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SCHOOLBOYS SURROUNDED BY URKNOWN PERILS-

- L ]

THRELERS! GEE! FRANK RICHARDS KNOWS HOW TO WRITE 'EM!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Exppy Meoting !
" UNTER!” cjaculaked
Cherep
Billy Bunter grinped.

L d ey vou, ald
chap ¥ he MHﬁ o

Bob Cherry did not grim

He stared. :

Bunter seemed gled o see him. DBut
it might have boem gathered from Bob's
expreasion that he wos not glad to
see. Bunter.

I was seldom on record that fellows
were glad to sco Fuscisating
as his socrety ]
found that s little of it weat
a long way.

Bob had stepped out of &
train at Reigate Btation. He
was on his way to jem hia
friends at Whertes *
whare*_ h{l.:' was b MM
rest of the sursoeer
with the Co. He had
quarter of an hour to wait Fom
his train to Wimdord; aed M was
strolling about the statien platforma
whon. ho came - on Wikiam GCeorge
Bunter—uncxpectedly. .

Bunter, appsrcatly, was waiking lor
the samo traino.

It was 8 blazing August day, and
Billy Bunter leeked very BRet, vary
red, and very perspiriag. Om very hod
days, Bunter fewnd his eirevmierence
rather & bether. Ho really had too
much weight to earry sbout with conr-
fort n the deog days. )

“Quite a pleasorw,. isn't it, nold
chap?” said ¥, blinkingy at Bab
through his big spectacles.

“Is it?" ssked Bob,

“1 suppote you'rc going to Whar-
ton's placeT™

" ¥es™ ;
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Bok

on Beb's part, ®

A and I have to be joll
was, fellows goncrally T ask.

“Eame here.”

*Oh 1

“We'll travel together,” said Bun-
ter affably. “Quite a p re ko
nmﬂéhn #ﬂm}'frihu man-—even you ™

¥ !

“I've boen having = ripping tioge,
these hols,” said S end
of hi hi}lnl:s at Bunter Court.’

£ LJ

“Fd bhave asked you, ofd fellow—
I would really,” said Buniee, siil] very
afiable in spite ef thé lack of off

you
—-we got.a lob mmgumh&pﬁph
particular whonr

¥ thought you, really; but

The menace of Tang Wang, mest powerful of
Chinese Mandarins, hangs like a baek edoud over
ke exjoyment of Harry Wharten & Co. But
with grina detormination and British
they strive to stave off this peri! from the East,

om sceond thoughts 1 realised that it
wouldn't do”
% Bobh Chorry.

h t™
“PBut a rellow fu fed up on crowds,
and partics, end bigh imks” said Bun-
tor, shaking his ad. “I'm iairly
worn out, you know, by so much plung-
ing into tho vortex of scciety. I'm
veslly rather glad.to be going to Whar-

ton's little place for a quict week aor
tmo. [ a ros:™
“Wharton will necd a rest, when

you'vo been there a week o: two.”
“Oh, really, Choerey—"
“Look here, you fat bounder—" -
“Pon’t shout, old fcllow,” -said Bun-
ter. “ Yeou're not in thoe Remove pas-

sege at I}ru;-:friurs now, you know,”

“Don't yel ,Foﬁ? ap! When you're along the plat

on hohday, you ought not t. behave

igmhwﬂ

like a noisy fag at achool, you know.”

Bob Cherry breathod bard.

He had naturally expecked, when
Greyfriars broke up for the summer
holidays, to soe no more of William
George Bunter till the next term. Bo
it was quite dismaying to Znd thet the
0wl of the Remove Tﬁru joining the
cheery pa at arton go.
Hurree Ein:ﬁ and Johony Bull and
Nugent wera there, and the two Chinese
juntors, Wun Lung and Hi. But

illiem George Bunter decidedly
was not required. It was caikeé a rois-
apprehension on Bunter's part to sup-
poso that no party could be & success
witheut his distinguished presence.
The Famowus Five had had
enﬂuih of Willinmn Geozrge at
Greyfriars—too  much, in
fact. Indeed Hurree Singh
declared that the toc-muehful-
nasa was terrifie.

plack do “Does Wharton  kmow
you're coming!"” demanded

Bob at last.
Billy Bunter did not

answer that guestion. It was rather an
awkward one. Harry Wharton, cer-
tainly, did not know that Bunter was
coming. Had be kmown, he mip;hj. hava
takon some measurss to prevent it. Bo
it way better for himn not to mh;:]ii:si
it waa & case where igpoTance whi

Bunter bhinked :Inn! ibe line

*I say, that irin's a jolly lomg
timne,” ha romarkad. “Like to ocome
1 old chap. I'll stamd
I'd like one my=elf.*

Bunier rose from the seat upon which
he was repoal his fat . But
Bob did not nga a move 1o the direo-
tion of the buffet.

" Oh, really, Cherry—"

Bob Cherry me a &m and walked

orIa. Ity Bunter rolled
after bim.

{Cepyright in the United States of America.)
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“1 say, old chap~—"

““Oh, roll off I” gaid Bob.

“We'ra travelling together, old fel-
low! The fact is, I'd rather like to
arrive at Wharton Lodge with you,”
explained Bunter. “You see, Wharton
may have forgotten asking me—"

“He would need a thumfing' good
rir!m]l;mrf to remember it!” grunted

D,

“8o the faet is, I'd rather go in
with you,” said Bunter. “You can
mention that you met me, and wanted
me ko come along-—"

“Rats "

“You ser, Wharton’s rather a beast
iy —rm??

“Whnt-!'"

“Rather a beast—you know what
his manners are likel But he can't
very well chjeot to a friend bringin
a Iriend with him. HBeef That wi
make it all right if he's forgotten
pressing me to come.”

“(h, my hat "

*“This is quite a lucky meeting, isn't
it7" said Bunter. “I'm really glad to
see .you, Cherryl Not often that a
fellow’s glad to see you, 1z it, old
bean " added Bunter, with a cheery
chuckle. “Blessed if I can make out
W}‘I?EEE&HGH asked you for tho hole*

“Well, he can't like you about the
place, can he?"” asked Bunter, argu-
mentatively., *How could hei”

Bob Cherry did not raﬁly. Ho was
considering whether to kick Bunter.
It was really remarkable, that a very
little of Bunter's conversetion generally
inspired a fellow with s keen desire
4o kick him,

“By the way, old man,” went on
Bunter, happily unconscious of the in-
I‘E'E.I.'ﬂ workings of Bﬂ]h- 'ﬁhﬂrry*; II:I;:!L'I‘H..'I+
“1 suppese you can lend me my fare
to. Wimiord %ﬂ'

Bob stared.

“Fathead ! Didn’t you take your
ticket before getting on the platform®”

Bunter grinned.

“"You see, it's a lot of money fo
waste on & railway journey,” he ox-
lained. *“I've taken a ticket to the
rat station on the line. If they spoet
me at Wimford I shall have to pay
excess fare. PBut'it's a u!e-la;].'r:r place,
and I dare say I shall get out all right.”

“{Oh, my hatl"

“T dare say you'd never have thought
of a dodge like that!” grinned Bunter.

“Certammly I never should.”

"It n brains,” sald the fat
junior complacently. “You can travel
jolly cha:uph:. you w, if you uso

your brains.’

“Yov fat rotter—"

“Don’t roar, old fellow: I keep on
tolling you you're not in the Remove
passage now,” said Bunier repruvmiglj*.
fLook here, can you lend me my fare
at Wimiford if they spot mel”

“I'll lend you my boot!” growled

Bob.

“0Oh, reslly, Cherry! Well, look
here, we'll go out together at Wimford,
and you can keep the man talking,
or somothing, while I slip by. Sea?”

Bob Cherry looked at Bunter. Ap-
parently he was not only to tolerate
the Owl's charming society, but he was
to assist him in bilking the railway
company. Bob breathed hard,

*“Hallo, is that my train?” asked
Bunter, as a train camoe ratiling into
tho station, and stopped at the platiorm
where they were standing. *This is
the platform for Wimford, isn't it 7"

Bob’s eyes glimuered.

The Wimford train was not in for
goven minutes yet. The train that had

longer journcy. It was, in fact, the
London troin.

In the circumstances, Bob Cherry did
not feel disposed to enlighten DBunter

on that subject.
He made a rush for the train and
He bolted after Bob.
Id it shut, and grinned at Bunter
“Let me in, you beust!” he roared.
“1 say, 1
" Beast 1”7
ghook a fist up at Ilob’s grinning
into o carriange. And as he did so Bob
He strolled cheerily acress the plet-
From a window a fat face and o
on the platiorm.

bolted in.

“Hore, I'm coming I"” gosped Bunter.

Bob had opened & carriage door,
stcpfxad in, and closed the door sgain.
He he
from the window above.

Runter grabbed at the door handle.

“ Bow-wow ™ ;

shall lose the train!™

yelled Bunter.

“That's all right

Bunter tore et the handle, but Bob
held the door fast from within, Dunter
face, scuttled along the train, tore open
another door, and bolted broathlessly
opened his own door, end stepped out
again.
form. ‘There wns & shriek from the
enging, and the train started.
glimmering pair of spectecles glanced
out, and Bunter started as ho saw Bob

“I say, you've lost the train!™ he
yelled, fraan the open window.

Bob waved hiz hand.
“That's all right! Good-bye,
Bunter 1"

“"¥You silly ass! You—" Bunter's
voice waos lost in the roar of the train
ng it rushed out of the etation.

HSeven minutes later the Wimford
train came in, and Bob Cherry sat
daown in it. As he rolled away for
Wimford, he wondered, cheerily, how
long it would teke Bunter to discover
that he was in the wrong train, ond
whether he would arrive at the distant
metropolis before he made that interest-
ing discovery.

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Chiness !

b Ii, my hat!"”
0 HMarry ‘Wharton
that  ejaculation

taril

Wun Lung
grin. .

The little Chinese of Greyiriars had
a letter spread on the table before him,
and was reading it.

Little Hop i1, his young brother,
snt on o cushion on the floor, with a
cheerful expression on his little yellow
foce, tapping on nltpnpe:' drum, and

af

_ubtered
involun-

I:;nkr:d up with & sleepy

humming to himse he tap%:»d.
Hop Hi—or Wun Hop Hi, to give him
his full name—was making cheery

musio in his own Chinesa fashion, while
his major read the letter frem home.

It was the latter that caused Whar-
ton’s ejaculation. He could not help
seoing the letter as it lay spread before
tha Chinese Removite, Not that it
mattered if i1t waa seen, for the most
private of correspondence from China
could have been left anywhere about
Wharton Lodge, and still remain a
hidden secrct. The strange Chinesa
characters—strange to a Western eyo—
were written in columns, beginning at
the top right-hand corner of the page,
and looked to Wharton like a set of
primitive pictures,

It waa hard to roalise that they con-
veyed & cleur meaning to the eye of a

just eome in was going on s much reader,

“Letter from home, kid?” asked
Harry, with & smile.

Wun Lung nodded.

“Lettce flom fetheo,”™ he said, in his
queer pidgin-English., * Plenty nicey
lettee Hom Wun Chung Lung.” He
grinned apain. “You mno savvy

Chinee letteo, handsome ole chap 1"

“No fear!” said Harry, with a smile.
“All well at home, I hope?®”

“Plenty well,” said Wun Lung.
““This lettes takee long timee comey
flom China. All well when fathee wlite.
My honourablo fathes is well, and oy
honourable mother, and op Hi's
honourable mother, all well.”

Harry Wharton gave a little start

He was well aware that Chinese cus-
toms were very different from those of
the “Western world; but- Wun Lung's
cheery remark brought the fact home
to him with rather a jolt.

“I—1 don't guite——" Wharton stam-
mered. “Hop Hi is wvour brother,
isn't _he, fathead?”

“Nicey young blother,”
Lung., “What gyou
blother.™

“A  half-brothes "
ton.
“Me belong Number One Wifee of
my honovrable fathee,” explained Wun
Lung. “Hop Hi belong Number Two
wifee.”

“Oh!" pasped Wharton,

“My pletty sistee, Wun San, belong
Number Thiee Wifee,” went on Wun
Lung i1onocently, " All Chince pleuty

agrecd Wun
calle half &

repoated  Whae-

wifee."

“0Oh erimbal”

“This ecountly wvell stlange to
Chipee,” said Wun Lung, *"Evcu

vcllg lich man have only ono wilce.
In China only velly pool man have only
ono wifee.”

“1 think I'd rather be =
in China than & rich one, t
the eaptain of the Remove.

Wun Lung grinned.

“You no savvy China,” he said. *In
China, sposec only one wiiee, zhs velly
sad. Bhe no likee. She ely. In Eng-
land, Number Ona Wifey cly if Num-
ber Two Wifey comey, Flaps sho velly

nogly.”

“¥ee. I—1 rather think she'd get
angry,” gasped Wharton, " I—I sup-
pose things are different in China™

“Velly diffelent,” said YWun Lung.

r INan
o sand

“China velly gleat countly. Chince
velly good and wvelly wise. Sposec
foleign devils no comey, China wvelly
happee countly., You lendece e
stickee?" he added, aofter enotlar
glance at the letter.

“A—a " stick? Cortainly ! snid

Harry, astonished by the sudden change
of subject. *“What do you want a stick
for 1"

“ Beatee Hop Hi

Wharton jumped. ]

Hop Hi sunddenly ccased tinkling on
the papér drum, and hunoning his
song, end l&qkecrl up af his brother
with his slonting eyes.

“You—you—you're going fto beat
Hop Hi?” ejaculated Wharton.

Wun Lung tapped the lciter with a
slim linger.

“Fathee sav beatee, Laszt term Hop
Hi no wlitee letiee. He lazee, Grand-
fathee velly angly.”

“Grandfather " repcated YWharton,

“Grandfathes Wun Eo,” said Wun
Lung. “Ho velly angly, slong Wuu
Hu‘p Hi no wlhitee lettee.”

“But what has your grandfather to
do with it?” asked Wharton. “I:n't
that a matter for your {father to
decide 1" )

“MNot in China,"” gaid Wun Lunyg
simply. *Grandfathce say beatee. so
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fathea say beatce. If not, grandfathee
beates fathee,”

1] :Eh-i:r:r

“Beatew welly hard, big bamboo!”
eaid Wun Lung.

Wharton gazed at him.

“"How old i3 your father, Wun
Lung 1™ e asked,
" Fiftes ™

k3

1 suppose you'ra pulling my leg,
said the Eaptm}n of the Greyiriers Re-
IMOYE,

“"No pullee leg,” said Wun Lung.
“Me¢ likee handsome:old chap velly
mach. No pullee leg.” :

“Buat doces an old gent in China beat
a gon fifty years old?” exclaimed

Wharton.
Wun Lung nodded.
“8&'pose he angly, he beatee,” he

answered, ° Plentee times Wun Ko
boatee Wun Chung LunE, big bamboo.
You lendee mo stickee?

“Oh, my hat!” said Wharton. “I-I
tay, can't you let the little kid off 1"

Wun Lung opened his eyes wide.

“Hew lottee off, when fathoe say
bratee 77 he ssked. “8'porec me no
ohey fathee, me velly bad Chinee.”

“Oh erumbz!” pard Harry.
will Hop Hi let you beat him?”

Wun Lung's eyes opened wider,

“How he no lettes, when he savvy
Fathea say beatea?” he asked.

Evidently disobedience to parents
scemed an impossible thing in thoe eyes
of the Celestial.

“Well, I—I suppose you can g0
ahead, if you like,” said the captain of
the Remove., “I—I thipk I'll lsave
vou to "

“How mmuch you bealec me?” asked
Hop Hi, looking up at his brother with
patient, almond eyes ?

“‘Cwenty whaochkee, big stickeo,” said
Wun Lung. 1

Hop Hi sighed. Wun Lung leaving
the parental Jetter ou the ta le, went
out into the hall to select one of
Colonel Wharton'a sticks.

Harry Wharton passed out of the
frenich windows to the terrace. Johnny
Bull and Frank Nugent and Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh were thero, sunning
themselves” in the bright August sun-

shine.

“Oh, here you are!” =aid Frenk.
“Did Bob tell you what train he was
coming by ¥

“MNo: some train
that's all,” said Harry.

"“Hallo, what's that row?” exclaimed
Johnny Bull, as a loud howl came from
the open windows of the room Wharton
Irad left. “Sounds as 1f somebody’s
hurt.”

"'The soundfulness gounds as if the
hurtfulness i3 terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

Another loud howl came floating
through the open windows. It came to
en accompaniment of loud whacking.

“What on earth’s up? exclaimed
Frank Nuogent in alarm. "Thosa two
giddy heathens aren’t serapping, are
ithe ?  They always seomed like
ambs.*

Whack! Whack! Whack!

"Haold onl" exclaimed Wharton, as
hiz chum: were abont to rush to the

And

this afterncon,

open window. “It's gll right! It's
only Wun Lung beating Hop ﬁi—[i—”
“But what—" :
"Hop Hi didan't write home Jlast
term,” gasped Wharton, “and lis

randfather is angry, so Hop Hi ia to
¢ beaten. Wun iuﬁg*s pater has told
him to get on with it—and if it isn't
dona, InilJI grandfather will beat hia
F%Etﬁh 1*

“What
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“His Jgrandfa.thar beat hiz father1”
howled Johnny Bull

Wharton chuckled.

“Yes; it seems that's the custom in
China! You're linble to be whaoked
b]‘r your pater up to fifty yeare old, and
older.” '

“ (Great pip ¥

_Colonel Wharton, who waa smoking a
cigar in a deck-chair farther along the
terrace, started and listened. He rose
to his feet and came along

“What on earth, Harry—"
began.

Wharton explained again.

“Good gad!” said the colonel; and
after a moment's hesitation, tuggi’n at
his moustache, he returned to hia ir

and his cigar.

The yelling of Hop Hi died away;
the sound of whacking ccased. Then
the chums of the Remove glanced in at

tha window.

Wun Lung was seated at the table
ogain, intently perusing the mysterious-
locking letter from China. Hop Hi
was seated on his cushjon on the flgor,
tinkling on the paper drums, wriggling
rather uncomfortably és he sat.

The atmosphere was one of peace and
brotherly friendliness. Wun Lung had
obeyed hiz father, as a Chipeo was
bound to do; Hop Hi had submitted
patiently to the ministrations -:? i
elder brother, &3 a younger brother was
bound to do, for in China age i»
another word for authority. Mow that
it wﬂ Im'er. evidently all was calm and

op Hi though he was wriggling,
sang contentedly to the tapping on his
paper drum;

“Kwn, kwa, kwal
Clirh haial
Chirh heia!
Kwa, kwal”

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled away
and left im to it.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Man in the Train!

OB CHERRY, seated in a corner
seat, looked from the train
window as he rolled on through

) the Surrey countryside, There
was one other passenger in the carriage,
but Bob had not glanced at him; he
sat on the farther side, and was also
leoking from the window there. Bolr's
ruddy face wore a cheery smile &3 he
wondered how far Bunter would get
towards London hefore he discovered
that his fat leg had been pulled. Bob
hoped, at least, that he would get back
to Reigate too late to come on to
Wharton Lodge that day. In Billy
Bunter's cose, there was no doubt
absence made the heart grow fonder.

Having tired of the scenery, Bob
decided to look in his bag for his
“_thdﬂr Annual,” to while away the
time till he reached Wimford, the
station for Wharton Lodge. As he rose
to take the bag from the rack he
glonced carelessly at the other
passenger.

The man was glancing at him at the
same time, also carelessly. His plance
rested only & moment on tha sc:hm:sbny’n
ruddy, cheery face, and then he turned
to the window again.

But Bob’s eyes remained fixed on the
man.

He was & man of small stature and
rather fat, very well dressed, and wear-
ing & Panama hat. While his face had
been turned away there was nothing
about him to attract attention. But the
face, with ita yellow-ivery ocomplexion

the terrace.
ke
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and slanting eyes, had riveted Bob's
gaze. Tho man was & Chinaman.

His look was undoubtedly that of a
g;uet- and inoffensive man. But the fact

at he was a Chinaman, and in a train
bound for the station for Wharton
Lodge, struck Bob very forcibly,

Bob had not fgrgu?ﬁan the strange
events at Greyiriars just befors the
tchool broke up for the summer
holidays.

Chu, the Chinaman who had aftacked
Wun Lung, was in prison, end not
likely to be loose again for a comsider-
{Lh%a t"EE' i

ut Chu had been only the agent of
the Mandarin Tang Wang, in far-off
China; the descendant of the ancient
Mings, emperora in the pre-Manchu

g,

nd Chu, when be was handed over
to the police, had said that Tang Wang
had other agents to carry out his
orders,

Wun Lung did not believe that his
danger was over with the arrest of Mr,
Chu. And it was with a view to his
pratection from a possible new enemy
that he was staying for the holidays
at Wharton Lodge.

Bob tock his “ Holiday Annual * from
his bag, and sat down with the book ;
ut he was not reading.

Ha was thinking hard.

There were plenty of Chinamen ia
England, of course, but it was a coinei-
dence, at lemst, that one should bo in
this particular train. There were cer-
tainly not plenty of Chinamen in that
quiet corner of Hurrey,

Bob Cherry forgot all sbout Bunter
now. Ho had raore important food for
thought. If enemies were still after
Wun Lung. it was certain that sooner
or later t ﬁ;ecmﬂd discover where he
had gone when ho left Greyfriars for
the holidays. In that case, & Chinaman
might be e{‘ﬂfetnd to turn up in the
vieinity of arton Lodge.

the mar got out at Wimford, a
very small and quiet country town, Bob
felt that he would, &t least, bear
watching.

Over the top of hiz wolume Bob
glanced at the Chinaman occasionslly
across the carriage.

The man’s rather fat, ivory-like face
was expressionless, He hardly made a
movement 1{ill the train ran into
Wimford Station and stopped.

Then he came over to Bob's side of
the carriege to leok out—the platform
being on that side.

did not move. He was inter.
ested in noling the actions of his
fellow-passenger.

The Chinaman locked ou

: fixing hia
slanting eyes on the boar

5 that bore
the name of the staticu—WIMFORD,
in large letters.

Then, instesd of getting out as Bob

more  th half-expected, he
returned to his seat snd sat down
agaln,

He was not getting out at Wimford.
Neither did Bob Cherry get ous, The
next station, Gresnwood, was at no
great distance, and he could easily
reach Wharton Lodge from there by
cutting across the country. And b
this time Bob had made up his ming
to make very sure about that China-
man,

The train rattled on. :

Six or seven minutes later 1% stopped
at Greenwood. There the Chinaman

o hi:tfdi:fh icked his ba

ar ic up his £,
crammed ]'gisr%oo into it, and stepped
out after him. ;

He sauntered in a leisurely way to
the exit, allowing the Chinaman to keep
ahead of him.

The yellow man passed out of the
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station; and Bob, having paid on his
ticket, walked out also.

. The fat figure of the Chinaman was
in gight. Ho was moving along in a

uiet, sedate way, end DBob followed in
the same direction. Qutzside Green-
wood there was a long, leafy lane that
led towards Wharton Magnus, tha
village near Wharton Lodpge. At the
corner of that lano the Chinaman
paused and peored up at the ai%npmst.
Then he started walking guite briskly
along the lane.

Bob's eves gleamed.

