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HARRY WHARTON & CO. OF GREYFRIARS IN DEADLY PERIL—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Bump for Bunter I

QOOO00M 1 '
Z The drone of the enging was
low at first; but it grew louder

and louder, like the buzzing of &

swarm of angry bees

Harry Wharton % Co. looked up at
the blue sky, shading their eyes from
the bright August sunshino. .

Billy Buntcr, sitetched luzuricusly in
a hainmoek on the, lawn. opened bis
eves with an alarmed blink.

“Y say, you fellows—"

The 1oar of the ongine was
so loud, so ncar, that it scomed
to Bunter as if the plane was
rushing down on_ him. He
grabbed his sip-ectacl-:-m jammed
them on his fat little nose, and
Llinked round him.

My hat!” exclaimed DBob

Cherry. “‘That plane’s flying

jolly low.”

“Jook out for your mnappers!”
grinned Johnhy Bull

Zoooooom |

“1 say, you fellows !” howled Bunter.

But the Famous Five did not heecd
Buntaor. They stood, with rather
startléd eyes fixed on the aeroplane.

It had come into sight over the tall
trees of the park, flying so low that it
soemed slmost to graze the tree-tops.
It camo on towards  Wharton ge
with a2 rosr that wa: slmost deafcning.

* Must be in trouble nnd locking for a
landing-place | gsid Harry Wharton.
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“1 say, you fellows, they can’t land
here 1 aimed Billy Buntor. *Call
out to them to clear off 1"

“ Fathead ™

Billy Bunter sat up in the hammeck.

His little round eves widened bohind hia ¢h

big spectacles. There had been tea on
tho lawn; and Billy Bunter had done
justice to that bea—more than justice.

1gre was so much cako packed away
inside Bunter that the hammock had
soomed a haven of refuge. Bunter had
sunk inta it with a sigh of relief, and
was disinclined to move again. Dut
he moved quite quickly =ss the plane

From cover of darkness, under shelter of
subterfuge, the mereciless hand of TANG
WANG has sought to strike and has failed . .
And now, like a bird of prey, swoops a
desperate messenger of death Trom the sky |

roared down towards the lewn where
the startled jumiors stood.

“My hat!”™ exclaimed Nugent.
“They'll hit the house ™

“The crashfulness will ba terrifio 1?
cjaculated Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh.

H Plenty muches clash I murmured
Wun Lung.

“ Look cut!” )

For the moment it scemed that the
rushing plane must strike ﬂ'.l.H_ facade
of Wharton. Lodge. Bunter blinked at
it in horror. Bunter had left no.stone
unturned to land himself at Wharton
Lodge for the summer holidays. Now

he -wished that he hadn't

AT ',
rlll'“i-";.- e
wan b

But th: plane rose when it Jooked ar
if disaster was inavitable, ond soomed
away over the ancieut roof of the old
Lodge, so low that it scomed as if it
must carry away some of the red-brick
imners. But it clearod them and
vanished past the building,

Harry Wharton caught his breath.

“What the thump are they up to®”
he exclaimed indignently. *If it isn't a
foreed landing, what the dickens do
they mcan by fHying so low?”

% e =illy ass stunting ¥ growled
Jalgnny Bull.

“I'd Iik: to tel! him what I think of
his stuntingI”* growled Bob
Cherry. “The potty ass came
within an inagp or two of
crashing.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

*“0h, shut up, Bunter '

The zoom of the plane could
still he heard, but 1t was out
of sight beyond Wharton

ge now., The juniors
herrts had been beating very fast.

“Well, they're gone!” said Nugent.

“ Bomebody was looking down os they
passed over us,™ said Harry. “I caught
a Fiimpm of a lace—"

‘80 did 1" sait Bob. “Thank good-
ness it cleared the heuse! Why, hallo,
hallo, hallol' They're coming back 1"

“Great pipl®

Zooooooooom | . - ;

The acroplane rose mnto sight against
the blue sky beyond Wharton Lodpge,
climbing.

High in the sunshine, it circled, and
swopt back again over the house. The
voar of the engine, that bad almost died
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awny, deepened and intensified. Again
s million angry gseemed to be
buzzing.

“No likee!® said Wun Lung, the
Chinese _"'!'uniur of the Greyfriars
Bomove, “Me no likes that planee!”

“Ma no likee plenty too muchee!”
said Hop Hi, hig brother, hizs almond
gyes fixed on the circling plane.

