCK, LY{]H,
MFEAD, MERCER, NEWMAN, NICHOLS,
PARKER, PONXSFORD, RHNDDES,
SHEPHERD, SINFIELD, SMITH,
WHYSALL.

The Two Cricket Bats, fully autographed by the other attempts entered. Any entrles muotilated
Austrulian Team now in England will be awarded R U L E S or bearing alterations or mmni than one solution

to the two competitors whose solutions 1o the four 1n each space will be dlsgualiffiod. No reaponaibilit;
sets of " Cricket Brorers ™ are correct or most (which must be stzictly adhered to). b unﬂerﬂkﬁn fﬂ?ﬂﬂtﬂéﬂ loat, or rﬁxlﬂd, .ﬁ

CALl
nearly correct. . The twelve special “ Homby Traln ' Sets will follow  delayed hitlh the post or otherwise. No correspendence cao be

in oxder of merlk. n s

Apy pumber of entries may be sent, but each entry must be complets The Editer's declaion will be final and legally binding, and ha reserves
~i.¢., Bt Nog 1—4, Inclusive, of the * Cricket Scorems ™ pﬁﬂm therightto divide the yvalae of the prizes if » 1m the eventof Lics,
wilh the solotions filled in IN INE-—and most be separate from any Employecs of the proprictors of MiGNEY wol compabe,
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OPENING YARN IN

THRILLING NEW SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE SERIES !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hot Stoff [

& O comey in "
N “I eay, old chap—"
“ No comey |"” repeated Wun

ng.

Billy Buoter stood in the doorway of
Study No, 13 in the Remove.

Prep was over, and most of the
Remove fellows had gone down to the
Hag, Wun Lung, the Chinese junior,
E—na alone in Study No. 13, and he was

usy.

It was & warm evening, but there was
a good fire burning in.the study grate.
Over the fire was a ssucepan. By the
saucepan stood Wun “Lung, stirring.
And from the contents of the saucepan,
as the little Chinee stirred,
there rose s most appetisiog
gcent,

Heneo the arrival of Billy
Bunter.

Bunter had followed his
noso to the study.

The fat junior had had only
ona gupper, and he did not
want to go to bed hungry.
Hc he was roaming the
Romove passage, like a lion secking
what he might devour, when the appetis-
ing odour from Study No. 13 drew bim
thither like a magnet.

Bunter stood in the doorway sand
sniffed appreciatively.

Bunter could cook, himself—it was one
of the things he could do well. He
had a2 keen appreciation for good cook-
ing. Never, it seemed to Bunter, had
he smolled so absolutely ripping & smell
a3 that which emsnpated from Wun
Lung's stew. His fat little nose
expanded to it, like a fower expanding
in the sun

"1 say, old fellow!" gasped Bunter.
*That smells prime.”

“Goey "way|” said Wun Lung, over
kis shoulder.
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*“Oh, really, you know——"

*Buntea bunkee!" .

It was net uncommon for Billy Bunter
to hutt into a study at a meal-time, and
oot uncommon for him to be told to
clear. Fellows never gsecmed kecn on
Bunter at such times,

“Look here, old chap!"” pleaded
Bunter. “ You don't want to feed all
on your own, LThe fact is U've come to
keerp you company,” i

““Mo wantee DBuntee! Hop Hi
comey.”

Bunter snorted.

Apparently Wun Lung, of the Remove,
Wy %::-ing to share that gorgeous stew
with his minor, Hop Hi, of the Sccond
Form. That, from Bunter's point of
view, was sheer waste.

|

|k
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Across the thousands of miles that
Greyfriars from the mystic Flowery
stretehes the sinister, all-powerful hand of the
Mandarin Tang Wang.

And Wun Lung of the Remove is marked
down as his vietim !

“Now look here, old chap,” =aid
Bunter, “I'll come in! You ouglt to
ba glad to get a decent chap to come
ta auflpﬂ_r with you, instead of another
beastly lithtle hezthen like yourself, you
know,"

W Gﬂﬂj" IWEL}* Tﬂ

“Look here, wvou checky little pig-
tailed heathon !™ roared Bunter,

“Buntec bunkea!™

Billy Buoter did not bunk.

He was inclined to curl his lip znd
turn his back on the little Celestizl, and
treat the cheeks heathen with the con-
tempt he deserved, But he did not
follow that inclination. The stew smelt
too nice.

Bunter felt that he simply had to have

|

NACE
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some of that stew. The delicious scent
of it was making his mouth water.
Instead of departing, the Owl of the
Remove rolled into the study. Wun
Lung withdrew the long speon with
which he was stirring, and eyed the fat
junior warily. )
Bunter slammed the door after him.
Then he advanecced towards the djminu-
tive Celestial, with o threatening blink
in his little round eyez behind his big,
round spectacles. Ho clenched a fat fist
and shook it at the little vellow face of
the Chinee, Wun Lung blinked at him
with hizs sleepy, slanting eyes.
Bunter was not, as a rule, given to
bullying. He lacked opportunity. Jut
he was poing to share that delicious
stew, by fair means or fonl
He was not much taller than
the Chinee; but, sideways, at

divide lenst, he was a giant in com-
Land parison. He brandished a fat
fist within an inch of Wun

Lung’s nose.

“*Now, look here, rou littls
beast,” s#aid Bunter deter-
minadly, “1'm going to have
a whack in that stew ! BSee?”

"MNo sce,’” answered Wun
L“n-ﬁ' shaking his head.
“You can jolly well ask me to

supper—"

“No askoees

“Or T'll jolly well give vou s inlly.
good licking !" roared Duntet, *“DNow,
then "

“No hickee
mured Wun
lickee.”

“You won't like it if I begin on vou,”
said Duanter, with a glare of deadly
menpce,  “If 1 gave ]f"'*"”. one of my
straight lefts, vou measly little shrimp,
it would be a mﬁztal ecnge] What are
vou laughing at?

“Me langh at fat ole Buntee.”

Tre Maicxer Lenmiry.—No. 1,175
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“¥ou checky heathen] Now, am I
going to have a whack in that stew, or
snall I mop up the study with youi™
demanded Bunter, in a° bullying tooe
that was worthy of Bolsover major at
his best.

Wun Lung cast s look towards the
door. Bunter grinned, ]

“Nobody’s coming,” he said. *'Bob
Cherry and Linley and Inky are in the
Rag now, Wharton and Nugent haven't

come baock yet, Now—'"
“Buntes bunkee "
“You're not going to ask me to

supper?” roared Bunter.

¥ No wantee.” s o .

“Then take that to begin with [* said
DBunter; and ke delivered a drive
straight at the little Celestial’'s nose.

Had Wun Lung taken it, as intended,
certninly he would have been damaged,
for & punch with Billy Bunter's weight
behind it was no joke. But he 5i1:1
not take it. He jumped actively aside,
end Bunter plunged on, carried by his
own impetus as his {at fist met wWith no
resistance, and stumbled to hin kneea.

“Oh I gasped Bunter,

The next moment & fearful yell pesled
through the study.

“Yaroooh 1”

The spoon, hot from the stew, was
pressed to the back of Bunter's [t neck,

The Owl of the va leaped
frantically to bis feeot.

“Owl Wowl! Owl" he roared. "Ow!
I'm burned! Ow) Why; I'll smash
you I'[l Ow, ow |’

Wun Lung dipped the epoon into the

stew agrin as the Ow!l of the Remove
spun round on him and scattered hot
drops over the fat junjor,
Bunter jumped back in a great hurry.
“Owl ¥ou little beast! Stoppiti”
shrieked Buntar.
Wun Lung chuckled. | .
‘Buntes wantee =taw "™ he said.

*Buntes takee! What you tinkeel™

"Ow! I'm scalded!  Stoppit!i™
shrieked Bunter,

“No stoppea! Buntee likee stew ™
chuckled the little Chines:; and he
filled the spoon again and Bunter
jumped to the door, barely in time to
eacape a shower.

" Oh erurnbe 1" gasped Banter,

He tore the door open. It was a
delicious stew, undoubtedly: but it was
not nice taken externally. Tt was much
too hot.

Wun Lung, with a loaded spoon,
followed him, chuckling.

“Buntee likeo ste

“Ow!l Eoep off 1" welled Bunter.

Ho leaped through the doorway. The
:gmniu] of hot stew flew after him, and

awered on him as he fled.

“Yarooogh I

* Buntes comey backes I" calied Wun
Lung, as the Owl of the Remove
negotiated tho passage as if he was on
the ecinder-path. “‘Buntee comey, me
gives Duntee mole stew—nices atew—
plenty hot nicee stow [

" Boast [V

DBunter vanished And Wun Lung,
with & chuckle, returned to his cooking.
and resumed stirring thet odorous and
appetising stew—minus the fascinating
company of William George Bunter.

———

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Any Port in a Blorm !

1 LOW the rainl”
B “ Blase the rain ™
Harry Wharton and Fronk
Nugent made those remarks
simultaneously, and with egual eruphasis.
It was & wet ovening.
Tre Macrer Lispiry.—No, 1,175,

A wet evening would not have
mattered much to the chums of the
Remove had they been within the walls
of Greyfriars, as was wusual at that
hour,

But they were a good distance from
Greyliriars.

It was Wednesday, which was a half.
holiday; and Harry Wharton bad had
lcave to go home for the afternoonm,
and Nugent had accompanied him. [t
had been quite an enjoyable afternoon;
and as they had an exeat up to bed-
time they had not landed again at
GCourtfield Junction till nine o’clock,
They started on & qguick walk back to
the school, under s starry sky. And
then the rain ceme on—when they were
a good half-mile out of the town and
it was too late to think of a taxi,

It had becn a glorious day and they
had not sven a ecoat or an umbrella be-
tween them. They turned up their
collars and tramped. om through the
rein, hoping that it would cease.
Instead of ceasing, it thickenced, te an
accompaniment of rumbling thunder
end zigza h&z‘l}:ﬂmngn It was ounly a
summer thunderstorm, but it was ex-
tremely awkward for two juniors, un-
protected on an open common. ‘The
rain came down bard and [fast, and
grew torrential.

“Blow it |” growled Wharton.

“ Bother it!” grunted Nugent.

Wharton geered round him in the
darkness. The evening had been quite
light till the storm came on. Now it
was almost as dark as pitch, .

“Look here, it's another mile!” said
Harry. “ We shall get drenched to the
gkin. We've got to find shelter some-
where. What about a treel”

“MNot in the lightning,"” said Nugent.

“Nunno! But we've got to get oul
of this."*

But thers was no shelter to be had,
excepting o tree, which was decidedly
upsafﬂ with the lightning playing in
zigzags across the sky.

They tramped on, leaving the road,
to take a short ocut across o cormer of
Courtfield Common. It was weiter and
muddier by the narrow lane, but it
saved soms of the distance.

The lane ran between rows of leafy
trees, now weeping with rain. It was
almost as dark as the inside of a hat;
and the rain splashed and pattered in-
cessantly,

“Oh crumbg!” groaned Nugent. “]
wish we were in the study pow "

“Blow it1®

“Look here, let's put it on!” said
Nugent. “We'd better rup for itl
Race you to Qreyiriars; it's only
another half-mile.”
so jolly dark,” grunted
| “If we butt into something
in the dath—"

“0h, chance it!" said Nugent. “I'm
getting soaked,™

“Right-ho!” .

And the two juniors broke intu a
rapid trob.

“Ow!” yelled Nugent suddenly.

“What the thump—"'

" Wow [

Wharton came to a stop, and stared
at his comrade, who was sprawling in
the muddy lane. Close at hand a dark
ghape loomed up in the gloom. Bome-
thing blocked the way; and evidently
MNuogent bad run into if,

“Frank, old chap—hurt?”

“Oh! Ow! DNol” eaid Nugent
with deep sarcasm. " I'm yelling be-
cause I'm not burt! Ow!l Oh crumbal
I croshed into something———-?"

“It's & motor-car,” said Harvy, peer-
ing at tha dim shape in the darkneas,
which almost filled the narrow lane.

‘Harry.

THE MAGNET

Eﬂ gﬂia t!:u c.hlg::!i: f:} ]lzlgclp}ng hand, and
ugent s r is feet, ing.
“What ﬁ?:hhar left a mﬂﬂﬁ
middle of the road, without lightsi"
exclaimed N t savagely, “Ow] I've
had s frightful bumpl”

“Well, 1t was hardly safo to barge
along in the darki”

“Oh, ratal” growled Nugent.

Thgdaﬁuhiﬁmmtgum ndr.'i:?tim-
prov ugent's spparently.

“Man must be & H-Elﬁ; ass to leave &
car here like that,” said Harry.
“There's nobody with it, and po
lighta! Mighy get pinched !’ »

“1 wish mmeﬁ-ud; had pinched it
before I barged into it!” groaned
Nugent. *That Lrute ought tn be

rosecuted. It's against the law to
cove a car about like that in the
dark.”

“Look here, this ia all right!™

" Fathead! ¥ou wouldn's think it all
ngh;ﬁ if you'd butted into the beastly
Car

“I mean, it's .

“Assl Let's get on before we'ra
drowned.”

“ Listen a moment, you duffer!” said
“Thereo’s no in the car,
and we can get in out of the rain”

“0Oh!"” said Nugent. Ho was starting
again, but ha mpqu “That's not &
bad idea! It won't last long—it's too
fast to last! I dare say the motorist
won't mind us aitti in hia oar
for & bit! Bother him, I don't
cara whether he does or not—he
shouldn’t have left it hera for a chap
ga!!;-arga into in the dark. Let's get
in

Wharton had already opened the
door of the car

Whether the motorist would cbject to
two wet and muddyh schoolboys ritting
in his ¢ar was perbaps doubtful; but
it was not, after all, the most important
point. The chief peoint was to get oug
of that torrential dewnpour.
They plunged into the «car,
Wharton drew the door shut.
The rain beat hoavily on the roof,
with an inoessant olattering patter,
Qutside the lane was fairly swimming
with rain. The shelter of the car was

and

a godsend to the two juniors.
“My batl Listen fo it!"” said
Nugent, down in buckets

fulll This is rather better, old chap,”

“ What-ho 1"

“All the same, tha man shouldn’§
have igft the car hﬂla !ilkaltlllzialu Ih::g
got a bump on my knee 'l tell hi
what I think of him if he mnkes a
fues about our being in the car. Bother
the ass, whoever he inl"

“Hea mayn't turn up before we go,”
said Harry. *This downpour won’t lasi
long. Thank goodness we're out of if.”

“Chance to steal a car if we wera in
that line of buriness,” prinned Nugent,
“Man must be an ass to leave it in a
lonely place like thisl It looks like o

ood c¢ar. I soppose he's turned ths
?ights off in ease a motor-thiof sheuld
spot it. PBut what the thump can he
have left it hers for? There it a
bu&lding nearet than Greyiriare”

Goo knows!” said Harry.
“But I'm glad he did, as it turna outt
We should have been soaked to the
skin. It's clearing & bit already.”

The juniors sot listenad to the
splashing rain, very glad to be out of
it. In ten minutes it was evidently
falling with less violence, and the rumb-
ling of thupder was dying awey in the
direction of the sea.

* Another ten minutes and we can
chanee it,* said Harry.

“Wea shall be late for dorm.”

“Can't be helped.”
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“It's queer, though, the car being
here,”” sald Nugent, his mind recurring
to that subject. *1f the motorist's gone
anywhere he must have had a walk for
it. There isn't a house enywhere about
—nothing pearer thalf Greviriars in one
direction and Popper Court in the
other. 1 say, suppose it belongs to
gome jolly old metor-bandit?”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Not likely! We'll chance the motor-
bandit, anyhow, to keep out of the
rain.”

“ Hallo, is that somebody coming?”

They listened. It was impossible to
geo from the window of the car; the
darkness and the raif were too thick.
There was a sound through the noise
of the rain which might have been on
spproaching footstep.

The door opened suddenly.

“Ohi™ gasped Nugent, startled by
the suddenness of it. Like a shadow in
the gloom a dark figure loomed in the
doorway. And Nugent's startled ex-
olamation evidently startled the man

ot & man m coat and hat, dripping
with rain. Who he was, what he was,
they could not imagine; only the words
he had uttered, in hiz surprise at find-
ing the car occupied, told that he was
a foreigner, and evidently not & Euro-

A,

“Here, hold on!"" panted Wharton.
“What the thuomp—"

The voice came sagain—in English
this time; good English, without & trace
of & foreign accent.

“Who are youi What aro you doing

Ty car™
“No harm,” answered Wharton.

“YWe got in out of the rain,” said
Nugent.

who had opened the door, and who
already had one foot in the car. There
was a sharp exclamation.

*Bhen mo !

The startled voico broke "off suddenly.
In “the gloom there was a gleam of
meatal, and the two scholbeys, starting
ta their fect, found themselves stanng
at a levelled rovolver.

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Man from China !

T H, my hat!” gasped Wharton.
0 “Oh erikey!” gasped
Nugent.

The ejaculation, in zome
foreign tongue, utterly unknown to
them, had startled the juniors; but the
gleam of a levelled weapon startled
them more, They stared Llankly at the
dim fgure in the doorway of the car.

They coald ouly make out the form

1.'.-;:-
i

i

The sight of n deadly weapon had
alarmed the juniors, but they realised
justinctively that the man with tho
revolver was more alarmed than they
were, He was not only startled, but
for some reason alarned, by finding
them in the car. And the same thought
was in botl) their minds new, that they
had butted into the business of some
motoer-bandit.

“Put who are you?” went on the
voice; and the revolver remained at &
level, much to the uncasiness of the
chums of the Hemove.

* Schoolboys 1" answered Harry.

“Schoolbovs—out at this hour "

The voice was full of suspicion. They
caught a gleam of sharp, watchiu!l eyes,
and even in the gloom something un-
usual about the eves struck them. There
was a slant in them—the slant of the
Far East. There was a fellow at Grey-
friars with slanting eyes—Wun Lung, of
the Remove. It came into their minds

There was a gleam of metal in the gloom, and
Harry Wharton and Nugent found themselves
siaring at a levelled revolver.

5

that they were dealing with o Chinn-
man.

~ “Yes," said Harny, "“'We were caught
in the rain. We've done nmo harm to

your car—only sat in it out of the rain.™

The shnting eyes glittered through
the gloom,

“How did you fnd the car here, in
the dark "

“ Butted into it,” answered NMugent.
“I've got a bruisc on my knee, You'd
goet into trouble if o policeman found
the car here without lights.”

“If you are schoolboys, as vou soy,
thoere is no harm done,” said the voice
of the stranger. * But——" :

“Do you think we're ear thieves?”

asked Harry. *“ You can take a look ab
us and seo that we are schoolboys.™

He had been groping for the switch,
and now hae turned on the electrie iigut
in the car.

The sudden bloze of light made the
juniors blink, and thero was an angry
cxclamation trom the man in the door-
Way. _

Apparcntly he had not wished to be
seen, and zs the light flashed on be drew
the brim of his soit hat lower dewn over
biz hrow,

But the juniors had seen him, and the
Qricntal features and slanting eves Lold
them beyond doubt that he was a Clana-
man.

The slaoting eyes gleamed at them in
the light, and one glance apparcntly
satisfied the man that they were school
boys, as they had told him, for the
revolver disappeared ot once into hi:
coat.

Tue Maicwer Liprary.—No. 1,175
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" You shoul: not hgr? got In the car,”

bo seid shargly. *INaturelly, I took
sou for thieves.”
“0Oh, rot! eaid Nugent. " You

shouldn’t heve left the c¢ar here for a
fellow to butt imto. And I supposo
thieves don't % m a car, do they, and
wait for the {wner to come along "

Thoe Chinamgn scowled,

“Get out 1™ ke caid .

“(lome on, Franky,” said Wharton.
“The rain's clearing off, snyhow.”

“Get out at once!” sonapped the
Chinaman.

Nugent grunted, Detween the rain

and bruise on his knee he was uot
in his usual good temper, and the angry
dictatorial e the Chinaman
irritated him.

“Any hurry 7" he asked. “Don’t you
think you could weit a few minutce till
the rain stops! You might even offer
us a lift, if you thought of it. But 1
euppose it’s never occurred to you to be
civil.” , .

The slanting eyes fashed at him.

“Ch'n pa IE‘ T:' out the man

1y. ;
:.a:a:ag;, Iﬂ'lj' hat! If that's Chinese, you
don't expect us to understand it, do

you?" acked Nugent. )

The Chinaman scowled again. ;

“If you'll g== out of the way we'll
get out of your bleised car, and you
can go and, eat coke,” said MNugent.

The Chinaman at them very
hard, and step back from the door.

“Ch'u pal}’ he repeated, which
evidently E:!Eﬂnf'l "cieu&r out ¥ from the
tone in which he spoke.

Tha h-:-hunm of the Remove stepped
from the cor, ]

The rain was still falling, but more
lightly now. Really, there was no reason
why the man could not have given them
shelter s little longer, or even offared
them = lift, as Nugent had suggested,
But he was evidently only anxzious to
see the last of them. .

“(ome on, Franky I” said Harry.

“All perenel Good-night, Johnl!”
added Nugent, with a glance at the man
etanding E}r the car.

He started again, )

“John! Why do you call me John?
It is not my name.

“I thought all Chinamen were named
John," said Mugent innocently.

“Come on, you assi” said Harry,
Jaughing. “What's the good of rag-
ging Y

“You had better go!” muitered the
Chinaman,

“Right-ho! Good-night, Mister Chu
Chin ow, 1if you lhke that better,”
answered Hug&nl'--

“Pathead,” said Harry., “Do come
on " And he fairly dragged his chun
away by the arm.

The éhinuman was left still standing
by the car, scowling after the Grey-
friars fellowa as they went.

The juniors tramped on through the
falling rain, and 1m a few minntes
reached the high road that ran past the
gates of Greyfrliars. Behind them there
was no sound of the car starting.
Apparently the Chioaman was still
there, though why he should be remaip.
ing in that lonely spot was a mystery.

“That's & queer fish,” said Nugent, ns
they tramped on towards the school.
“I'va read that Chinese are awfully
Elita people, but that merchant seems

have left his manners at home in
Hong Kong or S8hanghai.”

“All sorts in every country,” said
Harry, “Wun Lung 18 & Chinee, and
he is politeness itself. I dare say that
]Bh'l'};l_h’ was annoyed by finding us in the
CiLT.

* Frightened,

THE

more likely,” s=aid

e¥Er Lmpiny.—No. 1,175

Nugent., “There's something fishy about
him. Iie didn't think it was thieves in
the car, 23 he said. More likely he
was afraid 1t was a policeman,”

~ “Oh, my hat! Why should he care if
it was a bobbyi"

“1f he's a motor-bandit—"

Wharton laughed.

“I've never heard of a Chinese motor-
bandit in England, That's rather too
thick, old man.”

“Well, ho may have stolen the car,
or zomething ™
LAnd left it standing about? Not
likely.”

“Well, there’s something fishy sabout
him," said Nugent. “ He was alarmed—
that was plain emongh. It's mot usual
for a motorist to carry a revolver,
either, or to be so jolly l?mndg with it.
He was up to something.”

“Perhaps he's a relation of Wun
Lung’s, and has been vieiting him at
the  school?”  suggested harton,
Chinamen about

“There's not & lot o
her'e'ﬂ-

“Bot 1" maid Nugent
have
if he

.  “He wonld
inna up to the school in the car
ad been there at all”

|
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“Well, I suppose he would,” admitted
Wharton. *Anyhow, we're done E:-.riih
him nuw:gut it.on, or we shan't be
home till the milk in the morning.”

And the juniors burried on through
the rain, and were glad enough when
they reached tho gates of Grevfriars,
and Gosling came grombling down from
hig lodge to let them in.

o, p—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Strategy !