He had wonderod whether the China-
men had any concern with Wun Lung,
and had resolved to ascerfain. Now he
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From the window a fat ‘Al
face and a glimmering pair
of speclacles glanced out.
¥ was Bunier. **1I say,
you've lost the fralm I ™
bhe yelled fto Bob Cherry.
**It's all right ! Good-hye,
Bunter ! ** came back Bob’s
volce.

could searcely doubt., The man  had
pased Wimford, gone on to the next
stution, and was now walking back.
From Wimford to Wharton Magnus was
a -short walk. From Greenwood Lo
Wharton Magnus wos a long walk.
Chinamen, as Bob was well aware, are
geldom fond of walking. The man had
not chosen the longer walk without a
reason. And the reasen, Ilob could not
help thinking, was that he had an
interest 1n Wherton Lodge and did not
care to approach the placo tco openly;
to draw possible attention to himself by
alighting at the nearest station.

Bob walked along the lane, bag in
hand, at a distance bebind the China-
man.

Thoe man procceded at a brisk pace
and Dob wendered whether he would
turit his head to lock round. If e
wes, a& the junior suspected, up to mis-
chief, ho was likely to be wary

The thought was in Bob's mind, when
the man ahead suddenly glanced round
at the lana behind him.

Bob saw him give a slight start.

Evidently the slanting cyes, as they
fixed on Beb, had recognised him as
the schoolbay whoe had been in the
tramn,

Bob, elaborately taking ne notice of
tho man, walked on swinging his bag,
and humming & tune.

The Chinaman stopped, and began
lighting a cigarette. e struck and
threw away scveral matches: the cigar-
ette was long in getting alight, Bob
was careful not to look at the man
directly; but he felt the keen, search-
ing, =lanting oyes fixed on him, as he
cama up. T Chinaman was not
oxactly suspicious—there was nothing

about Bab to excite suspicion—but the
man was wary, alert, and taking no
chances; that, at least, was how Bob

worked it out in his mind. The junier

ssed him—the Chinaman still cogaged
in lighting the refractory cigaretio—
and walked on.

At a little distance ahead, there swas
a cross lame, and a signpost,  Dob
stopped, and looked up at the sign—
in otder to be able to look back without
appearing to do so.

A glance was epough : the Clunaman
was still standing where Dob had passed
him. Ile was smoking the cigarctte
now, and apparcatly interested in look-
ing aver the green meadows and wood-
lands glowing ia the summmer sunshine,

Bab resurmed his way.

It was obviously impossible to
“shadaw ¥ the Chinaman any farther,
as the man did not intend to move till
Bob was gone, Ncither was it necessery
to watch him: for Bob was convinged
by thizs time that bis objective was

5

Wharton Liodge.  'That wasz &ll that ha

wanted to know.

It was nearly & mile to the Lodge,
and Bob swung on cheetily enough, and
gaw nothing more of the Celestial. But
ho reflected that that chance encounter
in the train had been a fortunate ono.
Wun Lung wus supposed to be safe
at Wharton Lodge: but with a China-
man lurking in the vieinity, it was
necessary for his friends to be on their
guard. Forewarned was forearmed;
and if an attempt woas made on the
Chinese jurtior now, the enemy from the
East would find the Famous Five ready
for hum.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nobody Loves Bunier |

s ASTER Harey [
M Wharton looked round.
“Yes, Wellst?
“You are wanted on the
telephone, sir"

“Right I*

“I suppose it's Bob,” romarked TFrank
Nurent,  “He must have lost o train.
1 think—he ought to be here before
this‘ (B ]

Harry Wharlon went into the housze
and picked up the receiver, He, too
supposed that the call was probably from
Bob Cherry, who had not yet acrnived.
DBut, as he put the reeciver to his car,
it was not the powerful voice of Robert
Chorry that came through, it was a
familiar fat voice that waz much lgss
welcome.

“That you, Harry, old chap?”

“0h, my hat! Bunfer.”
Tue Magxer Lisnany,—No. 1,176
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“Yes, old fellow " capwn the fat, in-
gratiating ﬁuiw of the Owl of the Re-

move, as that rotter got in yet1"
“Eh? Whot” sk Wharton,
prizzled.

"That beast, Cherry "

“Pathead | What do you know sbout
that?"” ssked Harry. *How the
thump did you know that Bob was
coming here to-day?”

“1 met the bruto at Reigate,” ex-
plained Bunter. “I was coming oo
to the Lodge, old follow—"

“The dlﬂ.':ﬁem you wera." :

“And that bemst landed me in the
London train——"'

“Oh, my hat ™ ]

“"Hea pretended he was taking that
train, you know, and so, of courss,
I thought it was the Wimford train,
snd jumped ip—"

“Ha, ha, bal”

“Ars you laughing, you beast?”
howled Bunter.
“Yes. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see snything to cackle
at., I'd passed nearly a dozen staticns
before I found out that it was the
wrong train—"

“I—fa, he, bal" .

“* And then I had to wait a [ﬂ-ﬂﬁ time

for a train back to Reigate—"
“Ha, ha, hal®

“You seem jolly emused abouk
something,” snorted Bunter. “I can
tell you E had hardly strength encugh

te stapger homa to tea.”

There waa_an an gnort on the
telephane. BiltiI "Bunt,, evidently,
had not found the episode amusing.

“And when I got imn," went on Bun.
ter, in & thrilling voice, "I was late
for tea, and Sammy had eaten all the
cake”

"I'Iﬂ.. !.'3‘ hn!f}

“0Oh, cackle away!” said Dunter
bitterly. “Cackle awn'{l There: was
only one bit of cake left, and Bessie

was just bagging it when 1 got in,
You'd think she'd have left it for me
wouldn’t you? But she only i;a.gge{i
it quicker in case I gob it

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Well, Fm phoning from home
now,'” said Bunter, “From Bunter
Court, E?“ know,"”

“Good!” eaid Harry.
“Eh? What d{:l;n::u mean by good 1"

“] mean what I say! Siay ak Bum-
ter Court, Good-byo,”
“Hold on, old chap. I haven't

fnished yet. I say, I told that beast
Cherry that T was coming to your
place, old fellow—sort of lLitle happy
surprize for you—sea "

“1 doo't see™

“Oh, really Wharton! My
was to drop in, ‘and give you a plea-
sant surprise. But now I suppose that
brute has told you that 1'm coming.
That's why I'm phoning, sest®

Harry Wharten smiled and frowned
at the sama timo. DBunter had evid-
ently intended to take Wharton Lodge
y surprise, and trust to luck to com-
solidate his position, as it were. Now,
owing to Bob Cherry, the garrisen
would be on their guard, so to speak,
snd on the Jook out. Bo the fat
junior was feeling his way by tele-
phone,

“Look here, Bunter—~—" began the
captain of the Remove.

“0f course, I knew you'd be jolly
glad to see me, old chap.'

" “What on carth put that idea into
your head 1

“Oh, really, Wharcton—"

“Co and ¢at coka ™

ides

“Ho, he, ba! I aay, old chap, I'va
refuacd several pressing invitations, to
Tye Magker Lisnsry.—No, 1,176

give you the last weck or two of the
¥

a—
“Better look them up sgain, then”
“Lord Mauleverer pressed me very
bard to go to the Towers—"
Well, you know the way to Maule-

verer Towers,”

“I’Arcy, of 8t. Jim's, wrote me a
E';:ﬂ' pressing letler—urging me to

"To stay awayt”

‘No, you beast: to join him for the
rest of the vae, 8iill, I refused. I
felt that I couldn’t let down my old

als, I was going to give vou a joy-
Pul Bur rimwhuig Il.ﬂ‘El i at hiﬁt
erry has warn —] m now
he's told you I'm mml;?;ui oo
“Exactly. 1 shall be on the watch
for ynuﬁ" said Harry. *"Look cut for
a hﬂul;-,
%lﬂilﬂlmmlﬂlmﬂIHIHHIIIHHIIHI-'IIIIEHIHIFHIIHIIII"&'

RE YOU A JOKER? THIS
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FELLOW [S—And He's Won A
Topping Prize for the
below.
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Dizgusted Father (to worth-
lesa son) : ** Why, when | was
our age, I was In a small
usinomss meking ten dollars
a day,"" it
Worthleas Son: ""Yas, 1|
know, father, but they have
cash=-roglsters nowadays! "

Pocket Lknite to * Magnet"”
Reader,” 410, First Avenue, Ver-
dun; wia Montreal, Quebec.

Note,~All Jokes and Limericks
shon sent to i <o aENet,
hould be fo" M ¢
5. Carmelite Etrmt,.. Lunﬂ&u, .CA.
SHUCHH TR TR R nre

"A—a what!"

"Eﬂ-ﬂt—"

“Beast| Look i:n;sr.trnelJr
you don't want me—'

“You've got it.”’

“If that's what you call chummy,
Wharton——="

“Look here, you fat fraud,” assid
Wharton, * Last time vou wera hare
you bagped & quid from my aunt, pre-
teoding that I owed you one—you tried
to borrow money from the butler—you
mado yoursel a general nuisance, as

an always do—and ] ecan't pnﬁuibli
and wou on the feliows; even if
could stand you myself, which I can’t

LT A BT LT
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Wharton, if

do! Is that plain anough ™

“Ha, he, hal

“What are you cackling at, you fat
imaga 7™

“Your little joke, old fellow!
Hes, he, hal"

“I'm not joking!" roared Wharton,
“and if I find you anywhere mear the
Lodge, I'l you,*

.wo broke up at
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“ Beosst I .

“I'll jolly well go and tell the gar-
dener, now, to turn the an you,
if you show up!l” exclsimed Wharton.
“Mind, I mean that!”

“If that’a the way treat an old
al, alter wull I've 1:'I:una

for you at
roylriarg——="
“ Fathead [
“How's your uncle, old chap? Has
hﬂl‘%kn;d after meo " .
n -

“"Well, he's rather a enuffly old fat-
head, isn't he?™
“Wha-g-nt 1¥
:‘;ﬁnﬂjuur aunt azked after mei"
o
“Well, she's rather an old cat, i=n't
ghe

“I—1 wish it was possible to punch
s fat nose along a telephons wirel”
gasped Wharton, “My hatl Let me
#O0 i::ﬂ.l within reach of my boot—"

“Is Wun Lung still with youi"

“Yes, bother you)”

“The fnct is, Wharton, it's on Wun
Lung’s soccount that I've decided to
come to the Lodge, as I told you before
reayfriara. You remem-
har 1 saved his lifle from ihat Chineee

top——="

““No, 1 don't1"

“Beast! Well, don't you think Wun
Lmﬁ“wauld be safer il I were on ihe
spa

“1 don't think you'd want to be on
the apot if you thought thers was gny
danger, you fat frand.”

“Look here, old chap—"

“Oh, ring off I¥

“I—I1 say, old chap, supposze I drop
]rﬂ Fi

“You'll drop out fast ennuﬁh._ Look
aut [or the gardener and the hose."

“Of course, X should decline to como
to any place where I was not welcome,
Wharton! On second thoughts, I'm
afraid I can’t spare you any of this
vacation, With so many friends—"

“Good-bye |

“Hold on & minutel I was thinking
that, after the round of pgaieties at
Bunter Court, I should like a quict tima
at wour humi:llu abode, old chap. But

. 1 hardly see bhow I could etand
it! A snuffy old colonel, and a snufi
old aunt, and a hooligan like Bo
Cherry, and a nigger like Hurrea Singh,
and a fathead like Bull, and a milksop
like Nugent, and’ two putrid heathens
—renlly, old fellow, you can't expect
a chap to stand if.”

“Ia that all?"”

* And you, too, with yvour rotten tems.
per and rotten manners—no, on_the
whole, I'm ofraid 1t can't be done,
Wharton. I'm sorry, but it can’t be
done, You won't sce nie again till the
new term at Greyiriars.”

“Thank goodnessi” _

“agll, if you really want mewee"
added Bunter, as if relenting.

"l dﬁ_ﬁ'tl"

“Very well, go and eat coksa? But
look here, let me speak to Wop Lung
on the pimna. will you! It's rether
important.”

#"You can't borrow momey by tels-

phone.”
"E’EM '!"

“1'll eall him, if you like, fathend 1™

Wun Lung was in the hall, and Whar-
ton celled to him. The little Chineo
came to the telephone.

“ Bunter wants to speak to you, kid,™
said Harry.

“MNo wantea speakes fat ole Buntes.”

“Tell him so, then,” said Harry, with
a smile, and he handed the receiver to
Wun Lung, and deported.

(Continued on paga B.)
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HIS is the third week of our great new
competition in which vyoun have ths e
op ty to win one of these firat-class

bats, or & epeclal * Hornby Traln *' Bet, If
you are & new rceader, or perhaps. migsed the

openlng puzrles, you can start now by ordering T
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l'nu: scts of easy pu:z.:lt-s representing the names
of corleketers you all know, :

Hers vou have the Third Bet of them.
You will quickly gee how the puzzles are
worked out. Each row of pictures and
fetters denotea a cricketer's name, and to
find out what that name s, you simply take
the fnifial letler only of the word represented i

each little pleture, add in the big letters
whers t-he;r arg given you—and there is your
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And to make It casler stiil for you, wo
below a lst of names jo which you can flnd
the anewer to cvery one of this week's puzzles,
In the saroe wa:;, each other set of runtﬂa
e accompanied by & similar short H

Write your answera IN INK in the spaces
nnderneath, Afterwarda cut out this set and
keap it until next weeh when we shall glve
you the Fourth and Final plcture-set, to-
gether with full instcuctions for the acndjng in
of your entries, And Hoally, remember there i

NOTHING AT
ALL TO PAY.

YOU Can Find
the Answers i
HERE. /ﬁ i

BARBE I'FA'EIHG BARNETT, BARRATT,
Botas: nu%’é%? ET“E‘E-‘&%"" vt “%“%
¥
PYSE TN 07

PEACH, B.‘.:cmnnaﬂ‘ﬂ ROBIN ﬁamn-

i

i e et

=

e

e AL

>

daol
& w2 T 1AL}

e e i e e

HAM, 'SIBBLES, BSTAPLES, STORER . waf

%EEWII“HATH%%LﬂE%HITE #IEE% % MARIMERER e I T e e LR o = et e ﬂf!‘flmﬁ"lw}ﬁﬁ"‘ﬂ:'fw::":"'{‘b::!‘.i:,':":‘_":-f"_z::? 3
'F-ﬂ wﬂnmuTﬂﬂ‘ WB‘IGET' 7 = 2 dnke oo 3 B e R o o T

'fﬂ'UHG.

The Two Cricket Bats, fally nut.n-gm other attom entered. Any eotrlea mutilated
the Australisn Team  now Ellﬂlﬁﬂ R U L E S or bearing slterntlons, or more than one solation
wil be awarded o thﬁ tm: competitors in each space will be dlsquallfied. No reaponsi-
whose !nlut.im].ﬁ to the four sets of “ Urlckat- (which must be strigtly adhered to),  bility ean be undertaken for entriea lost, or
Beorers ™ are comrect or most nesrly correct, mlslald, or delayed in the post or otherwise, No
The twelve speclal * Homby Train ™ Bets will follow in order of  correspondence can be entered into.
merit. The Editor's declsiom will be final and legally binding, and ha

An.r number of antrias 'I:I:L:i-‘_-" ba sant, but each entry muost b completa  rescrves the right to divide the value of the pdm neceszary, in the
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PERIL FROM THE EAST!

{Condinued from page 6.)

“Fattee ugly ole Buntee!” said Wun
Lup hmtu t!Iim t{:rmmgter. -

! really, Ywun Laung——

“What you wantee speakee, you fat
ole lumpee "

“Y say, old chap,” came the fat voico,
in persuasive tones. “ ¥ou know vou're
in frightful danger, don't you?l"

*“Bosheo 1"

“I'm coming to the Lodge to keep an
eye on you, and—and guard you, same
gz I did at Grojfriars. You'd like me
to come "

"No likea.”

“¥ou can fix it up with Wharton, you
know! He can’t refuse, if you tell him
that wyou'd feel safer with me thore.
Sca? Now, is it a goli”

[ Hﬂ ay 1
; T LEH hera Fou little heathen hﬁﬁ-‘ltr

“No likea fat ole Buntee! No likee
lenty too muchee, S’posce fat ole
untce comey, me kickee velly hard.”
There was n enort ovor the wirea,
“¥ou littlo beast! You'll be sorry
I'm not there when some Chinese beast
gets after you, without me te protect

u !il
“(Chinamasn no mmaﬂn hele,” paid
Wun Lung. “&'poses comey, me

likes bettes thon fat ole Bunteo !”

“¥ah "

There was a whir aa Bunter rang of
with emphasia. Wuan Lupg g sused aotr
put up the receiver.

At the other end Billy Bunter enorted
with wrath. Without him, he was con-
vinged, the little party at Wharton
Lodge could not possibly be a suecess
But the little party evidently imagined
that it could. Home, sweet home, was
all that remained for William George
Bunter—unless he could think of 2 way.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
For 1t !

R. BUNTER grunted.

M The plump stockbroker had
» fat little grunt, very much
like that of his hopeiul son

William George,.

It was morning, and Mr. Bunter sat
at the breakfast-table.

Billy Bunter, Sammy Bunler, and
Bessie Bunter, sat there also, and Mrs,
Bunter. It was a plump family.

Mr, William Samuel Bunter grunted,
s sign that he was not in a good temper.
There was a frown on his podgy brow.

The other Bunters, however, did not
heed undulg. Th-g were busy with
broakfast, In the Bunter houschold, a
meal was a serious matter—a very seri-
pus matter., It was a matter that
required, and reccived, sedulous atten-
tion.

Billy Bunter was f{rowning a littla,
too,

Bunter had been a long time at home
now, Whatever charms home, swest
home, had for Bunter, it had lost them,

'That vocation his luck had not been
good. The innumerable friends who
were anxious for his company seemed
to be able to get on without it remark-
ably well. Wharton Lodge was his last
resouree, and if it failed him he was
lanidod ot home till the new term at
Greyfriars. Perhaps that was one
reazon why Mr. Bunter frowned.

Thinﬁ were not leoking up in the
City. r. Bunter had bought rubber
shares in expectation of the rise in those
delusive shares which is bound to come

Tue Magxer Lmeary.—No. 1,176,

some fime—~but showed no sign of
coming just at present. The tax-
collecter had called several times; and
on the last occasion his remarke had
been quite nosty, Mr. Bunter had read
in the meorning paper of a wonderful
new system of roads that had Been built
in Palestine—and the previous day his
Ford had nearly come to grisi on_a
Surrey road that badly needed repair.
This annoyed Mr, Bunter; he was even
so unreasonable as to suppose that =
British Government ought to repair
British roads before they built new
roads in Asin Minor; especially as they
taxed Mr. Bunter to reise the morpey.
Politicians, of course, move in mysteri-
ous ways their wonders to perform; an
Mr. Bunter did not profess to under-
stand what their game was. Heo even
suspectcd that they were noodles who
did not know how to do their job.

For all these reasons, r. Bunter
frowned at the breakfast-tabla.

He found some comfort in a breakfast
large enough for thres, whila his aeldest
Enn packed away enoogh for four or

Ve,

As a parent, Mr. Buntor felt & natural
satisfaction in deeing that his sons had
healthy uppe_-&hu. t mz the man that
had to pay the bills with whatever was
left over from his income-tax, perhaps
hiis satisiaction was a little dashed,

There was no doubt that when zll the
Bunters were at home, the food hbills
Ware enormons,

Mr. Bunter did not wholly like draw-
ing the chegués for their school fees.
But there, at least, he kmew that he
stood to win, There was no doubt what-
aver that the Duosters, at school, ate
their monay’s worth.

Mr. Buunter grunted again. _

“Roads in Asia Minor!™ he said,
frowning across the table, just as if
Mrs. Bunter, and B:li{ angd Sammy and
LBessis, had been building those offen-
sive roads in Asia Minor,

“Beandaious | eaid Mras, Bunter
mildly.

She wes 8 plump and pleasant lady,
and always agreed with her lord, She
had a very wvague ides where Asia
Minor was, and on the subject of road-
construction there her mind was a
beautiful blank. But she always agreed
with Mr. Bunter, following the line of
loast resistance, which was tactiul. Mies,
Bunter's chief ococupsation of a morn-
ing was to keep things th and

asant as far a.umiwulh]a_hﬂ the
ront door closed w & bang behind
her lord and master.

“Tour-and-sizpenco I the pound|”
snorted Mr. Buanter.

He ‘was zeferring to the income-tax
now; bu: Mre. Buoter's placid mind
could not follow so swift a transition.

“Dear mel” she said., *Are the
roads really four-and-sizpence in the
pound? Shocking 17

Snort from Mr, Bunter,

“William 1 .

“Yea, fatheri” aaid William,

Ha ﬁlinkﬁd rather unﬂasil{ at his
paternal parent through his big spec-
tacles, o hn_ped that Mr. ter

would not lose his train that merning.

“1 understood from you, William,
that iuu were passing the greater cﬁg‘t;t.
of the vacation with your & |
friends.”

“Um 1™ said Bunter.

It wag really his own fault. When
Bunter was at Greyfriars his chief topie
was the gloriousness of that palatial
residence, Bunter Court. 'When he was
at Bunter Villa his chief topio was the
devoted friends at school who longed
and yearned to see him in the holidays.

There was no reason, go far as his

THE MAGNEY

father could see, wh{mthis longing and
yearning should not gratified.

“But it is g0 nice. to have William
at home,™ paid mild Alrs, Bunter.
3he was an affectionate parent, and,
like many mothers, she found the school
vacation short. MMr. Bunter, like many
fathers, found it long.

Grunt from Mr. Bunter,

Noisy boys continually about the
house,” he said. |

"My dear!” said Mrs. Bunfer—sho
could” not possibly zay “Beandalous !
or “Bhocking 1™ to this.

“No peace ¥ said Mr. Bunter.

Mrs. Bunter sighed, wishing that Mr,
Bunter would keep to the roads in Asia

d Minor, and four-and-eixpence in the

pound. On those subjects there
was no harm in a harassed taxpayer
blowing off steam.

“No quiot | said Mr, Bunter.

“I say, father—" gaid Sanumy.

“Weallt" Father rapped out the
word like a pistol-shet.

“"Would you mind passing the

ssed

kidneys?"

Mr, Dunter breathed hard, and
the dish. His younger eon, evidently,
was thinki something mors im-
portant to him than a thundercloud on
the parental brow.

L1 i".iﬂm.t"

“Ohl Yes, father?”

“1 ses no reason why you should
neglect the invitation that your friend
Wharton pressed upon you, as you have
m?FEJIi?I” saveral times,"”

o Whly have you refused it}”

“I—1 haven't exactly refusged iti™
gasped Buntar, * Bufee—" .

“A change will do %uu good,"” wald
Mr., Bunter, “and I will not deny that
& ﬂh&:ﬂ?ﬂ will do me . alsx. You
loaf 1dly about the place, Willilam.”

“I—I went for & walk yesterday.”

“You waste your time in sheer idle-
ness,” said Mr, Bunter., *“Wou loaf and

lell! What have you to sayi"

“Will wou pass the marmalade,
please "

“What?”

“Marmalade,™

“Marmalade!” hooted Mr. DBunter,
1 am not speaking of marmalade, sirl
Have you done your holiday task yet?®

“Nunno | 1—I've been thigking about
it an awiul lot,” said Bunter, * It—it
wants a lot of thmkm!; out."”

“Poohl Nonsense!l

“P'm waiting—" ]

“Waiting? Waiting to hegin your
holiday task?”

I ;Hunnﬁf—wmtmg for the
ada.

Mr. Bunter almost hurled the marma.-
lade.” _

“My dear!” seid Mrs. Bunter.

Snort ! ; !

Breakfast proceeded in an electric
atmosphere, Roads in Asia Minor,
income-tax &t four-and-sixpsnce in the
pound, snd poisy boys about the house,
had combined to irritate Mr. Bunter—
added o the obstinacy of the rubber
shares that, like wary fish, would bot
risa.