“Blessed 1f I like it either," =aid
Harry Wharton., “What the merry
thump can they be up to? They secm
to be looking for trouble.™

Over the roofs of the Lodge the plane
swept, over the lawn where the juniors
stood with upturned faces watching,
and on towards the trees of the park at
& distance. There, flying low, it circled
over the treecs.

“1 say, you fellows|” yelled Bunter.
“Half me out of this hammock! I
say, I'm not going to stay here to be
smashed! Lend me a hand, Wharton 1"

*Don’t bother ™

“Boast | Lend me a hand, Bob 1

“I'll lend you a boot, if_ you don’t
shut up I” answered Bob, without turn-
ing hiz head. His eyes were fixed on
the mysterious plane, which inferested
him much more than William George
Bunter did.

“Wun Lung, you beastly heathen, lend
me a hand.”

Wun Lung grinned.

"Ma lendes handes !” ho assented.

Bonter’s request was not couched in
Eﬁhtﬁ language; but the little Chinee of

reyfriars was an obliging fellow; like-
wige, he was mmeb given to practical
joking—ospecially with DBunter as the
object. For some reason, inexplicable
to Bunter Wun Lung did not like and
admire him as bhe ought to have been
liked and admired. Porhaps Bunter's
manners did not appeal to the junior
from the Flowery Land, whero they are

LODGE ATTACKED'!

I "“'“\\\\‘15\\*&@&\\{@”’

very particular in matters of polite-
ness.

“You helpes, Hop Hi*" he said.

“‘Me helpee plenty muchee ! grinned
Hop Hi.

And the two Chinese, with sovert
winks at Harry Wharton & Co., helped
Bunter. So did the TFamous Five,
Bunter did not find it easy to get oub
of a swinging hommock, cspecially
after he had loaded up with foodstufls
with an utfer disregard of the Plimsol

line,
“Hold mo!" he gasped. “Not my
cur, you heathen idiot! Ow! Not my

nose, you other heathen chump! Wow !
Take my arms, you =illy fatheads!
MNow hold the hammock, and I'll be out
in a jify! Yoooooooopi™

Buntoer was out in lese than a jiffy.

Bump !

“Whoooop !" roared Bunter,
made o forced landing.

Perhaps 1t was due to the way tho
juniors Ifjmlpad him. Certainly, Bunter
ﬁa?ld have got out like that without
clp.

Ho rolled in the grass and roared.

Ao velly solly 1” szid Wun Lung, in
Iis soft voice. " Pool ole Buntee velly
clumsy.”

Hf‘ Plenty muchee clumsy I said Hop

1.

" You—you—yon beastly heathens [
gasped Bunter, " You did that on pur-
posc! Look here, Wharton—=>"

“Dry upt®

“Look here, If thus is the way yon
allow o guost to be treated, I'm jelly
well not staving here i roared Bunter.
“ Nice treatmoent, am’t it, affer pressing
me to come heve, and—"

* Fathcad !"

Zoooonoooooom |

The ronr of the approaching acro-
plane cut short the BHow of Dunter's
cloguence,

as ho
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Ho gave one startled blink u;; at the
Aashing object against the blue, his
bolted into the house as fast as his fat
little legs could carry him. Puffing and
blowing. Billy Bunter vanished into
¥ harton Lodge, unhceded by Harry
Wharton & Co., who were watching the
mysterious plano with a wonder that
was now finctured with alarm.

r————r

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Foe from Above !

ARRY WHARTON stared at the
H plane, catching hiz brenth,

It had circled over Wharton

Lodge, circled back to the park,

and was now approaching the lawn, in

front of the house below the terrner, a
second time, with a deafening zoom.

Unless the pilot was insane it was
difficult to 1mn?£na what he waz up to,
It wag evidently not a case of trouble
antd o foreced Ilanding—the plane wus
completely under control, If the man
was stunting it was a puzzle why he
had chosen Wharton Lodge as the secno
of his stunts. It was hardly to be
supposed that a foolishly frolicsome nir-
man was secking to give them a fright.
But what ke was up to was a mystery.

Again the plare came rushing over
the party on the lawn, looking, as
hefore, as if it would rush into the
building alicad.

Then suddenly, sharply, through the
roar of the cogine, eame 4 succession
of swift staccato reports.

Crack, erack, crack!