ILLY BUNTER blinked through
B hia big spectacles at & diminu-
tive form that was mounting the
Remove staircase. It was Hop

Hi, of the Becond—the minor of tha
Chineo in the Remove. Hop Hi was
coming up to supper with his major,
with a cheery aopticipstive grin on hia
littla yellow face. But there was a lion
in the %a.th in the shape of William
George Bunter, W. G, Bunter had by
no means given up hopes of that deleci.
able stew. Hope springs aternal in the
human breast, and Bunter was not going
to %wa up hene of scoffing the stew in
Btudy No 12 so long as i1t was still in
existence, And Bunter's fat wits had
been at work. They did little work, aa
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a rule, but spurred on by the prospect
auﬁpa: even Bunter's wits could work,
and he was capable of strategy.

Hallo, kid I sait Bunter affably, as
Hop Hi of the Becond Form reached
the Remove landing.

';I;!:En little fag glanced at him.
oure pgoing to your major's
stt:dﬁﬁ asked Bunter, .ul:fll aEahIef

. ¥

Billy ﬁf_ﬂtﬂ rolled along
of the little Colostial.
almond eyes looked up ot him in sur-

rise. could not understand why
hjmntar was taking so much notice of

But be understood the next mi

The door of Stuay No. 1 zﬁﬂuﬁ&u

by the side
&np Hi's

open. Bunter bad placed it
Eggr put the key onp the u;mﬂfﬁﬁﬂhﬁ

As they passed the o
fut junior gavae Hop
utﬁlﬁl&ﬂtﬁd shova,

sken quite by surprise, H i
staggercd  into p -:mrw:i;p a.ﬂ;
sprawled on the carpet in Study No. 1,

"EIE ha, hf::’" hd_:-i u{'HI::lﬂl:! Bunier.
An a moment, while Hop Hi
dizzily, Bunter dragged 1;‘lhua- ﬁ:;uﬂﬁ
anﬁd turned the key in the lock.
]‘iHn. I!I':p, he [*

op Hi scrambled to his feet. H
grabbed the door-handle and pulled a{:-
lt.,-"ﬂﬂli then thumped on the paunels.

You lettes me out?” he yelled.

“You fat Buntee u lat
this studee,™ r JQ tee me out of

g Ho, he, hal”
. Fatteo beasteo!” yelled Hop Hi
Me gocy n1n¥ see Wun Lung! Me
goay suppcel You lettea me out,”
Billy Bunter did not troubla to
answer. Ha rolled up the passage.

The expected guest was now safel
disposed of, er9 Was no way out ujf'
Study No. 1, and the owners of the
study were not likely to come on the
scene, a3 Wharton and Nugent had not
returned from their excursion. Having
thua disposed of Hop Hi, Bunter rolled
on up the passago—paused for a
moment outside No. 13 to sniff that
gfl”ﬁ“ stew—and then rolled into

ul +*

No. 14 belonged to Johnny Bull,
Bquiff, end Fisher T. Fish. But all
t{'ig;& ?E them had gone down to the

after prep, g0 Bunter was able to
make free with their study,

He placed bimself just within it, with
the-door ajar, his spectacles turned on
the passage outaside, to watch and wait,
_Booner or later, Bunter sagely con-
sidered, Wun Lung would come out to
look for his expected guest, as Hop Hi
did not orrive. When he did eo, the
timo for action would arrive.

Bunter's oalculations were well
founded. Five minutes later, the door
of No. 13 opencd, sod Wun Lung
locked out inte the Remove passage.

Bunter chuckled zilently.

The Chines glanced along the passapge
and then withdrew into the study again,
Bunter waited,

A few more minutes, and Wun Lung
locked out agein. He was clearly sur-
prised by the non-arrival of his minor.

Bunter heard him-muttering to him-
self in his own tongue, a myaterious
language of which * Bunter did not
understand & syllable, No doubt he
was calling Hop Hi & {fathead in
Chinese.

He stepped out of the study ab last,
and stood looking slong the passage to-
wards the staira.

Bunter's podgy heart beat faster.

From the other end of the passape
eame a sound of rapping and tepping
in Study No. 1. Wun Lung, however,

en doorway the
: & sudden and
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probably did not connect that scund
with the non-appearance of his minor,
for he took no heed of it. He went

back into his study at last, with a
grunt.

Bunter waited impatiently.

The stew was ready for supper; and
Bupter was more than ready for the
stew. His mouth was watering at the
thought of it.

Once mors Wun Lung amppeared in

sssage. Thia time he went along

ko the stairs to sce whether his minor
was coming.

Bunter’s eyez pgleamed behind his
spectacles. Farther and farther along
the passage went the little Celestial,
til he was outside Wharton's study.
From that study came a voice, accom-
panicd by thumping on the door.

“You lettee me out, you fat Buntee "

Wun Lung jumped. He knew srhere
his minor was now, and why he had
not arrived in No. 13.

But by this time Dunter had acted
promptly. He rolled out of No. 14
and into Neo. 13, shut the door, and
locked it.

“He, he, he!"” gasped Buonter.

He was locked in Wun Lung's study
now, slone with the stew. It was
simmering over the fire. Bunter did
not leave ik to simmer. Wun Lung had
placed a dish ready, and plates and
spoona and forks—for at Greyiriars
Wun Lung used such utensils instead of
the chopsticks of his mative country.
Billy Bunter turned out the stew into
the dish, and the aroma that rose from
it made him gurgle with delight.
Swiftly he filled s plate and scized a
spoon and started. _

Meanwhile, Wun Lung had unlocked
the door of Study Ne. 1, and Hep Hi
had joined him in the passage. A word
was enough to cnlighten Wun Lung;
and ho seudded back along the passage
towards his own study.

The door-handle of No. 13 turned, so
suddenly that it startled Bunter, whose
ﬂaipaciuuﬂ mouth was at that moment
filled to capacity.

He gave o start, and some of the
etew went down the wrong way. Theore
was a horrid gurgling in Study No. 13

“Gerrrreh! Grooogh! Gug-gug!”
Wun Lung rattled the or-handle
savagely.

“¥ou fat Bunteg "’ he howled. " You
opee door—you lettee me in this study,
you fat rottee! Opee door!”

-H'Grm h‘,”

“Mea .'2‘131% fat Buntee, s'pose yvou no
opee door!" yelled Wun Lung.

“Ooooch! Groooh! Gug!”

Bang! Bang! Dang!

“Opee door!” yelled Wun Lung.

“Ow ! Ooooh!" gasped Bunter. * You
little hoathen beast, you've made me
choke! Go away! Go and eat coke!”

“¥ou opoe door! You no eatoe nicey
stew !"” wailed Wun Lung.

Bunter chuckled.

“Fat rotteo!” shricked Wun Lung,
banging on the door. * ¥ou no emtce
plentec nicey stow 1"

“*Hg, he, he!"
Thump! Thump! The door rattled
and shook! Billy Buntor, unheeding,

plunged his spoon in the stew again,
and proceeded.

1t wos & delicions stew. 'There was
no doubt about thst. Good cook as
Bunter was, he admitted that he had
never made a more savoury stew than
this. It was a thing of beauty; a joy
for ever. It went dowmn fast, and it
went down deliciously. Bunter fairly
gobbled. CQutside the study, Wun Lung
raged, in vain. e banged on the

deor and ﬁﬂ“&-ﬂ threats through the
kevhole. op Hi's little piping voice
was added. DBut Bunter dl: not heed
the two Chinese. He would not have
heeded all the Chinese in the Middle
Kingdom at that moment, with the
Mongols and Manchus thrown in.  All
ha heeded was the stew.
. He turned a deaf car, and gobbled
1ovously.

“Prime!” gasped Bunter. “Ripping!
I wonder what it ist Tastos like chicken

—and rabbii, too, I think! Anyhow,
it's prime! He, he, he!”

“T'at beasice "

Bang |

And Bunter gobbled.

7

his cxertions. A mund of wheeszy
grunting was audible from the study
now.

Bunter had hGnished the stew. There
had becn ample for a large supper for
two: but Bunter had fnished it to the
last epoonful ; and he felt, ]pcrhnpa, that
he had overdone it a little. Now he
was lying back in Hurree Singh'a arm-
chair, resting and grunting; less heed-
ful than ever of the enrveged Chiner
outside. Bunter had neo iutention of
stirring until bed-time. A fellow re-
quired repose after exerting himsclf as
Bunter had been doing.

Wun Lung was alone in the passage
now, Bad-time for the Sccond was
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GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS

b

No. 7.

——

If Sammy En‘nur of
the Second Form
could bBurst into

rhyme, this would

ba something Iike

the resullt.

Dear Mater,—I'm snatehing & minnit
To tell you my sorrows and joys ;

I hardly know how to begin It
Bekawse of this horrible noise !

Young Nugent is blowing a wistle
And Gatly is banging a drum ;

So how can | write an epistle
Amid such a rom-tiddly-tum ?

I'd batier begin with my sorrows—
Your hamper has lajled to arcive ;
Uniless It turns up by {o-morrow’s
First post, 1 shall never survive !
You prommist to make it a ** whopper "'—
A big one, I mean, not a He ;
I'm down fo my very last’ copper,
And fearfully fammished am 11

In {imes of distress and of fammin,
Dear maier, 1 wistfully dream
0! wunderlul doe-nutts, with jam in,
And buns that are bursting with eream !
I gaze at the stock in Dame Mimble’s
And long to be using my jaws.
(Young Myers is clashing the cimbles
So loudly, that here L must paws !}

My big brother Blily's behaviour
{s bound to distress you a lot ;
¥'m his gardian angel and saviour
Or he would ba sacked on the spot !
His conduct is stupid and siliy,
His greediness guite a disease ;
So don't send the hamper to Bllly—
Address It to Samuel, pleasa |

I'm doing quite well in the Sacond
(I ought to be in the Remove) ;

A bright, brainy youth I am_reckoned,
A marvellus man I shall prove !

I know this is in contradiction
To all the reporis you reseave ;

But each skool report is a fletion
That maters should never beleeve !

Forglve all the smudges and splashes
And likewlse the blotches and blobs ;
The continuous corus of crashes
Has nearly reduced me to 50bs !
Mow hussie along with the hamper,
With doe-nutts all joocy and jammy :
And now to the post I musl seamper—
Your starving but dewtilul SAMMY.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Horrible for Bunter !

6 ALLO, halle, hallo!”
H Bob Cherry como uvp the
Remove passage, with Hurree
Jamset Ram Singlh. Dob
had lines to finish that evening, and re-
luctantly he had torn him:clf oway
from the merry crowd in the Hag; and
the nabob of Bhanipur kindly came
along with him to lend a hand.

They stared at the sight of an ex-
gited Chinee thumping on the door of
the study., and yelling bloedeurdling
threats through the keyhole.  Wun
Lung was almost dancing with rage.

For a good half-heur Wun Lung had
been shut out of his study, while
Bunter gobbled stew and rested after

earlicr than for the Bemove, and Jlop
Hi had te go—supperless.  Wan Lung,
m o state of wild excitemient, wasg
fairly shricking through the kerliole
when Bob and Hurree SBingh arveived
on the scene.

“What on carth’s the matter, kid®™™
exclainud Bob, in astonishnent.

“The matterfulness appears {o he
terrific ! remarcked Hurree Jamaet Ram
Singl.

Wion Laup gasped with rage.

“Tat beaztee Buniee! He poey in
studee, moppee up niccey stow Y

“Oh. my hat!"

“Lockee door!” hissed Wun Lung,
“[Loackee me outee, while he catee mecy
stow ! Me killy fat Duntee®

Tne Macser Liprany.—No. 1,175,
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Bob Cherry chuckled. He thumped
on the door ¢f No, 135

“Halle, hallo, hallo!™ he roared.
“ Bunter I

* Mmmmmmmm |2

It was & mumbliog sound from the

ttudy.
'Fﬁallu, hallo, ballo!” roared Bob.
*{h, go away!” came a faink voice.

“Buntee eatee too mucheel” said
Wun Lung. ; a
“The too-muchfulness is terrifie,”

grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Let us in, Bunter, you fat boun-
der I shouted Bob, * We'vo gaot to get
«onme lines done before dorm. Do you
keari™ .

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Open this es door, my fat
and ridiculous Bunter I called out the
nabob of Bhanipur. “Get & move on.

“Oh, really, Io

Bob bangﬁ on, B, doox: _
_ "“You fat ﬁillam.n Wea've got lines!
Let us in at once,™

“[x that Chinoe st:ll thera?” asked
Bunter, cautiously.

*Yes, you assi” .

“wWell,, I'm not opening the door
now! I've had a supper, and 1
dﬂﬂ;t t']uelhinﬂli.ued or scrapping with
a Deast eathen.”

“Yuurfu.t bluebottle,” roared Bob.
“If you don't let us in, we'll bag you
when you come out for dorm, and
burst you.™ .

"Thgnhuntfu'[nm will be terrific.”

%11 say, you fcllows, I—I'll let you
in if “ynu‘ff make it pax|" said Dun-
ter. *I don't went a row with that
beastly heathen. ¥'d have let him
have & whack in the stew, if held
been decent. Look here, I'll iat you in
if that little beast will make it pax.

“No makee pax1 Mo killy fat Bun-
tea]” howled Wun Lung. " Buntee
moppea up nicey stew! Mo moppee
up fat Buntee.” : =

*Open this doeor, {::m fat brigand. .

"'I\f::ut till that heathen makes it pax |
said Punter firmly, “I'm not ,gomﬁ
to scrap with him to-night. Tl thrash
the little heast to-morrow, if he likes.

* Look here—"

“Yah "

“?5:"{?!1 :I'.steumnd fat Bunter——->"

£i a L]

“Oh, make it pax, kid," =aid Bob.
“You can't get ti:m?ahurﬁ back again

ou

now, 7you knowl never Boo
vour stew again, unless {:uu get the
X-rays on Bunter! Mske it pax,

there's a good kid.”

Wun Lung hositated. But he was
deeply attached to Bob Cherry, and ha
vitlded the paint.

“ Velly well,” he said. “Me likee old
Fob Chelly welly muchee. Me makee
pax: ma na killy fat Buntes."

“You hear that, fatty 1" roared Bob.
“It's pax—now o a ‘door.”

“I say, you fellows—"

‘Buck up, porpoise.”

“But T say, you [ellows, you'll make
that little beast keep won't you 1
asked Bunter, anxicusly. “You know
what a blessed heathen he 15, He
imsls.:t got eny bigh principles, like

me,

“Oh, my hat! Did your high prin-
ciples make you scoflf his stew, you fat
burglar i

“Elh. really, Cherry—="

“It's pax, fathead; we'll sce it's all
right. Now open the door, or we'll
burst you.”

Billy Bunter unlocked the door at
last. Bob hurled it open, and strode
in, followed by Hurree Singh and Wun

rected them with a fat

Ling. .
in.
eeling very full, and a T:‘.t!a

Bunter
He was
Tre Muicxer Lisrart.—No. 1,175

uncomiortable: Bunter never heeded
the Plimsoll lina when he was takin
in aa But he felt he had handl
the situation rather well. The stew
was now inside Bunter; gome beyond
recovery., And he had forced Wun
Lung to make it pax; so he was safe
from vengeance, All things considered,
the Ow! of the Remove felt that he
had reason to be satisfied.

“I say, vou fellows, I'm sorry there's
no stﬂwr l{it.," he said affably. “I'd
hava left some for you if I'd known
you were coming up. I say, Wun Lung,
it was a jolly staw ! Look here,
I'll stand you a feed just as good, when
my postel order comes! I'm cxpecting
a ]:uiltal ordep-—""

(11 'i'l
looking into the saucepan. * Nicey—
nicey stew—all goneo.”

“Chear up, kid,"” said Bob. “You
can make another atew, you know.™

“No can!” said Wun Lung, shaking
hizs head dolorously. * Missee Kebble

no nother cattes.™

“Wha-a at "

Billy Bunter gave a jump and a
horrid gasp.

“ No can makeo 'nother stew all same

that stew I” weiled Wun Lung. *“No,
got cattee |”

“QGroooght” ;

“A  kikkik-kik-cat!” gasped Bob

herry.

“(Oh lor’ I groancd Bunter.

“My esteemed and disgusting Wun
Lung,” gesped Hurrea Bingh. ™ Did

on make an absurd stew of an excel-
ent and dotestable cati”

“In China, oatee catiee, eatece dog-
gee,” said Wun Lung. * Cattce, dog-
gee velly nicee. Plenty Chinee eatee
caitit'?'l&‘" hl”

YEOOO0O000 :

“Iiallo, hail%, halle, wou lock ill,
Bunter.”

T

‘No can mzakes "'nother lovely
his head dolorously. “Missee Kebble
no got catteal rat Buntce eatea up
all that niur:ﬂ;‘ cattee.”

0

Billy Bunter’s feeling of fat satisfac-
Eiun!hadhleﬁ him. His foce was a
ute astly.

Hg lganedyun the study tsble and
groaned, with beads of perspiration
rolling down his fat face. Inwardly,
Bunter was_feeling awiul. He was
feeling as Vesuvius might be supposed
to fe.ﬂﬁ‘ on the eve of an erupfion.

“Gererrrch!  Goooooohl  Wooooh !
?ﬂnm}ed?Bunm. E.';': E,:}]]? gnﬂuﬁ filthy :1:;
then OU=—gTo0 1sgusting Ba
You —horrible cannibal | Gug-

- i
#Win Lung blinked at him.

“Whatee mattea?” he asked. “You
eates uri' picey stew—you gobble up
all Emt ovely Etl:aa——lu -,

" G rocooooon

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“You'd better think twice before you
bag a stew once, Bunter!” 3

Ow! thought it was rabbit [™

moaned Bunter, “Ow! I thnu%h

erhaps it was chicken, Wow! I—Il—
fﬂﬂ‘i’ﬂl‘ dreamed that it was a k-k-k-k-
cat! Coooh ™

“H ha i* .

“Owl! I'm ill—I'm drying! Send
for a dootor! Wow! 1 eay, you fal-

]mvsTwuwmch i—send for a d.d-doo-
tor l’

“8hall T send for sn_ undertaker?™
esked Bob, sympathetically.

“Owl Grooogh! That—that hor-
rible heathen ought to be sent back to

China! A—acccatl Owl Grooghl
gh,l my insidal Ow!l my tummy!
w AF

““Whatee mattee? Nicey, nicey stew1”
said Wun Lung. “You ne likee that

gonee!'” groaned Wun Tung,
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plenty nicey stew, DBuntee, now Fyou
mop him all up?™

d ot :E:;E.%“ O I=I
viag I" unter. “Ow!
hope yau*ﬁ“hp; hanged! Owi"

“No savvy!” said Wun Lung, with &

look of wonder. F'posa you no likee
that nicey stew, why you moppee him

up "
Wooooooooh 1

Woooogh! FPm

“Ow ! Coocoooch |
Urrrrrreeeh 17

“Ha, ha, hal?

“The esteemed Bunter is going to be
terrifically ill,” said Hurree Jamset
Bam Singh. "You should keap your
hands from the pickfulness and the
stcalfulness, my worthy Buater.”

* Ooooh-br 1"

“Go and die in your own study, old
top,” said Bob., “ We've po room for
dead porpoises here. Don't let Brs.
Kebble know you've scofied her cat,
nr___'__?l

'FG IJ,
“Bhe was Eﬂnd of that cat, and she'll

go to the Head, if she finds out that
you've scoffed Thomas—"

" Weooooooooogh 1Y o

Bunter staggered to the door. Fright-
ful internal heavings warned him of
what was coming. He was reminded
of a Channel crossing on a rough ggg._

“Poor old Bunter!|” gas .
“Ha, ha, hal Pecor old Thomasl!
Choer up, old fat bean; you're better
off than Thomas, anyhow.”

o H a

uncer stagmer AWERY, o ks re
as f[ar as St%:%ly No. '?f rolled iﬁﬁna
there collapsed. After which, any fel-
low ing Study No. 7 would have
heard awful sounds proceeding there-
from—sounds of unutterable woo snd
horror. It was probable that Mrs
EKebblo would mourn for Thomas the
cat, when sho héard of his sad fate;
but it was certain that her grisf would
not be eo deep end heart-bresking us
Billy Buntor's,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not Thomas |

£ ET?” grinned Johnny Bull,
L W “You look & little damp 1

chuekled Poter Todd.
“The dampfulness ap-
pears terrific!” remarked Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh,

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
came in just as the Hemovo were start-
ing for their dormitory. They were just
in time for dorm, after all, owing to the
unknown Chinamen having routed them
put of his car.

“Too bad, old beans,” said Bob
Cherry, “Buzz along to the dorm and
ﬁet those wet things off. You look

rowned,™

#"Jolly near drowned,” eaid Harry,
“and it would have been worse if we
hadn't got shelter for a bit. Come on,
Franky ?"

Wharton and Nugant wara firat in the
dormitory, where theay atri off their
wet clothes, and rubb down with
towels, Now that it was over they ‘were
none the worse for their drenching;
only there was a rather bluish bruise
on Nugent’s knee to remind him of the
car he had barged into.

Wingate of the Sixth, who was secing
lights out for the Remove, began to in-
guire after Bunter. Buonter had noct
come up with the Form.

*“Where's Bunteri?” demanded the

refect,
* *“ whora ugﬂ 0 whore can he bel®
murmurad DBob.

“The young rascall Anybody know
where ho is?” demanded the Greyfriars
captain. Wingate's time was wvaluable,
and he did not went to woste it on »
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From among the Iragments of the broken
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jug, Hairy Wharton picked up an electric pocket-torch and a shorl, sharp

dagger with s curved blade and a hilt of carved ivory [

unimportant a person as a Lower Fourth

fag.

“I think he's still in his study,”
answered Bob, .

“What the thump is he doing in his
study "

“He said ho was dying.”

“ Wha-a-at?™

nr D.Fi DE 1]!

Wingate glared at Bob Cherry.

"YWhat the thump do youn mean, you
young ass?” he demanded crossly,

“I only konow what he told me”
answered Bob meckly., “He said he
was dying. [ course, he may bhave
exaggerated.”

“Ha, hs, ha!”

“MNo such luck!” remarked Vernon-
Bmith.

*Todd, Bunter belongs to your study.
Co down and fetch him up at once!”
snapped the prefect.

“Eﬁ‘m, Wingate."

Paoter Todd left the dormitory. Thero
was a chortle among the Removites.
All the Form had heard of the sad fate
of Thomas now, excepting the two late-
COMmes,

“What's bhappened to Bunter, you
men?” asked Wharton, as Wingate
strolled out into the pasaage.

“He bagged Wun Lung's stew,” ex-
plained Bob. .
“The bagfulness was terrifie!
ghuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“And tho esteemed and disgusting
Chineco told him that the stew was manu-

factured of & preposterous eat”

“0Oh erumba ! ejaculated Nugent.

“Thore’ll ba a row about this to-
morrow, when Mrs. Kebble misses her
eat 1 said Bquiff. “Of course, she
might adopt Bunter as a pet. It wounld
como to the same thing in the circum-
stances.”

£ Hﬂ* ha’ ha !I:I

“Mean to suy Dunter scoffed a cat?®”
gasped Wharton.

“Well, Wun Lung said so,” answered
Bolh. *“I know they eat cats and dogs
in China; but the littlo heathen's auc
a fivbhesr—-="

*TIs it true, Wun Lung?” asked
Harry. .
Wun Lung prinned,

“Plenty tlue,” he mnswered. “Nicoy
cattee, nicey doggee, makee plenty
nicey glub in China! You foleign davils
no savvy how nicey.”

“But, you horrid little cannibal!”
exclaimed Harry. “I1f Mzs, Kebble's
cat is missing, there'll be a frightful
row ™ ) e

“There's o Eng}!}t!'ul row when Lo isn’t
migsing,” remarked the Bounder. I
shan't be sorry to miss his music of a
night.” :
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hoeare's
Bunter.” .