Mr. Bunter had caten enough for
only three, o far. When he had caten
enough for four his brow cleared and
calmed. Like many middle-aged gentle-
men, Mr. Bunler was better tempered
after brenkfast. He grunted, but his
grunt was more ];iacah 8.

Heo looked st his wateh, and there
woas o general rising of spirits when he
roze from the tﬁ.hi]. s 1f they rose
automatically when Mr. Banter rose,

The Ford snorted outside, to take
Mr. Bunter to the station. That car
was another of Mr. Bunter's grievances,
He could have afforded a much better

HIAInIa-
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OME time agc I asked any of you
follows who spent *“unusual
helidays to drop me a line and
tell me all sbout them. This

week I've received a letter from John
durvey, of Northampton, who certainly
seems to have had a good time on hia
bolidays. He went to Somerset, and
ceme across a place which must cer-
tainly be one of the most interesting in
the country. It rejoices in the romantic
name of

WOOKEY HOQLE!

Sounds guite “espooky,” doesn't it?
And, as m matter of fact, there are lots
of spooky legends connected with thas
quaint place. To begin with, Wockey
Hole is one of the most picturesque
caves in this country. It is near Wells,
in Bomerset, and consists of & seriea
of caves joined together by the under-
ground River Axe. John tells mo that,
although these caves have only been
open to the public for about three yenrs,
thers i1s ovidence that the prehistoric
cave-dwellers of this country used to
liva Itltem nearly twenty thousand vears
Bgo

All sorts of legends are told regarding
the coves, and & massive ﬂf-n%u mite
formation is still known es “The Witch

T T T N N N N W W W W

car if hia money had not been spent
on roads in Asla Minor,

Billy Buuter, after a hasty glance
to make sure t thers was nothing
l?aft uneaten, followed his father out to
the car.

Mr. Bunter regarded him sternly.

“YWhat do you want, William?"

“A lift to the station, dad!™ said
William meekls.

Mr. Bunter's brow grew less stern.

“If you mean that you are going on a
visit to a friend—

“That'a it, dad | The fact is, T—1 feel
that I've rather neglected Wharton
after his pressing invitationg—-"

Mr. Bunter looked almost genial.

If Billy Bunter departed to visit &
school friend there would etill remain
Sammy and Bessie. 8till, one third
of Mr. Bunter's worries would be gone.
That was something.

“Jump in!" he said. *“But aren't
you taking a bag? Or something?”

“Oh, that's all right," said Bunter,
“I can borrow a few things. Nothing
delights Wharton more—he's so jolly
glad:to get me to his place.”

“Veory well then—jump in I

” yor wait just =& tick, dad,
while—"

“ Nonsense."

*While I =2y good-bye to mums—"

“Ohl Yesl Very welil Be quick!™

Bunter rushed hack into the honse,
Affection was not highly developed in
the Bunter clan. DBut even with Billy
Bunter, the “mater ™ was the mater.
He rolled into the breskfast-room.

“I'm off 1" he said. "Dad's giving
me & lift to the statiop—" —

"Gﬂi,ngi'“ asked Sammy.

L} 'E‘"m

% Hurrah ! sald Sammy.

of Wookey,” from thestrong resemblance
it bosrs to the head of an old woman
with @ hooked nose. And, judging by
the finds which have been made in the
caves, there ia no doubt that a witch
actuslly did live there &t one time!

. reader gives me guits a lot of
information which I have no room to
pass on, but the most interesting thing
which he tells me is that thers are no
fewer than four stories of caves ebove,
and that most of these have not yet been
explored ! Here is

A HANCE FOR WOULD-BE
EXPLORERS!|

When I read that I wanted to pack
up at once and rush off to Wookey to
get permission to explore the ocaves.
There's & fascination in treading whera
the foot of no men has trodden before,
except, perhaps, those prehistoric men
of whom we know so little. So if r
Editor suddenly vanishes one of these
days vou'll know where to find him!

Here ore a fow
RAYID FIRE REPLIES

to questions from oﬁhﬂr readers:
Paul Hardwick (Bridlington}: Shrove

“Fine!" said Bessie

“Yaht”

"My dear Willinm—" said Mra.
Bunter.

“{Zood-bye, mums,”
"o and eat cok
hair's  untidy,
mums, old dear”

The Ford snorted away, with Billy
seatod beside his plump pater. From
the window Bammy waved a p
hand in delighted farewell. The Ford
snorted and groaned away to Reigate.
Mr. Bunter, 1n the intervals of anzious
attention to the gri:m:uu;gi’t and snorting
of the Ford, regarded his eldest zon
with real affection. William would be
gone before he got home that night.
That reflection was enough to make Mr.
Bunter affectionate.

Hali-way to the station he made an
affort, worthy of the Heroic Ages, or of
thoe Noble Army of Martyrs.

“Have you any money, Williami"™

Bunter’s eyos beamed behind his
spectacles, He had hoped for this. Had
this hope remained unfulfilled he would
have had to raise the subject himself.
It waz ever so much hetter for Buntor
senior to raiss it

“Only threepence, he
answerod.

“That is not enough to pay your
hm'Il‘

*“ Nunno ™

Bunter did not confide to his father
his various ways of travelling without
paying his fare. Theee thinge were,
Bunter was convineed, very clever, but
he realised that the lesa eaid zbout
them the better.

Mr. Bunter drove on
ful. Another quarter of
mede another affort.

“A pound?" he remarked.

5 aaidl Bu _;_tem
Sy our
essia | Good-bye,

father."

very I;huu'fiﬁt-
e

& mile an

9

Tuesday is the day before the first dar
of Lent, and on thiz day people were
shriven or “shrove ' of their sins, which
iz whr the day is so ecalled. With
regard to your second question concern-
ing the “nail through finger ” trick, the
nail is a specially prepared one, which
may be purchased from any magical
dealers for a few pence. It is reallv
slipped over the finger, and the two
ends are held together by means of a
half ring.

e —

Now to unext week's programme, To
head the list is another stirring, long
complete yarn in the unigque “Chinese ™
series, entitled :

“THE FOE FROM THE SEY!"™

and for the thriils it contains is {s un.
beatable, This story of Frank Richards
is & winner,

Next on the list comes “The Flying
ﬁ}py I* by George E. Rochester, of which

era will be another Ffull.of-thrills
instalment.

Then there are our shorter featurcs.
Another edition of ths GrEYFRIARS
Hemater will amuse and interest
you; our rhymester makes merry with
anothor Greyfriars correspondent: and
remember that next weed's puzzles are
the lsst in our fascinating competition.
You will be told then where and how
te send in your solutions. While it a9
in my mind let me mention that I have
scranged for & novel fooler feature, end
it will be starting very soon, Cheerio,

chums |
YOUR EDITOR,

:'Um I”I;nﬁa 31?::!:43:. ——— "

w g will you be staying with
Wharton 1 e

“Until the end of the wac," said

Bunter recklessly, *I've decided on that
now, fathor.”

He could only hope that Wharton
would decide on it, too.

Mr. Bunter drove on, thoughtful as
before. Perheps he was considering the
immense amount he would save on the
food bills if Bunter stayed away till
the end of the voc. Perhaps ho con-
sidercd that, in the circumstonces, Billy
was entitled to & whack, Desides, he
was not going to see Billy for a long
time, and that wae such a comfortin
prospect that his plump heart expanded.

They alighted st the station. Mr.
Bunter bought his son's ticket to Wim-
ford, and placed a pound note in his
hand; and thon, more slowly, another
pound note. Then thero was & panse,
and then a third pound note was forth-
coming. Bunter's eyes danced behind
his spectacles.

He rolled inmto the Wimford train,
grinning with happy satisfaction.

It was not till the frain was well op
its way to Wimford that cold reflection
banished the grin froin Bunter's fat
faco.

Heo realised that he had done it now.
He had plainly stated that he was star-
ing with Wharton till the end of the
vag, and on the strength of it he had
been tipped three whole pounds! Xle
was for it | Like Cesar, he had orogssed
the HRubicon; like Cories, he had
burned his ships behind him | If that
unutterable heast Wharton did not play

up——
Bunter could only hope that he would

play up.
Tae Maicner Lemnr.—No, 1,176
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wet |

1 ALLO, hallo, haillo1™ -
H i Wh&t i

“He's coming 1"
Thers was a general ex-
clamation from the Co,

*The Chingman i?

Bob Cherry had told his comrades
sbout the Chinaman in the train.
Colonel Wharton had been told. And
that night doors and windows had been
locked ver%' carefully at the Lodge.
But there had been no alarm, If the

inaman was lurking in the neigh-
bourhood, and if he had any interest in
Wun Lung, he had not so far shown hia
band or shown himself.

It was morning now—a bright and
sunny August morning. The Famous
Five were strolling round the grounds
with Wun Lung and Hop Hi. They
were discussing an excursion for the
day, but entertained doubts whether, in
the circumstances, the two Chiness
ought to leave the shelter of the Lodge,
while leaving them behind on their own
wag not an agreeabls ides.

But this discussion wa3 instantly
banished by Bob Cherry's announcement
that “he " was coming.

His comrades, :ml;umllﬁ', thought of
the Chinamen at once, But it was not
the Chinaman,

Baob Cherry chuckled.

“No; not the jolly old Chink,” he
answered. “Jolly old Bunter,”

[ Wha.t Iu

" Bunter "

“The fat bounder I

Bob was glancing out of the open
gateway when he made the announce-
ment. His chume joined him there and
looked along the road.

From the direction of Wimford a fai
ﬁ?ura came in sight, and a large ofpmr
of spectacles flashed back the rays of the
EUML.

It was William George Bunter,

Harry Wharton stared at him blankly,
The Owl of the Bemove was still at a
distance, and had not obeerved the
juniors in tho gateway., He was red and
he was perspiring, and he puffed and
blew as ho rolled along in the hot sun.

“Well, my hat |’ sa1d Wharton.

Ho glanced round at the drive.
Judson, the gardener, was handling the
hose, which trailed slong like a wrig-
gling scrpent from a distant tap., He
wag watering the shady side of the drive
before the sun came round. Wharton
made a step towards him and paused.
He had promised Bunter to turn the
heze on im if he showed up, and there
was the hose, as if providentially fized
ready for him to kecp his word. He
was powerfully tempted to do so,
}mlli—~ He paused, and laughed rue-
ully. _

“ Bother the fat idiot1” ho said.
“What zre wo going to do with him?
Ay uncle really ean’t stand him, and
Aunt Amy can't bear him 1 And—"

“1 sharo }I-‘aur uncle and aunt's senti-
ments to a T 1" remarked Jobhnny Bull,
with a grunt. . )

“The sharefulness is terrificl” mur-
murcd Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“Jt's all serene )’ zaid Bob Cherry.
“T'll jolly well kick him out for you,

old chap I .
“Thoe Lkickfulness is the proper
caper "

“A long kick, a strong kick, and a
kick all together 1" suggested Mugent.
“¥Ha, ha, ha 1"
* Bother him ! growled Wharton.
Wun [ang glanced at the %Emach
inz fat figurs, and then at arton,
He MacrET Lmuary.—No. 1,176,

nnd f:inned hiz sleepy Oriental grim.
He glided away to the gardener.

“¥ou lendee me hosce, honourable
gardener man " he murmured.

Judson looked at him,

“Eh " he ejoculated, ]

Judson was not accustomed to Chiness
politeness, and he bhad never been
addressed az an honourable gardener
man hefora.

“You lendes me hosee, you pletty
gardener 7" said Wun Lung.

“Oh, my eve ! gaid Judson.

Nobody hitherto had ever told him
that he was a pretty gardener.

He relinguished the hoso to Wun
Lung, wondering what the Chiness
junior wanted with 1t. Wun Lun
turned it off at the nozzle, and move
towards the gateway, Judson watching
him in surprise

Harr harton & Co. moved away
from the gate. Four mem!:aer%qf the
Clo. wers guite prepared to give William
George Bunter tho kicking he deserved,
but Wharton was feeling s natural hesi-
tation. However, the matter was taken
out of his hands, as it hngpun-:d.

Bunter blinked at the five figures at
a little distance along the drive.

“I say, vou fellows 1" he called gut.

Swiissash | Bwooooosh | Hplash |

Wun Lung suddenly turned on the
water,

“ Whoooooop 1" roared Bunter.

Swoooosh !

" Yarcooooop |V

Bunter staggered.

jet of water caught him just under
his fat chin. It lifted a little and played
on his podgy little nose.

“Ow!” roared DBupter. “Wowl
Grooooogh I

He had to open his mouth to roar,
and it was instantly filed by a stream
of water.

The Famous Five roared, too.

“Ha, ha, ha1”

Swoocooozh | Bunter stagpered, and
sat down., The stream of water played
over him in showera.

“Ow! Stoppit! Turn it off 1”
ghrieked Bunter. “Oh, my hat! T'm
wet | I'm drenched ] ¥Yargooocogh [¥

“Wun Lung 1¥ gasped Wharton,

¥ Alles light I” spid Wun Lung. “Ma
savyvy ] Me washee fattee olo Buntes |
What you tinkea! Allca light "

“Yaroogh | Help! Stoppit | Whoop

Swish! Swash! Splash]

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |’

Billy Bunter serambled to his feet and
strove wildly to dodge the stream of
wator. But he strove in vain, The jet
followed hiz every movement, directed
by an unerring hand, ;

“Owl Wow) Stoppit!"” shrieked
Bunter. “ Beasts | ake thet pott

hoathen stop it T say, you fellows—
say——= Whooooop i*
“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Buntor's getting wetl™ chortled
Bob Cherry.

“The wetfulness is terrific 1"

"“Yow-ow-owl Helpl Whooop!

Beastz 1" velled Bunter. *I'll jolly well
lick the lat of you! Yarooch! ¥ou
little heathen— Grooogh I .

“Buntes lun 1 chuckled the Chince.
“PBuntes lun velly fast! Buntes lun
away "

“You cheek{ little——  Ciroooogh |
Qoooh ! T'll jolly well Ooooch [

Billy Bunter turned, and fairly bolted
out into the road, followed by a hawl
of laughter and a stream of water.
Wun Lung, dragging the uncoiling hose
after him, pursued the fat junior to the
%ateway, still playing the jet on

pnter's receding form.

Bwish 1 Bplash, S8woocogosh |

“ Wheoo-coo-ooop 1"
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Bunter stopped for a moment. Bot a
stream of water, catching him in the
back of the neck, urged him onward.

Wun Lung had advised him to *‘lun,”
and Bunter decided to run. And he
ran. Wun Lung, grinning, stepped out
into the road, still playing the hose on
the fleeing figure.

“Ow! Wow, wow! QOwi”

"Hea, ha, ha 1™

“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

The juntors stared from the gateway.
In the distance, TRilly Bunter, goin
strong "I-'&Iliﬂhﬂti, leaving a wet trai
behind him on the dusty road.

Bunter was pene
“Oh dear!” gasped Bob Gherﬂrg.
a,

“You young sweep, Wun Lung!
ha, ha|” ;
“Buntes goey!” said Wun Lung.

“Buntes lun velly fast! Fattca olo
Buntee  velly  funnee]l 'What you
tinkeeo 7"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥
William George Dunter vanished aver
the horizon.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Bunter the Chinaman !

EVENGE is sweet |
R EBunter, to do him justice, was
not of a veongelul nature,

In his bitterest and most im-
placable mood, the offer of & jam tart,
or even o hu!fsujr-e, would have brought
him round.

But for once Bunter wes brooding on
vengeance,

Ho boiled with indignation and
wrath, as was natural in a fellow whao,
kindly intending to bestow his valuable
time on persons hardly deserving of
such an honour, had been grected in eo
vary cavalier @ manner,

Bunter had not ventured near Whar-
ton Lodge again, His clothes hoad dried
in the hot sunshine, and he was none
the worse for his involuntary wash—in
fact, Bunter had rather needed o wash,

But he did not want ancther. ]

He was quite dry when he rolled into
Wimford again—and, of courze, hungry.
Fortunately, he was in funds, nng o
hefty lunch at the inn did him a lot of
good. Over lunch, hawever, he brooded
on his wrongs,

Like the prophet of old, Buntor felt
that he did well to be angry.

Having so effectunlly burned his boats
behind him, he could not return home.
Even Bunter’s nerve quailed at the pro-
spect of Mr. Bunter's surprised and iey
stare if he found him thers when he
came back from the City—after tipping
him thres pounds slong with & long
farewell.

And that unspeakable beast, Wharten,
had not played up! Instead of _iafaymg
up, he had stood laughing while that
other unspeakable beast, Wun Lung,
played the hose on Bunter.

Bunter had trusted to luck—as he
often did! TLuck had let him down, as
sometimes happoned, indeed. often.

After lunch, he walked about Wim.
ford, thinking it out., Whenever he
thought of Wharton Lodge, ho thought
alzo of the hose, :

At least, he was f;mng to make thosze
beasts sit up!  Wharton, who had let
him down after hoe had donv so much
for the beast—"Wun Lung. who had

layed the hosa on him-—in fact, all the
Eensts deserved the severcst punishment.
The guestion waa, how to administer it,

“T jolly well wish that Chinaman had
pot hold of that little Chinesa beast |”
murmured Bunter ferociously. “I jolly
well wish another beastly Chinaman
would get after the little beast ¥

(Continued on page 12.)
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12
PERIL FROM THE EAST!

(Conlinued from puge 10.)

And then the sight of a costumier’s
window brought the germ of an dea
into Billy Bunter’s fat brein,

He stopped and blinked in at the
window.

He remoembered the place. Fancy
drezses had been hired there on one
oceasion at Christmmas st Wharton
Lodge. One of the fellows on that
oecasion had worn the dress of a
Chinese Mandarin, Bunter remombered
it, and hiz fat, frowning face melted
into a grin, :

Hevenge, as sabove stated, is sweet!
And Bunter was planning revenge now !
Wun Lung had been endangered at
Greyfriars School by the cmissary of
Tang Wang getting after han.  Supposo
another ﬁlmamau got after hin at
Wharton Leodge? 1t would frighten
the little beast out of his yellow skin.
Dunter, thinking 1t out, grinned mors
and more.

Bunter was in funds, and it was not
expensive to hire o costmine. The man
would help himn make-up.

He rolled into the shop at last.

Business was not boaming at Wim.
ford, espccially in August. Tho cos-
tumier was able to give Bunter his
whole attention—indeed, he woas very
glad to see & customer, He remem-
bered having seen Bunter before, and
grected him very cordially, No doubt
e was o little surprised to hcur that
liunter wanted to disport himsclf in
fancy dress in the daytime. Dunter ex-
plained that it was o fancy .dress
garden party. Dunter was mnever
bothered by the trammels of the truth.

In the room behind the shop Dunter
was fixed up. '

e did not need to remove his own
clothes.  There was ample room for
them inside the loose-flowing Chincse
varinents, 5

{ireusc-paints produced the required
romplexion of ivory yellow on s fat
face. A big, black, twisted moustacho
made Bunter look years and years older,

and gave him gquite a ferocious
Appearance. ]
ﬁfmter blinked into the glass, and

was satisfied.

He did mot know himself, Sammy
and DBessie certainly would mnot have
known him. Mothing remained on view
of the original Bunter but the spectacles
perehicd on his fat little nose.

Punter grinned.

“1 think that'll do!” he remarked
complacently.  “That little beast will
take me for a Chinaman.”

if .Etl?"

“I mean, my fricnds at the garden
party will take mo for a real Chink,
saldd Bunter.

“T am suro of it, sir!™ said the cos-
tumier. * You look the part to the very
life, sir!”

Bunter smirked in the glass. He had
an idea that he made a rather impos-
ing Mandarin, and would not have been
sut of place in the Vermilion I"alace of
the “Son of Heaven ™ at Pekin.

Having leit o deposit on the garmenta
—which the shopman scemed rathor par-
licular about—Dunter rolled out.

That he looked like a real Chink was
soon proved., Chinks were very uncom-
mon in tho quict streets of the little
country town. People turned on ell
sides to look at Buonter. It was not
polite to furn vound and stare at a
forrign gentleman, but they did!

Bunter rolled on.

Soveral |ljtle Dbovs followed him.
Their numhbears were soon  incrensed.

Titg Macxer lLispary.—Nao. 1,176.

From their remprks, they scemed to be
under . the impression that Bunter was
going to give a show, or a performanco
of soma sort. ;

Bunter blinked round at them with
annoyance.

He was going to Wharton Lodge a5 a
Chinaman, to frighten Wun Lung out of
his yellow skin; but he did not want to
arrive there with all the tog-rag and
bobtail at his heels.

*“ Look here, guu buzz off, you young
bounders ! said Bunter crossly, :

But the urchins did not buzz off. They
were much too interested in Bunter.

Bunter, like the deep ana durk blue
ocean in the poem, rolled on.,  After

him fellowed the youth of Wimford in B

nergasing numbers,

He decided to take a taxi as he passed
the station, There were two or threo
tavimen there, and they stared hard at
Bunter as he rolled up. A Chiraman
in European clothes would not bavo
attracted wundue attention. DBut a
Chinaman in the fowing and decorative
garments of the Flowery Land was a
gurprise for Wimford.

A train had come in, and a rather
tall, lean  gentleman, with clear cut
features was coming out of the station.

Ho stopped, and starcd very bhord ot
Bunter.

He seemed more intercsted in this
Chinaman than even the unsophisticated
inhabitants of Wimford,

After o moment's pause, and a very
penetrating look, the lean gentleman
came seross to Bunter as he stopped at
the toxi rank.

Bunter blinked at him.

Then he started. He had secn that

entleman with the eclear-cut features

fore. Heo woa a relation of Dr. Locke,
the Head of Grayfriaps Bchool; in fact,
ne other than Ferrers Locke, the cele-
brated detective.

Mr. Locke raised his hat politely.

“Dui buh dju!” he said.

Eunter jumped.

What those weird monosyllables might
ossibly mean, Dunter had not the
sintest idea, but he guessed that they

were Chinese,

He grinned under his greasc-paint.
Evidently even Ferrers Locke, reputed
the keenest observer in the wide world,
took him for a Chink.

“Lan goh hsia gin yen, yung o shwoh
ih gu,” went on Mr. Locke, In the same
polite fone.

Bunter, of course, did not know &
word of Chinese. But if that succession
of meaningless monosyllablea was
Chinese, DBunter considered that be
could play Mr. Locke at that game.

“Ki ko kay!' said Bunter beldly.
It was 3r. Locke’s turn to jump.
“Ko ke ko kum!’ said Bunter.

Mr. Locke stared blankly.

Dunter had bheard somewhers that in
China there were nearly twenty
languages, and that an inbhahitant of
the north counld ne moro understand an
inhabitunt of the south than a Kuasian
could understand a Spameard—se he
indulged a hope that Mr, Locke would

take his remarks for a dialect of
Chinese with which he was un-
acquainted.

“Ni dzen yang giang!" exclaimed
ATr. Locke, which was a Chintse way
of asking DBunter what he had said.

“Tol-de-rol 1™ angwered Bunter,
“Rum fum!”

“Tnon my word!" ejaculated Mr.
Locka.

S Tumty tum ' =aid Bunter.

“What does this masquerade moean ™
exclaimed Mr. Locke gternly. " You

arc not a Dlnparnan.”
“0Oh. really, Mr. Locke—"
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The gentleman from Baker BStreet
jumped again.

"I scem to know your woice,” he
paid.

“(h, no, you don't!"™ said Bunter
hastily. “I'm nobody, you know, My,
Locke. I've never secn you beforo=-I
don’t ever kpmow your name.”

“Upon my word!"