Waoarlon gave a yell of smazoment.
Eﬂmcthinﬁ struck tho tea-table only
a few inches from Wun Lung, an
smazhed erockery right and left. Some-
thing struck the ground ot Wharton's
fect ; somothing whizzed by Bob Choerry's
THE MAGHED LIBRART.—No. 1,177,
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sar 60 elosely that he ifclt the wind
af the bullet, and gave a horrified gasp.

“They're firing1” yelled Wharten.

“Tiring ! Great pip1”

“Hook it1"

‘;;.FIM.:I.L tha h{I:I_IT.lEE !]’_;_shuu_teI:l Wﬁmrt?m
“Wun Lung—Hop Hi—guick ! un 19r
it! Run for your I'nre:?“

For as the bullets crashed and
smashed on the level green lawn,
Wharton knew!

It was another altempt on the life
of the Chinese junior—another blow
from the hand of Tang Wang, mAan-
darin, in far-off China.

It was a blow that was utterly un-
expected =&nd unlooked-for; even
Ferrers Locke, with all the precautions
he had taken for Wun Lung's safety,
I:u:d not suspected an attack fromn the
BMY.

Mcn posted by the Baker Street detec-
tive were watching the Lodge, guarding
against a new sttempt on the part of
Tang Wong's emissaries. So careful
was the wateh that it wes impossible
for an ene to reach the Chinese
junior by ordinary weye.

But even Locke had not foreseen this,

“Hook 1t " roared Johony Bull

The juniors bolted from the open
lawn to the shelter of the houss. In the
ul‘]x}en they were utterly at the meroy of
the marksman in the plane. True, now
that they guessed the object of the
attack, they were aware thet it was
oaly Wun Lung’s life that was asimed
at. Dut bullets were no respecters of
persons.

Wharton caught Wun Lung by the
arm and hurried himm along at breath-
less egpeed. Bob Cherry half-carried
little Hop Hi.

Crack, ecrack, erack, arack |

“The villains |”¥ panted Wharton.

Now he knew why the plane had
Hown low over the lawn—to make sure
that the Chincee junior was there with
the others before the enemy showed
theiv hend, And knowing that he was
thers, the plane had circled back, to
fly over them a second time with a
shower of whizzing bullets. .
_The Greyitiars juniors ran for their
lives.

Crack, crack, crack|

Had the marksman in the plane been
given fime—even a few more seconds—
there was no doubt that he would have
succeeded in his object, But the Grey-
friars fellows bolted into the house like
rabbits into a burrow, the bullets
crashing round them as they ran.

The door stood wide open, and tha
tall Ggure of Colonel Wharton appeared
there as the Greyfriars fellows bolted

in.

“Good gad! What—" exclaimed
the colonel, in amazement.

Wharton crashed the door shut. A
bullet sinashed on the outside of the
stout cak as it closed.

“"Wun Lung! ¥ou're hurt |”

The Chinec was rubbing his cheek,
and his yellow fingers camme away red.
But he grinned cheerfully.

* Plenty littla sclateh 1™ hoe answered.

HP]EH"f small sclatchee ns mattee.
That pidgin no good.”

A bullet had grazed the Chince's
Ei}qr}hjﬂnﬂw cheek, burcly breaking the
skin.

“Thank goodness
rasped Wharton.

“But what—" exclaimed the amazed
colonel.

“It's an attack on Wun Lung—from

it's no worsel”

a plane, unele! panted Wharton.
“They'ro firing—=""
“reat gad ™

Tho firing had crased, It had only
Tue Maiguer Lisrany.—No. 1,177,

.and

been a matter of seconds.
of the plane died down.

Colonel Wharton strodoe to a window.
The hall was flled with stariled
mombers of the houschold now; even

The zo0m

Wells, the butler, had departed a little -

from his professiodmal’ calm.  Calonel
Wharton looked out with a grim brow.
The plane was flying low, pessing over
the park. It crossed the Wimford
road, and the wood that lay ‘heyond;
then, a8 if tha airman had
changed his mind, it circled baek,

Zoooom §

The drone of the engine grew louder
again.

"BF
bia teeth.