Billy Bunter rolled heavily and feebly
into the dormitory, leaning on Peter
Todd's arm. He looked white and
wretched—very like a passenger after o
severa Channel crossing., He tottered tg
an

his bed, and sat down on it
moanad.

“Feeling bad, old bean?' asked
Squiff.

Groan !

“How's Thomas? inquired Bolsover
major.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Groan |

“Look here! that

Was young

heathen gammoning ¥ asked Wharton
suspiciously. " What did it taste like,
Bunter 2™

“Horrible I groaned Buntér.
“Tid yon scoff the lot1"
"Ow! Yes! Grooogh!™

“Well, it must have tasted all right,
if you scoffed the lot!” said Harry.
“ Perhaps it wasn't the cat.”

Groan | ] ‘

“I—I thought it had a nice taste!"
rmoaned Bunter. “I—I thought it was
some sort of Chineso ﬂ&b‘ﬂut‘ﬂ]{ at the
time,. Now I know— Ooocoooh |”

‘“Ha, ha, ha | .

Wingate came into the dormitery.

“Now, then, get a move op, you
kids! Why aren't you in bed? Why—
what—what's the matter with you,
Bunter I

Groan !

Wingate came over to tho fat junior,
looking quite alarmed. Bunter's ex-
pf&:iﬂ-iﬂn would havo touched & heart of
stone.

He stared blankly at the Owl of tle
Remove. There was no doubt tnat
Bunter was ill. i

“What's the matter, Bunter?”

Groan! .

“I suppose you've becn over-eating,
as usual, you greedy little pig!”

Groan ! y

“Well, what is it?” snapped Wingate,
“Have you eaten something that doesn’t
apres with you, or what?”

“Owl Yes! Wow!”

"“Ha, ha, ha 1*

“MNothing to eackle at in a frllow
being sick, is there? snapped Wingate,
R‘]unninlg' round at the ilario U A
Removites, * Shut up! Now, Bunter!

“1—T1 say, I—1 think you ought tin
lick that beast, Win ata 1”  groancd
Bunter. “I'm ill, I—T think I'm dying?
1—1I hope you'll give Wun Lung a jolly
good hiding! Owl” i

“VWhat's Wun Lung got to do with
it 1

“Ow! He's poisoned mo! Ow!”

Taer Muscxer Lierary.—No. 1,175
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Wingawe juwaped.

“Poisoned you, you young fathesd?
What do you meani”

“Uw! It wuas the stew!” groaned
Buoter. *How was I to know that
that hlthy cannibal had made a stew of
Mrs. Kebble's cat? Owl”

*Mrs. Kebble's cat 1™ ejaculated Win-
gate. ™ Linpossibla ™ .

“They cat cats in China!” groaned

(R F]

Bunter. *“I'd forgotten that! The
gtew scemed all right, only it had a
flavour. Groooogh ™

*§a, ha, hal”

“Silence I roarcd Wingate, “Wun
Lung, come here! Did you tell Bunter

]ri:ru:;d made & stew of Mrs. Kebbla's
cat ™
“Meo telles, nicey ole Wingate,”
answerod Wun Lung, in his soft voice.
“ After he'd eaten the stew "
“Yes, handsome ole Wingate.”
“And waa it the truth?” demapded
Win J;ate.
(£ H“
\‘:‘ingat-:.;"
“You horrid young rascall Get your
clobber on aguin, und I'll take you to

too much tluth, pletty ole

Mr. Quelch at once! I you've
damaged Mrs, Kebble's cat, you'll be
flogged.”

Wun Lung backed away in alarm.

“Mec no wautee goey te micey old
Queleh 1 he exclaimed.

“Well, you'ra going, you young
raseal, and you .can got ready for the
licking of your life ! )

“No wanteo lickee!” wailed Wun
Lung. “Me tellee tluth now. No
makee stew of Missce Kebble's cattee.

Hunter jumped.

“You didn's?”’ he yelled.

“Did you, or didn't you!" demandad
Wingate. .

Wun Lung shook his head. )

“¥Mao likes,” he maid. “Me likee
makee plenty nicey stew of Missea
Kebble's cattce! Bub mo no makea.
Me tellca Buntes, pullee Buntee's leg!
What you tinkes?”

“Ha, ha, ha!l” i

“You mean you told Bunter lies? de-
manded the prefect.

Wun Lung nodded uhenrfqll{r_.

“Chiner tcllee plenty lie,” he ad-
mitted. “Telleo plentiy big lie, nllﬁg
samea tellee tluth, What you tinkee ‘5”

* You—yon—you beastly heathen !
Fnspnd Bunter, jumping off "h:a bed.
‘T'Il jolly well amash you—- .

Wun Lung dodged round the capiain
of Greyiriars.

“You eateco stew, me makes you
tinkce you plenty eateo eattee,” ho said.
“Sorvee vou allee light! Makee yom
plentee stckee 1™ :

“Ha. ha, ha!"” yelled the Removites.

“Are you still ill, Bunter?” asked
Wingate, his face breaking into a grin.

*I—I feel better now!” The news
that he had not, after all, devoured a
F&ﬁ-stuw had bucked Dunter wonder-

ullw.

“ Arg you telling the truth now, Wun
Lung " _

“ Plenty tellea tluth, nicey ale Win-

ate,’

e If the cat iz missing to-morrow=—"

" Ow!” gasped Dunter. HI—I feel
sichk——*

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Hark 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Through the open window of the
dormitory foated o long-drawn sound—
echoing through the summer night

Mizu-ou-au-aaaasu! :

It was the well-known voice of Thomas
the cat!

Dunter started.

“PDh!"™ ha gasped.
Mra. Kebble's cat!”

“IIa, ha, ha [
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“That—that’s

THE MAGNET

Evidently, Thomas the cut waa not,
after all, inside Bunter. Had he been,
he certainly could not have given voice
in that melodious manner. It was ob-
vious now that the wicked little Chinea
had been pulling Bunter’s fat leg—
hmrtihng a uu};j QOriental disregard for the
troth.

Minu-au-au-sasau floated in from an
adjacent roof.

The voice of Thomas the ext was not,
in itself, beantiful, But to Bunter's fat
ears, at that moment, it was a3 sgweet
and harmonious as the music of the
IE]:WTE:'.! It was an indubitable proof
that he was not, as he bad feared, out-
side Thomas.

Wingate burst into a laugh.

“Tura in!” he eaid.

“I'll smash that little heathen beast 1
roared Bunter.

_“Turn in, you young ass! Serve you
right for bagging the kid's grub! Now,
then, if you keep mo wealtinge—"

Uncle {fesling a bump on
Tommy™s head) : “ This must
be a bump of Inquisitiveness,
| think.”

Tommy : * Yes, unale, it ls,
1 was Ilooking In aro
Smith’s desk and the lid fel
down 1 "

D. MecCloughin, Pembroke
Lodge, Southbourne, Bourne-
mouth, Hants, wins a handsome
penknife for this effort. You
see how easy it is, boys. Pile
in with gour rib-ticklers.

ST TR AT T H

Bunter did not keep the pref-:.:ﬂl- walk-
in?. He snorted, an plm}%pd into bed
—feeling quite well now, His upheavals
had bean, aftor all, without ecausc—duo
only to imagination. The stew hal been
a delicious stew, innocent of felino im-
gredients. Bunter hed recovered!

But Bunter did not, as usual, sink
into immediate slumber, and wake the
echoes of the dormitory with his snore.
He had been severely shaken up—ior in
the awiul belief that he had devoured
Thomas the eat, he had been awiully
gick. And Bunter, instead of thinking
of sleep, was thinking of veéngeance.
Instead of gliding into balmy slumber,
Billy Bunter waited for the other fel-
lows to fall asleep, revolving in his fat
mind schemes of dire vengeance on tha
junior from the Flowery Land.

But though the desire for vengeance
was strong in Bunier, the arms of
Morpheus were stronger. The fatk
junior slowly faded into oblivion, and
the echoes of the dormitory rescunded
to his snores.

TR TT A AT

TRV TR T H BB E B

=)

EVERY SATURDAY

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Dead of the Night !

ILLY BUNTER started.

He lifted bhis head from the
pillow and blinked round in the
dark dormitory.

From somewhere in the might came a
single chime.

It was one o'clock !

Bunter grunted.

_He had stayed awake quite a long
time—thinking vepgeance on  the
conning little Chinee who hed punished
him so severely for bagging the stew.
He had settled on his plan—he was
going to cresp silently from bed when
all the Remove were fast asleop, and u
end & jug of water {rom ‘the wach-
stand over Wun Lung. That, Bunier
considered, would pay the dobt wilh
interest, and by pof;lpmg back into bed
again immediately, he would escape the
mnﬁﬂqﬁlmﬁ—ha would be snoring when
tho other fellows turned out to see what
was the matter,

Unfortunately, by the time PBunter
had scttled his plan of action, he was
nodding off to sleep. Gradually hia
scheming merged into dreaming, and he
slept; and his eyes did not open agnin
till one o'clock boomod from the old
clock tower,

It was late—but it was not too late
for vengeance. Bunter sat up in bed
and blinked reund him. He groped lox
his spectacles, jammed them on his fat
little nose, and blinked again,

He listensd intently, to make sure
that zll the fellows were aslecp. Cers
tainly nobody in the Remove was likely
to be nwake at one in the morming.

Save for the faint sound of regular
breathing, all was silent. But through
the silence, a soft sound came to Bun-
ter’s mtent ears.

He started, and listened mere in-
tently. Was it the sound of & footstep
in the shadowy dormitory?

It was unot likely; nobody could be
out of bed at that hour. Bunter ls-
tened harder than ever. .

But if he had heard a sound, it was
not repeated. All was silent and still,

Slowly, carcfully, cautiously, Bunter
crept from his bed. )

It was neccesary to be very cautious
Upending a jug of cold water over a
fellow in bed was, in DBunter's opinion,
& justifiable reprisal, but he did nob
expect anyone else to see it in thab
light. He was quite well aware that
if ha was caught playing such s trick,
ha would get the ragging of his life from
the Bemovites, So he was very cauticus
indeed.

Without a sound, he approached the
wash-stand, and lifted down the jug of
water.

Jug in hand, he crept towards Won
Lung's bed.

The little Chince was three beds awa
from Bunter, and he was very carefu
not to make a mistake In the dark.
Tho darkness was deep in the long, lofty
room ; from the high windows came only
a faint glimmer of summer starlight.
Cautions {‘D‘Hm 0wl of the Removo orepk
along to Wun Lung's bed, and reached

it.

He pauzed thers for & moment to liss
ten. ft seemed to him that there was
somoe soft sound in the dormitory, =
sound as if some other fellow as well as
himself was onc of bed.

Heo listened with all his fat ears.

His heart thumped.

In the shadowy gloom a darker
shadow stirred, and Bunter felt his fat
heart almost furn over.

Semeone was thera—and 1t Hashed
into his mind, with a sadden certainty
(Continued on page 12}



GOOD MEN, AND TRUE!

For m years oricketers of the t peneration used to
ask the g::gahm: “Will there warp;: aﬁuthnr ‘Ranji*' 1™
And at last the answer appears to be in the affirmative, for
the Indian Eumar 8hri Duleepsinhji has srrived, with many
of the batting qualitiea possessed by Ranji, who is, of courss,
his uncle, There have been animated discussions as to whether

a native Iodian
should lay for
England, but on this

hoad it 18 only nee-
ecssary to eay thab
he ia fully gualifed
ender roles govern.
in Test maoateh
criocket, and that if
he had not played,
then Test match
cricket would have
been  considerably
thea poorer. He
was twelith man in
the firat match of
the sent geries,
but got inte the
gide for the second
gamo and joined the
emall band of players—"' Ranji * is nmong them—who made a
ocentury in his first Test againet Australia. HKeen of eye,
supple of body, and mighty etrong of wrist, * Dulesp " ia
& delightful bateman to watch; ever ready to go for the
yune. He is now 26 vears of age, and was eduoated at Chelten.
ham and Cambridge. where his fellow students, finding the
nems much too long, gave him the titla of Mr. Bmith. Others
called him * Tulip.” ~A couple of seasons age he was seriously
ill, but, fortunately, he has recovered completely and, in addi-
tion to hie Teet matoh doings he has scored 333 for Sussex—
the t individual total for thet county—and recently
recorded two centuries in the Oents v, Players mateh, a feab
only performed by one other amateur. In the county match
egainst Kent at Hastings last year Dulespeinhji sccomplished
s fent previously performed by only three batamen in county
ericket—C. B. §‘7: H. Hardinge, and ._E"hilig Mead—that of
sooring & century in the first innings end following this up
with & donble century in the second. * Ranji™ 1s greatly
pleased by the cricket succesa of his I!C’EJ}]BW. and senda him a
nice little chegue every time he scores fifty or more:

E. B DULEEPBINHJI.

i

It wea » real blow to the Australians when Alan Fairlax
waa taken ill and had to underge an operation which prevented
him from taking his place in the side for the third Teat mateh.
He had done quite well in the second game, taking [our wickets
in England's first inpings, and two in the eecond. Alan is
a mediom peoo right hand bowler eomewhat of the Maurice
Tate type, in action and in the fact that he seoms able
to go on sending them down steadily and well for hour after
hour. He stands nearly siz foet high and haa a fine natural
bowling action, Twonty-four years of age, Fairfax Grat
appeared for Australis during the last tour of the Engend
teqrn, oOIDID into  tho
gide for the fifth Test and
with an innings of 65 nasia-
ted his side maeterially to
gain the victory. That
nni proved that he i &
capable baterman, and that
his defenes ia very sound.
though aa yet hia repertoire
of seoring strokes ie limited.
Ie certainly deserves to pot
on in the crickot world, tor
ho is most persistent in s

ractice, and the Australiana
Ve givén away a eectob
goncerning him, More thon

¢ ho has rouscd his room-
2 mnte, Jackson, in the
2 middle of the night and
together thoy have gone
through the process of
seoring  imaginary  bound-
aries the Englich bowlera.
In the fourth Test mateh at
Manchcater Fairfax con-
tributed o very wuselul 49
when Auvstralisa needed rons
badiy. Fairfax 8 keenly
interested in the manu.
Jgaoture ot oricket utensils, and at bome 8 & sslesman of
gports goods.

.- A, !.'I-Pl.l.

Herewith nutshell histories of Fairfax, Sandham, Dulegpa
and McCabe, whose
SPECIAL FREE GI

onee, &0 the story goes,

inhji,
F?;“?m form the subject ol this week's

With the Australian team thers are sevaral p]af-:;m whom all
the expcrts consider are likely to prove & trouble to England
in Teat matches for many wveara to come. One of them is
Stanley McCabe, the * baby ™ of the side, who is now only
twenty years of age. He pgives every promise of developing
into that most useful type of oricketer—tho all-rounder in
the real sense of the word. In build he is very similar to
Bradman, and indecd, when they are fielding or at the wicket
together it ia  weory
difficult to distinguish
one from the other at
any distance. Of couree,
Stanlay MceCabe bhas
not the batting genius
of Bradman as wyet,
but he ia & most useinl

bat for number five
or eix, and is alse a
vory stoady bowler of
the mediom kind, with
a fine action, and cap.
able of making the
ball accelerate off the
pitch. He has also
a "myetery " ball u
his elesve—one which
may turn the wrong
way or altccoativel
go eiraight throug
and deceive the bats-
man. In the field he
is a "boundary”
specialist, guick on his
feet, and bolding any-
thing which comes to
hand. A native of
New Bouth Walss, he
went to Ej"ﬂ'l:lﬂ;f for hia
education, and was given a placs in the State side during the
lagt Austrolinn scason. Being chosen for the trip to Englond
he has certainly made rapid strides, and with the experience
he ig now petting is aﬂmeted to become s reslly great player.
He is a bright boy, with a amile ever ready, and nﬁﬁ & gm-:l of
jokes whic h&l? to keep the Australian party merry and bright,
Loves & game of lawn-tennia or golf by way of relazation.

::"h

8. MoOABD,

-

In a way the story of “ Andy " Sandham is one of the tragediea
of ericket. It has been his misfortune to be known, prastically
throughout his rareer, s Hobbs' partner, and he has had to be
content with & place under the shadow of that great and

lorious batsman. Yot in any other side Bandhem would have

n acelaimed as great in himsell, for there are very fow more
reliable men in the country at the busingss of opening the
innings, and 1f Hobbs had not atruck up that fine um;::'utamtlng
with Suteliffe, Bandbam might have been his partner in dozens
of Tests. ¥You eee, as & bateman, Sandham is essentially
* first mapn in"—a safe and steady player who has scored
over seventy centurios in first class ¢rm[§at. and who has alzo, of
course, played for England against Australia both at home and
“ down under."” Now lorty vears of age, SBandham waa Lorn
quite cloze to the Oval, and as a lad he used to go specially
to that ground to watch Tom Hayward., That there is virtus
in having a cricket idol scems to be illustrated in Sandham's
case, for he followod Tom
Hayward as Surrey's firat
man in., " Andy™ lLas
beem knowm to bowl,
but that iz not hiz seoond
best ericket gualifieation.
Fielding in the * deep"
is his epecial delight, and
there are few men who can
run  quicker, hold them
more certainly, or return
more socurately from the
leng field than this Surroy
man. With Strudwick as
his pariner, Sandham runs
a oricket sohool where lods ¢
are taught how to develop
their game.

Andy hos hiz likes and
dizlikes, and his pet avor-
gmone are the total atranger
who comes up to him end
talks “* ghop,"” end the
sutograph fiends who ask
him to get the autographs A. BANDHAM,
of all the Burrey players, aa well as his own |
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THE MENACE OF TANG WANG!

(Continued from page 10.)

~—that it was not & Remove fellow who
was out of hed. Tt was some intruder
from outsida,

Bunter stood stock still in the dark-
ness, shuddering. The thought of
burglars was in his mind. Certainly, a
junior dormitory was the last place in
the school that & burglar nught be ex-
pocted to visit. There was nothing there
to attract a burglor. Yet DBunter
knew that the shadowy form that loomed
in the gloom was not that of & RHemove
fellow. For one thing, it was too tall—
di as the figure was, he could sec that
it was at least a head taller than him-
self. It loomed over Bunter, silent,
dark—and the next moment bumped into
bin

Thero was & sharp cry of surprise—
the unknown intruder was even Inore
startled than Bunter by that unexpected
collisior in the dark, x

A band grasped at Bunter—and in
sheer terror, the fat junior hurled the
juz of water.

Urash !

Splash |

A fearful howl awoke the echocs of
the dormitery, There was & bump as
someone fell, knocked over by the
crashing jug. The jug went to the Scor
and smashed into & dozen pieces.

Bunter yelled.

Help!

“ Yow-ow-0w |
Whooooop I

He darted away in dire terror of
that clatching hand in the dark. He
bumped inte a bed and sprawled across

ik,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

Bob Cherry, startled from sleep by
Bunter's frantic vell, awoke to fcel a
heavy woight erashing down on him,

He sprang up in bed, in astonishment

Burglars!

and alarm.
“Oh, my hat! What—who—"
H”‘!Hcip * yelled Bunter. " Burglaral
elp ¥

Bob clutched st the eprawling figura
across his legs. His grasp fastened on

Bunter's fat neck,
“Yarooh | ghrieked Bunter. * Loggo!

Help! He's got me! Whooop! Help!
Burglars! Fire] Thioves! Murder!
Whoop 1"

“You silly nas 1" roared Bob.

“Help ! e's got me! Help!”

“What on earth's. the row?" shouted
Harry Wharton. All the Remove were
wide awake now and sitting up in bed
or turning out.

“Halp! Wheop! Murder! He's
choking mea!” howled Bunter. “He's
got' ma by the throst! Help!®

" You ailly owl!" yelled Bob, shaking
th> squirming fat junior. Ity me
that's %’ﬂt you by your silly meck, you
chump ¥s

“What's the row? gyelled the
Bounder.

“That fat 1diot Bunter—nightmare or

something—ho's sprawling on my bed
and howlin g
“Yarcooh! Helpl”
“What's up, Bupter?”
“0Ow! Burglars! Help! Murder!™
“This s what comes scolfing cata

tor supper!” said Bkinner. “1t's a

ddy nightmare.”
m"%ln, Ifl:-gn, h}t:'."

“You fat chump——"

“Help! Murdar! Fire! Burglors!®
ghricked Dunter.

“¥You fat idiot, vou'll have Quelehy
up here soon——"

“ You'll wake up the prefects—"

“Help! Murder!™ ﬂﬂwhﬂ Bunter.
“Heolp! Policel Burglarsi™

“ Shut up 1 gasped Bob.
Tneg Macuer Liprary.~—No. 1,175

“Help I

"Zet a Iigh&’ for goodness’ sakal”
gasped Harry Wharton, *~The howling
am will wake up tha House.™

“Help! Yarcoh! Keep him off 1"

"Keep who off, you crass idiet?”
yelled Bob.

“Ow! The burglar! Wow!® :
Nugent was out of bed, and groping
for g electric light switch. Ha
turned it on, and tﬁa dormitory was
flooded with light.

“Now where's your burglar, you fat
chump 1 roared Rob.

Bunter rolled off the bed, and
blinked round him in the lipht. On the
floor, near the foot of Wun- Lung’s bed,
lay tha broken jug, in a pool of water.
But there was no sign of a burglar! If
there had been an intruder in the
Remove dormitory, he had vanished.

A ————" ——

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
The Chinese Dagger |

H ﬁERE WHARTG&I ﬂﬁ;ﬂd aul'.t ﬂu;

roken jug, and ¢t o

water. 'lgﬁen ha mm at

Bunter.

The fat junior stood quoking. He waa
relieved to find that there was no
intruder in the room. But he was still
shuddering with horror and afiright,
from the touch of the unseen hand £
had grasped at him in the darknesa.

“What on  earth’s bappened?”
excinimed the captain of the Remove.
“Who's been chucking & jug about?”

“Oh dear!™

““What have vou been up to, you fab
dummy? Did you drop that jug?

“I—I eay, vou fe!lnwa., pergmpa he's
hiding under & !

“What" yvelled Johnny Bull.

“(QOh dear! The burglar!®

“You fat chumpl! There woan't ony
burglar 1™

“He touched me!™ howled Bunter. "I
tall you I was touched—"

“You needn't tell us that” ssid
Skinner, “ We know you're “touched" |V

“Beast! I mean——"

"Look here, you fat ehump,” said
Wharton. “Wﬂab have yon been up
tc? You were out of bed, with 2 jug
of water., What idiotio game have you
been playing '™
w“‘ I—Li ‘-‘I'EHIH"!‘- goin

un Lung ! grape

"'What " 24

“1—I mean—"

“"You fat villainl You were going to
drench the Chinee with water, in the
middle of the night?"” exelaimed Bob
Cherry.

“Nunno ! gasped Bunter. “I—Frve
just told ou wasn't! You—you
mﬁq—ﬁl—-ﬁ

“Buntes tellee whoppee,” seid Wun
Lung, who was sitting up in bed, blink-
ing ot the terrified Owl with hiz almond
e¥ea. “Buntes ocomee ‘long  thlow
plenty watea ovee this pool 1i'l Chinee,”

“Yau fat rotter!” roared Bob. “I'll
jolly well—"

“I—] say, you fellows, I—I wosn’t—
I didn't—I never!” gasped Bunter, "I
—I wouldn't, you know! Besides, the
little beast made me believe I'd scoffed
Mrs. Kebble's cat—"

“Ha, ha, hal*

“My bhat!” exclaimed Boeb Cherry,
scrambling out of bed. *We'll jelly
well rag the fat villain—"

“40k, really Cherry—"

“Rump him "

“Y—T :zav, you fellows, keep off I”

elled Bunter. “I ﬂ.u{* tin:;rhp.ps that

arglar’s in the dorm all timea—

o %’uu frabjous ass!™

“ Ha may be hiding under & bed—"
gasped Bunter.

to chuck it over
Bunter.