“I'm a Chinaman all right,” said
Bunter. **1 can't speak a word of
English."

" What?' almost howled Mr. Locke.

“I—I mean—"

*1 think I can place you now,” said

Mr. Locke. *“1 have seen you at
Greyfriars School, 1 think. o are
unter.”

“Oh, really, you know——-"

““1s this gome schoolboy lark?' acked
the Baker Street detective, his face
relaxing into a smile,

“Ehi Oh! VYes! That's 1t!" said
Bunter. “Only o lark! Keep it dark,
you know! I say, I've got to bo off 1"

Bunter rolled into the taxi.

“Wharton Lodge!” he said to the
driver; ahd the taxi rolled ocway.
 Ferrers Locke stood looking after ib
till it disappeared—slightly amused
and considerably puwzzled, Then he
walked away down the street to Wim-
ford Police Station. Mr. Locke was
apparently on professional business in
that gquiet little town in Surrey.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Sorprising Visltor !

o REAT pipl”
“ Look !" exclaimed Johnny

Bull,

Five juniors were disporting them-
selves in the bathing-poocl in tha
grounds of Wharton Lodge, under the
blazing August sun. On tieu bank Wun
Lung and Hop Hi sat under green
parasols, happy and contented. The
bathing-pool was surrounded by old
oaks and becches, which shut it in
from view except where a path ran
through the trees towards the drive.
And Johnny Bull, happening to cast
his eyes in that direction as he floated
on the sunny waler, gave & stortled
Cry.

“What the
Bob Cherry,

"L{HJI'E 1t

Johnny Bull, treading water, pointed
to the path under tha trecs. In the
middle of the path a figuro appeared,
apparently having walked vp tho drive
from the gate and turned into the
path towards ihe pool,

1t was the figure of & Chinaman,

A ghort, squat Chinaman he looked,
in loose-flowing tunic and trousers, with
black pigtatl vunder a skull cap, and
fiercely-twisted black moustaches that
curled up almost to the spectacles that
were perched on his podgy yellow nose.

“0Oh, iy hat!” exclaimed Wharton.

“ A giddy Chinaman!"”

“Look out, Wun Lungl”
MNugent.

But Wun Lung was already alarmed.
He jumped up and threw aside Lis
parasol, and stood staring with wide
eyes at the stranger. Hop Hi drew
cloger to his brother, in great alarm.

“Lunt’" he gasped.

And, catching Hop Hi by the arm,

thump=——" exclaimed

yelled

Wun Lupng started running for the
house, end disappesred into the trecas
by the laka.

Harry Wharton & Co. ﬁﬂ_\'ﬂl‘l‘lb‘_ﬂd
hurriedly out of the pool, dripping with
watar,
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The might of a Chinaman in the
grounds of Wharton Lodge was alarm-
ing to the Famous Five az well as to

the two Celeatials,
“Js that the Chinee

train yesterday, Bobl

you saw in the
exclaimed the
Ca of the Remove.

*No. This one is shorter and
fatter " answered Bob Cherry., *He
looks abount the same epe—but he's a
good bit fatter.’

“Then there's two of them about?”
gaid Mugent.

“Collar him and chuck him into the
pool I exclaimed Johnny Bull,

“Hold on!" exclaimed Wharton.
# Botter find out if he's up to mischief

first. "

“?ﬁ must be here after Wun Lung—
whe iim could he baﬂu I tn?”“ i
“1—1 suppose so. till, we'll spea
to him first; he hasn't followed the

Chinese kids."”

Wun Lung and Hop Hi had vanished
through the trees, but the strange
Chinaman was still standing on the
path, blioking through his spectaclea
towards the fellows st the bathing-pool.

The Famous Five started towards
him at a run. .

What a Chinaman could be doing at
Wharton Lodge, unless he waa another
emissary of "I"lng Wang, and was
seeking Wun Lung to do him harm,
was certainly a m ¥. But he made
no motion to avoid the five juniors as
they bhurried towsrds him.

They reached him in a few minutes,
and surrounded him, to make sure that
he did no: attermnpt the pursunit of the
Heaing Wun Lung and Hop Hi.

“What are you doing here?’’ asked
Wharton, )

“EKum ko kav!"™ answered the China-
man.

“Wha-n-t "

" Hoot-toot-woot IV

le—is that Chinese?"

“Wooty-tooty I answered the China-
man. “Rum tiki ko kay!”

“1 don't understand Chinese,” said
Harry, " “Don't you speak English®?

“Mao speakep smalles English,”

“0Oh, good! Well, who are yvoui”

“Me Kong Chong,'’ answered the fat

hinaman.

“Well, what are you doing here, Mr.
K Chong.

“ha wantes sea Mistes Wun Lung.”

“And how do you know that Wun
Lung is here?’ asked Joheny Bull

“Me savvy plenty! Me comey flom
him fathee,” said Kong Chong.

The chums of the Remove regarded
him curicusly and suspiciously, Apart
from the fact that he was—or-lookod—
a Chinaman—thers seemed nothing
alarming about him. But the mere
appesrance of & Chinaman on the scene
was alarming, in the circumstances.

Still, i the man roally was a
messenger from Wun Lung's father it
was & vase for ecivility, It was quite
poasible that Mre, un Chung Lung

i3

Chinks were very-uincommon ln Wimford,
and when Bunter appeared, all dressad
up, be was compleiely surrounded by a
crowd of curlous litile boys and villagers,

had asked some fellow.countryman, who
lived in Eng!umi, to call and see his
gon., Indead, it was quits probable,
gince ho hed been informed of the
danger hia son had been in the last
term at Greyviriars.

“You come from Wun
father 1" asked Harry.

“ Allea Light! Jum joo jinky junk.™
"My only hat! If that's Chinese
it's—" murmured Bob. :

“ Koo woo foodle—loodle 1" said Kong

ong. : 5

“Put it in English, please, Mr. Kong
Chongl'" said Harry. “Wa  don't
understand a word of Chinese.”

“Me sarvy! Mo speakee plenty
English,” gaid the fat Chioce, blinking
at the juniors throngh his spectacles in
a way that was somchow slrangely
fapiliar, “Me comey flom Mistes Wun
Chung Lung. Wantese see Won Lung
end Hop Hi, Mukee savvy _them
plentee snfee, DBad man Tanpg Wiang
sendee plenty bad Chince killy Wun
Lung, plaps.”

The Famouas Tive looked ot one
another.

“I sce,” said Wharton slowly. *Mr,
Chung Lung has asked you to come
bhera and sec that his son 1s safa.”

“You savvy plenty. You takes me
gee Wun Lung. o kum koo!"

“Well, wait a few minutes while we
drees, and weo'll take you up to the

{Continued on page 16.)
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house,” said Harry. “You'd better see
my uncle."

“Ho ko jo bo."

“Wha-a-at 'does that meani”

“Meanes alles light."

“Cowmo this way, then!” said Harrv;
and the fat Chinee walked with the
juniors back to the bathing-pocl and
the dressing hut on the bank. “3Sit
down here a few minutes, please, Mr.
Eong Chong I

Wharton pointed to a bench.

“Go shoe mo hookey wookey!" said
the fat Chiniman.

And he sat down.

The juniors went inte the dressing-
hut to towel themselves down and dress
as quickly as they could.

They kept, however, an eye on the
Chinaman, ready to cut after him and
collar him if he showed signs of bolt-
ing.

“ Looks genvine encugh,'’ said Frank
Nugent. * Wuun. Lung's pater must be
anxions about him, and it's quite likel
e would nak a friend in England to call
and see him."

'* All the same, we've got to keep our
cyes peeled,”” said PBob. “You re-
member that rascal at Greyfriars got
to see Wun Lung by pretending that he
was his uncle Chung. It's very likely
only a trick to get at the kid.”

“We'll Er'llj' well see that he doesn’t
get near Wun Lung till we're certain
about him,” said Wharton. ™If he's
really calling to see the kid as a friend
of hiz father it's queer that ‘he should
have wandered thie way, instead of
going up to -the house, He had only
to follow -the drive.'

“He's piven the two Chinesa kids a
scare, anyhow,” said Johnny Dull, with
a grin. “They're hiding under a bed
by this time."

Wharton glanced out of the hut again,
The fat Chinee was still seated on the
bench, weiting.

It was certain that, from the path,
he had seon the two Chinese juniors bolt
through the trees. But he showed no
desire to follow.

The chums of the Remove wete s0oh
dressed, and they came out of the hut
and rejoined “ Mr. Kong."” _

“Please come with us now, Mr.
Kong." said Harrv.

“Ko kim rom tum,"” answared Mr.
Kong. and he rose from the seat and
rolled away with the Fambus Five,

Wharton and Nugent walked on either
eide of Iim, and the other three fellows
bronght up the rear, all watchiul, and
ready to collar Mr. Kong if he showed
a sign of the cloven hool, as it were.

“Ki ko kay!'" said Mr. Kong, as they
came in sight of the house.

T T
g Hi.vil"

“Rum ti tum]
“Whot—-1"
“Fee fo fum " said Mr, Kong affsbly.
“¥elly nicey honsee! Mo likee !”
“0Oh, I see,” Wharton smiled..
Johnny Bull, behind, indulged in =
grunt,

Tne Maicrer Lmey.—No. L176

“Is that Chincse he's speaking?" he
murmured to his companions.

“Auost be,”” answered Bob Cherry.

“Well, I don't know any Chiness but
that doesn't sound to me like 8 language
at all—just rigmarocle.”

Chinese doesn’t sound like =&
language to us,” grinned Bob. “But
he scems to be speaking words all of
one syllable, and I believe Chinese is
inonosyllabic”

“The gueerfulness of that esteemed

language is terrific and prepostercus,’”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.
_ Whereat Johnny and Bob smiled. The
“queerfulness ' of Hurree Bingh's own
language had often struck his friends
as terrific,

They arrived at the house and found
Wells in the hall. The butler gave Mr.
Kong a curious look.

“Where's my uncle, Wells®’ asked
Harry.

“In the library, air.” i

“Pleace sit dowm, Me. Kong, and wait
a few minutes, while I sfcak to my
uncle,” said Wharton politely.

“Tankea muches!"

Wells placed a chair for the visitor,
and Mr. Kong sat down. Harry Whar-
ton made o sign to his comradea to
remain with Mr. Kong and k an
eve oo him while he went to the library
to inform Colonel Wharton of the
arrival of the unexpected wvisitor.

Whether Mr, Kong was genuine or
whether he was a secret emissary from
the Mandarin Tang Wang, the juniors
were unable to decide, but they Lad
no doubt that Colonel Wharton would
know how *to deal with the gentleman
from the Flowery Land.

That the t:vilerosn from the Flowery
Tend had mowe 4%an :cen the Flowery
Land did not occdr to them for o
moment. They would have been rather
amazed had they guessed what identity
was hidden hﬂﬁiﬂd the yellow com-
plexion and the fierce black moustaches,
But they did pot dream of gﬁemng:.

They wore suspicions of Mr. Kong.
But most assuredly they did not suspect
that the real name of Mr. Kong was
William George Bunter!

THE KINTH CHAPTER,

Not as per Programme !
BII.II.P[L1r BUNTER suppressed a

grin.
He had passed muster.

That the four fellows in the
hall regardad him with suspicion was
cbvious, but it was.as an emissary of the
Mandarin Tang Wang that they sus.

bim. Of his real identity they

ad not ithe remotest puspicion,

Had they, like Ferrers Locke, known
something of the Chinese language, it
would have been a differcnt matter.
But of that mysterious and complicated
:]qgguﬂ they knew no-more than Bunter

id.

The disguised Owl of the Remove
was, thercfore, taken at face value.
Indeed, both ‘Wun Lung and Hop Hi—
from a distance, at least—had certainly
taken him for a Chinaman., They had
scuttled away like rabbits, and vanished
at his approach.

Bunter bad ne doubt that they were
hiding somewhere in the house, palpi-
tating with terror. :

Bo long as he remained there they
would palpitate with funk, in the deepest
biding-place they could find.

S0 1t was hard. for the fat Owl teo mfl-
Frm a grin, He was giving the beastly
eathens the scare of their lives, and
getting even for that drenching with the
garden-hose.

THE MAGNET

Ile was not fimished xct, by any
means,

He had fooled these fellows and he
was going to fool the old Colomel. How
could they know that he was not Mr.
Kong (‘!hnng from China, a friend of
Wun Lung's father, as he had so
astutely stated ?

They couldn’t.

Bunter was full of confidence.

He was not done yet, by any means,
Only an interview with Wun Lung could
show him uE. and he was quite certain
that Wun Lung was too terrified to
come anywhere near him.

He would rémain as long as he could,
keeping the Chigee in a sfate of pal-
pitating funk, And when he wiut he
would leave Wun Lung in the fixed
belief that an emissary of Tang Wang
had found him out, and was after
him, lurking in the neighbourbnod. He
would show up again on the morrow, in
the samo guise, looking in at the gates,
or peering over the wall. By the
time he had donc with him Wun Lun
would be sorry that he had ever handl
that hose. ;

These fellows suspected him, but the
could de nothing on suspiciom
Chmaman had a right to walk about
Surrey if he liked.

If Bunter could not carry out hiz in-
tention of keccming an inmate of
Wharton Lod for the holidays, at
jeast he could cause a tremendous
amount of worry and alarm to the in-
mates of that residence. Revenge is
eweot !

While these cheery thoughts were
passing through Bunter's fat mind as he
waited in the hall, he was uvnaware of
soft footsteps in the opaken gallery that
ran round the Lall at the top of the
double staircase.

He was unaware that a vellow face,
with glittering, slanting cyes, looked
over the massive oaken banister down
at him from above. He was unaware
that another yellow face appearad
beside it, also looking down with glitter-
Ing eyes. _

For some moments Wun Lung and
Hop Hi watched the “ Chinaman * below
in silenca.

Then Wun Lung whispered to his
brother, and with soft, catlike steps
they descemded the slalrcase.

“Hallo, hallp, hallo!” gasped Bob
Cherry.

He elared blankly at the two Chinese
juniors,

Wun Lung had a long, curved Chiness
knife in bizs hand, with an edge like
a razor. Little Hop Hi was grasping
a similar weapon.

Bunter was quite mistaken in sup-
posing that the two Chinese were hiding
under & bed, or behind a wardrobes,
palpitatirg with funk. The es810n
on the two yellow faces did not mndicate
funk. It indicated ferccity.

“Hold on !"* gasped Nugent.

“ (3o back " exclaimed Johnny Bull,

“The go-backfulness ia the proper
caper, my cstecemed Wun Lungl”
cjaculated i{urrea Jamszet Bam Singh,

Wun Lung did not heed. )

With & cat-like s;;;nng from the etairs
he landed in the hall, and Mr, Kong
Chong fr{Lm ﬂl;linﬁ. blinking round in
surprisa throu is spectacles, jum
gﬁ?ﬂf his c}m?r*nnd nearly out of his

in.

“Qow !"” gasped Bunter.

Wun Lung came at him, Chinese knife
in hand, looking less like a school
than a yellow pirate of the Yangste-
Kiang

“Yaroooht”

“Hold on | shricked Bob Cherry,

*83top 1"’ roared Johmnny Bull
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Wun Lung did neot hold on, and he
did not stop. He camo straight at Mr.
Kong Chong from China, with glitter-
ing eyes and fashing knife. After him
came Wun Hop Hi, knife well to the
fore.

Mr. Kong Chong jumped back, for-
getting that his chair was there. He
crashed over the chair, sent it spinning,
and bumped on the floor.

“Owl Keep off 1" he roared.

Bob caught Wup Lung's arm.

“You young idiot] Hold ol Are
you mad?” he gasped,

“ Mo no killy I explained Wun Lung.

“Me catchee! No killy if that lellee
lettca eatchee,” )
“Killy if not letteo catches!” said

Ilop Hi, with a flourish of hiz knife.

“Yaroch! Keep him off 1” said Mr.
Kong, quite forgetting that he was a
Chineman in his terror, “Ohl Help!
.l.*‘ir*lzl:r:II !;h Mutdher IF Re:acuedi“ﬂﬂh

“(Oh, my hat!" gaspe :

“Me mno faid,” said Wun Lung.
“Me tinkee that bad manee comey flom
Tang Wang! Me lun away fetchee
kniféa! Catchee that bad manee—killy
if no catchee”

“ Hold oni™

Wun Lung jerked his arm loose, and
leaped at the sprawling, yelling Mr.
Kong from China.

An ear-splitting howl emanated from
Billy Bunter, as the Chinee gripped
him by the neck with one hend, and
with the other flourished the knife over
his terrified face.

“ Yerooooh 1"

Wun Lung stared at
jumped. ]

“ No Chineea ™ he ejaculated.

“ What—" ]

“This fellee no Chinee——"

“What the thamp——" _

“Yaroch! Helpl Murder! Firel”

Billy Bunter tore himself away from
tho astonished Wun Lung, and
serambled to his fect.

Ho made a wild rush towards the
door. i

“ Oatchoe | velled Hop Hi.

* Stoppee I shouted Wun Lung.

“Yaroooh! Help!”

The flceing Kong Chong was headed
off frcm the door. Bunter had sup-
pozed that Wun Imnguwaa in a state of
palpitating funk. nfortunately, it
was Bunter who was now in that state,
The sight of two razor-edged Chinese
knivga close at hand frightened the
Owl of the Remove out of his fat wits.

'The juniors headed him off from the
door; and Bunter dodged and flew.
He rushed in the opposite direction
just as Harry Wharton came back into
tho hall with the colonel.

“ Good qnd i ejoculated Colonel
Wharton. “ What—"

Crash !

ilﬂh

* Qeoonooh 1° .

The terrified Bunter crashed right into
the colonel. The old soldier staggered
back, gasping. A charge from Bunter
was something like thet of a battering-
rant. Bunter reeled, 3 =

Wun Lung's grasp was on him again
the next moment.

“Yarpooh! Keep off! Helpt”
ghricked Bunter,

Bump! ;

Mr. Kong Chong went heavily to the
floor, and %rtm Lung's knes was planted
an his chest. Over the fat Owl's face
the curved knife was fourished in
horrid eircles. Bunter yelled frantie-
ally.

"rﬂwi Oh! Helpl Keep him off |
I zay, you fellows, it's only a j-_i-;‘!ﬂkt}l
¥oroooh! Help! Murder! Firel™

“Great Christopher Columbus ™

him, and

velled Bob Cherry. know that
voice ! It's Bunter!l”

“ Bunter [ yelled Johnny Bull.

“The estcemed and preposterous
Bunter [¥

“Bunter !” gasped Colonel Wharton
dazedly.

“ Bunter!™ stuttered Harry Wharton.

“Yarooch! Help! I say, you fellows,
dragimolf 1 yell Mr. Kong Chong,
not at all Chinese now. “Helpl
AMerey! I won't do it apain! Yaroooh !
It was only a jig-jig-joke! Owl
Wow 1”

“Fatten ole Buntee!” gasped Wun
thﬂg, in utter smazement.

“Ow! Help! Yooopl Gerroff I”
“0Oh, my hat 1™
“Billy ole fat Buntee | stuttered Hop

=1

Hi. “No Chinea! Only olo fat
Buntee, ™

“Good gad!” exclaimed Colonel
Wharton. “What—what does this

mean? Js this a Eraﬂﬁﬂ{ll joke? Lot
him get up, Wun Lung.”

The hapless Owl] of the Remove was
allowed to riso to his feet. Every eye
was fixed on him in wrathful amaze-
ment. His big black moustaches had
been brushed off in the struggle, and
he locked many ycars younger.

“I—I say, wvou fellows—" he
gasped.

“You young rascal!” thundered the
colonel.  “What does this absurd
masquerade mean 7

“It—it was a—a lark!” gasped
Bunter, “J-j-just pulling Wun iung’s
leg, you know! EIE dear 1

“Pah I

The colone! gave a snort, and turned
and stalked back to the library, Billy
Bunter was left to the temder mercies
of the juniors; and he blinked round
at them with well-grounded apprehen-
sion.

THE TERTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Fu in Luck !

4 Oy fat willain ™
Y “You silly ass|™
" Yon burbling
snatel 1™
“You frabjous chump1®

“You preposterous and tferrific fat-
head 1

Every member of the Co. had some-
thing to say to Bunter. Wun Lung and
Hop @i were grinning now. But the

bander-

17

I didn’t come here got up as a Chine-
man to Irighten Wun Lung out of his
wits, you know.”

“You podgy villain [ ]

“I—I never meant to scare the little
beast for drenching me with the hose,
you know. It—it woa just a lark,”

“Open the door,” said Harry.
“We'll kick bim all the way to the
Eﬂtﬂs t"‘

“Hear, hoarl”

"I—1 say, you fellows—" ]

Boly Cherry threw the hall door wide
open. Colonel Wharton had retired
from: the scene, leaving the latter in
the hands of his nephew now that he
was aware that the alarming visitor was
only William George DBunter. And his
nephew was quite able to denl with the
matter,

“Give him a start, Bob |
the biggost feet.”

“I say, you fellows—— Yarcoch

Bunter started.

He left his big black moustaches
lving on the foor. He had no tune to
think of them. The loose-flowing garb
of a Chinese mandarin was not useful
for sprinting; but Billy Dunter man-

You've got

I-"‘

aged to put on a good speed. He
fairly flew down the steps.

“ After him |

“Tally-ho I

“Go it 1"

“Oh crumbs!™ gasped DBunter. He

negotinted the drive at an amazing
speed, with the Famous Five whooping
bohind him.

Btreaming with perspiration, puffing
and blowing, the hapless Owl of the
Remove flow for the gates.

“Ow!l Groooh! Ow!l Oh!” gasped
Bunter. He paused for a moment for
breath; and the biggest foot in the
{ireyiriara Remove established contact.
With & wild howl, Bunter flow on.

He rolled through the gateway to the
road. Bunter had dismissed his taxi
on arriving at the Lodge. He wished
he had kept it now. The Homovites
cama out of the gateway after him in o
whooping crowd.  DBunter flew across
the road

On the other side was a green wood,
with a shady path leading up into it
Bunter flow along the path, and van.
1shed into the wood,

He did not stop, unaware that the
juniors had pursued him no farther
than the road.

{Continued on next page.)

Famonaz Five did
not grin. They were
wrathy.

“1—I s=ay,
fellows—"
Bunter.

“ Yon
poise |

“I—-I saw, can't
vou take & j-joke?”
gasped Banter. *“It
was only o j-joke,
you know! I—I
thought you=—you'd
be amuzed!”

“"You blithering
bandersnateh '™

“You foocling [at
frump "

Oh, rteally,
follows——"

“Rick him outt”

“T—1 say, ¥ou

fellows!™ pasped
Bunter. "%J-d-dﬂﬂjt

you
gasped

potity por-

you

be Dbeasts wyou
Enow! It was only
g j-j-jig-joke! I~|
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Pulfirr and blowing, Bunter flew up
the woodland path, the perspiration fur-
fawing the grease-paint on his face.

Ruuning did not appeal te Bunter,

Eipmmllﬁ on & hot August day. But
boot-leather appealed to him still less.
“Owl Groogh! Owl"” The hapless

Owl gurgled breathlessly as he How,

~ Ho tuined into one path after another
in the green, shady wood, and at last
flesh and bleod could stand no more,
and Bunter stopped.

Ho bod run at least three hundred
yvards, and really he had done 1t at a
one-hundred-yards’ pace! INo wouder
the Uwl of the Remove stuggered
against a gnarled oak-truok, breathiess,
spent, and spluttering. Had a blood-
bound been on his track Bunter could
have run wo larther., Portunately,
nobody was on his track now. Harry
Wharton & Co. had already walked
back to the house, regardless of Bunter.