The juniors looked at one another,
In the interior of the house they wers
safe from fire from tho plane, Wun
Lung had had a narrow escaps from
hiz determined enemies, but he had
escaped. What waa it that the ememy
from the air intended nowf
_ The plane was over the lawn again;
it fow over the house. Thera waz no
Ermﬁ. only the deep droping zgom
of tho engime. The planoe passed out
of sight from the windows, fiying over
the fouse. From the sound it was
evidently not g_nmﬁ—mh sevmed to be
circling overhead, Lke an cagle abount
to pounce on ita prey.

“My only hat!” bhreathed Bob

rry.  “What—what’'s their game
now!? Thoy—they can't mean to come
down, and—and—"

Wharton set his teeth,

“1 jolly well wish they would ! We'd
handlo the rotters fast enough, if they’d
get within reach.™

“ Yes, rather!” smaid Johnny Bull

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

The juniora listened to the buzzing
of the plane overhead. It scemed as
if the enemy was unwilling to leave the
spot where his attack had come s0 mear
to success but had failed. Yet he conld
not have hoped that the intended vietim
would venture from the shelter of the
house again so long as the plane was
in the offing.

Zooooom |

“Y—I—J say, you fellows'” stuttered
Bunter. "I say, supposc—suppose—sup-
pose——"

“SBuppose what, fathead:™

“Buppoes they drop a bomb?” stut-
tered the Owl of the Remove.

“0Oh, my hat ™

“Turn your supposer off, ass!” said
Bob Cherry. "Wﬂ?c‘;ﬁhﬂtter not suppose
anything of the %ind.”

“Rot1” snid Wharton. “I{ won’t
come to that ! They'd never dare! It's
Wun Lung they want, not a whole
household, and they're not likely to be
fixed for bomb-d Fing, Rot i*

“I—I say, you fellows——""

*They're going,” said Nugent.

The zoom of the plane was fading
away. For tsn minutes, at least, it
had circled over the house, flying =0
low over the old red roofs that it seemed
amazing that there had been no
accident. But it was going mnow.
Faintor and fainter sounded the roar
of the engine.

The juniors stared [rom the windows.
Far in the distance they saw the plane
against the sky, climbing.

It vanished at last beyond a mass of
feocey whate clouds.

Wharton drew & decp breath,

"lEH- one 1

“Good gad!” said Colonel Wharton.
"Who could have believed it possible?
The scoundrelsi They shell be ealled
to account for thisi™

He went to the telephone.

* Luckily, there's no demage done,”

d1? gaid the colonel, between

THE MAGNET

said Harry Wharton. " ©Only a few
cm-clrﬂu ?mnahed. Nobody hurt 1

L L] 1‘ AN

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You're not
bhurt, Bunteri"

"Owl Yesl Owl”?

“What tha dickens——"

The juniors looked reund quickly at
Bunter., He had been safe in the house
before the firing started.

“How are you huri?"
Whartan.

“Y've got & bump.” )
ﬂ"!ﬁ bump i"* repeated the captain of

9

Remove,
“¥Yee. Those beastly Chinese heathens
bumped me ¢n the ground out of the
mock—"
“You silly ass)”
“QOb, really, Whartonl I've got a

bum b

“fEIl give you another to match it if
you don’'s upl” growled Johnny
Bull.

* Beast §"*

The plane was gone. The amazing
sttack had ended—upspeccssiully. Hut
there were serious faces now among the
holiday pariy at Wharton Eodge.

Far off, in the far land of China, the
Mandarin Tang Wang was pulling the
stringe. Twice his agents had failed;
Chu, at Greyfriars, and Fu Long, at
Wharton , had tried and failed,
apd were in the hands of the police.
But it was evident that the mandarin
had many agents at hia orders, and
that they were prepared to carry out
his commands to any desperate length.

Wun Chung Lung, the Chinese
merchant, had defied the mandarin, far
away in the valley of the Yangtse-
Kiang. And here, at a distance of
many thousands of miles, the power of

exclaimed

the mandarin waa felt—his vengeanca
was dogging the footsteps of the
merchant's son.

It was o protest Wun Lung from

hizs enemies t Harry Wharton had
brought him home for the school holi-
days. But the captain of tho Removo
waa beginning to doubt now whether the
Chinese junior, after all, was safe at
Whartonr Lodge.

Even Ferrers Locke could hardly
guard him againgt attacks from the air.
A man they had never seen, a yellow
man in a far-off land, had thrown a
shadow over the achoolboy party—the
shadow of death.

———

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter—and a Brick !