THE MAGNET

“You born idiot, thers wamn't I-l.'li
burglar—what the thump de you thip
a burglﬂ_r would want in a dormi-

e,

“Ho may have been after Bunter’s
rolled-gold watch1” suggested Skinner.
u i your. watch iy mafa, Bupter!
It's worth twopence, at lenst, ™

“Beast! I tell you he bumped into
me in the dark!” gnsped Bunter. "1
chucked the jug a.t%imﬁ-nh deart Ha
clutched me—"

“Too many films!” said Skinner.
“ Bub-title—the Clutching Hand—"

“Ha, -ha, ha "

“Great Scott!” yelled Johnny Bull

suddenly. “Somebody’s been here ™
"Whﬂt'—_*""

“ Rubbish——"

“Look1” shouted Jehnny Bull. He
was peinting to the floor; and tha
juniors gathered round quickly. Omn
the foor, plain in the ;iect:iu Light,
was a wot trail, legdmf from the spot
where the broken jug lax towards the
door. 1t was distinct trail of
someones drenched with water, dripping
Enf.h water, who bad crossed to the

DOTr.

The juniora stared st it, stupefied.

It was & proof—startling snd un-
expected—that someone had been in the
dormitory, and had heen drenched by
the water from Bunter's jug. Up to
that moment, the juniors had taken it
for granted that Bunter had been
frightened by & shadow in the dark.

“Great pip !” ejaculated DBob Cherry.
“3Bomebody’s been hore——"

“Some fellow from snother dormi-
tory——""' sa1d Harry.

“Bome TFourth Form bounder——"
said Squiff. “Temple's been hr&gginﬁ
that he's going to raid our dormitory.

“Haold onl” exclaimed Wharton,
“What's this?”

Ho stooped over the broken {ug In
the midst of the fragmonts, ley two
objects that the juniors bad not noticed
gt first. One of them was an electrio
paocket-torch.  The other was o much
more startling eobject—a shorft, shar
dagger with o curved blade and a bils
of carvaed ivory.

harton picked it up.

“{ih crumbs!” said Bob, staring at ik
blankly. )

“A—a—a knife!” stuttered Nugent.

“A dagger | said Squiff.

“1 say, you fellowsl 1 told you——>

*8hut up, Bunter.”

“"Put 1 told yo

Wun Lung's almond eyes fixed on the
dagger in Wharton’s hand. A strange
change came over tha little Chince's
faces He leaped from his bed, and ran
to the captain of the Remove, and
Euu%ht the strange weapon from his

AT,

“Chinamen comey here!™ he said.
“A Chinaman?” exclaimed Bob.
“Thiz daggee Chines daggee!” =nid
Wun Lung.
Ty Ly cARp—
‘I say, you fellows, suppose he's under
I:uminr--xﬂ

a
“3hut up you ass! Can’t youn see
thlﬂt II:B bﬂ" e for the ::Lonr':' There's
ashes a o wWay—
P He's gone!” said Bob Cherry.

“Rut who—what——" He hroko off, in
utter bewilderment. Tha discovery of
the Oriental dagger had given a start-
ling shock to all the Remove.
{ghvinuﬁ'l:,rt an armed man had been
in the dormitory in the darkness—a man
with a bared weapon in his hand! It
was a starthng discovery. 3
“How do you know if’s a Chinese
dagger, Wun Lung!” asked Nugent.
Wun Lung, with a strangely sombre
face, pointed to & marking on the thin,
keen, curved blade. It was a sirange
mark to the eves of the Removites; but
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they recognised it as Chinase. They
hu{ sometitoes seen Wun Lung writing
letters home to bis fatber, Chung Lung,
in China, in the strange Chinese
characters that +were written in
golumns from right to left. 'The engrav-
%ﬂf on the bla Ia of the dagger was in
incse—a single, strange sign.

“Sort of trade mark?!” asked Bob

O ong 1 explained Wun L
ang alD wun Lung.

:{Fh“_’"“ﬁ Ha i .

nng—what you c& eapae.

"Ehm%_f” mpej;‘f&ﬂ peveral voices, as
the fellows stared at the Ht'ﬁn on the
da ga:.T:Dum that wiggly thing mean
z sheep :

““ Sheopes, in Chines,” said Wun Lung.
"What you callee tlade markee. Man
whoe males this dagpee markee likee
that, This dagges he makee in
Canton,”™

“] sea] That's the trade mark of n
Canton manufacturert* asked Bob.

Wun Lung nodded.

“That showa that the dagger came
from Chins!” said Harry harton.
mﬂ.mﬂm that a Chivaman has been

His eyes met Nugent'a. Both of them
remembered, at the same moment, the
Chinaman in ths ecar on Courtfield
Common.

“ But—but what could he have been
oing to do with the dagger, whoever
%a was ! exolaimed Peter Todd.

‘-u Ei]—']’: plaps,”

IIEIE;I.
o Great Sooit ™
The Removites stared at one another
with borrified faces. It scemed impos-
pible that any man could have come to
@ dormitory, in the dead of night,
with murdercus intentions.

said Wuar Lung

"1~ say, you fellows—" equenked
Billy Bunter.
“Pry up, fathesd I
1] I.,'___I EH- h )3
* But—but if he was after somebody,
who waa he after 1" gasped Smithy.
“Ma tinkee this pool 1i’l Chinee,”

said Wung Lung.

“¥You—why1 : :

“No savvy. Buot him Chinaman—
snd Chinaman plnﬁ BAYYY [me, no
savvy you fellowa. Me no ssvvy why,
but. me tinkes he comey aftee me.”

“ But—but—=" stammoered Wharton.

It mee too terrible to be true.
But there was that deadly, murderous-
looking weapon, andenti;r Chinesze,
keen ns a razor, dropped in the dormi-
tory by the un‘kncwn who had butted
into Bunter in the dark., For what had
the dagper been intended, if not for
some feorfnl deed |

#He—ha was after somebody I” mut-
tered Nugent. *“He dropped that elec-
tric torch—he must have had it 1n his
hand. He was going to turn on the
light and pick out the fellow he
wanted—" ]

“Looks like it,"” said Harry. “And
then that fat idiot butted imto bim—
thank goodness he did "

“Hallo, hallo, hallel Someone
coming 1” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

IMram without footsteps could be heard
approaching -along the passage towards
tha door of the dormitory. Evidently
a prefect or a master had been roused
by the noiee.

The door of the Remove dormitor
opened, and Mr. Queleh stood frame
in the doorway. )

“Boya! What dors thia mean ™

And Mr. Queleh, with thunder oun his
brow, advanced inte the dormitory.

13

Wuon Lung dissoversd his minor In the Second
Form-room, where Gatly was buslly engaged
grilling & Il]:;ninx, hnpalﬁ on several pems, over

a spirit-stove.
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THE KINTH CHAPTER.
A Mystery !

ENRY BSAMUEL QUELCH
H fixad his gimlet-eyes sternly
on the Removites. Evidentl
he suspected that some mid-

night “rag " was on.
hen, as his eyea fell on the dagger
in Wun Lung's hand, he gaye a violent

start.

“ What—what is that! Wun Lung,
what are you doing with that dangerous
weapon I" he exclaimed. ]

*MNo belong to me, sirl” said the

Celestial. “8ome Chineman dloppee
this daggec hele, sir.,”

“What! Has anything happened,
Wharton 1

“ Yes, somcthing very sorious, I thiak,
agir,” said Harry. * Somebody has been
here, and he dropped this dagger when
ha cleared—"'

“What? Tell me at cneel” 1

Twoe or three vyoices explained
together. The Remove master listened
in blapk astonishment. ,

But for the dapprer, be might havo
supposed that the juniors were ventur-
ing to rag him. Dut the Chinese
dagger was indubitable evidence. No
such weapon had ever been seen at
Creyfriars before.

“Give 1t to me,” said Mr. Quelch.

The dagger was handed to him. The
Form master took it very carefully; the
edge was sharpened to a razor-like
keenness. Hes examined 1t with
astonished eyes.

“There is a mark on the blade—"
he said. . )

¥That's a bang, sir,” said Bob.

{Continued on page 16.)
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{Continued from page 13.)

A what?" ejaculated Mr. Quelch.
k;..;a bang-did you say bang or hang.

1 A

Wun Lung grinned.
“Yang!” he said.

“Yang 1 repoated Mr. Quelch. The
Remove mastdr knew all that was to bo

koown pbout Latin and Greek and half
s dozen European languages, Dut
Chinese was a sealed book to him.

*Yang! Is that a Chinese word t"

“Yes, sir, sanee sheepee.”

“Dear mel” said Mr. Quelch. *“And
this—this odd-looking symbol implies
the word ‘ yang,” which means a sheep |
Bless my spull A trade mark, I sup-
pose. "'I'hi: weapon must have come
from China! It is most extraordinary ™

“I pay, sir,” wailed Bunter, *sup-
pose that villain is hiding under & bed
all this time—"

Mr. Quelch started.

“Perhaps you had better look under
the beds, my hazrn—-—"

“Yes, sir; but we know he's gone”

The beds were looked under; but
thore was no trace of the mrysterious
Chinaman.. Mr, Quelch stood with the
dagger in his hand end a dooply
troublod and perplexed look on his face.
He could scarcely suppose that the
unknown intruder had been a burgla.r*-
there was nothing to burgle in a junior
dormitory., Yet to suppose that the
man had come there with murderous
inteptlons was atummring.

“It is fortunste,” said Mr. Queloh
at last, “that Dunter was awake and
out of bed, What the man can havo
wanted hers is & mystery ; but—" Hae
peused. . * Loock the door when I leavae
{’gu, Wharton, and then go back to bed.

ou maag leave the light burning. 1
will wake the prefeots and have the
houss searched—though I
doubt that the rnscal is gome before
this. However, 1 shall telephone to
Courtfield for a constable to be sent.
You need have no further alarm, my
boyg—*

“Wo're not slarmed, sir!” said the
DONell, Sl good-nigh b

"Well, we -night, my hoya!
Lock the door, Wharton, and do not
open’ it unless you hear my voice ™

* ¥Yes, sir,” said Harry.

Mr. Quelch, very troubled and per-
turbed, left tigm dormitory, taking the
Chiness dagger with him. The door
was closed and locked.

“ Well, this beats the band I¥ said Bob
Cherry, with s deep breath. * We had
some excitement herea when the jolly
old barring-out was on; but this beata
it hollow |

gt :g you fellows, leave the light
onl { ooures, I'm not afraid;
buf——*”

“Rot1” grunted the Bounder. " We
don’t want the light on! Who's afraid
of tho dark!™

“Beast! Leave the light on 1" yelled
Bunter. “1 won't stay hersa in the
dark! I say, you [ellows—"

“Bhut up!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Better leave it on, or we shall have
Bunter in a fit,” said Wharton. *“Get
back to bed—though I'm blest if [

Tee Maigrxer Lieragy.—No. 1,175,

have |ittle

thil:i:lk ;I shall close my eyes apoin lo
night.’

he juniors returned to bed. With
the electric light burning, and the thick
onk door eafely locked, even Willism
George Bunter recovered a little from
his terrora. Moreover, as there was no
sound of alarm in the House, it was
apparent that the search had failed to
reveal any intruder: and thers was no
doubt that the mysterions night-prowler
was far away, :

Wun Lung went to bed with the rest;
but he did not close his almond eyes.
Lights were flagshing on in every room
st CGreyfriars; all the Sizth were up,
and all the masters; the search of the
house wag being conducted with
thoroughness, Bounds of many foot-
teps and the murmur of voices could
be heard. But mothing was heard that
told of nlarm. Wun Lung laid his head
on the pillow, but his eyes gleamed in
the light; he was not thinking of sleep.

o 'E'mt{ t;:nﬂy thinE._ ;h?a.t th;.ik?ad marﬁhaut
was & ol i = arrT
Wharton. o el

“"Mea tinkea,"

“It looks likely,” sanid Bob. *A
Chinaman couldn't ba interested in any
of us—ecouldn’t ever have heard of any
of us, in fact, It's o johony from Wun
Lung's country. Have you got any
%gllr old enemies nt home in the

lowery Land, Wun Long 1"

L1 N’u 88 l”

“Well, &« man wouldn't ba after you
mﬂi{n dsgtiar fnrhnnthinn.-” Chisia [

“Many things bappen in Chipa!
eaid Won Lung. 'PPiaps ha killy,
Plaps he no killy. But he wantee me,
N Bons poi b6 st M et Bl

* 't you be afrai 1d,” said Bi
Bunter patruuiaingiﬁlﬂ]‘ I've saved ynu{
life; and if you're in danger sgain just
call on me—1I'll save wvou 1"

"%ﬁ Buntse velly mii::tinaa.';h @

= ,» you ungrateful heathen!" ox-
n]mmuf tgg Owl of the Remove indig-
pantly, " Haven't I Lnﬂ:,r well saved
your life by tackling that villain in the
dark? You fellows can cacklg=——*

“Thanks—we will I"” gaid Bob. “Ha,
ha, ha ™

“You can cackle!™ roared DBunter,
“But precious few of you would havae
had the nerve to tackle an armed
villain like I did. It was sheor presence
of mind made me knock him down with
the jug. If he hadn’t got away so jall{
quick, I'd have nabbed him, too.
wish he'd I'd show
you.™
“0Oh, my hat!” welled Bob Cherr
suddenly. *Thera's & Chinamsan in !tifg
dorm| Look outl”

iy B olinweil bosiiug: ol

illy Bunter plunge ong under
the bodelothes. .

“Ha, ba, hal*

“Owl Helpl Yaroooh! Helpl”®
came & muilled roar from DBunter, from
under his blankets. *Keep him off |
Yarooohk! Help!™

*“Ha, ha, ha !’ yelled the juniors.

“I say, you fellows, belpl HKeep bhim

off 1"

“You gilly owl!" roared Bob. “It's
all right! Don't be such & blessed funk!l
Sbut up, you howling jackasa!®

Bunter peered out from under his bed-
clothes. 1t waa borne in upon his mind
that if there bad been an armed and des-
rarate Chinaman in the dormitory, the

ellows would mot have been roaring
with laughter.

¥ J—1I say, you boast!” gasped Bunter.
“You said there was a Chinaman in the
dormitory, you rotter|”

“ But

“Zo there 1a," anawered Bob,
& young cne, and hi name's

come back-—and

it's only

Yun Lung.
“Ha, hﬂ ha ¥
“ Beast!’

THE MAGNET

Nothing more was heard of what Billy
Bunter would do, if the Chinaman came
back. The fat junior laid his head on
the pillow, and 'was soon ing. The
other fellows intended to remain awake,
&nd for a long time there was discussion
of the mysterious inoident. But they
dropped off to sleep at. last, only Wun
Lung’s slenting eyes remaining unwink-
ingly open till the light of dawn
:thrm;p_ 1?}3 ﬁt the h.:fh wi.ndnw:,ﬂand

@ Tising- olan out over rey-
friarg Schogl. ke .

E——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter s Not Takipg Any !

REYFRIARS 3CHOOL was in a
state of considerable excitement
the following morning.

The strepge episode in the
Remove dormitory was the one topic. As
& subjoct of discussion, even the late
barring-out 1n the school was dismissed.

Not a treace had been found of tha

sterious intruder.

t was clear that he had flad from
the spot the moment the slarm wes
given. And the constable who had coms
ugl from Courtfiold found the place
where he entered the House and sp-
parently left. A section of glass waa
found to be cut from & downstairs
window, which had enabled him to open
the window from outside., Who he wasa,
why he had come, whither he had gone,
remsained inexplicable.

If the man had been a burglar, no
doubt, strange to the interior of the
ﬂ:hunl', be found bhimself in a junior
dormitory by mistake. And thst wes
the theory generally received.

But the Chinese dagger hinted that
the unknown man was a Chinaman, and
Chinese burglars in England were cer-
tainly fow and lar between. ¥et if his
cbject had pot been theft, it waa diffi-
oult to imagine what it could bave bean.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
could not help thinking of the Chinsmwan
they bad met on Courtield common, in
conpection with the strange affair, It
was & ooincidence, at least, that he
should have been there only & few hours
beiore the mysterious visit to the
Remove dormitory.

They discussed the matter with their
chums in break ¢t moroing: and it
wos decided thet Wharton should men-
tion it to Mr. Quelch.

2o, after third lessom, when the
Bemove was dismissed, the captain of
the Form etayed behind when the other
fallows wont out, and stopped at Mr,
Quelch's desk.

Mr. Quelch was looking thoughtful
and & little troubled that morning. Ib
waa oclear that the mysterious event
worried him o g&ﬂd doal.

“What is it, Wharton?" he asked, as
the captain of the Remove came o his

And Wharton explained, his Form
master listening very sttentively.

1 thought I ought to mention it, sir,”
bha concluded. " Wun Lung is sure that
the man wak a Chinaman who came last
gight] and bo thinks the fellow was after

im."

“ Why ghould Wun Lung think e 7**

“Only begausa he's sure the man was
s Chinaman, siz."

“There is no proof that the burglar
was & Chinaman, Wharton: only the
fact that he left & Chiness wespon
l::r:!h.imih him is & sort of presumptive avi-

oo,
“Wall, ©Chinese depgers arent

common in Eogland." azid Harry
dubioualy.

“That is trio, of courss. The faok
that you saw a Chinaman in the neigh-

bourkeod of the school renders it morse
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probable that the man last nignt waa
Chinesa.  His leaving the car hidden,
without lights, in an obsoure lane,
and his producing & revolver when
he found you and Nugent in the
-car, ocertalnly ueems to hing  that
he 15 o guestionable charscter. 1 shall
33 on this information to the police.
ou did quite right to tell me about it,
Wharton. If it was tho samo man, your
description of him may be uzeful.™

Mr. Queleh reflected.

“You did not potice the number of
tho car?”

“No, sir. It was too dark to notice
anything; and, of ocourse, We mnever
thought—-="

“.HJI course not. Or the make of the
car

“It was & saloon car, sir. I think an
expensive one. But I couldn't say whist
wmake.”

" YVery well, Wharton.”

And tha c:;_:nt.a.in of tha Remove {ol-
lowed his [riends, lcaving Mr, Quelch
with & very thoughtful wrinkle on his

w. Wharton joined the Co. in the

quad.

“Hallo, halla, hallo! You've told
Quelchy " asked Bob Cherry.

Wharton nodded.

“Yes: he seems to think there's gome-
thing io it," he answered. *“ My own
idea 15 that 1t was the same man.
think it stands to reasom., The fellow
was up to something, and last night
showed what he was up to,”

*1 think so, too,” said Nugent

“But we don’t know what his game
was,” said Johnny Bull.

“ No, unless he. was somo joker from
China, with s grudge against Wun
Lung’s family,” said Harry. " The kid
seoms to think so’

“"Life is d]erel'.t.}* cheap in China, I
beliave,” said Bob. “I uui[maa A TAD
who had a down on Wun Lung's pater

might thindk of taking it out of the kid
with a dagger. But—""
B-“ﬂit_lﬂﬁmn rather thick,” said Johnoy
u L]
“ My esteemed chums—"

“Go it, Inky,” said Bob. * What
have you got in 2;::-111- old black noddle?”

The nabob of Bhanipur smiled.

“The thinkfulpness in my csteemed
brain-box has been terrifie,” he
answered. “What we do not know
about that worthy and raszeally China-
man is enormous, but we know that he
was after something in this esteemed
schoal.™

**No doubt about that,”” egreed Bob.

“Then, aa it did not come off, what-
aver it was, is it not terrifically probable
tkat ho will try again¥"’

“Not if he's o burglar,” said Johnny
Bull. ' *Ha would ba scared off.”’

*I do not thinkfully opine that he was
& burglar, my esteemed Johnny. If it
was something else, he has failed, and
he may try spainfully.”

“Likely enough,” said Harry. “Buat
what—""

“If he also was the man in the car,
he does not know that there was any sus-

fulness of his esteemed self. There-
ore, my csteemed chums, it 15 prepos-
terously probable that he is still in this
esteemed vicinity, and looking out for
another chance to get at the ridicelous
Wun Lung."

“1 suppose s0,” said Harry thought-
fully, *“ Thero's nothing to connect him
with what hsappened Inst night, or to
stop bim hanging about here if he wants
to. What about it?”

“By toking o little walk abroad, my
esteemed chum, we may happen on him,
if he is hanging about. You two fellows
know him by sightfulness; and if you
spot him, we can spot also the number
and make of the car, and have some
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estecemed bmformation for the excellent
and fatheaded police.”

“ Good agg! exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“It can't eny harm, at any rate.
Let's taks a trot.”

“ May az well,"” assented Wharton,

And the Famous Five walked out of
gates, and spent the next hour wander-
ing in the highways end byways in the
vicinity of the school, keepin wmg eyes
open for & saloon car driven %y z China-
mann.

Nothing came of it, however, and they
returned to the school, not very much
disappointed, for they had not expected
much. But it was agreed that after
elassen that day they should teke a
longer walk, and hops for betier for-
tune.

When the Remove were dismissed that
day, therefore, the Famous Five started
for the gates at once. And a fat youth
rolled swiftly on their track when they
started.

“1 say you fellows "’ squeaked Bunter.
“ Buzz off, fatty!”

Bunter hurried on and joined the
Famous Five. Thﬂl“' were tauking the
direction of Courtficld; and Courtfield
to Bunter's fat mind, was associated
chiefly with the bunshep there. :

“1 say, you fellows, l;'H come ! said
Bunter affably. “*You fellows can stand
the tea—"

“What tea, fathead®”

Buunter winked. .

“] know yluw're goin
shop,” h. answered. “You can’t gam-
mon me, you know. I'd stand you
fellows & jolly good spremd only I've
heen disappointed about a postal order.
I'll tol! you what—you stand the feed
to-day, and I'il stand onp to-morrow—
my postal order is sure to come in the

{Continued on next page,)

to the buns
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morning. Is from one of my titled
relations—"*

“We're not going to the bunshop,
fatty—we're not going to tea at all.”

*He, he, he|” ]

“¥What ace you cackling at, you {fat

imapge?™

“{rammon 1" sald Bunter. " He, he,
hﬁ I.H'

And Bunter rolled on after the chums
of the Remove. They reanched the
common and toened off the roed into

the little narrow lane that led towards
Popper Court. DBunter halted.

“1 pay, vou fellows, that sin't the
way to Courtfield ! he exclaimed.
“Leook here, stick to the road, Those
ghort cuts are too jolly muddy after the
rain last night*

“We're not going to Courtfield ™
bawled Bob,

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

The Famous Five walked on. William
Geoorge Bunter gove an irritated snort
and rolled after them.

“1 say, you fellows—"

:Er-r-r-r«-rf" e B it

re yor going to Popper Cour
asked Bupter, “i!ean to say that Sir
Hilton Popper ha- asked you to teal™

Boly Cherry ehuckled.

M Likely—after the rows we've had
with him lately,” be said.

“If he has, I'f]l come—-"

“ Fathead 1"
_“Then  where going 1™
demanded Bunter.

*Oh, come on " aaid Nugent. “The
fact i3, you fellows, we want Bunter
this time. Bunter may be vseful.”

“Eh?" said Buntor.

The Qwl of the Remove wanted a feed,
but he was not troubled by any par-
ticular desire to be useful.

“If we meet the Chinaman——>"

“"Wha-a-t 1™ ejaculated Bunter.
““Buntor ean take the lead,” went on

aro you

Nug}ent. “If he gets killed the loss
won't be really serious—"
"' Ha, ha, ha 1™
‘Good egg!"” satd DBob heartily.
“Come on, Buntes "
Billy Bunter halted.

i

a-a-t are you fellows up to?™ he
demanded uneastly

“We're looking for the giddy China-
man,'” expluined Bob. *“The joker
who dropped that dagger in the dorm
last night,™

“"Oh!" pasped Bunter,

“Come on, Bunter! You'll bo the
right man in the right place if we meet
him. A really brave chap, regardless of

danrer—="
:‘%Iea. ha, ha !

say, you fellows, d-d-d-do you
think there’s any chance of—of meeting
that Chinese beast?” pgasped Tunter.