“Ow!l Oh! Uwi  Beasis!  Wow!
Wooooh ' gurgled Bunter. -

He alid down ioto & sitting position
at the foct of the vak, sprawled in the
grass, and leaned back on the trunk.
‘'he sun was setting over the Surrey
hills, and the wood glowed with a
goldon light 1o the opemings among the
trees and brocken, Bunter did not heed
it. The beauties of Nature were entirely
lost on Bunter,

He leatod on the cak, gasped and
gurgled and grosoed.

It had been a tiring day for Bunter.
He had had a railway journey, a walk, a
drenchiog with & hose, & heavy lunch,
and now the sprint of his life. It was
ne wonder that the fat junior was feol-
ing weary and worn He waas, in fact,
cxiausten. Had the woods arcund bhim
caught fire Bunter would have besn
slow to move. [Nothing but a smell of
cooking would bave drawn bim from
the spot.

“ Bueasts ! mumbled Bunter,

It was pleasant to repose in the deep
herbage, resting againss the tree, after
his uncominon exeriions. There was no
sound of pursuit. The wood was silent,
gave for the twittering of wild birds
and a rustle of leaves in the summer
wind. Bunter's eyes closed behind his
big spectacles; his fat chin dropped on
his gy chest. He slumbered.

en & sound was heard in the
hitherto silent wood—a sound that
resembled the distant muttering of
thunder. Anyone d]mmng the spot
might have supposed that a summer
thunderstorm was coming on. Bug it
was not so bad a&s that; it was only
Bunter shoring.

That deep and resonant snore, which
had sc often awakened the cchoes of the
Remove dormitory at Greyiriars, now
rumbled through the quiet wood as the
sunset decpencd into dusk.

Snorrrrrr-rerr |

The wicked had oeased from troub-
ling, and the weary Bunter was at rest.
Deeper and deepor grow the summer
dusk eround him.

Flupged in slumber, Bunwer did not
hear & faint rustle in the underwooda;
his fat ear was deaf to a stealthy foot
gtep. He was quite unawaro that a face
appeared from the wood, staring st him
in the dusk.

Had ho been awake Bunter might
have been alarmed, for toe face that
looked st him had slanting eyes that
glittered at the sight of him. It was »
Chinaman who was -taring at the slee
ing Owl—the Chinaman that B‘-crl;
Cherry had secn in the train the day
before, had Bunter known it

But Bunter was fast aslecp, and he
heard and saw_nothing.

Blowly tho Chinaman- drew himself
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from the underwoods silently, and stood
looking down at puntor,

His slantivg eyes gleamed triunaph.

Bunter was stul, o all appoarance,
Chiuess,  “L'he loss of his inoustachos
hud made him lock like a Chinesoe boy,
instead of a Chinese man—that was al
the diforcence,

Ip clear daylignt no doubt the keen
cyes ol the stranger would bave dis-
cerned that Bunter was not o genuine
Chines, Ho bad deceived Westorn aeyes,
but probamty he would not bave
decetved tho oyes of & Chinuman. Dut
the light was not clear in the wood now
that the sun was below the hills. The
dusk was tihnok, And the Chinaman,
tooking down on Bunter, saw him only
dimly, and to his eyes Bunter was what
he looked,

And Mr., Fu, the ageat of Tang
Wang, who had taken on the task
abandoned by My, Cha when he fell
into the hands of the police, grinned
down at Buntor with great satistaction.

Mr. Fu had a task to perform that
was not easy. Getting at Wun Lung
in Whartea Lodge wae far from e
simple business. Under cover of dark-
ness the previous night Fu had lurked
about the place and found no oppor-
tunicy. Now, at the fali of dusk, he
was 10 the wood gipusitr'n the gates of
Wharton Lodge. e did not care to
risk being scen near the place in the
clay e,

The Chinaman had entered the wood
by & footpath on the side farthest from
the road. was passing through
towards the road when the rumble of
Billy Dunter's hefty snore reached his
2ArS.

Mr. Fu bad turned from his way to
ascortain whq and what iL was, No
doubt he he to catch Wup Lung nap-
ping soonor latez, but he could
soarcoly have hoped to find him in the
wood at n!ghtiallL So the sight of &
CUbinpe—to all appearance—asleep in
the wood was a happy and satisfactory
sight to Mr. Fu. It was morely caution,
and the fear of being seen, that had led
him to investigate. The sight of =&
sleeping Chinee was nn unexpegted
roward | _

Fu grinned with triomphant satisfac.
tion.

o had never seon Wun Lung, but
ho had no doubt of knowing him at once
when he saw him, Chinamen were rare
birds in that oquict corner of the
country. As soon a3 he saw & Chinese
boy, Fu knew at once that it must be
cither Wun Lung or his brother Hop
Hi, and this follow was too big to be
Hop Hi. Therefore, he war Wun Lung.

It was quite & patural mistake on Mr,

Fuo's part, as bhe, naturally, knew
r.::th:ng of Billy Bunter’s remarkable
unt,

For soveral minutes he stood looking
down at Bunter in the sutomoer dusk,
He approached the fat junior more
closely at last.

Heo bent over Bunter, and then, rais.
ing his head, ho listened. The wood
was silent; but it was closo by the road,
and prul:mﬁl;.r many people used the foot-
path through it. Mr. Fu could not
afford to take ricks. especially with his
prize in bhis hands like this. It was
neccszary to kecp the supposed Chinoe
from selling when he was awakened,

The Chinaman drew froo his pocket
s poar-shaped, padded gag, with strings
attached to it Bendin side Buater,
he suddenly jerked the fat junior's
mouth open and thrust the gag into it,

Buntor started into wakefulnoss. It
was not easy to awaken Buntor when
he was asleep, but that did it.

His tltjru opened wide behind his big

o,

®Gurrrrrrri™
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That was all Bunter could say.

His littls, round eyes dilated with
tarror behind his big, round upmtm:niea.
The shadowy form of the Chineman
bending over him filled Buater with
siudderniog fear. He made an efiort to
ifgrugg[a, but strong hands were upon

i,

He sat up, shivering. The grip on
him was like & steel vice.

The Clinaman mutiered s fow words,
They were in  (Chinese, which he,
naturally, supposed that his prizoner
understood.  Bunter did not understand
the words, but be understood the tone
and the gesture, and the gleam of a
curved knife that the shadowy China-
man showed for a moment,

Under his yellow complexion Bunter's
face was like chalk. iio could only
staro in dumb borror et the Chinaman.

The hapless Owl of the Remove had
adopted his Chinese disguise with the
intention of frigbtening Wun Lung oul
of his wita. t was a oase of the
enginecr being hoist with his own petard
for the wretched Bunter was utterly u:u.'i
completely frightened out of his own fat
wits now. In horror and dread he
gazed dumbly at the Chinamain, while
the dusk doocpened into dsrkuness over
the silent wood.

]

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ferrers Locke Takes a Hand ]

o ERRERS LOCKE!"
Harry Wharton uttered tha
exclamation in ,q1.111..»r:i:1«a~r+ Hs
was coming  downostaire 0
tho hall wher Wells admitted the
rather tall, lean gentlemwan, with the
clear-cut features. He koew Ferrers
Locke at once; ho had often seen bum
at. Groyfriars when hg had called there
on his vencrable relative, the head
mastor.

Locke glanced up as he heard the
exclamation, and smiled to the junior.
Wells took his hat and stick 1a his most
vespeatful manner. Tne butler wall
knew that Ferrers Locke was & cele-
brated porsonage.

Wharton ran down the stairs.

“ How jolly to sco you, Mr. Looke!"

Ferrers Locke nodded genially, end
shook handas with tho captamn of the
Greviriars Remove.

“I am E'glm:i to see you, my hni. |
have oalled to coo your uncle; but 1 am

lad of & chanos to meet my young
riends of Groyfriars again.

“We're all im:u" said Harry. “The
fellows will be jolly

gir.”

“The gladfulness is terrifie, esteemed
sahib.” sﬂurme Jamset Ram Bmlgh
came soross the hall, “It is a boontul
blessing to gaze respectiully upon your
serene and ridiculous countenanco,””

Mr. Locke laughed,
“Roll up, you fellows!” called ouk

glad to seo you,

Wharton. “It's Mr. Locke "
And Jounny DBull and Nugent and
Bob Ch reced up to shake hands

with thuﬂrglnhutﬁd detective.

Wolls had gooe to the library to an-
nounce the visitor to the ocolonel. Mr,
Locke was avideotly genuinely pleased
to see the Greyfriars fellows again.

“You have a Chinese boy ltl.jrl:‘:f
with you, I think, Wharton?"" he asked,

“Twaol" said Harry.

Hf‘E:mtl_rl Wun Lung and Wur Hop

I‘II‘

“That's 80, said Harry, surprised by
the dotective's knowledge. * Like to see
them?! They're somewhere about."

“My oall is specially on their
account,"” said Ferrers Locke. “Are
thﬂ(? both safet” .

“Quita |” said Harry. #Then you
know—"
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“¥es. I have the affair in my hands
now; that is why I am here. There is
no sceret about it sald Ferrers Locke,
with & smile, “I understand that you
brought the two boys home with you
for the vacation to keep them safe from
possible further attacks."”

“That's it,"” said Harry. “And
thev'ro guite safe. Here they are."

Wun Lung and Hop Hi locked out
of tho doorway of a room where they
had been playing mah-jongg., Wharton
called to them, and they came up and
wore presented to the detective. 1t was
clear that Ferrers Locke was relieved to
find them both safe in the house.

“Ar. Locke !” Colonal Wharton ecamo
from the library to greet his distin-
guished visitor and shooR hands with

themselves a sort of bedyguard,” said
Colonel Wharton., “But come into the
library and tell me about it over a
cigar.'" o

%‘i’it’h a nod to the juniors, Ferrers
Locke followed the old gentleman.

Harry Wharton & Co. were left in a
state of comsiderable excitement. They
realised very clearly that the matter was
sorious when the celebrated Baker
Street detective was called on to take
& hand in it.

“ Now, Mr. Locke—" .

Seated in o deep leather chair oppo-
site the colonel, Forrers Locke aceepted
a Havana--thongh, after a single puff,
he did not smoke 1t. Locke, az ha some-
times told his [riends, could not afford
to smoke, Mlore than ence his life had

“Ow! Keepoff |’ roared ** Mr. Kong Chong ** {raniically. Bob Che

roim warmly. “This is an unexpected
pleasure, You are too busy a man to
give your friends much of your time 83
& rule.” ;
“1 am afraid, sir, that my eall—like
most of my calls—is on business,” said
Forrers Locke, smiling. “I can only
hope that it will not prove a trouble
to you.'
“You may take that for granted,”
said the colonel. ' But surely nothing
has ocourred in this gwict neighbour-
hood—nothing ]ﬂ!‘j"bﬂﬂ the powers of the

local polica—

“ Nothin vidcnﬂ%," agreed Ferrers
Locke. " And I am here to see that it
does not. I have had n cable, sir, from

China—from Mr. Wun Chung Lung."”

“This lad's father 1™

“Yes, and on his account. I am very
relicved to find thal he 15 still aafe on
my arrival here.”’

“1 do not think he is likely to fall
into danger here, Mr. Locke; iy
pephew and his friends have constituted

Hold on! Iti's Bunfer!

deponded on eool clearness of head and

2 nerve of steel, and he could not afford

scli-indulgence 1n any shape or form.
“I've had, ps I said, a cablo from

Alr. Wun Chung Lun =
“MNot in Chinese, I1 hope 1" said the
eolonel, with a smile. " Or is that one

of the many languages with which you
are aequainted 17

“A smattering, sir,” said Ferrers
Locke. "I have passed for a Chinaman
in China and—what is rather more dan-

erous—in Limehousze. I think I can

eep iy end up in & talk with a Chink.
But I should not eare to undertake to
read the works of Confucius. Fortun-
ately, Mr. Wun Chuog Lung cabled in
English. Ho iz very much alarmed
about his son."

“No doubt. But—"

“You aro awars, I think, that the
Mandarin Tang Wang—said to be de-
scended from the ancient Mings —is
looking for an opportunity to turn the
present state of turmoil in Chipa to his

19

gwn account. For this reason he necds
money, and he seems to have laid cer-
tain wealthy merchants under invelun-
tary contribution. Mr., Wun has re-
sisted him--hence the trouble.”

Colonel Wharton nodded.

“Me, Wun—you mean Mr, Lung 1" bhe
asked.

Locke smiled.

“In Chinesc the family namo comes
first,”” he said. “Wun Chung Lung is
Mr. Wun.”

“CGood gad!" said tho colomel. “I
sea ! I hava hoard that many things go
backwards in China—according to our
ideas, et loast.” .

“True! A Chinaman shakes his own
hand, instcad of the hdnd of his
friend,” said Locke; “and he shakes his

Ty s b

et

Iy caught Wun Lung’s arm. **You young idiot |

head for ‘yes,' and nods it for *not
But it ecomes to the same thing, once
vou know the custom—liko the rule of
the road, which is to the left here, and
to the right on the Continent. DBut to
get down to businesz|  Alr. Wun had
ng sympathy with Tang Wang's am-
bitions—at least, not to the extent of
fimancing him=—and the sceret society of
which Pang i3 the head procceded to
put the serew on.  Chu—now in prison—
was conunissioned to put tho mark of
the society on Wun Lung—a gash on
hia fnge with a knife, nm]-:imi the zign
L

of ‘szi-wang,’ or death wkily—I
understand, partly owing fo your
nephew-—Chu  was beaten, and Wun

Lung cecaped that disfigurement.’?
“"The rozeal will do no more damags
for soveral years at least,”' anid the
colonel grimly, “But 1 suppose there
are others?”
“Ezactly! Thero 13 no doubt that
Chu’s friends cabled the news to Tang;
Tug Macner Lipmary.—No. 1,176,
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for Mr. Wuti has received a new threat,
Instead of the *mark of death,” his son
i3 to be killed, as s warning to him."

“The villaing|"

“The threat is that Wun Lung’s body
shall be sont back to him in China in
& coffin—"

“Good gad!'"”

*"And when he receives that ghastly
gift, no doubt the rascals feel sure that
he will yield to save his other son from
a similar fate. Tt is not only a matter
of natura]l afection, though the Chinese
aro extremely affectionate parents. Bub
a Chinaman dare not be left without =&
son. It makes his admittance to the
Chinese heaven a doubtful matter if the
proper ceremonies are not performed
by his son after his death.”

“(iood gad!' repeated tha colonel,
A quesr poople [

“According to Western ideas—very 1"
sald Ferrers Locke, “"Even 1f Mr.
Wun were 5o unnatural a father that
he did not care for his sons, still he
would strain every nerve not to be left
childless. It is a matter of religion
and immemorial custom with a China-
mag, #Ho you can imagine bow
anxious Mr. Wun is now that he has
learned that the arm of Tang Wang is
tcmgfennugh to reach from the shores of
the' Yellow Sea to England.”

“Then he has submtted—""

Looke shook his head.

“Mot at all. There is no obstinacy
like that of a Chinaman, There are
few Chinamen who will not meet & just
demand; but an uwnjust demand rouses
a dogged obstinacy in the Celestial
breast. Mr, Wun is less inclined than
ever to vield to the mandarin's demand,
but he is terribly anxious about his
elder son.”” )

“The threat is sericns—" .

“Quite! Tang Wang is ss obstinate
a Chinaman as Mr. Wun, and he i not
used to being balked."” I

““He must be o confounded willaimn ™
said the colonsl warmly.

“From his own point of view, perhaps
not,’ saitl Ferrers Locke. “He claims
to be a descendant of the old Ming
emperors; and there has always been &
sirong party in Chins desirous of driv-
ing cut the Manchu emperors snd re-
&!mmﬁ- a Chinese dynasty on the throne,
Now_the Manchua are gone, and there
13 & Republic. But Mr. Tang is not one
of those who believe that a Republic
will last in China. He soes in the dis-
cord an opportunity to restore a truly
Chinese dynasty—with himself as the
‘S8on of Heavon.! Certainly his
methods are criminal; but his object,
from his own point of view, iz good—
to re-unite China and drive out the
forsigners who have seized on her terri-
tory. DBut whatever excuses Mre. Tang
may make to himself, there is no doubt
that he must be defented.”

“Ey tind ! I should say so 1"

“With his political viewa I have, of
pourse, nothing to do,"” said Locke.
“He may make himself Emperor of
China writhout bothering me in ¢
least. But Mr. Wun hss nipaul_ed to
me to protect his son, and that 1z my
duty, 1 hove consented to toke up the
mAtter and see that Wun Lung {n'EeEt-
safe from the emissaries of his father’s
epemy. That Is why I am here, air;
and ¥ am afraid that in offering the
boy the shelter of your house during the
school vacation vou heve made Wha
Lﬂdﬁe the centre of Tang Wang's
machinations—and caused me to trouble
you with this visit."!

"1 do not regret it, sir,” =aid Colonel
Wharton warmly., “In fact, I am more
than pleased, as it has given me the
mwuak re of seeing you again, Mr.

o
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ha feelings, if zuch a scheme

" Thet is very kind of yom, #ir I'" said
Forrers, Locke, with a smile. “For X
may prove something of a stormy
petrel. I have already consulted the
police-inspector st Wimford; and se far
as he is able to tell me, no Chinsmen
}:;;3 been seen in thia neighbour-

“1 can give you later information,

r. Locke. e of my mnephew’s
friends—Cherry—arrived here yester-
day, and there was a Chinaman in the
same train. ad his eye on. him
at ohoe."

“A bright boy,” said Mr. Locke.
“That is -usefu! newsal™

“*Cherry, keepi an eye on him,
noted that he out at a station past
Wimford; and, on leavimg it, started
in this direction,” said the colonel
“No one has peen anything of him
since; but you may rely upon it we
have been wery m on our guard.”

. “X will speak to Cherry on the sub-
eot.  Certainly, it is very useful to
now that a Chinaman has appeared
hera. That there will be an attompt on
Wun Lung before the end of the school
holidays El am assured; and if he
remains here it will take place here.”

““He will certainly remain hera,” said
the colonel. “I admire his father for

stan mgL out firmly agsinst a scoun-
drelly blackmailer—for that is what
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SPILL. A GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK and WIN A
WALLET!

Bllly Buntsr, & Fitth study
I'".-I'd.‘dj
Whh a torch that he carafully

. '
Byt &% he crept out,
He bumped into Prout,
And the grin on his face
swilily faded.

The above winning effort was
sent in by Jack Ball, 17.57, Abbey
Street, l'fm:klef. Birmingham.
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this Tang is, with all his descent from
ancient emperors, I will do everything
I can to help. But such a scheme as
sending the boy kome to his father in a
o0 Good gad! Is it possiblei”

“Once the boy is in their hands—
easy,” answered Locke. " Few China-
men are buried in foreign countries; it
is a common custom for a naman to
be sent back to hiz own land for burial.
The coffin would be dispatched under a
feigned name; and it would pass the
custom-house without question.”

The

“It is too terrible to think of |

bos's hEfe actuslly endan " ex-
claimed the colonel. “ And his father's
1 should be
carried out! No stone shall be left
unturned to defeat such s willainl You
ma nﬁmmand me in every way, Mr.

o,

“I shsll take advantage of your
kindness, sir, to remain a cou of
days,” said Ferrers Locke. “ Men upon
whom I can rely will be posted to see

NIRRT LT R DT TR LT R
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rton that oo harm comes to the Chinese boy.

If we can get hold of the man who has
taken up Chu's task whers he left it, it
may mean the end of the threat to Wun

Lung. The mandarin, powerful sa ho

is, cannct have meny agents so far from
[,‘?Eum.‘ a devoted to him and prepared to
ocarry out such deeperate orders. The
Chinaman whom nw 1 have
very little doubt, the new emistary of

THE MAGNET

Tarr: Wanz, and if we can get our
hands ﬂﬂlﬁn;——"

“¥You think he may venture hero—
to the house "

“1 think he iz more likely to lurk
hidden in the vicinity, for a time, at
least, watching for an opportunity to
get at the Chiness boy, either in the
grounds or outside the gates—""

“Wun Lung nover goos out alone.
Since he has been here,” said the
colonel, * wa have been careful.”

“Quite so; but—"" The detective
paused. *“1T had better be frank,” he
said. “The object is to seize Wun
Lung and semd his bome in =
coflin to China, as a terrible warnin
to his father to yield to the demands
of the secretesociety. Undoubtedly, if
possible, -they will seize him alive, and
convey him to some safe place where
their dastardly work may be done in
security, Bup—-?"

“ But—"" gaid the colonel,

_"1f the task of secizing him and dqei:-
ting bim away should prove too diffi-
oult, shorter and sharper methods will
certainly be used,” said Locke. “And
the presence of tho boy's friends would
not save him from a shot from =
thicket or behind a tree.™

“ireat gad! You think they wounld
dare—"

“There is not the slightest doubt
about it in my mind. Until Tang
Wang's agent is made a priscner the
boy must not leave the walls of this
housgs, Colonel Wharton—indeed, I
think he had better not even show him-
zelf at n window.”

Colonel Wharton breathed hard.

“Wou know best; Mz, Locke.”

_ “Believe me, sir, I am not speaking
idly,” said the Baker Street detective.
“Doubtless, for & time, the man who is
wabching will try to seize on the

but if he fails in that I am assured that
he will not ot him live, if he can help
it, to return to n crowded schoo! whore
the business of getting st him would be
much more diﬁm‘!h If they cannot
seiza Wun Lung and carry him away
they will deal death, and atterwards—it
would ba easy to obtain afterwards what
m-ei' desire %o send to China in the

n—
The oolone!l shuddered.
“The wvillain must bs found—seized—
sent to prisen—"

“It is mi task to find him," said
Forrors Locke. “But 1 do not pretend
that it will be easy. meantime,
death hangs like a shadow over thea
Chinese boy, and until Tang Wang's
emissary is traced, and either arrested
or put under surveillance,
moment may be his last.”

“"Put under surveillance!” repcated
the colonel. * The villsin must be seized
—arrested—immediately he is traced.”

Ferrers Locke smiled faintly.

“You forgot, sir, that no man can be
arrested in England without a definite
char being made against him.
Neither can a man be punished for his
intentions, or supposed intentions, A
Chinaman discovered in this !u-:uh!;ﬁ
may bo shadowed—and ocertainly wi
be shadowad—but until he breaks the
law h{l gorna act we are poworless to
touch him."

“Good gad!] The man ma k up
s gl e B gl
pocket, and—"

*And antil he produnces the revolver
with evidently intentions, he
cennot be toudhed,” said Ferrers Locke.
“The matter i3 not so simple as that,
sir. We are in the rather diffioult posi-
tion of being unable to touch the
enomy until he strikes—or attempts to
strike. Then we have him—>"

avery



way of accounting for the 51:&;!&!(:5
attack.  Bunter's disguise had prov
his undoing—the comedy was turning
inko & tragedy.

W]ta:t_dﬂi.g the man meani What was
he waiting for? It was borpe in upon
the fat junior's mind, beyond doubt,
that the death of Wun Lung was
imntended. o

_He read it easily in the cold, mask-
lika face. And the man believed that
he was Wung Lung!

A thrust of the knife—

With  shuddering horror Bunter
realised that his hic was only spared

camse it was easier o get bim away
alive than doad !

For that reason—and that reason
alone! A body would have been a diffi-
eult problem for the Chinaman to solve
—aon the spot. But o prisoner could

walk. Bunter knew now why he was
waiti was waiting for darkness.
With the patience that is a Chinese

characteristie, he was prepared to wait
—hours, if mﬁ&ﬂﬂgﬂﬁi‘j—hiddﬂn ip_the
shadowy w till the country lanes
wera dark and deserted, and it would
be safe to walk hiz prizoner away.