ILLY BUNTER awoke. ]
B _ He sat up in bed and blinked
1n the darkness, and grgged for
the ewitch of the shaded read-
ing-lamp at the head of the bed and
turned it om.
It was ;ia.at midnight.
The Owl of the ove, for once,
was not sleeping soundly. Generally,
Bunter was g for a esolid tiwelve
hours, or longer, if he waa left alone.
But circumstances aller cases.

The attack from the seroplane had
worricd Bunter. He was not deeply
iroubled asbout the danger of the
Chinese junior. 'The danger of the

othoer fellows did not worry him unduly.,
But danger to his important and pﬂrti‘ry
self wes o serious matter. .

That was, in_fact, a matter requiring
tho decpest and gravest consideration.

Bunter's natural idea had been to
depart and shake the dust of Wharton
Lodge from his fat feet. DBut there
were dilficulties in the way,

His pator had tipped him the npnusual
tip of three pounds, on the clearest
possible understanding that he was to
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spend the rest of the vacation with his
echool friends, Mr. Bunter was not
likely to display delight if his hopeful
son returned suddenly home. Hea was
likely to diﬁpmjr something quite dif-

ferent from delight.
Except for oge beasts who were
after that beast, Wun Lung, and the

danger that Bunter  was
b comfortable at

o really did mot

nocrued,
making himself ver
Wharton Lodge.
want to go.

After all, the plane had vanished.
The police had taken up the matter;

povoral planes from the sir camp wore
looking for the man who had fiown over
Wharton Lodge: very likely the beast
would never dere to come back and try
on the same game again. Indeed, the
sameo game would be futile, for the
Chiness junior was now on his guard
and unlikely to venture far from
shelter. Bunter hoped that it was *all
clear,” and so he stayed.

But his fat mind was not easy.

He dreamed of war-plancs crammed
with yellow men, of the banging of
rifles, and the grinding of machine-
guis; and his slumber was troubled.

He woke at last and sat up in bed
and turned on the light. He reached
to a little table that stood beside the
bed. On the table was a box, and in
that box was comfort for the sleepless
Owl.

It waa Bunter's custom to annex a
eake to take up to his room, in casa he
ghould get hungry in the night. Seldom,
indeed, did he wake to devour the cake
—vory feldom. But it was nice to scoff
it in the morning before breakfast. A
cake never came amiss! It was impos-
gibla to have too much of a good thing.

MNow, sleepless for once, ﬁunter wWhs
glad that he had supplied himself with
solid comfort. To sit in bed and eat
three pounds of plum-cake was, after
all, happiness.

Ho opened the box and groped in It
for the cake.

Then.a sudden change came over his
fat eountenance.

“(tht Boast!” gezped Bunter.

There was no ceke in the box!
stead of & cake there was a brick!

Bunter blinked at the brick.

In-

Bricks are very usclul articles. They
serve many useful purposes. But they
are not edible.

““Beast " hissed Bunter.

His fat face was crimson with wrath.

He was hungry—that was Bunter's

rpotual state. He could not eat a

rick, That was impossible—even for
Bunter, )

He glared at the brick. 1

“That  bheathen beast!”  hissed
Bunter.

Wun Lung, the Chinee, was as full of
tricks as a monkey. From helping
Bunter to bump out of a hammock, fo
rnplﬂmn his midnight cake with a
hﬁ!ﬂk, un Lung was capable of any-
thung.

"‘n’gha awful heast | gasped Bunter.

He had no doubt that Wun Lung
was the culprit. Indeed, he remem-
bered having seen the little Chince sus-
piciously near the door of his room at
one time during the evening. This was
the sort of thing that a benighted
heathen considered funny.

Perhaps it was funny, in a way, but,
if =0, the fun was entirely lost on Billy
Bunter.

Ho sat for several minutes glaring at
thoe inedibla brick. He wounld have
bheon glad to bang that brick on Wun
Lung's piq:tuﬂed head.

1] Eﬂaﬂt !
Bunter crawled out of bed.
He could not sleep—ho waz too

htﬁ:{;r% to sleep! Diseppointment had
made his appetite keener, Sopper was
hours old; and at supper he hod not
eaten s0 much as usual, owing to the

- %
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worty on his_mind about that beastly
aeroplane. His appetite, in fact, had
been quite spoiled, and he had eaten
hardly enongh for three.

Heo jaommed his spectacles on his fat
little nose, breathing hard., He took
the brick in hia hand and erept to the
door.