“¥Yes, rather! May mect him any
moment in this leneiy place—"

1] DW !F‘

“He micht jump ont from behind a
hedee any second ——=""

“ Yaroooh 1"

* Aren't you coming, Dunter?” roared
Bob Cherry, as the fat junior turtod end
scuttled baok towards the road.

“U’ome on, Bunter "

“TWo want yvou, Bunter 1”

“The wantfulness 13 terrific,
esteermed Dunter.’

“l=—I've got to sce a fellow 1™ pasped
Bunter over his shoulder. “Sorry 1
can't comd! Got to zee & chap 1™

*Ha, ha, ha "

And William George Bunter vanished
from sight, going strong. The Famons
Five chortled and resumed their way.
They had a hope of coming across the
mysteriona Chinaman; but William
George Bunter, evidently, was not
taking anv
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
“Uncle Chung ! *

UVZZEZEZE 1
B Mr. Prout started from n dore.
FProut, the master of the Grey-

friars Fifth, was in tha Head's

study—Frout being headmaster pro
tem. during Dr, Locke’s absence. The
Head of Greyiriars was still ill, and

away from the school, and Prout was iath

carrying on—hence his occcupation of the
Chief Beak's study.

It was & warm afternoon, very warm,
and Prout, who was doing Greek pespers,

was nodding over them. Prout liked
playing headmester, even if only a tem-
porary one, but he was feeling t end-

of-the-term feeling, and was counting
the days to the holidays. Bitting in the
Heod's chair, at the Head's writing-
table, Prout nodded and dozed—till he
was startled into wakefulness by the
buzz of ths sdophone bell.

“ Idear me,” said Prout.

s picked up the receiver.
_ “Hallp|” yawned Prout
mstrument, :

“Greyfriara School?” came & volco
that had a =oft, silky tone in it and
struck Prout as foreign, though it had
oo strangse accent,

1}__]!""IliliIIEI!IHIIIII!I!III!iIIilillIIiII!Hl5IHIH$IHIII!IHIH

COMPOSE A CREYFRIARS
LIMERICK
and
WIN A POCKET WALLET,

Here's this week's winning effort :

into the

=

=
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An Upper Fourth Form man
named Fry
try.
He was caught by Bob
Who hit him hard ver
And now Fry hoas got a
Sent in_by Sam Hoy, of 5,
Adwick Terrace, Ferrybridge
%HIIII’.‘IIIIEHIIIHHil'lliiilillllilllllillﬂlII'IIIEI!IIII!H!IIII E

“Yes, this is Greyiriars—Mr. Prout

“Mas I speak to the honoured head-
master 77
he went on: “Dr. Lecke is away from
the school at present. In all matters
his place, but it it is & private matter,
letters will be forwarded.”

“Rhe

" Chung—Mr. Chungl”
titne. He was wide awake now. Such
a name as Chung was enough to make
take notice. “Did you  say—h'm |—
Chung*"

“Oh, I understand! I really beg your
pardon,” snid Prout. If his interlocutor
by such a name as Chung, and would
not have been surprised if i1t had been
I do for you, Mr—er—Chung "

“It would give me great pleasurs to

“¥Your nephew?!"

“His name 13 Wun Lung.”
that he might hive guessed that a
Chinese gentleman who telephoned to

To score A hiﬁ?]lill onoe did
GCherr
ava ] ﬁaﬁk
Road, Pontefract, Yorks.
spoaking.”

“Dear mel” said Prout again; and
connectod with the school I am taking
“Thank you! My name is Chung.”

“Dear me 1" said Prout for the third
the sleeprest Formn master sit up and

“Yez: ] am a Chinese”
was a Chinese Prout was not surprised
Hung or Lung or Wung. " What can
gec my nephew.”

“0Ch!" eaid Prout., Really, he felt
the Head would be a relation of Wun

Lung and Hop Hi. the only Chinese at
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Groyfriars, “I—J see. You desire to
call et the school to gee Wun Lung.”

“That iz my desire, honoured sir. I
have arrived in Euﬁland only this morn-
ing, by way of Folkestone, and the
achool i::-am g on my way to London, I
should be incstimably pleased to call,
as I am proceeding to don by car.
I desire to embrace my beloved nephew
and to bring him news of his honoured
ar, Chung Lung.”

¥ dear sir, 13?' come on AR 100N
a5 you wish,” ssi r. Prout., “I shall
be very happy to see you, and I have
no doubt that the boy will be delighted,
At what time may I expect yout"”

“1 shall leave Folkestone im-
mediately,” said Mr., Chung. “1 have
rested and refreshed myself, my
bonoured sir, and desire to pursus my
journey, and have hired a car for the

£

purpose. I am told that I shall require
a little over an hour to make the journey
to Courtfield, which I am given to under-
stand is near the schaol.®

“Quite so, eir,” said Mr. Prout.

“Then I will warn Wun Lung that you
will be here in about an hour or so.”

“You are exceedingly kind, Mr,
Prout.

“Not at all, sir—not at all
Delighted,” said Prout.

And after & few moce polite exproes-
sions, smacking of the Flowery Land

its honorific manners and customs;

the Chinese pentleman rang off.

Prout sat down again.

Prout, like other schoolmasters,
rogarded wvisits from parents and rela-
tions with mized feelings. But he was
prepared to give & very courteous wel-
come to a Chinese gentleman who had
only just arrived from the other side of
the world. Hitherto, none of Wun
Lunog's people had ever been seen at the
school: the jour was much too
extensive a one for his father or other
relations to underfake it. Mr. Prout
was, in fact, rather curious to see what
Wun Lung's uncle was like, wondering
whother he would arrive in European
garb or in the flowing and gorgeous gac-
ments of the Orient.

He rang for Troiter, and told him to
Etndd Wun Lung snd send him to the

udy.

In a few minutes the Chines of tho
Romove presented himself.

Ha blinked at Prout rather warily
with his slanting eyes. A summons to
the Head’s study generally meant
trouble for a junior.

But the portly Fifth Form master
aoon reassured him. He gave the little
heathen & benevclent smile and a nod.

“ART Wun L I" said Prout, in
his fruity vo'ce, You have—er—an
unolse nam Bung—no, no, Chung--n
Mr. Ghung "

"TE&. gir "

“You will be pleased to hear that
Mr. Chung his arrived in England,”
said the TFifth Form master.

Wun Lung’s eves opened wide.

“Uncle Chung comey to England ™
he ejaculated.

“¥Yes, he landed at Folkestono tao-
day and has telephoned me,” suid Mer.
Prout. “He desires to call here and
goe you. No doubt you will be wery
pleased to 2ce your uncle, my boy, es
vou are so far from your native land
and vour rolatives.”

“Ma plenter muches pleases, sir!"
seid Wur Lung, ond there was no doubt
that the little Chines looked P]EE‘LEL'--LI-
*“Hop Hi bo velly pleases, too”

“Very good!” snid Mr. Prout, bere.
volently. “ Now, your uncle will be
here in fittle more than hour, Wun
Lung, #o vou had better be in the
visitors’-room at that time, ready to
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sce him. Probably he will not stay
long, as I understand that he is going
on to London in his car. He did not
mention your brother; but no doubt be
will desire to sea Hop Hi also. It is
now "—Mr. Prout glanced at the Head's
clock—" half-past fve! At half-past
eix, Wun Lung, you had better be In
the visitors’-room, ready, and 1 will
briog Mr. Chung thers when he calls.”

“Velly good, sir,” )

Prout made a aign of dismissal, and
Wun Lung left the study.

His little, yellow face was beaming as
be plided down the corridor with
soft atep.

Prout waa right in supposing that the
little Chinee would be glad to seo B
relation from bis native land. Al
though be never gave a sign of it, and
was generally one of the happiest and

most contented fellows at Greyfriars,
Wun Lung [elt the distoot aration
from his own country and his own
people. He was overjoyed to think of
meeting 8 near relative, in the island
in the North Sea that was so far from
the Flowery Land.

He looked for Hop Hi of the Second
Form at once, tb apprise his minor of
the good nows. He found Hop Hi in
the Second Form room where some of

the fags wera having onc of their un- L

holy spreads, Gatty of the Second was
grilling a herring, impaled on several
ﬁgnﬁ, over a spirit-stove, and his chum

yors was warning him not to burn
it—warnings that were in vain,
waa a strong scent of burning fish
Wun Lung glided in.

He tald Hop Hi the news, speaking in
hia own tongue aa he generally did
in converstation with hia minor. Bome
of the fags grinned as they listencd to
the flowing Chinese. Hop Hi's face
brightened like his major's as he hs-
tened: but to the Second Form fage,
it was really smazing that that sue-
cossion of monosyllablea conveyed o
meaning.

“0Oh, my hatl” said Gatty, staring
round, from his IE:“IHI]'RI'E; task., “ Mean
iﬂ{_ ?ﬁy vou understand that cackle, Hop

1

Hop Hi grinned.

“ Me savvy Chinee,” he answered.

“Bounds like cracking nuts, to me,"

aaid Gatty.
“Plenty hbeautiful language,” said
“&'nose your likea: me teschee

Hop Hi.
vou speakes some Chines.’
“No joily fear!™ said Gatty,
promptly. .
" Chineo plenty lovely talkeo!” said
Wun Lung.

TErS
a4

“How would you say fish in Chinesa 1"

asked Myers. “S'pose you were speak-
;E?gﬂcpf this herring, how would you put

“¥ul" said Hop Hi.

“ Not me, sss, you—I1 don't know any
Chihese.”

“Yul” repcated Hop Hi

" What do you mean, fathead—me?”
saked Myera, staring at him.

Hop Hi chuckial.

“¥You no savvy, hc said.
Chinea, yu!"

“Oh erikey!” said Myers. “Yu!
What a word for a fish! T wonder all
ou Chinks den't chuck Chinese and
earn English.”

“Chince mucheo betteas,™

“Oh erumba! I like that ! chuckled
Mrors, “Much hetter—my hat! Dut
goe en—it's quite funny! Tell us about
this herring in Chinesges.”

“Dje go chih buh deh I said Hop Hi.

Wun Lung burst into a sudden
chortla as his minor spoke. Apparcntly
he saw something comio in the words

“Fishee in

ity

.-..im&-l’.l"i‘

> 2 A
2 A1)

that sounded like utter gibberish to the
fags of the Second.

“My word!” said Gatty,

w “"Is that
inose

“That Chinee!" assented Hop Hi.

"And it means this herringi" said
Gatty, in wonder. “Well, it beats
Latin end Greek and German all rolled
togethert What are you cackling aot,
Wun Lung®" Gatty, who wes cock of
the walk in the SBecond Form, glared at
the two Chinese suspiciously, suspecting
that his leg was being pu]!i’ed* “Look
here, youn checky liitle pagan, what
woere you saying about this herring 7

“Dija go chih buh dch!" answered
Hop Hi blandly.

“But what does that mean exaetly ™
domanded (Gaity.

“Meanee, no can eatee that helling,”
explained Hop Hi. " Mceanee that ﬁﬂﬁua
ne good to eatee,”

“Why, you cheeky little monkeyr,”
exclaimod Gatty in great wrath, “ Here,
you look after thizs herring a minute
Myers, while I pull his pigtail.”

Muzjor and minor hastily retreated
framm the Seccond Form room before the

Yy
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Hop HI went band-
ling out of the win-
ll!aT;Ed and Wmii:uu!:
recklessiy
after him. The
slash of a knifs
behind missed Won
Lung by a fool or
more as he jumped
[rom the window.

wrathful Galty could come to close
quartcers,

An hour later, Wun Lung and Hop
Hi were in the visitors’-room watching
the quadrangle from the window for
the arrival of Uncle Chung.

Both ¢f them were rather excited;
aind they talked to one another exuber-
antly in the languagse which Gatty had
described es mmmbﬁng ihe eracking of
nuts.

“Ni kan!" exclaimed Wun Lung, and-
denly, as a car came up the drive—a
very handsome saloon car with only
one occupant, who was driving. * Look 1™

The two Chinese looked curiously at
the motorist. He wore ordinary Euro-
pean clothes. Apparently he bad met

with soma accident on the road, for
thera was s bancoge tied acioss his
face, stained bhere and there with red.
But above it his dark, slanting eves
could ba seen—the oyes of a Chinese,
Little more could be scen of his face
than the almond eyes. Leaving the cor
on the drive, the Chinese gentlenun
passed into the House.

Tee Macywer LiEmanrr.—No. 1,175,
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Wun Lung end Hep Hi walted. Mr,
Chung had to see Prout before he saw
bhis nephows. He was shown immedi-
ately into the Head’s study, where Mr.
Prout greeted him very ﬁama A
Trotter had takem in his card which
bore the pame ™ Mr. Chung " in Roman
lettera. In Chinese characters it would
have puzzled most inhabitants of the
M v, Chaog,” ssid Prout, glanci

“Mr. ung,” sa rout, glano
at the card and then at his visitor, %
am glad to meet you, airl
scated.” )

He shook hands with the Chincse
gentlemnan efusively. Mr. Chung was
dressed like s European, in very well-
cut and obviously expensive clothes, He
had the air of 2 man of wealth.

“You have met with an accident,
sir " asked Prout, with a glance at the
stained bandage on the visitar's face.

“It is a little trifle, sir,” answered
Mr. Chung. *“The car swerved, and 1
ran inte 2 bough that drooped over the
road and cut my face s little. But a
very kind and honourable gentleman
bound it up for mie. It is nothing.”

Ha made a gesture as if dismissing a
mere trifle and sat down. Prout, =s
& matter of fact, was rather busy; but
he felt called upon to be genial to a
visitor from so distant a land as China;
also, he rather liked playing head-
master. So he set himself to be vory
polite to the Chinese gentloman, Mr.
Chung answered courteous guestions
about hia voyage from China and his
railway journey in Eurcpe; zll the
tine treating Prout with a sort of
polished deference, which had a very
gratifying effect on that gentleman.

Prout was guite enjoying the con-
versation, when Mr. Chung murmured
some reference fo his nephew. Thua
reminded that he, Prout, was not really
the person Mr. Chung had specially
called to see, the temporary headmaster
rose to his feot.

*Your nephewe are in the visitors'-
room waiting to see you, sir,"” he said.
“Ab least, I’ instructed Wun Lung to
awalt you there and I have no doubt
he i3 doing so. Pray let me show you
the way.”

“You are too kind, eir!" said Mr.
Chung.

“Not at all, sir, not at all!” said
Frout, benevolently.

And the portly gentleman conductod
Mr., Chung to the visitors’-room and
opened the door of that apartment.

“Wun Lung! Hop Hi! Ab, you aro
here! This 13 your uncle! Pray stop
tn, Mr. Chung!"

With a graceful bow Mr.

assed into the visitors'-room en

rout shut the door and returned to
the Haad's study.

“A very pleasant gentleman!™ said
Prout to himself as he sat down in the
Head’s chair at the Head's table again.
“A vory pleasant and agreeable gentle-
man indeed! .An educated Chinese is
undoubtedly very agreeable !

Pray be

Ch uns;

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Traek of the Tyre,

b HAT the placei” asked Bob
Cherry,
“That's 1t1"

_ The Famous Five stopped
at the epot where the Chinaman’s car
had stood the previous night, when
Wharton and Nugent had tn.lfen shelter
in it from the rain.

It was the loneliest apotina very lonely
lane, shut ih by high tress. Tho lano
was rutty and stecp, and never used by
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cars; and it was, perhaps, the safest
place in the neighbourhood to conceal a
car while the owner was ooccupied
surreptitiously in the vicinity.

The weather was fine enough now;

bright sunshine streamed down from & h

cloudless sky. DBut the lape was still
dainp from the heavy rain of the night
before, and the tracks of the fyrca wera
perfectly plain to the view.

All the famous Five were Scouts,
and, very keen Scouts; and fhey ex-
amined the tyre marks, in the hope of
discovering something .from them. It
was casy to read that the car had been
run up the lans from the Courtfield
road, and left there; and that alter-
wards it had backed and turned, and
gone back to the road. It had turned
with difficulty in the narrow lane, and
there were signs where it had bumped
into a hedge. Beyond the spot where
the juniors had seen the car the night
before there were no traces; it was
clear that $he Chinaman had gone no
farther in the direction of Popper
Court. The car had been parked in
the lane, and that was all

“The jolly old trail's plain enough,”
said Bob. “We can follow it down
to the Courtficld road—but after that
there's nothing doing; too many cars
about.”

Wharton nodded. He was scanning
the tyre tracks carefully. Three of the
tracks showed a diamond pattern; tho
fourth was plain.

.“The man's had a new tyre put on, H

some time,"” he remarked. “Not the
same make sz the rest—which I suppose
were supplied with the car. I should
know this track again if I saw it.”

“MNot likely to see it again!" said
Nugent.

“ You never know,” said Bob. “We'll
make a jolly old mental note of it,
anyhow. Left rear wheel, plain tyre.
Threa others diamond-studded, Let's
keep an eye open for the trail, any-
how."

There was nothing more to be
lemrned on the spot; and the juniors
left it. They followed the lane back
to the Courtheld road. In the muddy
lane there were plenty of traces of the
car, both coming and going. DBut in
the high road every sign wasz lost.

But the Famous Five did not give ug
hope. On the high road they coul
learn nothing; but it was possible that
the car had followed other by-roads,
and, if o, there was & chance.

S0 for a long time the chums of the
Removo industriously searched and
scanned & network of by-lanes, hunﬁgg
for a track similar to the one they h
found in Popper's Lane.

The search was fruitiess, however.

It drew near time for calling-over,
and the five juniors gave it up at last,
with the intention of resuming the
search on the morrow. They came back
into the main road, and walked on to
Greyiriars.

Then &ll of a sudden, Bob Cherry
gave a yell,

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!”

" Whatt"

“Look " gasped Boh.

There was & muddy patch of ground,
where the road badly needed repair,
And in that Fntch were the tracks of
several sels of tyres, where motor-cars
had passed. Among them, fresh as
paint, was the track of a car with three
diamond-patterned tyres and one plain.

# (freat Scott!™

The Famous Five halted, and stared
at the track.

Tt was unmistakable,

“But—but this is & fresh track!” ex-
claimed Wharton, in great excitement.
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“It wouldn't have lasted long here,
with 80 many cars and carts passing.
It'a not half an hour old, at the most,”

“The joker's still hanging about,
that's a cert,” said Nugent, *or else he

as come back again a?ter clearing off.
This car came from Courtfield, and went

on towards Greyfriara.  Must have
passed the gates, from the direction it
was going im.™

In keen excitement the juniors

fellowed the track, but & fow yards
Earther on it was lost on the smooth
road. They kept on towards the school.
Unless they were deceived by a track
strangely similar to the one they were
seeking, the mysterious Chinaman's car
had passed along thet road less than
half an hour ago, going towards Grey-
fnnﬁ.

“ He—ha can’t have boen going to the
school—openly |” ejaculated Wharton.

“Not likely! But he mmust have
passed the gates!” said Nugeot. “‘We
may pick up something farther on.”

But the Famous Five arrived at the
school dg_a.tes without making any
further discovery,  They tu in at
the gates, and as they followed the
drive -towards the House, Bob gave
another yell

“Ha's heret

" Great pip!”
The drive, still domp from bheavy
rain, showed clearly in several places

the track of tyres where & car had evi-
dently driven in and gone up to the
Ouse.

_ The juniors gazed at the track almost
in stupefaction.

“ It—it's the same!” gasped Wharton.
“Here's Gosling-—let's ask Gosay.”

Gnslini was adorning the lapdsecape

outside his lodge. The Famous Five
hurried over to him.

The ancient porter of Greyiriars eyed
them suspiciously.

_ “Gosling, old bean, has a car driven
in lately " asked Harry.

“Which it has,’’ answered Gosling.

“A saloon carl”

“Which it was.”

“Where ia it nowi™
_ "As it ain't gone oul again, I s'pose
it's waiting _at the 'Ouse!"” answored
Gosling. “Don’t tiﬂu get larking with
that car, because the "Ead’s away. Wot
I says 13 this ‘ere—"

“Did you notice who drove it?”

“Course I did,” answered QGosling.
" Forslgn gentleman.”

“A-a-a Chinamani” %luped Wharton.

Gosling blinked at him.

“You seenn him1" he ssid,

“I—1 think 0! Was he & China-
man "

“ Which he was,” answered Gosling.

“0Oh crumbs ¥

The Famous Five stared
another blankly. The d gone out
to huat for traces of Chinaman in
the saloon car, only to find, on their
reture, that he was at Greyfriers! It
was astounding—stupefying !

“My only hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“If—if he's the same johnny, how can
he have the neck to come here openly,
in his car, in the daylighti"

“(GZoodness knows!”

_“Looks _as if he's not the same
johnny, alter ell!" remarked Nugent.

“Do you know who he was,
Gosling?’ asked Harry.

“Courze I do,’”’ answered (Zesling.
“Ha give me his pame—well-spoken
gentleman, too, though he's a furriner
and got a very queer name. Asks me
if this is Greviriars, he does, in English
as good as me own.”

The %niura grinped. It was possible
that the Chinaman had addressed

at one
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Eﬂ.’j’iﬂ'g in English better than his
OWH

“Who is he, then, Gesalingi”

“ Mister Chung is the name he give,”
answered Gosling, “and that's a furrin
name, if you hke! Faney a covey

being pamed Chung! But they 'ave
ell sorts of funny names in Chips, I've
heard, He's Mister Wun Lung's
unole.”

“Oh crikeyl”

The juniors looked at one another
again sheapishly. This statement took
all the wind out of their sails.

“Wun Lung's uncle!' said Harry
faintly.

“8o0 he says, says he.”

“But—but are you sure he’s Wun
Lung's uncle [" stammered Bob.

“Mr. - Pront says s0,” angwered
xosling,. " Mr. Prout says to me, says
he that Mr. Wun Lung's uncle was
coming, he says. And he come™

“Oh deer ™

The juniers walked on towards the
House. They eimply did not knew
what to make of this.

“Wun Lung's uncle!” Johnny Dull
grinned faintly, “My hat| We've been
trailing down the kid's nunky.”

* But—but if he's Wun Lung's uncle
what was he up to on rifield
Common last night ¥ exclaimed Whar-
ton. '“He never came to the school

esterday. He parked the car in that
ane, and never came here, And—eand
he had e revolver—"

“3till, -if he's Wun Lung's uncle—"

Wharton set hiz lips.

*1 suppose Mr. Prout would know,
as he's acting in the Head’s place while
Dr. Locke's away ¥ he said. " But—
I'm not satisfied! There may be
some game on, Lock here, I'm going
to speak to Quelch. He's got more
sense than old Prout,”
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HI® little cotner of ours was
crowded out last week, but I
was determined to get my nose
in this weelk, 80 here wa are.

Well, chums, what do you think of your
collection of Free Gifts, now. Topping,
what! _ And aren't your non.reader
pals envious? [I'll bet they are. Btill,
that’s their lock out. MaGxET readers
come first; and MaeNET readers now
own ag unigue & collection of souvenirs
of the 1830 Testa as it is [ij&ss.‘thla‘ to
posscss, Just & word about the fascina-

ting competition which started in our| A

pages last week. Here readers are
offered two superb cricket bats auto-
graphed by the doughty warriors of the
Australian Test Team and a dozen
special “Hornby Train ™ Sets. There's
nothing to :i‘a ; no other papers to buy;
this remarkable offer ia exclusive to
readers of the Maener. If you missed
lest week’s issma you ecan still obtain it
from ous Back HNumber Topartment,
Bear Alley, E.C.4, by sending three-

nes in stamps to eover cost of postage.
E‘eha contest 13 aquite easy (we tried a
gimilar one on the office-boy firet, any-
way, and he didn’t come unstuck) so
take heart all you puzzle-solvers and get
right down to finding the solutions of
these pictures.  Start with the set on
page two of thia issue To-day!