That, Bunter realised with freezing
horror, wos the renson why the knife
still remained sheathed—because a liv-
ing prisoner could walk, and a dead
vicﬁim would have to be carried af great
risk.

i}

Bunter's fat brain awam,

It was a relief, in a way, to know
that 1 iate death was not intended.
But when he reached a place where the
man considered it safe—

Ii be could but speak! Would he
have a chance of speaking before the
end came?

Bunter groaned—silently, behind the
if:g. This.was thﬁ- terrible outcome of

ia_scheme for t‘ng-hteuin%; Wun Lung
with the belief that s Chinaman was
after him. Not for a moment had it
crossed Bunter’s fat mind that there
actually wos a Chinaman in the neigh-
bourhood, watching for & chance to ;gt
at Wun Lung. ad he sopposed so,
cartainly Bunter would never have been
found anywhere near Wharton Lodge.
Knowledge came too late.

The Chinaman bent towards him. He
spoke in a low voice, hardly above m
whisper. But as he spoke in Chinese, his
words had no =enze to Banter.

The fat junior could not speak: and
within sound of & road and s lane, and
several footpaths, the man dared nof
give him_the use of his voice for a
moment. But be had evidently expected
some sign from Bunter, in reply to hia
words in Chinese,

He looked puzled.

Again he spoke in the strange tongue

(Continued on next page.)
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“Unless he strikes successfull
“I am hore to see that he does not
sirike succeasfully,” sald Ferrers Locke.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Awlul for Bunier |
ILLY BUNTER shuddered.
Bunter was not of the stuff of
which herges are made. Many
; a time and oft had Bunter been
in & state of blue funk. But et the
present moment, as he lay in the dusky
woodland under the gleaming eyes of
the-Chinaman, Bunter was in & state of
shivering funk such az he had npever
experienced belfore.

@ lay silent, huddled against the
oak-tree, his starting eyes blinking
through his spectacles at Fu.

He did not attempt to move. One

Iimpse of the Chinaman’s knife had
g-wn enough for him.

Why the man had seized him Bunter
hed not the faintest idea. PBut he knew
clearly enough, that he was in fearful
danger. The ivory-yellow face of the
Chineman was calm, almost mask-like
in its calmness. But there was a gleam
in the slanting eyes, an implacable
grimness in mask-like face, which
told Bunter only too plainly what ha had
to expoot., It seemed to the unfortu-
nate Owl of the Remove that he heard,
in the whispering woodland, the rustle
of the 'qle?iga of Angel of Death.

He tried to think; but his fet mind
wis 20 confused with terror that his
thoughte would not imove comsecutively,
Ha could only lie against the osk and
blink at the Oriental in speechless

LETTOr.
Hpeechless certaintlg', he would not
have been but for the But the

g
gﬁﬂr'ﬁl&wd gag, :Tnmmed“in hia mouth,
eld securely there by the strings tied
round his head, kopt him silent, choking
thé howls for Leip that the fat junior
would have uttered. The gag was tied
10 1ts place with scientific care; it would
have : a matter of minutes to get
rid of it. And Bunter dared not move
a finger, after the glimpse of the knife.
Ho knew, without being told—though
he had been told in Chinese—that il
ho stirred it was death. And that cold
litter in the slanting eyes was encugh
or him.

The Chinaman sat squatted near him,
his head bent, listening, while the dusk
deepened in the wood, Ho was walting
—Bunter wondered why. And then, as
his confused mind cleared a little, and

Bunter’s evea fell on kis own Chinesc
garments remembered—and under-
stood. He ocould have groaned aloud—

but for the gagl is villain was after
Wun Lung—and he had taken Bunter
for a Chinese boy—the rost waa clear.

He did not, of course, know Wun
Lunrpé by sight; probably bad never
heard of him till he reccived informa-
tion and instructions from China, in
sonde ¢areful code by cable, from Tang

Wang.
He was haunting the vicinity of
Wharton Lodge, on the watch for =

Chinezse boy—and bho had found one—
or believed that he had! This was the
outcome of Bunter's remarkable stunt.

He mumbled helplessly behind his
RO, he could have spoken—only o
few words—to tell the villain that he
was making & mistake! If it had only
been broad daylight the man might
liave recogni his error himself ! But
ho could not speak—and in the dusk the
man was evidently satisiied that ho had
eaptured Wun Lung. A doubt of it did
not ¢cross his mind. Bunter could under-
stand now the grim triumph in the
ivory-vellow face,

The Ch

Wun Lung; that was, indeed, the only

insman believed that he wasj

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS,

No. B.

Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh—s the

of this
week's “effort” -~
trom our long-
haired rhymester,

subject

RAY porden this ftardy deloyful-
ness,
Most ludicrous comrade of
mine ;

Too busy I've been at the pleyfuiness
To dropfully aend you a line.

But better be never than loteful
(A mazim twise Englishmen guole);

And though letter-writing i3 hateful
I dashfully seribble this note.

Dear friend, I am keeping well filfully;
My complexion’s the colour of ink;
¥et Cherry, my chum, remarks witfully
That I am, indeed, “in the pink"™

I eat many buns in the shopfulness
To keep me from wasling away;

I slumber by night Jike the topfulnéas,
I besk in the sunshkine by day.

The progress I'm making i3 wonderful,
Arx old Sahib Quelchy agrees;
Some pupils are careless and blunderful,
Their work cannot fail (o displeases,
But thanks fo the skilful direction
My tutor bestowed in Bengal,
The English I speak t2 merfeciion,
And Lkewise the English I scrawl!

I know atl the proverbs by heartful-
nesy—

A milé is as pood as a miss;

A fellow needs savvy and smartfulney
To memorise maxime like thisk

A long lane that hasn't @ turning
Is worth many slitches in fime;

A dangerous thing’s litle lorping—
In faet, I regard it @ crimel

This study was calm and pacifio
When first F began to ingeribe ;

But hark! With a clatier terrific
Rol Cherry appears with his tribel
* Naow, Iﬂ-l.'-g", my bonny Black Beautyl®

('rics Bob, in stentorian glee;
“Fou've grossly neglected zour duly,
We're dying for crumpels and éca ™

So now [ must stopfully finish,

And Iikewize concludejully end;
My affection will never dininith

For you, my most ludicrous friend]
I send youw my grectings fraternally,

Best wishes T waft on the wing!
And remain, for the present, eterrally

Your loyalful chum—

HURREE SINGH,

=
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that was totally incomprehensible to the
fat junior, mecting only Bunter's ston
stare in reply. Again he look
puzzled, and then a look of intelligence
flashed over his face, as if he su
comprehended why the prisoner made
no sign of understanding. And then he
spoke in English.

*1 had forgotten,” he said. “You of
the Wun family speak the mandarin
tongne of the north; you do not under-

stond my talk in the language of
Yunnan. Is it not so, son of Chung
Lung?™

Bunter shook his head., to indicate
that he did not understand Chineso at
all. DBunter was quite unaware that
among Chiness a shake of the head is
& sign of assent, like a nod in Western
countrics.

To Fu, of coursze, his shake of the
head signified what & Chinese boy
would have intended it to signify—
assent to what he had said.

“Now I understand,” said Fu. “Thon
I will spesk 1o you in the tongue of the
foreign devils, which you have learned
ut your school. For you have been at
the school called Greyfriars.”

Bunter nodded, this time in assent.
But to the Chinaman, from a Chinese,
a nod was 2 denial: and Fu s slenting
eyes plinted at him. .

“It is useless to lis to me,” ho said,
“I know well that you are of the
school called Greyfriara! You are Wun
Lung, son of Wun Chung Lung.”

Bunter shook his head hard. He
shook it in denial, never dreaming that
he wnz making—tc & Chinese—an
affirmative sign.

If Fu had entertained a doubt about
his ecapture, it would have been ban-
ished now. Bunter—by that shake of
the hrad—had admitted that he was
Wun Lung.

“I know it!" said Fu softly; "I
knew there could be no mistake—since
there aro but fwo Chinese boys here,

and the other must be very much
smallev—the little Hop Hi. Comiort
yourself, son of Chung Lung! You

must die—but vou will not be buried in
the land of tho foreign devils, whenee it
i3 difficult for a son of Han to become
a guest on high, When you have been
glain, in a sale place, you will be sent
home to vour father, and in your own
land you will have s Chinesa funeral,
with mourners and crying and frre-
crackers.™

Bunter writhed.

The words of Fu, strange as i1t may
seem, would have brought comfort to
a Chineso in Bunter’s position. For
though lifo is dear to a Chinsman, as
to all men, custom iz as dear, almost
dearer. The assurance that his Lody
would be sent home to Ching, for inter-
ment according to the presceibed rites
of his muntrg’. would have been balm
to the soul of Wun Lung, had he been,
¥u supposed, in Bunter's place.
Hear me, son of Chung Lung," wont
on the soft voice of Fu; “there is no
merey for you—no more than for the
li-:-lil,‘l ‘;uri.hﬂ c{:}wa of &.lhu tiger. g'm- thla

ord Tang Wang, the great agd pearl-
like onc, has ordered it. But it is with
2 heavy heart that I shall kill you, for
I am not & man of blood. I, Fu Long,
am a man of and trade in ivory,
and it was with a sorrowful heart that
I reccived the orders of my lord. But
Chnu failed my lord, and the ordoer came
to his servant Fu, who am but as the
dost under lis godilike fect, And if you
givo me no trouble, you shall die with
easo, with the opium plEPe to your lips,
and not by the knife. For I, Fu Long,
am s mereiful man.”

Bunter gurgled.

Wun Lung, in his place, would have
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understood ‘the Chinaman, would prob-
ebly have made some sign of gratitude,
for Wun Lung know what was the
obedience of a Chinese who bad sworn
edience, He would have understood
that Fu Long was not naturally an un-
kindly man, though implacable as death
Lnj cﬁrr[ng out the orders from his
ord.

But to the wretched Bunter the China-
man scemed only & fearful and terrify-
ing assassin, a thing of horror.

His eyes dilated behind his spectacles,
and hnplrrug:Fled to speak, Buf the gag
held him silent, and Fu laid a light
finger on it, as a warning to.cease his
efforta.

“I cannot give you speech, Wun
Lung,” he aufd mﬁlr_. “for if you
uttered ono ory, my knife would reach
your heart, and you would perish like
a bepast, and also give me the trouble
of carrying your body when the lifo
had departed. When 1t is darker you
will leave this place with me—and in
a certain spot therb is a car, and we
shall make a journey. And then with
the opium pipe to your Ht}ia lynu will
glido from sweet and beautiful dreams
into the great aﬂaﬁ And dyaur father
will receivs r , and thers will
be & great eral when you aro laid
with your ancestors in the sacred soil
of China; for your father is a wealthy
man, and he will spare no expense.
Comfort yourself with ihat thought,
Wun Lung.”

It would doubtless have been a com-
fort to Wun Lung, but it was no com-
fort to Bunfer. :

If he could but speak! Would the
Chinaman discover his mistake before
he carried out bis fearful intention in
the place to vhich ihe prisoner was to
be taken? And if he discovered it,
would he take the risk of letting Dunter
E_o, now that the fat junior had seen

im, could identify him, could put the
poelice on his track?

It was not likely. The life of a
fereign devil was npot likely to be
allowed to stand between the Chinaman
and his safety. Howsoever he looked
at it, Bunter could see no hope.

Now the dusk was thick it was getting
darkor and darker in the wood. The
Chinaman sat in silence for a little timoe
lﬂn.g'l:r, and then rose to his feel
Evidently he intended to move from the
spat. Doubtless he would have waited
till a later hour, but, in the belief thas
his prisoner was Wun Lung, he natur-
ally supposed that the Chinese boy
would be missed and searched for. As
soon as it was dark enough to move
with safety, therefore, ho was anxious
to pul a greater distance between him

Wharton Lodge.

He touched Bunter on the shoulder.

Tha

“Come ! seid.

Bunter's fat limbs failed him.
Chinaman lifted him to his feet, Fu
was sinewy and strong, and if Bunter
had desperatcly thought of struggling,
the thought left him—he was as & baby
in those stesl-like hands. The grip that
Fu fastened on him was like the grip
of an eagle’s talons.

“Como!” he repeated.

With a Chinaman’s unerring sense of
direction, Fu moved off through the
wood, avoiding the paths, unter
utumhllcd by his side, his_fat arm alimost
cracking in the steely grip of the yellow
man.

His other band Bunter, for a moment,
raised towards the cord that bound the
gag in his mouth. But the glitterin
eyes that turned on him, the motion o
the Chinaman's hand towards his hidden
knife, caused his fat hand to drop in-
stantly to his side ngsin. Almost foint-
ing with foar, the fat junmior stumbled
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elong beside the silent, mask-facod
Chinaman, through the dark and
gloomy recesses of the wood.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Ful
BUNTER stumbled along blindly.

It was dark in the wood, and
there was no path, and it was
uphill, These difficultics did not

seemn to trouble Fu Long in the least,
but only the fear of the Chinaman's
knife kept Bumter going.

He stumbled again and again
scratched and scraped on boughs an
bushes, and bum into trees. His left
arm was held immovable in the steel-
like grip of the Chinaman, and he had
only his right to help his passapgo
through the thickets. He gropod
before him as he went, and ain
and again some low branch, pushed
aside by the Chinaman to make
& passage, sprang back and thumped on
Bunter, Even the dreadful prospect be-
fora him faded from Bunter’s mind in
the difficultics and discomaforts of that
passage through the thickest and least-
trodden part of the wood.

Onoe there were foots on a path
not far away; and then Chinpaman
halted, and held Bunter fast, a kecn
point pressed to his side, till the foot-
steps died away in the distance. The
wretched Owl realised that someone
ards of
ey Wwere

had passed within a dozen
them, never dreaming that
thera.

The Chinaman proceeded, and Bun-
ter stumbled on again.

Beyond the wood, he knew, lay &
shady lane; beyond that, a wide
stratch of grossy pasture land, ten-
anted only ij’ sheep,  More than a
mile across the ]E';usl'.um thero was &
rond; and probably it was there that
the Chinaman had a car hidden and
waiting. Now that it was dark, only
caution and cunning were needed to
c¢nshle Fu to walk his prisoner away
to the spot. And caution and cun-
ning were not wanting. .

After dark, the countryside was
lonely. And the Chinaman was as

watchful as a eat.

In o state of utter misery and de-
jection, Bunter stumbled on. The
wood slopdd steeply up to the lane
beyond, and the going was hard. They
were close on the lane, .when Bunter’s
feet both caught in a trailing roof,
and he stumbled 3o heavily that he

itched on his knees in spite of the
Ehinumnn’n prip oo his arm.

But for the gag there would have
been a terrific yoll in the silent wood;
as it was there was & faint gurgle,

The Chinaman, with a muttered im-
patient word, dragged the fat junior

up agaio.

Then, instead of pmuedin%, he
came to & sudden halt, staring blankly
at Bunter in the shadows, and letting
go his grip on the fat arm in his
amazement.

Bunter blinked at him dismally, not
understanding the causze of Fu's sudden
excitement, i

Then he realisod thet in his fall he
bad jammed his head agaiost a bush,
and the Chinese cap and pigtail had
becomo detached from hiz head.

They remained sticking to the bush:
and it was Bunter's own bullet head
that was revealed dimly in  the
shadows, ) )
E-n:ghﬂ Chinaman stared at him, stupi-

For several long moments he re-
mained staring, evidently takea
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ugsrly aback, Then he sémtah In iﬂ
sudden, passionate, enraged voice, 1D
Chinesa. Than.’ remembering, he

spoke in English.
tnim What is it? What

“What 1= this?

d"ﬁs it mean? Who are you?l”
or

a Chinee that was beside him in the

gloom. He¢ understood that he had

been deceived—or, rather, that he had

deceived himself.

E2

-

NN

= ju%iiil

There was a ghmmer of steel, and
Bunter shuddered at the pight of the
knife. The Chinaman groped wover
the cord that fastened the gag in his
mouth. He was too impatient to untio
it; and he cut it through with the keen
edgo of the knife, ﬂ.n(? jerked the gpag
from Bunter’s mouth,

“Bilence " ho breathed. * Silence—

or death! Spesk in a whisperl You
are not Wun Lung? Answer,”
“Grooogh 1"
“SHpeak 1M
“Oeooooh I

Bunter’= mouth was numb from the
gag: for tome momoenis he could only
gurgle and gasp.

The slanting eyes glittered at him
fiercely.

“Spoaak ! hissed Fu.
sou are dead!”

“*1—1 say—"

“¥on are pot Wun Lung?
aras not Chinese?”

HiNo " gasped Bunter.

HPog! is i8 & trick—a trick to
deceive me—to secure the son of Chung
Lung from my handa—'*

“Ow!] Nao!" pasped Bunter. *0h
dear! I say, I'd have told you at
once if you'd lat me speak—owl! It
was a lark—ow—I got up like this to
~to give Wun E B scare—wow l—

“dpeak--or

You

Fu could see now that it was not'

to make him think a beastly Chineman
was after him-—grooogh! 1 say—"

“ Bilance 1™

Bunter guavered into silence

Fu Long stood storing at him. There
was & passionate r in the eyes of
the Chinnman; s look that chilled
Bunter's blood: For what inexplio-
able reason Bunter was dressed and
dizsguized a3 a Chinemen matterad
He could see now that

little to Fu.

hiz prisoner was not Chinese; and that
was all that mattered. His work wos
not done, not nearly done, as he had
fancied ; 1t was not aven begun.

“J—1 say—I" breathed Bunter.

The slanting eyes glitttered at him.

“I say, nlgma o, you know,”
mumbled Bunter. “T'm not the chap
you want—I'd have told you so 1

you'd let me speak—I say—-" Tho
grip of steel closed so tightly on his fat
arm that Bupter felt as if the bones

[

wotld e¢rack. “Ow! I pay——

“Faoll This trick will cost you
your lifel’" hissed Fu.

“I—I gay, I—I won't say a word!”
azpad Bunter, I won't tell any-
gﬂd}' you're hers—I won't give them
the tip at Wharton Lodge—I—I—

“Bilenca 1"

Bunter's fat brain swam, Ho knew
that the Chinaman, for his own
safety's sako, darcd not releaze himg
he knew too much now. In the dim-
ness the man was little more than u
shadow to Bunter; hut he could sec
thoe deadly glitter of the slanting eves;
he could read what that glitter meant.
Ilo knew what the Chinaman was
thinking—not of releasing him, not of
sparing him, but whether he should
take him away from thig spot to a
safer place, or whether ha should

3

silonce him there and then—with a
thrust of the knife. That was the
enly doubt in the mind of the man
from the for East.

(1] Ha!p l!l‘ .

Bunter uttered a sudden, ringing
yell; a yell that rang far and wide
through the dusky wood.

“Help! Helpl”

With all the strength of his lungs,
the fat junior wyelled.

oy B, S e e
£a out, an g, 10 1he
of powerful hands, wa.s‘ torn awa
from Bunter and horne with a

to the ground.

ROk
Thrice tho wild howl leit hia lips
befora the Chinaman had time to clap
& hand over his mouth,
Bunter gurgled wildly.

“ Fool!” eame the hissing voice. 1
will not trouble myself with you—fool,
your blood be on your own head, for

the trick you have played! You—"
The hissing voice broke off. From
the bushes a shadowy form leaped,
end Fu Long, in the grip of powerful
hands, was torn away from Bunter
and borne with a crash to the earth.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ferrers Locke to the Reseue !

ERRER3 LOCEE haited on (he

F woodland path and bent his

head to listen, In the desp

diusk, the Baker 3irecet detee

tive's eves gleamed in the shadows
that surrounded him.

Locke .had left Whartcn Lodpe o3
night fell. By that time scveral of his
men had arrived at Wimford, ond
ware waiting for iInstructions there.

Tt was not the detective’s Intention
to send them openly to the Lodge, to
earry out their task of walching over
the sofety of Wun Lung.  That woald
only havo put the seeret enomy on his
guard. The watch that was to bo kept
was to be a3 secret as the movemenis
of the unknown encmy himnzelf,

Locke's tazk was a diflienit one: for
even when the emissary of Tang Wang
was discovered, no aclion could be
taken till the man bimsell made o
mave bevond the Hmits of the law. And
that move would be an attempt on the

Tie Micxer LipRary.—XNo, 1,176,
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liberty, or, perhaps, the life, of the
Chinese junior. .

To discover the man, to shadow him,
te watch patiently until he could be
canght in some act for which he could
be scized und placed out of harm’s
way; that was a task that was likely
to call on all the resources of the
famous detective. The emissary of
the mandarin could not be touched till
ne attempted to atrike; and if Yocke's

recautions failed, the blow, when it
ell, might ba o Eatal one.

Locke, when he left the Lodge, took
the path through the wood, partly be-
cause ik was a short cub, partly because
he did not desire to.show himself in

the mneighbourhood rmore than was
czsontial. )
He was thinking, as he walked

swiftly through the dusky woodland,
of the problem he had to deal with,
hoping that fortune would favour him,
ns 1t often had before; but never
dreaming that it was destined to
favour him through so unexpected an
instrument as William George Bunter
—whose- [at existence he had quite for-
gotten.

Decp as he was in thought, the de-
tective was on the alert; that was
sacorrd nature with Ferrérs Locke.
And a [aint sound at o distance in tho
wood caught his ears, and he stopped,
and listened intently.

It was & sound of voices—and the
volces came from the thickness of the
wood, away from the path, One
voice, incoutiously raised ‘in  anger,
was speaking in & strange tonguo—
and Ferrers Locke knew that it was
Chinese.

Locke's ayes gleamed.

He had questioned Bob Cherry, and
he had not the slightest deubt that the
Chinaman Bob had seen wns the
emizsary of Tang Wang; he was sure
now that the enemy was already in the
viginity.

With that knowledge, the discovery
that anyone was lurking in the wood zo
near the gates of the Lodge would havo
caused the detective to investigate, The
sound of a voice speaking in Chinese
gettled the matter for him.

Ho left the path and threaded his
way through the wood in the direction
of the sound, silent himsclf as a snake,

There was o Chinaman in the wood;
that was coough for him to know,
Unsecn, unbkeard, it was his eue to watch
the man and discover what his purpose
WES.

it was only for a few moments that
the Chincse voice spoke—in tomes of
surprised and passionate anger; tones
clear enough to Locke, though he could
catch only a few of the wor :

Then the same voice went on in
English, in lower and more cautious
toncs, which Locke would not have
heard from the path. But he was
nearer at hand now, and he heard,
though only in & faint whisper that
kept the meaning of the words from
him. A gasping, sgucaking volco
answered, in tones that scemed familiar
to the detective’s car. In utter amaze-
ment, he realised that the second speaker
was the fat schoolbor whom bhe had
mes that afternoon in Wimford in the
guise of a Chinee. i

Silont, stoalthy, the  detective
appronched the spot, making no
sound. Ile could already discern the
dim, shadowy figures of the & rs
when suddenly, ringing wild rough
the wood, came the terrified yell of
Billy Bunter:

“Help! Help! Help!” ]

As the histing voice of the Chinaman
followed, Ferrers Eocke leaped on the
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scone. Ho caught the gleam of o koife
in the Chinaman’s hand as he lcaped.
The next moment Fu Long was sprawl-
ing on the earth in the iron grasp of
the detective; his right wrist was
gripped and twisted till, with a yelp of
agony, he dropped tho knife.