Hera is a letter from a Dolgelly chum,
who 18 interested In

SPEED OK THE SPEEDWAY |

Ho wants to know at what speed dirt-
track riders travel It depends, of
course, on the rider and the cceasion,
but the other evening I watched Vie
Huxley, the Australian rider, do four
laps at Wembley in 79 seconds; which is
pretty good ﬁamg. That's equal to an
average speed of over 39 milgs per hour,
but when you remember the speed lost
in skidding around the turns, you can
see that the “allout™ speed on the
ﬂrmi t is pretty goed! In a Leaguo
Match, the winners of the heats gener-
ally average about 38 miles per hour.

The same reader wants to know who
would win if & greyhound was matched
agoinst & speedway rider. The rider
would win easily! A greyhound takes

at least 30 seconds to do one lap, so
even 1f 1t could keep up its speed for
four laps, the rider would beat it by
40 seconda or so.

While we are on about roacing, here is
ancther query from Tom Harker, of
Peterborough. He wents to know, who
was

THE GREATEST JOCKEY IN THE
WORLD ?

This distinction helonged to Fred
rcher, & British jockey who rode in
over 8,000 reces! Out of that number he
won no fewer than 2,748, incleding five
Derbva! For thirtean years he headed
the [ist of winning jockeys—a record
that will take some beating !

I really must pass on thiz *howler ®
to you! Last evening as I went home
in the Tube, a couple of schoolboys sat
near me—one of whom looked decidedly
like Dicky Nugent. The first one was
reading a book, and when he cama to
the sentencea: “ He was Lord of a barren
heritage,” he asked his chum what it
meant. This was the amazing reply:
“1 reckon it means that he inherited a
baronage!™

I think that’'s worthy of Billy Bunter
at his best—or worst!

You know I am always ready to
advise you fellows on the choice of a
career, but I must confess that S.R.,
who writes from Worthing, has got me
beat this week.

HE WANTS TO JOIN A CIRCUS,

and he nsks me how to set zbout it
Now that’'s a tall order, becauso circus
artizts are engeged in the same manner
as actors and music-hall performers,
which meana that they have to perfect
themselves in their particular acts and
then go to an agent, who charges them
a commission fogafixing up a contract
with a particular circus.  Unless they
are something out of the ordinary an
agent will not bother about them.

Doeasionally  cireuses advertise for
rooms, stable-boys, and genoral
elpers—but tn all thesea c¢aszes thoy
require boys who have had previous
expericnce, and most voungsters who
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; ;']’Buta—" saidd Johnny Bull doult-
L »

“There's the car!” said Nugent.

A handsome saloon car wns standing
on the drive, near the House. T'he
junicrs looked at it attentively. It was
difficult to recognise s car that hoed
only been scen n the rain and derk-
ness; but Wharton and MNugent hed no
doubt that this was the car they had
taken sheltor in the previous night.
The general leok of it was the same,
at least, end the trock of the tyres
was unmistakable.

“I'm going to Queleh!™ said Havry.

“But tf the man's Wun Lung's uncle
1!-1-E &7

“I ean't help thinking it’s fishy. I'm
going to Queleh, anvhow," said the eap-
tain of the Remove.

And Harry Wharton, as soon as he
entered the House, hurried in the diree-
tion of the Remove master's study.
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are engaged in circuses have come from
faniiies who have been engaged 1n
circus work for generations. The work
is extremely arduous and not well paid,
50 the best adviee I can give 8, R. is to
leave circuses eoverely alone, and choose
& career which will give him more scope
for advancement.

Furthermors, there are very few
eircuses touring England just now, and
most of their artists come [rom the
Continent,

I wonder if vou know

HOW MANY KINGS ARE THERE

in Europe? Reg, Walters, of Black-
burn, asks me if I can tell him, Yes,
there are eleven ruling kings. Thero
is only one ruling queen, and two ruling
;lmn-r.'-es, together with a grand duachesa,
‘here are fourteen republics in Europe,
but this figure does not include the * tin.
pot "' republics of Andorra, which is
governed by a council, and San Marino,
which is ruled by two army captaina.
Triec Meredith, of Lincoln, comes
along with another “do you kunow 7,
uery. Erie wants to know how many
ips there are in the British Navy,
The number of completed ships is 360,
which includes every type of ship from
a battleship down to a coastal motor-
boat, There are 54 other vessels heing
built, and 24 more to be built in the
future, which will bring the total up
to 438,
Next wepk's propramme—forward |
“Topping the Bill” is another fite
ong, complete varn in the 5pe¢:'=ai
“ Chinese  series dealing with (he chums
of Greviviars. It's entatled ;

“PERIL FROM THE EAST [ ™

and there are more thrills per square
inch in it than you cen find in any
other bors' yarn.

Then you ean turn to “The Flving
Spy I* by George I%. Rochester, and grt
vour fill of war thrills, written by an
authar who knows the flyving gane back-
wards, and who has participated in the
adventures of which he writes,

Our zhorter [oaturcs, too, will he
bang up to the mark, and wou'll be
wise if vou nnde & waisteont bhuiton
before vou hegin to read our special
newspaper s#dition of the “Herald,”

Our “rhymester ¥ will ztill he at it
and there’il be another of my weekly

chats.
AND—

Don’t forget to have s rhot at
winning one of the magnificent prizos
offered. in our simple competition.

T0UR EDITOR,
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Emissary of Tang Wang!

; BR. CHUNG stood in the

M visitors'-room as Mr. Prout
closed the door and retired.

Over the stained bandage

that hid most of his face, his dark,

glanting eyes looked at the two Chinese
Junlors, 2 z

Wun Lung and Hop Hi came guickly
towards him. ]

It was long, very long, since they
had seen any relative, and they were
eager to greet their uncle from China.

aﬁt, as they saw him close at hand,
Wun Lung stopped suddenly, a strange
look in his eyes.

Hop Hi stup]imd at the same moment.

It was difficult to tell what the China-
man Iooked like, with his face screencd
by the bandage, though his eyes told

ainly what his race was. And 1t was
png since the two juniors had scen
their Upele Chung. Up to that
moment, they bad had no doubt, but
now, somehow, a doubt struck them
both at the same moment.

Mr. Chung’s slapting eyes roved
gwiftly round the room. It was a large,
handsomely-appointed room, on the

round floor, with windows overlooking
the quadrangle. But the windows were
high from the ground, and no fellow
in the gquad could have scen into the

ToOML. _ _
That swift survey scemed to satisfy

Mr. Chung. )
As he stood with his back to the

door, his hand groped behind him,
end he felt a key in the lock. He
turned it.

Click I

If Wun Lung and Iop Hi had not
slready been smitten with a sudden
doubt, the Chinaman's action in lock-
ing the door would have told them
that something was amiss., They stared
at him with startled eycs.

“Vou will be silent ! said Mr. Chung,
epeaking in English; and as ho spoke
ha drew from under his coat a blade
that gleamed 1o the sunlight from the
windows. “Not & word—not & ory—
or—" it %

He made a significant gesture with
the knife.

Hop Hi backed away a poce or two,
hiz little face full of startled alarm
and fear. Wun Lung stood his ground ;
but he was breathing hard.

“You are not our Uncle Chung!”
he eaid in Chiness,

Mre. Chung made another gesture,

“Bpeak English 1" he said. "I speak
the Chincse of the south, and I do not
know your northern tongue, But Eng-
lish 1 koow."

Wun Lung set his lips,
“Who areo you? he asked quietly.
He was standing in front of hia
brother now, to protect little Hop Hi
if ha could. For it flashed into Wun
Lung's mind instantly, when he Lknew
that this man was oot his uncle, but
had come to the school in a false
name, that he-was the mysterious in-
truder in the Hemove dormitory of
the previous night. He knew that he
was face to face with the unseen man
who had penctrated to the dormitory
in the dead of night, and left the dag-
ger behind him when he fled,
His heart wos beating hard, But
he was quite cool, and his eyes watched
the bandaped Chinaman’s Tike & cat's.
“My name iz unknown to you. I
think,” answered the Chinaman. * But
it you desire to know, it is Chu !”
“What you wantec?”
The pseudo “Mr. Chung * grinned.
“Ah! Ypu do not learn to spealk
Tue Maaoxer Lisrarr.—No. 1,175

the good Eoglish at your
achool 1 he s.mgd.
coolie of Canton.”

“What _you wantee?” repeated Wun
Lung. 15 paze never left the dark
gleaming eycs of Chu.

"1 am here to carry out my orders!”
said Chu guietly. grinned again.
“The fat man with whom I have talked
believes that I am your Unele Chung,
and that I bove arrived this day 1o
this country of foreign devils. But in
truth, I have been m this land many,
many years, serving my master—as [
sorve him now.™

“Who that masteo?™

“You have been long away from
China,” said Chu, “but I think that
Evﬂrhnplrﬂ you know the naome of Tang

ang ™

Wun Lung started a little. It waa
evident that the name was mot un-
known to him.

“Tang Wang!™ he ropcated slowly.

“Tang Wang, the Son of Heawen ™
said Chu. _

Wun Lung smiled faintly.

“In China, thers is now no Bon of
Heaven 1" he answered. “There are
no emperors any more”

Chu shrugged his shoulders.

“What has beon will be again!” he
said. "“Is it not written in our annals,
that many times our-land has been
divided against itself; that many war-
lords szet up their standards in meany
proviness:. and vet in the end there
was always an emperor who came sgain
and restored order?”

“"Ma no tinkee Tang Wang evee be-
come Son of Heaven !™ said Wun Lung.
“Me no tinkee China wantee emperor
any more. DBut you tellee me what
Tang Wang wanice along this Chinee.”

“Your father, Chung Lung, the mer-
chant, has refuzed the doemend of Tan
g;ang for three thousand taelsI” Enig

1.

A glimmering of understanding came
into Wun Lung’s eyes, He was begin-
ning to see now.

“He iz & rick man, a rich merchant,
but he cannot spare three thousand taels
for a prince of the blood of the Ming 1"
said Chu. ' He should die—but Tan
Wang needs money! My lord has sai
that Chung Lung should be struck
chrough his son.”

“Me savyy!” murmured Wun Lung.
_ “That is why I came to this place
in the nighti I sought vou in the
sleeping rooms! I failed to find you,
for there was an alarm, T fled! But
if I do not carry out my lord’s orders,
1 am & dead man! But, knowing the
name of your uncle, I came here b,
this trick—with my face covered wit
& bandage, lest you should ses me too
goon and suspeet,”

“Me zavvy ™

“My lord has suid the word ! went
on Chu, in the same quiet voice. “But
Chung Lung did not believe that his
arm could reach so far. © He defios
tny lord, and fancigs that his sen i3
safe in the country of the foreign devils.
8o my lord, Tang Wang, sent me the
order. If Chung Lung does not pay
the money, his son dies in a foreign
land. PBut how shall he be made to
believe that the arm of Tang Wang
can reach from the utmost East to the
utmost YWest ¥"

He paused a moment,

“He will believe, when he learns
that the sign of death has been gashed
ont the face of his son ! he added.

‘Wun Lung breathed deep and hard.

Ho knew the intentions now of the
emissaary of Tang Wang.

_ The dagger that had been dropped
in the Remove dormitory, had not %Ecn
mtended to take his life. It had been

English
“You speak lifﬂ n
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intended to gash the sign of a secret
sociaty on his face,

In the strange. land of Ching, as
Wun Lung well knew, secret societios
flourished te an extent undreamt of in
the West,

It did not surprise him to learn that
a descendant of the ancient Mings, who
ruled in China before the Manchus
came, was the chief of & secret zociety,
and that he was secking to raise money
E¥ threats, to carry out some scheme

_ ambition. No doubt the Ming
prince saw, or fancied he saw, his op-
portunity in the present state of inter- .
necine warfare in the disturbed and
divided land of China.

E'hurﬁ Lung, the Chinese merchant,
was called upon to pay a large sum to
the secret society, end the threat of
his son's death followed his refusal
Believing his son safe in England, he
disregarded the threat. ence the
visit of Mr. Chu, to gash the sign of
death, the evmbol of “gzi-wang,” on
the Chincse junim'a face—the news of
which would speedily convince his
futher that the arm of Tang Wang
eould reach to the utmost West.

And when ho knew that his son's life
ecould be reached the Chincse merchant
would pay.

It was an Oriental form of blackmail ;
though no doubt the Mandarin Tang
Wang called it by some less disagrees
zble name to himself.

There was a long silence.

The two Chinese juniors watched
Chu, Thedy 'ore_utterly at his merey,
with the door locked against help.

And they knew what to expect if they
attempted to give the alarm. .

Chu had come there to gash the sign
of szi-wang on tho junior's face, but he
was likely enough to use the knife for
a more deadly purpose if his safety was
threatened.

Chu did not speak. He waited, evi-
dently to let what he had eaid sink into
the Chinese junior’s mind. Mr, Chu was
in no hurry.

Audacions as was the trick by which
he had gained admittance to the school
and an interview with the Chinese
iunior, he was in no danger—=o far as
e knew, at least. He would be ox-
pected to remsin some time in the
visitors’-room with his nephews, and
they were not Itkely to be interrupted.
Ho was willing to give Wun Lun% tima
to realise that resistance waa futile.

But ho \a;pu'rm caguein at last, The
glitter in Wun Lung's eyes told that he
wos not thinking o% submitting tamel
to the gash of the knife which woul
lcave. the sign of szi-wang on his face
for ever.

“My lord Tang Wang 1s merciful,”
said Chu at last in his quict voice. *If
the merchant Chung Lung takes warn-
ing from the sign that is put on his son
all will be well for vou, and yvou will
live. But if, afier the warning reaches
his ears, he still refuses, then a band
will strike vou, and you will become a
guest on high. But I think that he will
no longer refuse when he koows that
Lha arm of Tang Wang can reach you

era."’

Wun Lung did not reply.

His teeth were set, his eyes gleaming,

“Do not resist,” went on Chu softly,
“My lord's order is to mark you with
the sign of szi-wang, but if you rosist
you must die,"

Ho mnde a step towards Wun Lung,

The Chinee backed away.

With a swift movement Chu inter-
posed between him end the windows.

He sdvanced again; and Wun Lung,
with desperation in his face, back
al_tsa;a to the forther wall, Hop Hi by his
side.
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There was a deadly silence in the
room as the Chinaman came closer and
clozer, his slanting eyea ﬁiﬂﬂming over
the glittering kpife in his band.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Danger |
ARRY WHARTON tapped sl
H the door of Mr. Quelch’s study,
and the Remove master’s voice
bade himn enter.
Mr. Quelch, busy with papers, looked
up ioquiriogly as the captain of the
Remove presented himseclf.

Wharton," said Mr,
Quslch, with a faint smile. “I under-
stand from Mr. Prout that Wun Lung’s
unole—s Chinese gentleman named
Chung—has called to see him. Mr,
Prout mentionsd the matter to me; and
I believe that Mr. Chung is now in the
visitors’-room with his nephews."”

“1 heard from Gosling, sir, that Wun
Lung's uncle had called. But if it i
true that he is Wun Lung's uncle, why
was he skulking on Courtfield Common
last night, less than a mile from the

tha sama mean

ad::hog;:l':‘ He did not come hers yester-
ay.

“He certainly did not,'” said Mr.
Quelch. “If Mr. Chung is the man you

i
H
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Bob Cherry’s erleket bat crashed

on the hack of Chu’ head as he

ran, and the Chinaman piiched
forward and fell on his face.

“YWhat 1s it, Wharton?” His eyes
dwelt curiously cn Wharton's face, not-
ing the signs of suppressed excitement.

“There's sumat-hinsr 1 must tell you,
gir,"” said Hearry. "I—I'm afraid that
Wun Lung may be in davger,”

“In what wayt"

“We've been scouting since classes,
sir,” said Harry., “We've been to the
place where Nugent and I sheltered in
the Chinaman’s car last night, We've
i-;‘:ke:gl up the tracks of that car, sir—
are.
Mr. Quelch rose quickly to his feet.
" Hera!" he repeated.

“There's a car standing on the drive
now, sir, which I am sure is the some
car., I could not swear to the car itself,
as I saw it before only in the dark, buk
it iz a saloon car of the same size. But
the track of the tyre we can all swear
mll

“This is very extraordinary, Wharton.
¥You suppose that the Chinaman you saw
on Courtficld Common last night is now
at Greyfriara i

“1 believe go, sir. And if he was the
same men who came to the dormitory,
it meang—-"

“The gentleman here can zcarcely be
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saw last night, his conduct appears very
extraordipary. But——"

*“1s Mr. Prout sure that it is genuine,
gir—that the man really iz Wun Lung's
uncle from China

Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows,

“ﬁd;}mauma s0,"" he said. '""He men-
tioned the matter to me, as Wun Lung
is in my Form, ss if thers was no doubt
on the aubject.”

Wharton hesitated a moment.

"Mr. Prout may have been deceived,
sir. He would not imagine that any-
thing was wrong; he may have taken
the masn's word for it without inguiry.
He would have no reazon to doubt—"'

“That is true certainly,” said Mr.
Quelch thoughtfully. “But Wun Lung,
of course, would konow whether the man
was his uncle or not.”

“Yes, sir. But if they're in the
visitors'-room, and nobody else there,
hoe may n'r.;-b have m chance to give the

AL
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“Bloss my soul!” said Br. Quelch.
“ But—but—"" He pursed his lips.

“The man last night, sir, had a re-
volver, and bandled it—which doesn’s
seem & likoly thing if he is Wun Lung’s
wncie—apart from his hanging about the
necighbourkood last night without meak-
ing his presence known, And then there
was that man n the dormutory—a
Chinaman, I'm certain, I believe i
was the same man! Anvhow, the man
here 1s the man who was skulking in
that dark lanc and pulled out a revolver
when he found ws in his cor.” Whar-
ton's [aco was very earnest, "I can't
help thinking, sir, that Wun Lung is in
danger."”

“¥You would know the man if you saw
him again, Wharton i*

* Cortainly, sirt! 8o would Nugent.”

“1 can hardly think, Wharton, that
there i1s any ground for alarm,” said
Mr. Quelch. *But in view of what hap-
pened in the dormitory last night, we
esnnot bo too careful, I think it would
bo as well for you to see thia gentle-
man, Mr. Chung, and ascertain whether
lie is the man who found you in his car
If 30, the matter undoubtedly secis sues-
picious, I think you had better coma
with me to the visitors'-room at once.”

“That's what T was thinkiong, sir.

'I':|l'|. A
i

I'm sure he's the man: but if Dot
there's no harm done.”
“Quite so.”

Mr. Queleh made the junior a sign to
follow him, and loft the study.

Tho Co. wera waiting 10 the passage,

“Come on ' whispered Wharton,

The Famonz Five followed
REemdve master as he rustled away.

Mer. ?uclch. cbriously, was in o very
doubtful frame of mind, and not much
disposed to believe that the Cuinese

ntleman who had arrived in the car
tn broad {]ﬂ_‘,‘]i%ﬂlt waos the sate man
who had stealthily ontered the llouse
the night before and left a Jagger
behind him in the Remove dormitory.

But it was ¢lear that in such o matter
he could not leave anything to chance.
And he lost no time in arriving ut the
visitors'-room.

He turned the handle and gave =a

Tre Macxer Lisrary,—No. 1,175,
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start. The door did not open—which
meant that it was lockod on the inside.

Instantly Mr. Quclch's mind flashed
into suspicion. 1f all was well the door
should not have been locked. 'There
was no imaginable reason why it should
be locked.

He tapped sharply on the panels.

The ¥Famous Kive exchanged quick
glunees. The Chinaman who called him-
self Mr. Chung was locked in the room
with tha Chinese juniors. What did it
mean? What could it mean?

Tap, tapl

L, I'a,nd'ly let me in at once, Wun
Lung 1" called out Mrﬁuelnh sharply.
“What iz the door loc for? Admit
mo at opncie 1™

In the silence that followed a decp-
drawn breath was heard from within
the roow. .

The interruption was startling for the
emissary of Tang YWang. ,

For a moment or two Chu stood guite
gtill, a tigerish glitter in his slanting
eves, tho kaifo gripped convulsively in
his hand. .

He made a gesture to the two Chinese
juniors. He did not need to speak; the
gesture with the knife was enough, It
was death to call cut; and Wun Lung
and Hop Hi were sileut.

Rap, rap, rap! came on the door.

Mr. Chung, breathing hard, stepped
towarids the door.

“Whe knocks?”* hie called out softly.

“It 15 I, Mr. Quelch, Wun Lung's
Form master. Is that 3dr. Chungt
Please open tho door at once.

The cmissary of Tang Wang stood
silont, hesitating, uncertain, For the
rroment he was completely st & losa

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Saved from the Knife!

UN LUNG breathed quickly.
W Thers was help at hand—
but between him and help was
a locked caken door, and by
tho deor the armed Chinaman.

His glance went swiftly te the win-
dow,

One of the casemonts stood wide open,
letting in the summer breezo. He made
EIIE &ﬁllﬂ-bl- imperceptible sign to Hop

i.

The two juniors had backed to the
wall facing the window scross the room.
In that wall was tho fireplace, and in
the big Yender were the fireirons—
massive things of brass intended rather
for ornament than use. It had been in
Wun Iaung's mind to snatch up the
heavy bress poker to use in his defence,
but with Chu advancing on him, knife
in hand, there had been little chance.

Now there war a chance, as Chu stood
by the door, which was in the wall mid-
way between window and fireplace, a
dozen feet to the right of the latter.

Rap, rap, rap, came on the door
sharply.

“Ayr. Chang !" The Remove master’s
volce was imperative. * Please open this
door hmmediately [

Chu's [wce was desporate now.

He had intended, after gashing the
sign of tha szi-wang on the hapleas
junior's facu, to lock the door again
on Wun Lung hurry to his car, and
escape in the confusion that followed the
alarm,

It would have been easy, but for the
interruption. MNow it was far from
ensy.

MNot only wa=x a Form master gutside
the door, but he could hear others there,
gnd he knew that suspicion was aroused.

Whe. he did not know, Hias thoughts
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did not turn for & ntoment to the two
echoolboys he bad found in his car the
previous evening. He did not even
know that they %elﬁngﬁd to Cireyiriars,

But how suspicion had arizen mat-
tered little; 1t was the fact with which
he had to deal. And he realised that,
if he was to escape, he would now have
ta Gght his way out of Groyiriars.

But he did not think of sbandoning
his purpose. The power of the Chinese
secret society was far reaching; he
dared not disoboy the order of his
"lord,” Tavg Wang.

For & long moment he stood at the
door, hesitating, taken aback, and at
a loss. Then %iﬂ mind was made up.

He turned from the door again, grip-
ping the knife. With & swilt rusﬁ ho
erosacd the room towards the Chineso
juniors.

But the interruption had given Wun
Lang the ehance he needed. He had
stooped swiftly and grasped the heavy
brass poker.

And as Chu came across towards him,
sewiltly the hand of the Chinese junior
fAew un with the poker in it

Whiz!

8o sudden and swift, so unexpected,
was the junior’s action, that Cha could
not guard against it The whirling

alker struck lim heavily across the
ace, aod he staggerédd back with a

asping cry, lost his footing, and fell to
he floor, the knilfe Aying from his hand.

Even as he foll un Lung had
grasped Hop Hi by the arm and was
running for ihe window.

With & hoarse cry Chu staggered to
his feet. He lcapt to the knife and
clutched 1t from the Uoor,

It was only a matter of seconds, but
seconds  were  epough for the two
juniors. Hop Hi went bundling head-
long out of the window, falling sprawl-
ing into tho quad, snd Wun Lung
leaped recklessly after him.

The slash of a knife behind missed
Wua Lung by & foot or more as he
vanished from the window.

There was a shout in the guad.

A score of {ellows had seen the sudden
exit of the two Chinese jupiors from the
windows of the visitors'-room, and all
eves were fixed on the bandagod face
that glared after them, the slanting eyes
blazing with rage, the knife elutched in
the desperate hand.

“What the thump——" yelled Win-
gato of the Bixth.

" Look out—"
Ty Wh ;t__!:ll
“Whoe——"

“Great pipt”

Wun Lung and Hop Hi were on their
foot in & twinkling, end running like
deer., Before Chu could make up his
mind to leap from the window after
them, they had vanished in at the open
doorway of the House.

Meanwhile Mr. Quelch was rapping
slmost frantically on the door of the
visitors'-room. The crash of Chu's fall,
the clang of the poker, the Chinaman’s
ery of rage, had all reached his cars,
and his alarm was now intense.

“Open this door ! he shricked.

Tn his cxciterment and alarm, the
Eemove master drove his shoulder
against the door, striving to force it
open.  But the oak was thick, the lock
was strong, and the effort was fulile,

Ile crashed his knuckles frantically on
the panels.

“Admit mgo! Admit me at once!™ he

asped. “Good heavens! What s
ﬁappening in that room—what—Whar-
ton—Cherry—" )

Dut the Famous Five were gone,

“The window ! Harry Wharton mut-
tered to his chums, for it was clear
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that no entrance could be forced by
the door in fime.

And the chums of the Remove daricd
gway. They were tearing out of the
doorway of the House when two breath-
less Bgures bolted in.

" Hallo, hallo, hsllo!” gasped Bob,
L GMAZEINENT.

“Wun Lung—"

“Oh, my hat!”

Wun Lung gasped.
tored.

“We jumpee outce windee!™ gasped
Wun Lung. “Mo tinkee that Chinee
folles after us! We go hidee.

And Wun Lung, holding the arm of
his panting minor, raced up the stair-
conse and dizappeared.

Harry Wharton rushed back to the
Remove master., Mr. Quelch was al-
mogt  hopping  with excitement and
anxiety.

“They're safe, sir!” panted Wharton.

“What, what—"

“Thoy got out of the window, sir—
they're in the House—both of them,
sir—aquite safe I gusped Hnrr{l.

“Thank heaven! But what—what
has happencd—what—" Mr. Quelch
was stutteriug with bewildorment.
“The mapr is there—he—what—""

The velling of voiées from the quad
drew himm ont of the House. A swarm
of Greyfriars fellows wore gathered
before the windows of the visitors'
room.

A hundred fellows at loast were
there, buzzing with alara and excite-
ment. From the open casement glared
the face of the Chinaman. .

Chu glared from the window like a
caged wild beast, e

tie wos defeated, his inteaded victim
had escaped. DBut his own escapo was
very problematic now, He hod failed,
aud between him ond liberty was a
surging crowd, The alarmm had spread
over the whole school now. o cut s
way through the crowd, with slashing
knife, and reach his car—that was the
Chinaman's desperate thought. But he
knew that he could never get the cac
away now, Deleated, desperate, uncer-
tain how to act, the emissary of
Tang Wang stood glaring from tho
window into the quad, with & hundred
pairs of amazed cyes fastencd on him,

* Bless my soul ! gasped Mr. Qoelch,
his eyes almost starting from his head
as he stared at tho desporate face at
the window. ] 1

“What—what—what i3 all this?"
Mr. Prout rolled on the scene. ™ What
—what does this mean, Quelch?

Mr. Queleh pointed to the window.

“ But what-—what—that iz Mr. Chung
—what—what—="" sluttered Prout, in
bewilderment, “What is he doing with
that lknife—what-—whate—= Prout
almost fell down in his astonishment.

“He must bo secured!” gasped Mr.
Quelch. © Wingate—Uwynne—find some
weapon—he 15 & desperate man—->"

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived on the
scene now. They had stopped to get
hold of their ericket bats for use as
weapons. Some of tho fellows were
rushing away to pot hold of similar
articles, or pokers, golf clubs, hockey
sticks—anything that came te hand.

“Took out! welled Hobson of the

Hop Hi splut-

E"hf:" if Hﬂ!-ﬂ- Eﬂml 1 : .
There was & rapid scattering back of
tha crowd.

‘Tho desperate man had made up his
mind at last. There was no hope of
reaching his car, starting it up, and
getting 1t away. There was little chance
of escaping on foot, but that chance,
such as it was, was ell that was leit to
the emissary of Tang Wang.

With the knife gripped in his hand,

(Continued on page 23.)
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THE OQOPENING
CHAPTERS.

Brought down in British ferri-
tory, Guido von Sturm, a brillisnd
fiying ges, s told to Ais wlter con-
sernation and dismay that he 18
Guy Tempest—an Englishmen,
son of Colonel Tempest. Obfain-
ing permission from the British
atthorities, the young oirman
vigits Dr, Zolhoff, Kis guardian.
The lalier, who 2 chief of the
German Secrsf Service, is forced
io odmil the truth, namely, that
the boy is English and thai ke was
Hinapped o4 an dfand. Ouver-
powering the doclor, Guy makss
good it epeaps with g paper cons
tafning information of ihe most
vilad imporiance o Frolonu,
The [ad i caplured, ouerer,
Mm he can vreach . Lirdesh
Hnes, court-martialled ond son-
tenced to be ahot ® dawn. Lot
Guy escapes, and hunted high and
fow, he o forced Lo loka refupe
in an outhouse in Dr. Zoliof’s

gorden. He @ fast axcep Lhars
when Anton, Dr, Sollolf's mun-
pervant, endere,
{(Now read on.)
The Flan |
IEE & man pos-

sezsed, apd scmrco
Enowing what he

did, Aniton turne

and fed. Nor did bhe
wse until, with wiidly-
ating heart, ho pgained
the sanctuary of his meanly-
furnished little bed - room,

The madness—oh, the
madness of the boy fo come
bere of all placesl
. YWhat bhad made him do
it? What had caused him
to come to Zolhoff's
garden?

And he, Anton—what was
he to do?! He was & (er-
man, and his duti'{ was
to the Fatherland. & had been glad
that morning when he had learned of the
boy's escape. DBut was he glad now—
pow that he, and he alome, knew tho
whereabouts of the boy for whom the
mna;. rigorous sesrch was being carried
out

It wos said of Guide von Sturm that

ha was a traitor, an en of the
Fathoeriand, Anton hadn't thought
much about that before. Ho hadn't

dared to think toc much asbout it in
case he should come to believe that the
boy was the black.-hearted ingrate and
srch-traitor which Zolhefl called him.

So he bad gone on living in a fool's
ﬁ:mdm. telling himself that the Guido

had known was not the blackguard
they were painting him.

But now he must face facts.

Gormany wanted Guido von Bturm.
There was a price on his head. And
he, Anton, hadp the power to dsliver him
into Germany's banda.

As a patriot, as a true zon of the
Fatherland, it was his duly to summon

 You filthy, treacherous dog ! ' choked
Zolhoff. Bang! From the muzzle of
the automatic there curled upwards a
wisp of smoke, and Anfon swayed,

r———T

- . - .

clutching his breast.

the soldiers and lead them to the
summer-houszo,

But could he do it?! Could he bear
to see Guide led away in the midst of
an escort—Ilcd away to his death?

No—no, a thouzand times, no!

But his doty ta the Falherland? That
duty instilled inte him, drilled into him,
Erom earlicst boylhood ¥

To which veice ehould he hearken?
That of duty to his country or that of
love for the boy whom be had seen grow
to early manhood?

Sitting on his truckle bed, old Anten-
wrung %l‘i! gnarled bands in despatr.
Was ever man faced with sue
devilish problem t

Suddenly he full to his knecs by the
side of the bed, burying Lis lace in his
shaking hands.

“ Aerciful Godi" he eried, with a
passionate esarnestness. Y Shoew me the
way ! Show me the path T must take!™

Apain bo cried the words, ond again,
Then slowly he rajzed his head. And
as he did so his gare feil on the picture

B

of a bappy, lavgling boy which hung
ainove the bed,

Gripping the coverlet with trembling
handz, old Anton stared at that picture
of Guido von Sturin painted when the
boy was & lad of twelve. Long moments
passed, and still the old man knelt
there, gazing uvp at the face which
langlied so merrily back at him.

Then brokenly he cried:

“Lad-—lad, I eould not send you to
your death—I could not see them kill
you I"

Rizing to his feet, with mind made
up, Anton crossed the floor to where lua
old hair trunk stood ngaionst the farther
wall. Unlocking it, he throw back the
lid and commenced to fumble eagerly
amengst the contenta,

A few minutes later, & neat parrel
under hiz arm, he descomded the sialrg
to tha kitchen. Filling a basket wilh
food and picking up his parcel, bo
passed out inte the garden and mrde
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his way hurriedly to the secluded

summer-housa,

Yon Sturm was still slumbering, but
the toush of Anton’'s hand on his
shoulder brought him into instant wake-
fulness, )

He started up, his hand gropiog for
his sword hilt. But at sight of Anton’s
wrinkled face he stayed his hand and
scrambled to his feet,
~ “Why, Anton,” he said scitly, *so
1t'e you. I thought at Grst—"

“TLhat it woas the soldiers!” cut in
Anton huskily. “Yes—yes, they are
looking for you everywhere. Oh, lad,
what madness has brought you here®

Von Sturm laughed, iaying hiz hand
on the servant’s shoulder.

* Madnoess, Anton?"”’ he echoed. “No,
it iz not madness, They will search
gverywhere but here. The vicinity of
the Herr Doktor's house iz the one spot
in Germany where they will never think
ot looking for me. Do you not see,
there is wisdom in my madneas?”

Yes, there was wisdom, For who
would dream that a fugitive from the
vengeance of Zolhoff would choose
Zollwf's very premices as a place in
which to hide? :

“"But you must gol” quavered the old
man. “¥You must not remain here.
Bee, I have brought you some tivilian
attire! It 18 old, and maybe will not
fit, but you will find it safer than the
uniform you ‘are now wearing. And I
have brought you food—"

He broke off, peering at Von Sturm,
who had stepped sharply badk,
“Why, lad,” he eriad, *“what is

wiong! Do you not want the thin'g's?"

“ Anton,”' cried the boy fiercely, " you
must not do this for me. Do vou know
what they'll do mi‘::u if they find out?
.Tl':!ey'lli oot you, Anton--shoot you like
& dog!"”

The old man shook his head.

“It matters little what they do to
ma,” he said sadly, “for 1 grow old
and my time must come scon now, And
what matters my life when yours iz at
stake "

“¥Yet I am an enemy of your country,
Anton,” said the boy quietly.

Anton lowered his head to hide the
sudden moisture in his eyes.

“But no enemy of mine,” he said, in
halting tones. “ And your salety means
more to me than anything elso in the
world, You—you must not let them
take you.”

Von Sturm stepped forward, slipping
his grey-clad arm around the thin and
pitifully-bent shoulders.

““Man never had a finer friend than
you, Anton,” he saiad softly. " But hive
no fear. They will never take me. 1T
will got out of Germany alive—and that
befora many hours have passod.”

“And you will change your eclothes®"
demanded the old man cagerly. “You
will wear thesa onez I've icmught?"

Von Sturm shook his head.

Mo, Anten,” he replied.
fair to you—"-

“But you will not get the length of
a8 street in that uniform!” ecut in the
old manservant. “I know, for 1 have
heerd Dr. Zolhoff and General Raschen
talking, Every road, every turning, is
guarded.”

Von Sturm laughed,

"“And vet they will not get me,” hea
gaid, “Listen, Anten! I have a plan.
I cannot toll you what it i3, for it is
essential that you know nothing. But
by to-night T will be on my way to the
line, Tell me, at what hour do you go
to the food queves?

# It is not

" Between five and sir,” snswered the
other wonderingls. .

“And the Merr Doktor dines at
seveni” questioned Von Bturm.

“Yes,” replied Anton; “unless, of
eourse, there ia business which keceps
him late &t the Wilhelmstrasse,”

Von Sturm nodded.

““He departs little from custom,” he
gaid musiogly. “What it is to be =
man of wiar habit, Anten.” Then,
in brisker tones, he added: *““But you
must go now. It .may be dangerous
for you to linger here. Do not coine
this way again, old friend, until night.
fall. I shall be gone by then.”

Picking up his bundle of clothing,
but leaving the food, Anton turned to-

wards the deor, his face working
piteously.
“God bless you; lad!” he whispercd.
“ And you, Anton!”

With that they parted. But never
throughout the long hours of the day
which ensued did Anton’s thoughts
stray for one moment from tho hunted
boy. And never was he long absent
from someo front floor window from
which he could command a view of the
roadway outside.

dhould the soldiers approach he
would see them. And, no matter the
consegquences  ta  himself, he would
hurry out into the garden and warn
Guide.

But the day passed uneventfully, and,
as the hour of six drew close, Anton
put on his old felt hat and worn over-
coat. T&kinﬁ_ his shopping basket he
went out to his daily weary stand in
the food quoues.

Dearly would he have liked to have
gone first to the summer-house in the
garden But Guido bhad said not to
go, and Guido had been right. For
prying eyes might be anywhere in these
troubled and unhappy times.

B0, resisting the temptation to go and
spaa nEu.in with the boy, Anton took
t th which led from the rear of
the house, and, passing through the
back iﬁ, shuffled away up the road,
He becn gone scarce ten minutes
when, through a seullery window,
Guido von Sturm stepped into the de-
serted bhouse of Dir. Zolhoff.

It wos a strange return to the place
which, throughout his boyhood years,
Von Sturm had known as home. As
strange 8 return, almoest, as that which
ho had made the fateful night he had
come from the British lines to force
the truth of his birth from Zolhoff.

His entry now had been made with
a definite purpose. Ha had one chance
of g'ettinﬁ out of Germany alive—a
chance which would be a gamble with
death, and which would require a nerve
of steel to take,

But Von Sturm meant to take it.

Passing through the kitchem he
traversed the hall-way, and ascended
the stairs to Dr. Zolhoff's bed-room.
He had very little timo in which to do
what he wanted. Iall an hour at the
most. But the coal and unflurried
manner in which he went to work, he
might have had almost unlinited time
at his disposal.

E+nt¢rm51 the doctor’s dressing-room,
which adjoined the bed-room, he
crozsad to the wardrobe., With a
fastidious eye ho examined Zolhoff's
shirts, collars, ties, and suits before
selecting the things which he thought
most suitable,

Satisficd at length, however, he
stripped off his uniform and chenged
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into civilian attire. Hiz uniform he
neatly folded end placed in a corner
of the wardrobe.

Heturning to the bod-room he speng
o few waluable miinutes in parting hig
hair and brushing it low down over his
forehead. Then, quitting the .
room, he descended to the kitches
again, and rummaged in Anton's tool-
box until he found a screwdriver.

His next move was to the library
where, with the screwdriver, he foreod
the lid of Zolhoff's desk. He was work-
ing now with a swiftoess which told
of the pressuse of time.

Taking care to disturb none of the
ﬂnpem in the pigeocn-holes of the desk,

e scoarched methodically. wuntil he
found & emall pile of the grar Himsy
wntroductory letters carried all Ger-
mean Secret Service agents, w work
iha.;ur'iw.w.-itl:ir.t the fronticrs of the Father-
Iﬂ =

“I knew he kept them herol” ex-
claimed the boy triumphantly,

Sprecding one of the printed forms
on the desk, he rapidly scanned it.
The wording was as follows:

“To All Whom It May Concern.
. “The bearer.... Number...,
is engaged on intelligence work of the
most urgent and extreme importance,
You sre hereby warned to afford him
any such assistance as he may roguire

of vou.
“Rigoned. .. ..*

Picking up a Eﬁﬂ. Von Bturm bent
over the form. boriously, and with
an infinile care, he filled in the blank
spaces. And when he blotted the form
a few minutes later, it read:

“To All Whom It May Concern,
_ “The bearer, Otto Stultz, Number 23,
is engaged on intelligence work of the
moat urgent and extreme importance,
You are hereby warned to afford him
any such assistanco as he may reguire
of you.
“(Bigned) Zormorr.”

“Iope I've managed his signature
all right,” muttered the hoy. *I'll
hava.to risk it, anyway.”

Folding the paper he elipped it into
hizs pocket. 'Then, picking up the
glasses which Zolhoff wore when writ-
ing, he put them on.

“ Effcetive enough as a disguize,” he
soliloquised, blinking, “but pecfectly
foul to wear. Howoever, with Iuck, it
won't be for long.”

Closing the lid of the dosk he
dropped the serewdriver into the waste-
paper basket, and with a last look
round, quitted the room. Onatside in the
kallway, he selected @ hat and overcoat.
Then, taking the key of the garage
from its mail in the kitchen, he left the
house via tho windew by which he had
entered.

He had been indoors exactly twenty-
five minutes. Walking round ta the
garage whore Zolhoff kept three power-
ful ears housed, Von Sturm unlocked
the door, and, chimbing into the driving
seat of Zolhofi's Mercedes, drove the
car out into the open,

It was from now onwards that every
moment would be fraught with peril.

“I've got to act maturally,” he told
himself grimly, “If I cap only do that,
I believe I'll win through.”

Clambering cut of the car, he closed
and locked the gnraie doors, throwing
the key away into the nnﬂ?i’)y bushes.
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Then, reswning his seat in the car,
he shpped 1 the cluteh and turned out
ito the readway.

A Man Dies!

NTON, returning from the focd
A queves shortly after the de-
parture of Von Sturm, found
~ nothing wrong in the house—
nothing to give evidence of the visit of
the boy whe, for all Anton knew to the
contrary, was still in the swnmer-
house. -

Neither did Folhoff find anything to
arouse his suspicions when, in black
and furiows mood, he returned from
the Wilhelmstrasse for dinner.

Had he had his car driven round to
the garage, then the lozz of the Mer-
cedes would certainly have been dis-
covered, onca the scarch for the hkeoy
had been given up as hopeless, and the
garage doors foreed,

Bu¥ it was Zolhoff’s custom to keep
his car waiting outside the house until
a late hour, for he never knew but what
his presence might be required at some
urgent and hastily-summoned confer-
ence or meeting.

50, as usual, after sceing his master
alight, the chauffeur made his wa
round to the kitehen to discuss wit
Anton o bite of supper, and the latest
news from the Western Front,

Zolhoff dined alone that night, with
only his thoughts for company. And
bitter, vengeful thoughts they were.

Throughout that day the finest brains
of the Intelligence Burcau had been en-
gaged n the running to carth of Guido
von Sturm. Only by a miracle could
the traitor have got out of the city, vet
the ecity had been combed again and
again without the slightest trace of him
having been found.

Where was he hiding?
harbouring him?

8lowly the hour hand of the clock on
Zolhoff's dining-room mantelpiece crept
round from seven-thirty 1o eight-
thirty, Yet Zolhofi scarce touched the
food placed before him by Anton. In
sillen, brooding silence he sat there,
replenishing time and again the wine-
glass at his elbow,

aathale WeoRg Yath 2ol o el
suddenly, as, with shaking hands, the
old menservant removed an almost un-
tasted dish. “You're trembling as
though you were sickening for the
ague. What's the matter with you,
curse youi"

“I am sorry, master,” quavered the

Or who was

old man, “But I am not mysclf to-
night.”

“Not worrying about that wiper,
Von Bturm " sneered Zolboff.

“Ne, master,” answered Anton
bravely.

“Yet you were always fond of him in
tho old days.™

“In the old days—yes, master.”

From under lowering lids, Zolhoff
surveyed the lined and wrinkled face of
the bent and sombrely-clad manservant.

“ Anton,” he said, his voice quiver-
ing with suppressed passion, “I am a
wealthy, and a powerful man. ¥Yet I
would give every piennmig of my wealth,
willingfjr renounce the whale of my
power, to meet (Guido von Sturm face
te face just once apain. With these
hands of mine I would throttle the life
out of him, for 1 hate him as never
man hated before! Buet I will get
him! I swear it on my sacred oath!
¥ will pet him, and when 1 do—"

Crack |

Convulsively Zolhofl's fingers had
clenched on the wineglass in his hand,
and the stem had snapped like a carrot,

A drop of blood stained the white,
linen tablecloth.

* Master—an omcen ! gasped Anton;
and his voiec was a croak,

Zolhoff laughed harshly.

" ¥es, an omen,” he said gratingly,
his eyes on the crimson stain, “The
blood of Von Sturm !” .

Pushing back his chair he rose to his
fect.

"There, clear away, you super-
stitions old fool ! he said, “and get
back to your kitchen !V

With that he left the dining-room,
and made his way to the T’_brnr}'.
Switching on the light he took his kevs
from his pocket and erossed to the desk.
~ Buddenly he stiffened, his eyes taking
in  the faintly-splintered woodwork
around the lock, Next instant he had
thrown back the lid, only to stand =tar-
ing dumbfounded at the orderly and
untouened contonts,

Bomeone had forced the lock of his
desk.  Yet, at first glance, nothing
seemed to be missing, or to have been
tampered with,

Lolhofl's fiest 1impulse was to guestion
Anton. But the foel could know
nothing, else he would have said se
long before this. The interrogation of
Anton could wait a few moments, The
first thing to be done was to make
absolutely certain nothing was missing.

On that point Zolhoff was zoon satis-
fied. Stepping back he stood staring
at the desk, a puzzled frown on his
brows,

Whe had forced it open? And for
what purpose?

Turning to the safe in which all hia
important decuments and papers werp
kept, Zolhoff unlocked it and swung
back the heavy door. The contents
were untouched, and no attempt seem-
m%ly had been made to force the lock.

he whole thing was very puzzling.
Zolhoff was not fool t:'m}'l.tﬁf‘: to keep im-
portant papers in such dubious safety
as that afforded by a desk, And who-
ever had made entry to his study must
surely have realised that.

Wiat then had the unknown been
searching for?

FPressing tho bell in order to summon
Anton, lhoff returned to tho desk,
and stood surveying it with expert and
eritical eyes. Suddenly, with & sharp
exclamation, he bent forward and
picked 1p the blotting.pad. o

Every morning a iresh and virgin
piece of blotting-paper was placed in
the pad by Anton. Zolhoff had left
the house at dawn that day. There-
fore, the blotiing-pad had net been
used that day. %Et on its white sur-
face was the imprint of written words.

Znatching up the pad Zolhoff car-
ried it to & mirror on the wall, and
held it there. Plainly legible were the
words:

@ v Oe Btaltz .o 280500 0
o s« SOLHOFFE.”

With the pad in his hand Zolhoff
whirled and rushed to the telephone.
Picking wp the recciver, ho was put
through at once to the Intelligence
Burcau in the Wilhelmstrassce,

“Tse every ondeavour to trace and
apprehend a man named Otto Stultz [
he said harshly. “IRing me here the
instant any information is to hand con-
cerning him [ ]

Replacing the receiver he turned io
Anton who had appeared in the door-
way.

“My desk has been forcibly epened,”
he rapped. * What do you know of it?”

“Nothing, master,” replied the old
Mman.

“And you have seen no one sbout tho

place 7 demanded Zolhoff.

“No one,” frewered the manservant
in lew tones.
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“There are no signs of an entr
having been made?” pressed Zolhoff.
“MNo window left open, eor door lock
broken 7" .

“MNot that I know of, master. I have
noticed nothing amiss”

Zolhoff stared at him.

I remind me,” he said, with a slaw,
coeld deliberation, “that you were
strangcly perturbed at dinmer.  What
has been happening here to-day in my
absence 7V

ltNﬂfE]iﬂg‘, masier,” quavered Anton,
striving desperately to he.c;:» s voiee
steady. ® Nothing at all—"

The shrill trilling of the telephone-
bell cut in on his words. Wheeling, Zol-
hnﬁlﬁnn.htched up the receiver.