: Billy Bunter staggered agninst =&
ree,

He had only a faint idea of what was
happening, with hia fat brain swimming
with terror. But he knew that someone
had come to his reseue, that the China-
man and the noweomer were locked in
& desperate struggle on the ground, and
he gazed on the scenc, dumb with terrer,
his eyes almost starting through his
spoctacles.

Fu Long, disarmed, clutched at the
detective with both hands, clutching and
clawing like o tiger, his slanting eyes
blazing with fury.

Locke was sinewy and powerful, but
he had his hands full with the desperate
man, ones Fu had recovered from the
surprise of the sudden attack.

They rolled on the ground, fighting
like wildeats, guﬁping, panting, scuflling.

“Ch erikey I gaspec}’ Bunter.,

The Chinaman was undermost; but he
writhed like an eel and dragged himself
from under the detective. Ho released

ong yellow hand, and made o clutch at

the curved knife that lay in the grass.

Locke wrenched him back, and they
struggled again.

“Bunter I the detective ponted,
“ Bunter [

“Owl Yozl Oh dear!”

“Get hold of that knife, you fat
fool 1" _ '
“0Oh ! {ih_ orikey I _

b Buntg i‘Lﬂkﬂii rngﬂ:‘f e;mit the limli_"f;
iscernod iy aud picke up. ]
batked away from the struggle, tf;u dan-

gerous wenpon in his hand.

“Oh ecrumbs! It's Mr. Locke!™ he
goasped. “Oh crikey! Oh dear!™

He kncw the voice of the detective.

It did not seem to occur to Buater to
lend & hand in the desperato struggle.
He stood blinking at it, his fat knees
koocking together.

The Chinaman fought like a madman.
But Locke wes uppermost again, and
at last he fo an opportunity of
snatching the automatic from his pocket,
and the muzzle was jammed in the
furious yellow face.

“Mow, you ecoundrall”

It needed but the touch of his ﬂrger
to blow the Chinaman's brains out. But
the yellow man fnuﬁht on, regardless of
the pistol. Locke did not fire; but he
lifted the weapon, and brought down
the butt with a crash on the Chinaman’s

panted

head.

There was a groan from Fu, and his
grasp on the detective relazed. He lay
mert in the grass, :

Ferrers Looke rose breathlessly to his
koeed, The grim struggle had told even
on the iron-limbed detective.

In a moment he had slipped » puir of
handcuffs on the wrists of the stunned
Chinaman. ; .

Then he staggered to his feet, panting
for breath.

0w " gasped Bunter. “I—I say,
have you got him, Mr. Locke "

“You are safe now, my bay,”” said the
detective quietly.

“0Oh dear! Are wou s-s-sure he's
eafe " pasped Bunter.

“ Quite 1" .

“(Oh crumba! I—I wasn't frightened,
vou know !” stuttered Bunter, realisin
that the danger was over mow. *I—

“ 1 —
Do you know who he is?” asked
Locks,

EVERY SATURDAY

He stood looking down ab the China-
man, whose yellow face already showed
signs of returning conscigusness,

“Oh dear! Yes! The beast iz named
Fu Long! Oh crumbal He took me fer
Wun Lung, you know, because of this
clobber! Ow! Ha had me gaggoed]|
Grooogh! Then my pigtail came off,
and he took the gag away to hind out
who I was! Oh dear! Then I-—I

yelledl I—I eay, the beast iz coming
to! Look out!™

“Heo i3 safely handenffed,”  said
Locke,

“ Oh, %md 1" gasped Buntor.

The elanting cyes opencd, and the
Chinaman stared up dizzily.

For a lﬂ::ig‘ minute he stared in dazed
gilence, and then he seemed to under-
stand. He gave one powerful wrench at
the steel bracelets on his wrists, and
then, with the koowledge that he was
a helpless prisoner and that the game
was up, ho shrugged his shoulders with
Oriental fatalism,

“¥You are my prisoner, Fu Longl!”
said Locke quietly.

Hﬂ.ilafpﬂg the man to his feat.

“I am your prisoner,” said Fu com-
posedly. “Chu has gone to the prison
of the foreign dovils for obeying his
lord, and I shall follow! It iz Fate ™

“You will certainly follow!™ said
Forrera Locke gg'tml . “You will be
handed over to the police on the charge
of attempted murder, and they will take
care of you for o good many years to
come 1"

“It is Fate!” repeated Fu enlmly.
“But 1f the boy cscapes, 1t will be his
fathor who will suffer1 You, if you are
& friend of the boy Wun Lung, have
saved him. But you connot save his
father, who is in Chins, and within the
reach of my lord! Do your will, foreign
devill T will say no mora.”

“Come " said the detective.

He grasped the arm of the haodeulfed
Chinaman to lead him away.

“Y—Y say, Mr. Lockel”
Eunter,

“ Come with me, Bunter! I am going.
back to Wharton Lodge with this man.
Aro you staying at tho Lodgei"

“1—I'mn going tol” gasped Bunter.
* There—thera was a—a little misunder-
standing | The—the fellows cut up rusty
over a—a little jape. But—but I'll

gasped

come to the ge with you, Mr. Locke
I'll gat these beastly Chinese raq: off
firat, though! T've had enough of
theém 1

Bunter was olready stripping off his
Chinese garments. He had his own

clothes underneath, and a cap stuffed in
a pocket. In a fow minutes William
George Bunter, like Richard, was him-
self again.

He made up the Chinese garments
into & bundle to carey with him.
Bunter had not forgotten that be had
left o cash deposit in Wimferd on those
garments, The costumier’s property did
not matter very much to Bunter, bub
the cash deposit mattered a lot.

“You had better come with me-—how,
nt all events,” said Ferrers Locke.
" Your statement will be required when
the police come for this man, and you
will, of course, hava to give evidenco
against him at his trial. You have been
vory useful in this mabter, Bunter,
though without your imuwiedga.”

“The fact is, Mr. ?

"G}mﬁ t}l :

Ferrors Locke walked the prisoner
away to the foolpath, and Billy Bunter
volled after them.

They followed the footpath down to
the rond, and Ferrora Locke rang at the

(Confinued on page 28.)
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Wesiwards |

N that same moment the telephone-

l bell trilled with startling sudden-

ness, Spatching up the receiver,

the gun etill in hia hand, Zolhoff
snarled :

“ Yas, what is it7" i

“ Raschen speaking,” eame the voice
of General Raschen over the wire. *The
Mercedes car has been located at Traube
Aerodrome, thirty kilometres from the
ci o

“ But the man, you fool ¥ panted Zol-
hoff. “The man, Stultzi"

“By virtus of the letter which he
earried,” took up Raschen harshly, “he
wag provided by the Commandanto of
TrnuEn Aerodromoe with a fighting
Junker-Fekker monoplane, With o storc
of petrol in the rear cockpit he took
off an hour ago.”

At that news every wvestige of sclf-
control fell frem Zolhoff. With a
maentacal frenzy he hurled the telephone
to tha Hoor and Bung blindly about the
room, raving.

Von 3turm had gone.

By GEO. E. ROCHESTER.

UNTRODUCTION ON NEXT PAGE.)

Zolhoff knew that now. And with the @

petrol which the traitor had taken
aboard it would not be difficult for
him to reach the enemy lines.

“But I will get him,” whispered Zol-
hofi hoarsely, his hands clenched. “I 2=
will get him, even if I have to seck 7

him behind the British lines "

At the zame hour, high in the night
sky, Von Sturm was thundering west-
wards towards the line,

How easy it had all been. That intro-
ductory letter which he had taken from

Zolhofi's desk and filled in with the X

fictitious name and number had proved
invaluable. Not once had its authen-
ticity been questioned, and it had wom
him passape through the military
pickets who had been on the lock-out
for a uniformed Von Sturm.

Sitting there at his controls, with
engine thundering in deep, pulsating
rhythm, the boy's firm lips twitched into
& fleeting smile as he dwelt again on
the tion he had received from the
unsuspicious Commandante of Traubae
Aerodrome,

Courteous indeed had been that Com-
mandants and only too willing to assist
one engaged on “ Intelligence work of
the most urgent and exztreme import-
ancoe ™ as the pseudo Otto Stultz had
purported to be.

Without query he had placed a
Junker-Fokker monoplane at the dis-
podal of WVon Sturm. Further, in
response to the boy’s reguest, he had
had a supply of petrol placed in tho
rear cockpit.

The Junker-Fokker was an entirely
new departure in atreraft construction.
It was a machine ‘designed for offensive

atrol on the Western Front and was

uilt of duralumin.

This all-metal constroction was o
great protection against fire, and both
engine and cockplt wera encased hiz
armour plating consisting of one-fift
inch chrome mckel steel.

The high ratio between speed and
wind resistance was reduced to a
minimum on this fast fighting crait by
the abnormally thick camber of the
monoplane wing which was fitted with
internal bracing.

Arnother great asset the machine pos-
sessed was the excellent range of fire
afforded both front and rear cockpita by
there being no upper plane, nor a coni-
plicated array of struts and wires.

Her engine, ono of the most powerful
tvpes turned out by the great Krl:lm‘m

works at Eszen, had been specially
designed to make her class of machine
the fastest on the Western Front.

And, as sho ronred on through the
night sky, driving towards the British
lines, on  Sturm  blessed the good
chance which had placed her in his
hands. For if he were intercepted with
the dawn he had a machine which could
hold her owu with any craft which
might apainst her, :

And the chances wera that, with the
dawn, he would be intercepted. He
konew full well that the moment Zolhoft
discovered the foreed lock of his desk,
the man would pick up a trail which
must inevitably iead Eim to Traube
Aerodrome,

When that happened orders would be
flashed to eovery German serodromo
along the hne instructine all avalable
machines to take the air in an endeavour
to prevent the Junker-Folkker crossing
the trenches.

It was that hour before the dawn
which iz the darkest hour of all the
pight, that Von Sturm closed  his
throttle and glided down to carth on =
wide stretch of moorland twenty kilo-
meires east of the township of Hanau.

Heore he replenished his petrol tank
and, mounting once again to the cockpit,
took the air on the last stage of his
eventful ﬂiﬁt to British wing head-
guarters at Courban.

When the first faint light of the
coming dawn was streaking tho casiorn
sky he passed over Saarbrucken at a
height of fifteen thousand fect.  Less
than an hour noew and he would be over
thie trenches,

Tae Magner Lienary,.—No, 1,176,
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Crouched over his controls, continu-
ally he swept the akf ahead and to
port and starboard for approachin
machines.  Thirty minutes passed;
minutes during which the unker-
Fokker thundered on towards the line—
minutes during whichk day came on
apace,

Behind him the sun swung up into &
sky of cloudless blus which gave
promise of a glorious day to come.

Twenty minubes now and he would Le
over the line.

Suddenly he tensed, his eye: narrow-
ing, his hand tightening on the contrdl-
stick. Away to port, in the direction of
Buhl, four tiny 5%31:!;:5 had appeared
high in the gky. They ware machines
htﬁding‘ an altitude nn-i a line of Hight
them between the
Junker-Fokker and the trenches, unless
Yon Sturm altered his course. ’

But grimly the boy flew on, wavering
not an inch from the course hs was
taking. . .

The four machines were coming up ab
& terrific speed and, as they approached,
Von Sturm recognised them ns fast-
flying Halberstadt fighting scouts,

On they camse. When within five
hundred feet of him, their noses went
up and they gained another five hundred
foet of altitude in a thundering climb.

Then forward went control-sticks and
they roared down on Ven Bturm,
synchronised guns belching lurid flame.

which would brin

Toll of War !

IMULTANEOUBLY, aa the four
Halberstadt ascouts opened fire,

Von Sturm whipped forward his
control-stick. Kicking on full
rudder, he whirled his monoplane into

& thundering dive.

For seconds only he held that dive,
then back came his control-stick and
he went zooming up and up into tho
blue of early morming. Right at the
apex of the loop he puiled & pericct
Immelmann roll, and now the advantage
of height was hia. :

Whipping forward his control-stick
again, he roared down towards the
wildly wheeli Halberstadts in a
sereaming nose dive, and from the black-
encased muzele of his synchronised gun
furid Bame and whining lead spat
venomously.

S0 sudden, so utterly unexpected, had
been this savage launching of the
offensive by Von Sturm that the pilots
of the HaTbamtadls scouts were taken

completely by surprise.

A running fight towards the line had
been Von Sturm’s most obvious course
of zction. DBut instend of adopting it

the reckless fool had turned at bay.

As the noses of the four scouts came
up to meet the attack of this grim.
faced bor, one of the machines recled
drunkenly. A wisp of flame licked back
from riven petrol tank, spread with
frightful rapidity, and the
machine went plunging to its
doom, 2 masa of blood-red

ward, promotion, and decoration for
him who shot Von Sturm down 1n
flames. They were rewards which would
not be easily earned, but that they
would be earned the three Halberstadt
pilots never doubted. And as they drove

in at Von Sturm their cartridge-belts

were whirling madlef through the cham-
bers and the acrid fumes of burning
powder wers swirling back beyond cock-
pit wind-shields in the slip-streams of
thundering propellers.

Yon Sturm threw his machine into a
spin, from which he emerged with s
sudden roar of high-powered engine, to
tear earthwards in a thundering dive.
Then back came the stick, and the
Junker-Fokker soared up into the blue
in &« wild and emlmost perpendicular
EDODO).

The Halberstadts followed, grimly,
relentlessly ; but elready Von Sturm had
rolled and was tearing down on them
again, Bullets winged against, snd
ricochetted off, the armour-plating of the
Junker-Fokker cockpit and engine. But
remorselessly Von Sturm drove down,
the staccato roar of his snacling gun
audible above the thunder of his engine.

Without warning, the pilot of the
nearest Halberstadt leapt to his feet,
clutchiong, with gloved hands, at his
throat. Then, as he slumped forward
under his controls, his machine dropped
its nose, and, falling into the death
spin, went plunging earthwards.

Wheeling, the two remaining Halber-

stadts hurtled down on the tail of the
Junker-Fokker. It waa a moment of
deadly peril for Von Sturm. For, with
the two Halberstadts sticking to him
like leeches, at any instant hiz spine
might be shattered by a burst of Lullets
from their guns, or :i;ia teil planes and
rudder contrels shot te ribbons.

Yet deliberately Von Sturm held the
dive, his right snd left foot pressing
alternately on the rudder-bar, causing
his machine to swing wildly as it tore
carthwards. Buddenly his right foos
tensed on the bar and he whipped his
control-stick back mnd across. ‘The
monoplane whirled out of its dive with
a jar which sent Von Sturm sagging
wildly against the side of tho ceckmpt.

Completing a whirling bank, the boy
drove 1n at the thundering Halberstadts.
S0 close was he that a miss wans im-

ssible. Bullets from his lurid, blaz-
ing gun tore thrnuih the fuselage of
the nearest scout, raking it from engine
cowling to cockpit. Then, as Von Sturm
puﬂedgback his stick and soared up into
the blue, the Halberstadt fell away into
a spin, it pilot huddled dead on the
floor of the cockpit.

Onlvy cone Healberstadt scout now
remained, and Von Sturm was as yet
unscathed. But the pilot of that scout
was the Hauptmann Eberhard, a

veteran in air fighting, and one with

‘twenty-gseven Allied machines to his

credit.
Ebcerhard’s eyes were grim, for he

THE OPENING CHAPTERS,
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had seem his three companions go burt-
hing to their deom, and he knew that
within the next few moments he must
either kill ¥on Sturm or himself be
killed. In this battle of the air no
guarter would be given, and only one
of them would live to take the air

again.

Would it be he or Von Sturm?

Kicking on rudder, Eberhard swumg
his machine towards Von Sturm, who
had rolled, and was tearing towards
him, fring as he came. berhard’s
gloved hand clenched on the trigger
of his synchronised gun, and above the
thunder of the engine came the vicious
snarl of expldding cartridges.

On came the two machines, thunder-
ing towards each other. ‘Fhenm, in that
moment, when it seemed that they must
crash, propeller boss to propeller boss,
vm]l:; Sturm whipped forward his control-
stick.

Down went his noze, and he thundered
right under Eberhard's Halberstadt.
Back came the stick, and he went soar-
ing up in a wild zoom. Af the very
top of the loop he rolled and roared
down on the wheeling Eberhard.

His ﬁlura[i fingers wers clamped

a trigger of his gun, and the
cartridge-belt was whirling like & mad
thing through the chamber. Bensing,
rather than seeing, the death which waa
hurtling down on him, Eberhard threw
his machine into a wild twisting dive.
Wind screamed through fying wircs
and struts as the Halberstadt tore earth-
wards. Then back came the stick, and
the scout went zooming up into the
blue, o

Von Sturm followed, clinging relent-
lessly to Eberhard’s tail. But with
amezing swiftness Eberbard rolled, and,

pulli & sharp wing turn, drove
stroight in at Voo Bturm, his gun spow-
ing lurid Asme and a deadly stream

of steel-coated bullets.

Von Sturm's dashboard was riven, aa
though by an invisiblo axe, and some-
thing like red-hot iron seared his scalp.
Instinctively he threw hia machine into
a spin as he lurched drunkeniy forward
across the controls,

Eberhard’s thin lips curved into a
mirthless smile. Releesing the pressure
on the trigger of his synchronised gun,
he pushed forward his control-stick and
dived earthwards in the wake of the
Junker-Fokker, which was spinning to
destruction on the ground, far below.

Desperately Von Sturm fought to
regain control of his reeling senses, and
he was aided by the rush of cold air,
which served to sweep the clogging
nauses from his brain. One thing he
knew. He had plenty of height, as yet.

From behind his goggles, aa he lay

rawled acrosa the controls, he had a

eeting glimpse of Eberhard circlin
round him, ready to tesr 1n and_finis
him off should he show the slightest
ﬂig&: of life.

ropingly Von Sturm’s gloved fingers
elosed on the throttle. Reach-
ing out behind him, he
hauled himself back into hia
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as hoe came about hia fuseloge was
raked from cockpit to tail planes. By
superb piloting he pulled clear of that
deadly stream of bullets from the
Halberstadt scout.

The last fow seconds had been a close
oail for him, and he knew it. Since
the fight had developed into one between
him and the lone Halberstadt he bad
been getting decidedly the worst of it.

Who his antagonist was he did not
know, but he reslised that he was up
against & superb air fighter. Somehow
that realisation braced him as nothing
else could have done. The first false
step, the slightest cpening, would mean
disaster. And the knowledge of that
filled Von Sturm nnew with the lust
of & battlo which must be fought to the
death. . ]

Wheeling his machine, he threw it
into & dive. A mad, a suicidal thing
to do; but there was grim method in
the madness. For ho was setting o trap,
although the setting of it was franght
with the most deadly peril for himself.

Seeing Von Sturm iall away into a
dive, %harhard pushed forward his
control-stick and went thundering after
him, his gun ablage. With engino roar-
ng at fuﬁurwn]uthnu,‘ha hurtled down
on the wildly swinging tail of the
Junker-Fokker, striving desperately to
plant & burst of bullets t.h'rm;!gh either
the tail planes and rudder of the zig-
zagging monoplane, or else through the

me head and  leather-clad
shoulders of Von Sturm, wisiblo above
the rear of the forward eockpit.

Once only <¢id Von Sturm glance
behind at the death thundering down in
hie wake. Noxt instant he kicked on
sharp rodder and whipped his control-
stick scross. With an amazing awift-
ness the Junker-Fekker whirled out of
its dive with nose up.

_And in that same instant Eborhard
thundered past.

Sweeping like n hawk, the Junker-
Fokker turned and roared down in pur-
suit, its black-en gun blazing into
Iurid life. There was no question of o
miaa, so short was the range. Kvery
steel-coated bullet whanged into the
vitals of tho Halberstadt scout. _

In » frency, Eberhard banked, his
nose down, His machine was already

reefing drunkenly, and his face was
grey with the knowledge of the death
which was now so cloge to him. As the
Halberstadt banked, Von Sturm'’s foot
moved a fraction of an inch on the
rudder-bar, and he mked_Eberhm:dE
stricken mmchine from engine cowling
to tail plane,

He had a vision of Eberhard stag-
gering to his feet-in thé cockpit, then
slumping heavily forward over the
controls. The nose of the scout dropped
and the machine fell away into the
death spin.

It was the end of a gallant fight,
frug;ht by a gallant foe,

Circling widely, Von Sturm watched
the Halberstadt scout spinning earth-
warda, His ammunition was all but
done, and ho knew the peril of linger-
ing over German territory one moment
longer than was nocessary. At any
instant other machines in search of him
might come hurtling down from out of
the blue. _ ) _

But there was something in him
stronger than himself which held him
there sabove the machino which was
spinning to dostruction. Iis pilot had
fought a brave, courageous fight,
worthy of the finest traditions of the
pir, and there was o chance that even
yet his lifo could bo saved, or at loast
his passing made more casy. .

Pushing forward his control-stick,
Von Sturm went diving earthwards in
the wake of the spinning Halberstadt.
Buot as he lost height, his poggle-
protected eyes continually raked the
sky outboards and behind for any sign
of hostile aircraft. . ;

With tho instinct of the fighting pilet,
Eberhard had switched off his engine,
and the Halberstadt crashed heavily in
8 field bordering a sunken road.
Bofore she struck, however, ¥on
Sturm had landed.

Leaping from his ecockpit, he ran
towards the sceme of the crash, spurt-
ing desperetely .an he saw a tongue of
Aarmo shoot up from amidst the tangle
of wreckago.

With terrifying rapidity the flames
spread, leaping high into the air ‘with
devouring roar. Protected by his
heavy flying kit, Von Sturm plunged
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inferno, groping with
r the limp, motionless
form of the wpiloet. Choking and
gasping, his face pcorched and seared
by the flames, he dragged the man
c!sn;nr, Then, lifting him in hiz arms,
ha staggered away from the blazing
wreckage.

When out of the radius of over-
powering hoat, he gently lowercd his
burden. to the ground. Rapidly he
went to work, unstrapping the man’s
Bying helmet and unbuttoning the
charred leather fying coat. BSuddenly,
ns he pulled off the unconscious pilet's
goggles, ha tensed.

“Eberhard " he whispered.

Moro than once in the days which
now wero passed. he had ranged the
Woestern Front in company with the
grizzle-haired  Eberhaord.  Together,
with synchronised guns aflame, they
had thundered down on Allied machines
and fought great fights with, enemy
planes high sbove the battle emoke.

And now Eberhard lay dying, shot
down by him whom he had known as
friend,

Gently Von Sturm  tock the limp
bhand of Eberhard in his.

“It was you o I, old friend! he
whispered.

Almost as though he had heard the
words, the eyes of the Herr Hauvpt-
mann Eherhard flickered open. For a
long moment he gazed up at the pale,
sot faco of the boy I»:nmi!inf bestde him.
Then bravely his livid lipa twitched
into a smile, ; ;

“You got me—Guido ¥ he whispered,
in volce so low that Von Sturm had
to bend his head to catch the halting
words, * Doy—hoy, why have you de-
serted us?” -

Sadly Von Sturm shook his head.

“I am no German, Eberhard,” he
answered. “My country is England ™

Eberhard was silent. And when next
ho spoke his wh:s{p&md, halting words
wore scarce audible. A,

“ And this is war,” he =atd hitterly.
“Friend against friend — brother
against brother. God send the end of
this 3is near—and God keep you,
Guido——"

His hand in Von Sturm’s shiffened
His glazing cyes slowly closed. Idis
hend fell himply back.

The Hauvptmann Eberhard was dead.

Rising to his feet, Von Sturm stocd
a moment with head bowed. To s
Maker he commended n gaollant soul.
That was all he now could do for the
friend who had ridden the ckics with
him. Then, straightening up. he
turned awav towards his own maechine.

Aa he did so he heard a shout.

intg the raging
eloved hands fo

Looking round. he saw a squad of
soldiers running along the road to-
wards the seene of the erash,  His first

impuise wos to run, but. shifling
he continued almost cozually on to-
wards his machine. The soldiers were
twe hundred yards er more away. and
if ho started to run he might bring a
fusillade of bullets ahout his head, de-
spite the markines of the Iron Cross cn
the fuselage and wings of the Junker-
Tokker. 3

Reaching the cockpit. he swunpg him-
self up and slimped inte the pilot's
seat. Even if these soldiers had orders
to look ot for the iraitor. Van Etnim.
they could not be certain that this was
he—thiz pilat who, wlulst sgnoring
them. seemed 1n no toe great a hurry
fo leave the ground.

(Wil Guy etcape buck fo the British
Iines? Ile's maling a fighting bid to Jdo
an. -frder your MAGNET now Lo ensure
reading the next thrilling insfnlment.)
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PERIL FROM THE EAST!

(W omfrnead Jrem gage 24,)

cafez af Wharton Lodge, wliich were
elosed 1o the night,

Thoere was o fal grin on Bunter's face
T At Last=—ut Lo lLasi—1t was
Bomtoer's win ! Fven those beasts could
ot kick D out when he arvived with
Forpors Locie ) i onee e Lad o foot-
in an the Lodee. DBunder bad no doabt
tat he would minke his footing grond till
the end of the vacation. Al long, long
bast all waz culin and Lright |

i)

ALLD, hallo, hulle ™
“Mr, Locke—

A ho—w == wiinf e—

“Lireat Seolt
cotppunions, when Wells admitted thew,

Fuerpers Locke had wot beon expected
alle campuny.

“Good  gad ! exclaimed Colonel
Locke—what—who—~" :

“The Chinoumnan, sir!” sald Locke.
Mr. Locke=the Chinaman who got out
a station past Wimford, and—and L
vl sin nc‘mmmudpm me with & room
1o Jock this rascal in tilf the peolice ean

“Certainly, certamly 1 pasped  the
amseed colonel. " But whar—"
Bunter being in an absurd disguise, for
gote absurd purpose of his own, he took

“I say, you fcllows—

THE MAGNET

“Shut up, DBunterl”

“ (b, mafly, Wharton—-="

“Bhut up, you fat asz! You're inter-
rupting Mr. Locke !™

Ferrers Locke smiled,

“ Bunter, without knowing it. bas been
very uscful,” he said, *“This man will
b kept safe now, and without danger
to Wun Lung”

“Faney Bunter being uscful I ejacu-
lated Johany Bull.

“0h, really, Dull—*

“Well, he ean’t be ornamental ! re-
marked Dob Cherry,

“3east _

The prisoner did not spealk Bu!. his
slanting eyes gleamed up at two Chinese
faces looking down over the banisters.

for our representallve at the seaside
resorf you are visiting; he is giving
away splendid prizes and thousands of
attractive FREE giits. Also numerous
competitions will be held for which
attractive prizes will be given. Very
large quantities of small gifls will be
distributed to readers who are seen
making a prominent display of the

“Magnet.”

P e = — —

“You velly bad man!” said Wun
Tung., “"You gocy along clhokee, all
siies Chu”

*Plenty chokee, you plenty muchee
lascal I said lop Ii.

¥u did not speak.

ITe was teken away to a roomm and
locked in, the handeaffs still on his
wrists, and Ferrers Locke went to the
telephone., The detective was in a mood
of great satisfaction The problem that
I’mc?r seemed so diffienlt a one had been
solved [for him suddenly, and there was
ne doubt that Billy DBunter, theugh
gquite unintentionally, had come in re-
markably wuscful for onee. DBunter,
ni:'uural]:f, was dizposed to make the mosy
of it

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
At Last !
biog
ﬂ “Auwd Bunter—"
And—and e

Amaand taves 1 the hall of Wharton
Lodge grevted Ferrers Locke and his
Lack erl! lute, and ecertiinly he had not
Loen expected ot all i such remark-
Wihatton, staring blunkly at the hand-
cuffed Chinamar. * Who—what—>5Mr.

“My batl” Bob Cherry gave a yell,
“Phat’s the Chink 1 saw an the Geain,

“1 had no doubt of it,” said Ferrers
Locke. “Colone! Wharton, no donbt
send for him. 1 will  telephone  at
ouee 1"

“lle iz charged with attempted
murpder ' said  Lecke. “0Owmp  to
him for Wun Lung——"

“Great gad 1
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“[ say, vou fellows, said the Owl of
the Bemove, while Locke was busy at
the telephone, and the colon:l had gone
to superintend ihe safe disposal of Fu
Long. “I say, you've treated me
rottonlv—and that little beast, Wun
Lung, has been fearfully ungrateful—
but 1've turned out the right man in the

right place, as usual—"

“Oh, my hat!”

“Faitee ole Buntes velly funnee.”

“I don't mind telling you now,” con-
tinued Dunter, blinking at the Famous
Five, “why I put on this Chincse rl%.
Now it’s been an absoluto success, 1
tell you! My idea was to draw the
danger on me—="

“Wha-a-at 7" .

“To draw the danger on me,” said
Bunter firmly. “ You fellows would not
have done it! It was risky—it needed
boundless pluck. Dut it was me all
over. Knowing that there was danger—
fearful danger—I drew it on myself,
and if you don't believe mo—"

“ Believe you!l” gasped Wharton
“My hatl¥

“The believefulness 1s not terrific!™

“Well, you can ask Mr, Locke,” said
Lunter. *He knows that that Chineso
villain took me for Wun Lung, as 1
planned all along——"

“(Oh erumbs ¥

“You fearful fibber !

“Bump him!"

“[lere, I say, you fellows, no larks !”
yvolled Bunter. “1I szay, keep off—"

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“You fat villain ! said Harry Whar-
ton. “Deon't tell any move whoppers.
But as Mr. Locke has put in o word for
you, you can stay——"

“If you put it like that, Wharton, I
certainly shall not stay !” said Bunter,
with & great deal of dignity.

“Well, I do put it like that!"

“My dear chap, it's all right.
stay, as you're g0 jolly pressing.”

I'll

“Ha, ha, ha!®
And Bunter stayed.
THE EKD,

("THE FOE FROM THE SKY 7 1
the title of nexrt week's powerful holiday
story of the Greyfriars chums. Don't
miss reading this, whatever you dof)
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ANOTHER AMAZING

BURGLARY

JOTLAND YARD'’S THEORY

The wave of orime in the Remove ia
epreading, Hot on the heels of the

Lurglary in Loed Mauleverer's study comea |

the news that the tucksh has been
braken into and Enmur.hmomu the value
of ten pounds removed. It will be
remembered that a cake and some
doughnuts were stolen from Mauly’s
?E ﬂw? and Jotland Yard hﬁ. of the ﬂw?mmnu

8 8 Bame persen responsible for
both crimen. £

Detective Penfold—who i in charge of
tha other cese—
cilled at the tuck.
shop immediately
tho newa wos re.
ceived, Hefound °
Mrs. Mimble very Y
worriod,

* Shortly after I
¢lozed the shep,”
ehe said, ' I came
lrack again to get
somathing, end
found n.umﬁ place
cleared omt,'

“What's missing, acked
Dotective Penfold. ' Thess hurglacies
must atop. It's getting Greyiriara a
bad name."

Mre. Mimble went into the back.room
a moment, and Detective Penfold manaped
to thruat & tin of toffee into his pooket
befora she meturnsed. She was hol ing a
mﬂswvw._aufum hoandkerchief as she came

nel.

“ I found this on tho floor when I looked
round, Master Ponfold,” said Mra. Mimblea.
* It may have bean dropped by tho thief.”

Penfold examined it,

“Iropoasibla 1™ he said. "1 know
Hu.wamﬂ handkerchiei thia is. It'sa Bun-

ulu.m-.._.u

“Then I can’t imagino who can have
done it, There waa a beautiful Genoa
¢ake hore, and some Maids of Honour
which were fresh this afternoon. Ta
eay mothing of three dozen saus rolls

and some apricot tarts. Everything ia
stalen. Boo-hoo "

Mrs, Mimble farted weeping, and Dotoe-
tive Peniold, who hatad to mmmum & WOInan

ma'am 1"

{ | chap, Tt's real Genoa~—absolutely prime.

e | him.

{ ¥ Have you had a fortune left you 1

FUN, FACTS AND FICTION BY THE SCHOOLBOYS O6F GREYFRIARS!

(hreyftiare

erying, shut his eyes, He put up his
umbrella, and seeing that Mrs, u_meEm_
wag E.m.u%rwﬁu oyes in & hanky, he hooked
& Lar of chocolate and loft the shop.

He called at Study No. 7 to return
Bunter's handkerchief. Mr. Bunter was
within, enjoying a spread.

“ I eay, Penfold,” he exclaimed, as the
detective entered, ** sit down and tuck in,
old fellow! My treat|'

* Well, my hat ! exelaimed Panfold.

*Nunno | I—I had a cheque from a
titled relation. Have some  eske, old

What about one of these.mpricot tarte—
don’t take the lot, you beast—one, I eaid.
I say, these Maida of Honour are prime,
80 Bre the sausage rolla, What are you
looking worried sbout 1™

* Why, it's no secret,” Penfold informed
“ Thers's been s burglary at the
tuckshop, and we can't seem to discover
the eriminal,”

mﬁw Bunter coughed E.__”__m_w%m HH.:

" Da you syapect anybody 1

*“No. The ﬁ:d_z. has pgot away
without leaving & tasce. We'ss abao-
lutely baffled. There's no olue of
any sort—apart from the fmet that
Lord Maulsverer hns stated that he is
fat, By the way, I'va brought your
handkerchief along, You dropped it in
the tuckshop.

* Oh, thanks ! "

LATER : Up to the moment of goin
to press, Jotland Yard have not discovere
the criminal. Detectives Panfold and
Morgan have been working feverishly,
putting questions to e¢verybody in the
echool, They are completely baffled.
The sheer oudacity of the crime makes it
certain that it is the work of & master
ormminal ; but owing to the fact that
there are no clues, it is impossible to
trace him. Jotland Yard have ecalled
him “ Nemo,” in their recorde—whioh is
Latin for namslesa, Any further exploita
of Nemo, the mester-criminal, will be
recorded 1n the next iesue,

80 VOLS. OF GREYFRIARS HISTORY

BOOK REVIEWS

By MARK LINLEY.

THE HISTORY OF GREYFRIARS.
First B0 wolumos, By Henry Samuel
Queleh. (Toclong-Winded, Ltd. £ la.
per ‘____._u._EEWo An amazing work, I have
read these books with %..mb__.,. pleasure, and
managed to understand at least one word
in ¢very six. There is a very fine chapter
in Volume 66 entitled, * Bome Tyrant
Masters of the Past.,” BMr. Quelch gives
blood-curdling re of how these
masters would dole out lines or lieki
on the least provoeation. He says: ,_wm”
has boen knowm that Mr. C. Vers, who
was & master at the achool in 1775, would
sdminister as many &g five hundred lines
just for shuffling one's feet in the olass-
rcom. How much more merciful are.
the methods of to-day.”

1

That i wery true, and—sorry,

*

can’t stop to write any more. I muat
finish the five hundred lines Quelchy
gave me for shuffling my feet in the
claas.room this morming.

HOW TO BE MODEST. DBy Horace
Jamea Coker. (Jam Itt & Co. Ta. 6d.).
A wvery fine book by & master of the
subject. Mr. Colier saya: " Never i ine
that you can do anything better than
snother fellow. Pride is one of the seven
deadly sins. Alwaya take & back place
and you will be popular with your friends.
Above all, never regort to [Lsticuffs,
Brutal brawling is & very horrible thing.”
Aftor reading this I feel I enn safely go
and eall Coker a burbling Fifth Form
futhernd (which he ig). I sm sure he will
not resort to fsticufia.

{An hour later). Ow-wo-wow!l He
did resort to Bsticuffe—the beast | This

-was to-pass tho censor.

iaarotten book. I advise you not to buy it.

" SHOCKING INTERRUPTION AT SPEED

-

exald
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TRIALS

RECORD BROKEN AND
HEADS (NEARLY)

There was a good attendance at the Remove
epoed contest for alidi down the banisiers
to:day. The record ia held by Mr. Cherry, who
accomplished ths descent to the wwwoﬂum in
twolve seconds dead-—and alzo slightly injured.

Mr. Bkinner provided the first eensation by
reaching the und floor in ono secomd and &
half, but as he left the banisters en the way down,
and fell perpendicularly, he was &nﬂﬂvmmmn.

After Mr. SBkinner had been conveyed to the
Cottage Hospital, Mr. Vernon-Smith put up s very
fine, performance by covering the distance in
eloven and one-fifth weconds. e did not wait,
howover, t0 hear the cheering of the crowd. He
hurried away to obtain a new pair of tromsers,
which was very necessary if he

(god performancss wera put
up by Mr. Wharton, Mr. mEmS-
and Mr. Ch : but as Mr.
P, Todd clam on to tha
banisters to malke his attempt,

“

#.%.Wwﬂ Peoter was not keen on losing his chance,
ardf-he began the descent. The m, Mr.
Windkte made a grab at him, missed him, fell
MI&E M..ﬂEanu and began sliding towards
P
. g to the energy with which he started. Mr.
| Wingate slipped down the banisters at a splendid
pate; and the crowd cheered him heartily, and
ﬁrﬂ_ if he would break the record. Mr.
Quislah, who was rugning upstairs, ‘seemed -as
he might spoil Mr. Wingate's fine effort
hg ¢ ing him ; but, {ortunately, Mr. Petor
H___.E‘muﬂ off the banisters and landed on Mr.
Quislgh’s chest, knocking him downstairs.
‘Wingate then finished the run in eplendid styls,
ard tho official timekeeper stated that hia time
w:igsleven seconds snd two-fiiths—only & fifth
belind Mr, Vernon-8mith. He received a groat
ovaiien from the crowd, to which he responded
ba: giving every fellow present five hundred lides.
Mr. Quelch was not seriously
injured. He morely sustoined
a few flesh wounds, and =&
compound fracture of the skull.
Mr. Potor Todd waited npon him
by epecial "invitation shottly
terwards, and judging by the
vells which could ba hoard in

Mwasmﬂﬂmﬁmwa . o the rbom, the meeting wos o

Mr. Cleorge Wingate, M.P. very joyiul one. Aftorwards Mr.
Mighty Prefect}and Mr. Henry Todd informed the GREYFrIaRs
mﬁ..._umw_. Quelch, M.A. ﬁ.ﬂmﬂﬁw HeRaALD reprozentative that he
Angry) arrived on the scenms. had started a new habit of

Mr. Wingate ordered Todd to

standing up at meal-timen.

“DOTTED

THE BOKO!”

SCENE IN COURT
BOLSOVER MAJOR IN DOCK

Before Mr. Justice Wharton, at the R
Asgizea, Ferecy Bolaover (W.0.B.) was accused
brutally eassaulting a person who was a trifle

£ ."__.u.uﬁu?:

The Judge: " What ! Hitting a poor mad
fellow ! What do .u.maﬁ mean by it, you great
lout | Can't you pick out a man in his right mind
to thrash 1’

Mr. Cherry, K.C.: * The accused has s very
bad reputation, your lordship. He ought to be
transported for lhife. ,ﬂﬂ#ﬁ. only the other day he
dotted me on the bolro.” (Laughter and some

nwmaﬂmn%.“.

The EW@ (frowming): “ Order! I Lave to tell
my learned friend that *dotted me on the boko'
is not Parliamentary language. You should have
said, " He socked me on snout, or busted me
on the snoot.'”

Mr. Cherry: “Idid he ? I didn’t know he did,
80 [ couldn't gay it.” (Laughter.)

The Judge: * This is a very serious case. I
spuppose the poor mad fellow is Alonzo Todd—
just about the prisomer’s mark.”

Bolgover Major : * Look hore——"

The Judge: “ Imposaible! I have left my
blue glasses in my study, and my eyes aren't
strong enough to bear the sight of your features.”

At this point it was noticed that the jury were
not paying much attention to the case, owing to

thafact that the foreman (Mr. Ruscell) had a bag
of; &uﬂﬁﬁ? which he waz passing round,
udge : * Gimme those doughnuta! How
dare you eat doughnuts in a court of justice 1"
pir. Ruasell (trembling): * Hera, you are, your
loidihip. I'm awiully sorry—"

Fhia judge—who had his mouth full of doughnut
=sawved. him to his seat. When his Jordship had
denoured all the doughnuts, oxeopt a sguashed
ora<+which he gave to the poor—he summed up.

" Gentlemen of the jury, you have heard how
thz ruffanly brute, Perey DBolsover, W.C.B.
(Vhdd’s Champion Bully), has brutally assaulted

Almro Todd, who is nob quite all thers.”
Bolsover : ** Look here—-—"

. The Judge: * Shut up, fathead ! I'm address-
oS the .ﬁd_.|=¢¢ youl™

. oreman: " Let me catch anybody
dressing me.” (Laughter.)

The Judge : “ Now, gentlemen, you must give
yomnverdict without any favouritism. You must
gidedhe priscner fair play. Do you find the brute
m.iﬂm or not guilty 1 If you find him not guilty,

I jolly woll sentonce you all to a month's
ire prisonment in the coal.hole.”
lord.

Eﬁaaﬂmnﬁﬂaﬁﬁ_wf:ﬂﬂ:ﬂ.ﬁ

B:t the way—what's the charge against him 1"
(Laughter from all but w.u_mu:mh%m

m_rahﬁ&nmu,..m.ﬂﬁ.cmwummu._na_uﬂmﬁﬁwb.nﬂ

hy'kiag scoundrel.  You aro sentenced to be rolled
immedistely into Friardale duck-pond.”

(Continued at foo! of last column.)

BLACKMAIL A
SPECIALITY

BARGAINS IN
IMPOSITIONS

NOTICE ! Will the Greyfciars boy who
%wﬂ ﬁﬁ#ﬂ.ﬁ.ﬂ Tozoer’s helmet Eﬂ#w mm.
i i report immediate
to the police uﬂaﬁamﬂu Friardale, where H.M
will hear something very muoch to his
advantage.

LINES! LINES!i LINES!!! Has
Quelchy given you any lines this morning ¥
If so, I guess you can’t do better than
mo along to the FISHER., T. FISH
LIN ..Eﬁw H..n_.._mﬂ mﬂmw.m_..mrﬂ. Lines writ-
ten in any handwriting by expert forgers.
Moderate prices. Virgil: ls. 6d. per 100.
Georgics, 3. 6d. each. Euclid, td. per

roblem. BPECIAL OFFER TO FAGS |
_u“_u_ lot; ...%.w lines “MuH o H_.m ﬁﬂmﬂ%ﬁn@ =
going cheap—48d. per = ia ig B
od line, I guess. WRITE FOR
PECIAL PRICE LIST. No obligation
to buy. Our GRAND SJALE of first-claas
impeogitions takes ,place mnext week.
WALK UP, YOU JAYS! F. T. Fieh
Line-Writing Bureau, Btudy No, 14,

DO YOU WANT ANY DIRTY WORK
DONE t Come to Crimea, Ltd. {Mana-
ging Director, Mr. H. Skinner). Would

ou like to fix up & booby - trap for
m_.—mpau..m.u We will do the job for you,
and charge only five bob. Any crime
frorn manslaughter to high treason, or
felony to arson, committed by experts
with long experience. BLACKMAIL A
SPECIALITY. Try alse our correspon-
dence ecourse—** CARD-SHARPING IN
THREE LESSONS.” B8Success guaran.
teed. Blessra. Skinner, Snoop & Stott.
Study No. 11.

FOR SAIL. Postel order for £1. Will
take minksteen bobb forit. Unforchnitly
the postel order hezzn't arrived yet;
but it will be at Greyiriars this evening.
Change [or & reel ain to any fello
who wants to get rich kwick, Bring me
the 16a., and I will hand over the postel
order when it comes. W. G. DBunter.
Study No. 7.

NOTICE 1 Some
has been going through E«w
has pinched all my clo
the criminal, I'fl make him bend over my
sofa while I raise my foot and kick him.
%ﬂﬂﬂ%ﬁ & tip. Lord Mauleverer. Study

o. 12,

NOO EKOMPANY JUST BTARTED.
The Remove Hoziery Kompany, under
direcksion of Mr. William Georgo Bunter.
Special bargains in noo and partly-worn
clothes, Fandy wastecoats, 10z each.
Trousors in any pattern, 123, 6d. Ties,
gelackted, 3 bobb & pare. Don't miss
this grate oppitoonity. Roll upp and by.
The Bemove Hoziery Ko, Study No. 7.

shocking bounder
wardrobe and
eg, If I find

PUBLIC EXECUTION

AUBREY ANGEL GOES
THROUGH THE HOOP

{By Qur Special Correspondent Dick Penfold.)

(Epiror’s  Nore.—Several readers having
pointed out that Penfold's last report, which waa
E._mum_umﬁ_ to be in prose, was really in verse, with
all the words rhyming, wé have promised that
misguided youth a record bumping if he writes
any more pootry. This has evidently frightened
him, for we have gone carefully through this
report, and cannot find a single word that
rhymes.)

Angel of the Fourth, you know, is rather fond
of sin. At midnight’s he likes to go and
swizzle at an inn. He smokes and bets and
gembles, too, and dossn't care a fig. He does
.__m._m_mumn that bhe shouldn’t do because he thinks it

“ * M.

One day he boasted how the Head and prefeots
were dons brown, beforé he went and vizited &
tavern in the town. But
Wingate heard a yarn
about the tales we'd heard
him tell,. He followed
him snd found him ont.
(He found him im, as

well. )

Now Angel knows it
doesn’t pay. His pride
has had o fall. Tho flog-

ing came off terda

MM, m.wu.mw .u.n_an#u__,mwn Hall.
The massive doore were
opened wide; admission
was gqmmte frea. As one
man wo were wedged in-
side to ceo what we should
BEdn

The Head was looking
very stern as he etrode
on the scome, while Angel was observed to turn
& pretty shade of green. The Head said : * Doy,
your cheracter and looks are both disfigured.
Your name's the only part of you that's any
goad.” (Waesniggered.) "' You've broken bounds,
gone out of gates, partaken of the cup that checry
and yet inebriates. Now—Goaling, take himup ! ™

The porter took him up. Tho Head then
birched him black and blue. And the only words
that Angel said were: " Ow.wow-wowl
Yarcoooh 1 " * Be sgilent, elr1” the Doctor
eried in tonea abrupt and curt.  But Angel's yells
Wﬂﬂwﬂ H_.?:. and wide. (We thought he must be

But that's aﬁsm? 1
report of gloom. I'll
upen poor Aubrey An

can't go on with this
and lay some flowers
uh. &.ﬂ-ﬂﬂ._ﬂ?

(Continued from the fourth column.)

The prisoner—who seemed annoyced about
gomething—waz removed to Friardale by seventy

constables.

Mr. Skinner, K.C.: “ By the way, your lord-
ship, Bolsover didn't attack Alonro Todd. IL was
Co that ho thrashed 1™

The Judge: “ My only hat | ;
But justice must be done. It's the jury'a feull
They {found him guilty. Crowd thet jury into the
dock, you mcn.”

The Jury: * Whoooop | Leggo |

The Juige (sternly}: * You have cansed a very
%ﬂ._w.__qm misearriage of justice—you twelve. Yau
ave found a peorfectly immocemt bloke guilty.
You ars now sentenced to follow Bolsover major
into the duck-pond.” :

After that hi= lordehip went in to lunch.

Ha, ha, ha!"”