“¥est™ he rasped. “Yes, yes? Zol-

Stultz, has been

hoff speaking 1"
“The man, Otto
traced, Herr Doktor,” came the crisp

voice of one of General Raschen's
seeretaries over the wire. " Driving a
Mercedes  ear,  registration number,

B7458, he passed our military pickets
stationed on the southern outskirts of
the city, approximately two hours ago.”

“The Mercedes car is mine,” said
Zolhoff grimly. *Continue!”

“He had in his pessession one of our
official Seecret  Service introductorm
letters, deseribing him as beinpg No. 23
on our file of agents operating within
our frontiers. Thiz letter bore your
signature,”

“That signature was a {orgery,™ said
Zolhoff, in cold, deadly tones,

Strange the control he had over him.
self in those moments. ¥Yet the blood
was pounding madly in his temples, and
hiz eyes were biazing.

The man, Otto Stultz, was Guido von
Sturm !

Zolhoff knew it—knew it by his every
instinct, Yet thers was a chance that
ho was wrong.

“Have the car located ot onee, and
the man Stultz, put under the closest
of arrcst I he rapped harshly., “ Warn
all aireraft stations and uﬁ military
depots to be on the lock-owt for him. It
15 of the most vital and urgent import-
ance that he be apprehended without a
moment’s delay.”

“Very good, Herr Doktor,” replicd
the secretary.

Replacing  the  receiver, Zolhoff
wheeled on Anton who was still stand-
ing in the doorway.

“I know wvou now for what you are,
vou trattor ! he spacled, his face Jivid
with fury. “Dare you stand there and
swear that von have not seen Guido von
aturm this day? Answer me, you rat i
His voice rose o a scream., *° Anewer
me, curse you !

Anton shrank away from the murder
which blazed in Zolhoff’'s eyes.

“On your knees,” screamed Zolhoff,
“and swear by cverything you held
sacred that you have not secn the foul
traitor—"

* Master=-master—I cannot !

With a lough that was wholly animal,
Zolhoff whipped a small, silver-plated
sutomatic from his pocket.

“You filthy, treacherous dog!” he
chokod.

Bang |

From the muszzle of the automatic
there curled upwards a thin wisp of
sinoke, Clutching at lits breast, Anton
gswayved,  One stumbling step forward
he took then crashed face foremost to
the floor, to lie o limp and lifcless
heap.

(Readers will be enthralled by the
Jollowing chapters of this brillinnt story.
On no arcount mity next week's inalagl-
mend. COrder your MACNET at once.)
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THE MENACE OF TANG WANG!

(Cwealinentedd Toaan prige 23.)

the bluge of desperation n his cyes
Cha osvraanlibed pur of che _".'.EJ.'LEU'LT, aticl
leaped down mto e guad

The erowd suvged back from the ght-
Loy eyes aud dhe Hushing knife, and
the Chinmopan ran like a reables for the
E-.H.L"‘.l

For the mwoment it looked a3 il o

would get  clear, But only for a
tnonenl ! . . _
Fa=t a3 he flew, Dol Cnerry's ericket

Bat flew faster, wnd it was hurled with
LTI il

e bat crashed on the back of the
Chinmpan’s head as he ran, and he
pitched forward, and fell on his face.

“aood shot P yvelled Nugent breath-
Lessly.

“ Afper him [™

Tiwe Chinsman, balf-stuoned by the
crash on his head, stageered bhindly up,
PBut Lefore he was on his feet, Harry
Wharton bad ceached hiun, cricket bat
i hand, and & crashing blow steetehed
Chu on the carth  again,  As  hoe
sprawled, Johonny Bull stamped on the
hand that beld the koife, and the
woeapon was kiched away.

S Callay him

i H;q.g o 1

The Chinaman, hall-stunncd, gibber-
1 with Fary, Etlllifl.;llhl n‘lﬂ-t“j? i the
grasp of the many hands that were laid
o lnm. Bat has WEApon was gond, and
he straggled in vain, He alimost disap-
peared from sight under the erowd of
1ellows that fung themselves on him.

“Boecure him [ gasped Mr. Quelch,
coting up, breathless,

“ What—what—what——" Prout was
siuttering ke a man in a dream,

“We've got him, sic!”

“Weoe've got tho rotter ™

“Get & rope, or something ! shouted
Dob.

Tho Chinaman was still struggling
feobly under the heap of Greyirinrs
fcellows. Dut Fry of the Fourth ran up
with a rope, and his hands were
dragged together and tied.

Then he was allowed to get on his

fect. ‘
He sleed, gasping and panbing,

Bound as he was, a dozen hands still

held him.,
“Iless my

(L

soul 1" articnlated Mr.,

THE MAGNET

Gueleh, “Dang him inte the IHouse,
Ile muast be kept i security till the
police can get here! DBless ny soul!
Lring him into the House™

And Cha was marched inte the
Heowse, and M, Queleh horeeied to los
telephone. The erowd of fellows in the
guad fairly rocked with excutement.
Who the man was, what he wanted at
Greyiriars, and what it ali meant, any-
Liow, nobody know; but 1t was Lhe
wildeet sonsation that bad ever been
Loown ut the old school,

" . " - 4 ]

“Goodness praciouws me ! exclaimed
Mr. Quelel. ™It sccms foo amazing to
be true |

In the Remove master’s study Wun
Luog had just coucluded his account of
wihat had happened.  The Chinaman,
his hands bound behind lius back, was
there, as alse was B, Proat and
Harry Wharton.

Mr. Queleh had ploned for the police
anc Lthey were on thelr way to remove
Mr. Chu.

“Amazing !” boomed Prout. “The
man scemed to me remackably eivil and
well-spoken—a very pleasant and opgree-
able, educuted Chinese ! Extraordinary !
I presume this man is not, as he stated,
vour unele, Wun Lung?”

Wun  Lung grinved faintly.,  Mr
Quelch suppressed a snort.  The guestion
really was a little superfluous,

“MNo, sir!” answered Wunm Lung.
"He pletmd he uncle, siv; bue me no
savvy that velly -.-.ml..nd man, sir, Ile
tellee big whoppee lie, sir.’

*The scoundrel!” said Mr, Prout.
“NWo doult that is why his face s
bandaged—a pretended accident on the
road—no doubt, because 1f you had secn
his faee, his cheat would have been ex-
posed too scon! 'The rascal!™  And
Mr. Prout glared at the sullen, savapge
face of Mr. Chu., In the struggle the
bandage had been torn away, but there
'nm no  sign of injury hbeneath it

Evidently it had been a trick to keep
from a too early discovery of the
deception.

“Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch, “you
ean sec this man plainly now. Is it the
inan you saw on Courtfield Common
last evening, in the car "

“Yes, sir!” answered Horry. “T re-
cogniso him gquite easily, It 1s the samo
nman.

EVERY SATURDAY

The Chinaman’'s ey2s  glinted at
Wharton, Ile also recognized the
scheolboy, and ho began to understand
how suzpicion had been aroused.

“And there ean be lttle deubt that
he is the man who penetrated intoe the
Remove dormitory last night 1 said Mr.
Cueleh,

“Ie tellce me, sir,” said Wun Lung.
“He confessee he comey along dormi-
toly last might, sie.”

“Dastard!” boomed Prout. “Care
shall be taken that no ather sooundrel
has such an opportunity [

Mr. Quelch signed to the ({uniﬂrs ta
leave the study. They joincd the Co.,
and Wun Lung went w lth the Famous
Five to the Remove passage. ILis little
vellow face was very thoughtful.

A little later the police arrived from
Courtfield, and Wun Lung was sont foc
to make his statement to them. Then
My. Chu, with an impassive face, ana
the handonffs on his wrists, was drl*u:*n
awny in his own car.,

“AlNl serene mnow, kid"
Cherry. when Chua was gone,

Wun Lung winked at him with his
slanting eves, and shook his he*ud

“Chu will be sent to prison,’
Harry “hnrtﬂn

“Me savyvy.

“ But you tth

“ Mo tinkee Tang W{u‘lp; volly angly !
suid the little Chinee. * Plentee othel
bad man cally out orders flom Tang
Wang.™ . )

“We'll take eare of vou, kid!” said
Bob., “We'll keep our oyes jolly wide
open, ond jump on any Chinaman whe
comos along, with both feet.”

“PBut what about during the holi-
davs ¥ asked Nugent.

“I was thinking of that,” said Harry.
“Wo'll all be at Wharton Lodge, so ik
wouldn't be a had idea to ask my uncle
to extend an invite to YWun Lung and
Hop Hi,”™

And so

said Bob

' sald

1t was arrvanged, Colonel
Wharton giving a willing assent.  When
the aci:m:r? @ up, the two Chinese
juniors depurted with the Famous Five;
and, for once, without William George

Bunter.
THE END.

(See that wyou read the néxt grand
long compele sfory in this powerful
series, Order your MAGNET a5 soon as
possible.)
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MASKED BANDIT AT
LARGE

NOBLE EARL'S STUDY

BOYS OF GREYFRIARS RUN THEIR OWN NEWSPAPER OF FACT AND FICTION!

(eeyfrians

-”

evald

15

August 23rd, 1930.

WAR WITH THE
FOURTH

LATEST NEWS FROM THE

BURGLED

[

Lato last night Detective Peniold received a hurried call from
tho study of Lord Mouleverer in the Remove passage. Disguising
Limself a8 a tin of sardines, he called upon hia lordship mEEQ.m‘.MEu:
and found ithat a daring daylight robbery had taken place.

According to Lord Mauloveror, he had been taking a few winks
on his study sofa, when the door was opeged cautiously, and a
hwgo person, wearing a black mask, peeped in. The burglar stole
into the study snd grabbed a large cake and a dozen doughnuts.
Iis lordship immediately told him to put them down, but the
bandit refused.

* If you don’t drop :.EHE.P: Lord Mauleverer gaid, ** I'll boot
you out of the study, begad 1

“ Oh, reslly, Mauly ! " replied the masked burglar. * If you're
coing to bo mean about a mouldy cake and a few rotten dough-
nita, I'll pay for them out of my postal order when it comes.”

“When will ithat be—about %E time of the Greek Kalends,
what 1"

T ..mﬂﬁrﬂ.-. H [T

¥ Put that cake back before I get
up to you ! ™

Lord Mauleverer wasa about to
get up when the burglar opened
the door and scut out of the
gtudy.

It was a most mysteriomn affair.
Deotective Penlold admits that
Scotland PBackyard are puzzled
by it.

" Why didn't you capture the
thief 1" asked Penfold.

“Too much ag,™
s his lordship.

: The detective frowned.

“ Can you describo the burglar 1" he nshked. e :

** A fat scoundrel in gig-damps,’” drawled Mauly lazily. * Wearing
a pair of chock trousers and a bow tie. And now, dear boy, you
must excuse mo. Busy!”

" Busy t What are you doing 1

** Sleepin’,” answ his tordship. :

Detective FPenfold endeavoured to get some more paréiculars,
but Lord Mauleverer was already fast aslesp, with a peaceful
gmile on his aristocratic map.

LATER: The Remove police are working hard to find out the
identity of the masked criminsl. So far they are completely
bafled. The burglar decamped without lsaving the slightest trace.
Wo undorstand that Detective Penfold is shadowing a Fhinese
fellow named Wun Lung, but he is doubt{ul if hoe has got the right
man, because Wun Lung isn't fat, and he doesn’t wear spectaclea.
Besides, he was in Courtfield at the time of the robbery. But no
doubt Detective Penfold will manage to discover the criminal in
time.
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Further news of this amazing burglary—if any-—will be reported
in the next issue of the paper.

ENGAGEMENTS: _

Will all Removites pleass note
that they are expected to attend the
following funotions next week :

MONDAY.—-Form-ragging for W.
. Bunter—ifor grub-raiding. Cncket
practico at 6.30. Bumping for Cokor
in evonin

TUESDAY.—Bumping for Coker.

WEDNESDAY.—Lecture by Mr.
Quelch- at 7 p.m. FPillow.ight with
for Coker.

THURSDAY —Ambush in m.m.w‘m
Lane for Ponzonby & Co., of High-
cliffe. Boat-race practice on BSark
Fight between Cherry and Bolsover
in MH. “W.._E..ﬂﬁm for Coker.

FRIDAY.—Bump Coker.

BATURDAY.—Crickst match wer-
sus 8t. Jude's. Tea afterwards in Hall.
Cokor bumped. :

SUNDAY.—Day of rest. Fromiwe
Cloker a bumping on Monday.

H. WHARTON
(Form-Captain.)

Weather Forecast.

Cold-=fair to warm. Hot, (probabl
gultry). No sunshine if the eclouds
obscure the sun. Night hot, but not
cold. It will be dry all day if the
rain holds off; but there is a poas.
sibility of it being wet if it doesn't,
Umbrellas will not be needed to-da
(except in case of raim or amow).
During the svening, mnight will fall;
but it is unlikely that it will hurt
itsolf. In the very early Huuﬂﬂ%.&a
rismg of the sum will signify dawn
There will be a great deal of dew on
the grass if it 18 hot; but if b i=
cold there will be frost matead of
dew. Xf it ia meither ‘hot nor cold
thera won't be P-._M..w_.._mﬂm at all, and
sarve it jolly well right.

If the Remove XI. have an open
date to-morrow, ths weather will bo
perfect ; but should it happea that
we are due to play a match it will
rain bitterly,

WHY BE

ADVERTISEMENTS:

.ﬂﬂbwuﬂﬁﬁ_ﬂu.h._u:uaﬂ.un&im:Emr_nn_v__.pﬁ
on the rights of Citizenship in the uwﬁ#ﬂnmﬂﬂ#nﬁ
of the Individual, on Monday next in the Rog.

SALE BY AUCTION. Messra. Fish, Fish, and
Fishy will sell by auction to-morrow :

ONE ALARM-CLOCK for study or dorm. Aport
from the hands, hairspring, mainspring, fly-wheel,
hammer, bella, winding-rod, rogulator, and face, this

ky clock is in Arst-class condition. What guy will
wmm me fiva dollara for it T Don't all speak at once.

ONE INNER-TUBE for bicycls tyrs, containing
two slow.-punctures and with the walve misaing.
(therwise perfectiy sound. A bargain for two dollars.

ONE FOUNTAIN PEN. In prime condition.
No ink in the pen ad it ain't ink-tight. Tho nib is
crossed, but can be straightened out by any guy
with patienco and a hammer. What offera t Apply
(with greenbocls) at Study Neo. 14.

inset. Will

30 bobb.

substance in the world.
with me, (Signed) PAUL PROUT."” Only five bob
a bot. Got yours now. SKINNER, Study No. IL
TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN : :
hereby declare that I will not be responsible for any
debts incurred by William nm_wumwm Bunter, my etudy-
maote. bﬂu&ﬂ% _3...,?%_ at
with anything, deserve all they don't get bae
LOST : A poir of gold sleeve-inks with pearls

FAT t Bkinner's ™ Anti-Fatto” will

make you as lean as a string bean in a fortnight.

It -has_ werked waondera

I, Petar Taodd,

that burglar mﬁﬁ AWaY

finder kindly return to H. Vernon-

Smith, Btudy No. 4.

FOR SAIL. A pare of gold kuff-linx with perls in
them. A present to me from a titeled relasion.
Muet be sold oweing to being hard s
William George Bunter, Btuddy No. 7.

o

Hundreda of testimonials like these : *'I have used | J
* Anti-Fattd * regularly for years. .ﬂmmm.n&u W. . |
BUNTER.” "1 consider ®Anti-Fatto' the fineat | &

Financier’s Serious Loss

DESPERATE PLIGHT OF Mr,

Mr. Fisher T. Fish, the welkaown
finanoier, has suffered a wery morious
loss. It seems that hehas joet drop
the sum of twopenoe-halfpenyy (24d.)
through & hole in his by . . The
money ig %Fﬁz— io have }
in Courtfiéld—or it may be Pegg=—il 1t
hasn't been lost in Friardale ot Groy-
friara. j

Mr. Fish is, of coursas, in a shio of
collapse, and it is foared that = may
lose his reason (if any) A epecialiat
from London has been semt for, as Mr.
Figh's stato is dangerous If the five
gents are not recovered, there is little
doubt that the losa will put ldn Fish
into an early grave.

"~ Any galoot spotting the mimsing green-
baoks mﬁ_ﬂﬁwﬂwu .ﬁmﬂ tax ﬂ:% the news to any jay in Biudy
No. 14.

E.T. FISH

REPORTS FROM THE COURTS

SENSATIONAL DIVORCE CASE ENDING

Bofore Mr. Justice Wharton, in the Common-room Zessiona,
Patrick Gwynno (Prefect) sslad for a divoroe from his fag,

Gatty.
4 “Why do you 'sant to get rid of him 1"

The Judge :
" npbed Gwynna briefly, ™ I told
*nmm.m.n foast, and he toasted the egg

..Hn»rnumn!.#_i. o.—_m__.; _E.—_.unw #mﬁ_
{Lavghter, durin;, which (iwynne gave Judge

Mr. Gatty stood up and
goava avidenca. He said fag-

ging was & nuisanes. Every

“ Bacausa Gatty'a
him to make me a
- | and poached the toast.™
Hﬁ:@mm s
poBe ;
500 lines. )

tine he wanted to _.m‘o out he
wn.mun m..mm__.wnnmf voice calling
ag

The Judge: “Well, he
was quito right. Fagging is
.._.,_Jw. {300 lines.) ¥

Mr. Gatiy : “ It's an awiul
%ap, your honour.™

The Judge: * You mean
you are an awiul | #

Mr. Gwynne: Do I get

my divorce, ordon’t I 1 ¥
: _ The Judge: * You do not.
it my opinion you are both

to blame. It iagix to one and¥i-s.dozen to the other.”

Mr. C , E.C.: " Hear, boar! That's the way to talk
to them, Judge, old bean.” i

Mr. Gwynne : * You mean, itiis six to you and half-a-dozen
to Cherry. Bend over, you two I

There was great consterantior i comrt as His Lordship and Mr.

Cherry, K.C., beat over and oo™ #ix "' each.

Price

The Judge: * Ow-wow! Whooop!™”
Mr. Cherry: " Moocch! Yaroooch!™
mﬁbﬂ interpreter was present, ¢ad translated these remarks into
ish. :
_ _“m?w Judge: " The onse is digmissed. _ﬂnﬂnﬂ is found guilty of

{Continued in saxt column,)

SOCIETY GOSSIP:

Wea are glad to announce that Mr.
Prout is laid up with a pain in his jaw,

caused through overwork.
It is with the deepost t that we
hear that the rumour of Bunter's ex-

wleion was falso. The Owl iz not
eaving us. Wo extend our deepest
aympathy to his study-matoes.

The heavy-weight champion, Eatt-
ling Beolsover, has just won his third
mMMu. by thrashing a groat brute named
Theky Nugent. The knock-out come
sarly in the 63rd round. Nugent had
obviously been groggy for soine hours,
and Bolsover put him out of hia Emumﬁﬁ
with & left hook. The champion’s
former Gghta wore with a blind cripple
{who was knocked out in the eighth
round) and a man with no arms and
legs, who waa wheeled 10 the fight ina
bath-chair. This latter fight was
awarded Bolsover on points after the
fight had gone the full time of one
hundred rounds. Bolsover is ndw going
into atrict training for hia forth.
¢oming fight with Ogilvy's little sistor.

There waa & rumour this morming
that Mr. Quolch's rheumsatism was

m“.%mw him beans. The Remove have

usy stuffing exerpise books into
their bags.

Skinner recently purloined the key
of the Remove Formy raom, and de-
cided to hide it. e locked around
cautiously m order to give it a manm
hiding.place. TUnfortunately Quelchy
I out. Now Quelchy has got the
key, and Skinner the _nn__a.m hiding.

{(Continued from previcous column.)
uag_umbm. and is ordered to write out
all Lm_.rm nes Gwynne has just givenm
me

After giving out this sentence, the
J regumed his seat—upon which
Mr. Bkinner, C.A.I., had just placed
a tin-tack. The courd rose at this
point—Iikewisa the Judge.

poye 1 "

DORMITORY FRONT
By Dick Penfold,

(Editor’s note : We particular]
instoad of Penfold’s usual do .
stop writing verse for onee.

wanted this report in proas,

We therefore asked bim to
says he has dono so, but it looka
vory fishy to us. Weo can’t help thinking that somo of the worda
would rlhiyme if they were worked out.)

Gentle reader, shed a tear for Ceeil Temple's fate. The Upper
Fourih, it would appear, are gotting slack of Iate. So Teimple
and the Fourth last night, their fighting powers to prove, arranged
to start a pillow-fight against 1he bold Remove. And Temple,
with two othor boys, arotsed their aleeping Form and then, without
the elighteat noise, they tiptoed to our dorm.

Alas for Tomple's fondest dreamal We knew his little plot. He
thought wo were aslecp, it scema; bub
really we were net. For when he in his
study stood and told his pgreat idea,
against the study keyhole glued was Billy
Bunter’s ear. Instead of being faat asleep,
all helpless and imert, our captain had
contrived Lo keep us very much alert.

S¢ when the Fourth came crecping in
Fﬂ% meade mﬂﬁ.ﬂm.m our .wm_mu. the darkness

& gone 1 and many waggin
heade. m.m.mﬂﬁ_nmw.ﬂn his Ea&ﬁﬁﬂ mﬁﬂom
silont side by side for just about a minute,
then, " Charge thomi!” Temple cried.
“Up the Fourth! Wa'va dons them
brown ! Biff them!™ Temple said. And
‘then he brought his pillow down upon—
an empty bed | :

Then out rang Harry Wharton’s voice
in tones both loud and clear: " Charge 1™ 4
he oried, in accents choice, ' the boundera  #
intho rear!" Temple's triumph changed
to wrath ; his fears were not unfounded. The helpless slacking
d&w‘mu Fourth scon found themselves surrounded.

e fall upon the Fourth Form erew, we emota them hip and thigh ;

while Temple, Fry, and Dabney, too, all murmured : ' Oh, my
“ Buck up, you men | ' poor Temple cried. I biffed him
on the napper. And then the door was opened wide, and in came
Queleh and Capper.
Cur yolla of joy were changed to pain. They started in with
vigour to swish with force a supple cane on each pyjemoed fgure.
I sought my bed across the dorm ; it ook me half o minute, but
Quelchy whacked my light-clad form before I could get in it.

Weo jumped in bed to yoll and roar when those two canea had
licked us. The Fourth Form pillow-fight was o'er—the mastors
wore the victors.

BOBBIE

of all I must ,._mm“ e
. CH .Mmum
(Study. 13}, who asks
me how man

CHILDREN’S CORNER

Conducted By UNCLE SKINNER

Now, my dear little now pgone to let the humorous Skinner feel ilie
playmates, I  must | size of his “ tootsies.”)
anawer your sweet little | BILLY BOY writes irom Study 7, and asks me two
lettors to me. First | quostionz. I will answer him. (1) The beat way to got

rid of fat, Billy, is o sit on the firo and melt it
{2) Xo, I never chenge postal orders in advance.
those that never do advance.

ociall
paire of m.mm..,uHE I} LODER, of the Sixth, asks if it is wrong

boots can raade | to emole cignrettes. Yes,.Gerald, it is very, very
from the hide of one |wrong. If you have any cigarettes you should hand
cow. Usually, Bobbie, | them over to ms at once. I will keep them for you
seventoon airs  of | until you grow =_m. J ;
boots can made LITTLE COKER, of the Fifth, wants to know if

from one cow, though, in your case, of course, one
a from seventoen. cows.
there, you can’t help the size of vour tootsies, can

pair of boota ia m

you ?

(NOTE.—Eob Cherry has just seen this, and he has

I can tell him which Removite eneaked into lLis
study and put pam into his boots. Yes, Coker, I
can toll you. But I don’t think I will. It iz wrong
to toll tales. _”m_% the imm... 1 had better got my gnm-
gﬁﬁmEEEn.ﬁﬁmﬁwﬁﬁﬂ.ﬂnﬂpﬂwEﬂ

But