3

A4 The brick flew from
Bunter straight towards
Wun Lung’s head. Bni
it never reached its
billet.  Instead, thera
was & startled gasp from

& shadowy figure that
was standing by the
bedsida !
Wun Lung's rcom was pext to
Bunter's.

Wun Lung was going to have that
brick back! He was going to get it
where the chicken got the chopper—
whi was in the neck. DBunter was
not, naturally, vengeful., But there are
some wrongs which will stir the most
sluggish nature to vengeance; and this
was cne of them. )

Quietly, tho fat junior opened his
door.

It was very dark in the passage out-
side. The rooms occupted by the Groy-
friacs fellows were Blf oIl OOe passage.
The passege was dark, a pals glimmer
of starlight falling in from & window
whié:sh looked out over a level, leaded
root,

Bunter tiplocd along the passage.
His bave feet made no sound, and dark-
ness enwrapped him like a garment,

If ho had not known which was Wun
Lung's room, he would have been
gmuﬁ:d to it by & lingering scent of an
aromatic incense. Wun Lung and Hop
Hi occupied the same room; and in
that room they carried out gueer cere-
monies that made the Greviriars fel-
lows smile—privately. They did not, of
course, smile openly. Fellows had to
respect the customs of foreigners, queer
a5 they mipght seem, The Chinese
juniors attached a solemn importance to
the burning of joss-sticks, which was
apparently some sort of religious
Coreimony.

There was alwavs a "“nif* of
incense-sticks about YWun Lung's room,

Tae Micxer Lierary.~No. L1TT.
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&ometimes the burning of joss-sticks was propitieting those i}piri# by burni
accompanied the explosion of joss-aticks before tablets inseribed witl
crackers, This, the juniors lea , was their names. And the screen before his

to scare away evil spirits,. At Grey-
friars Wun Lung had to conform very
considerably to the customs of the
country which, in his heart of hearts,
like =&ll Chinamen, he regarded as
e Lo, A Crepiiiny be Ned

or i noe, a riars, he bha
to sleep in the dormitory with a crowd
of fel and putting up & screen
there to devils out would have

But in his own room at Wharton

Lodge Wun could do as he liked;
and there he_ the usual Chinese pre-
eautions against devila,

Insside his room, n few feet from the
door, & tall screen stood. This kept
devils from entering.

« rry had inquired why the
devile couldn't walk round the screen.
He bad learned that devils always go
on straight lines, and never think of
turning coroers. , although there
was ample room for any fellow to walk
ronund soreen, a devil would never
think of doing it. Entering the rcom
with felonious intent, a devil, fnding
the screen in the way, would relire
hafled. Bob had expressed the opinion
that Chinese devils must he terrifio fat-
heads to bo beaten so easily as all that
te;';]:l_?tlﬂ E'Emh:;g wg a verjil een and in-

izen : estern learning came
easily to h{m. Indeed, a fellow who
vould learn Chiness might naturally be
expected to learn anything.

But the beliefs of bhis native land
remained unchanged, fixed in his mind,
immutable as the laws of the Medes and
Persiana.

In time of trouble, such as the pre-
sent, Wun Lung cnnfid{m:ly looked for
help from the spirits of his ancestors,

dogr pravented the gooed works of those
gpirits from being marred by the inter-
ferenca of evil spirits. "

How any fellow could really believe
such stuff was a mystery to his friends;
but & fellow's beliefs were entitled to
raa[pect, 50 rry Wharton & Co.
F:E ttely kept their own opinion to them-
selves.

The zcent of joss-sticks was stronger
than wustal as Billy Bunter softly
approgched the deor. No doubt, sinee
the vigit from the plane, the Chinese
juniors had put up en exira strong

apﬁﬂi to their departed ancestors.
unter an .

“ Heathen beast!” he murmured.

He r un Lung’s deor,
turned the handle :Bﬂftlg‘ without &
sound. A :!éu:ght of mc[‘nir caught
El PYi h aed Jegs. He blinked round

. e passage window, overlocking
& roof, waa open. Enmaufﬂ!mbﬂlﬂta
must have ned it. They liked fresh
air; H‘lﬂﬂﬁl‘%’h However, » draught
round his fot legs was not goang io stop
Bunter when he was om the frail of

v .
he pushed the door open.

Three feet {rom the door siood the
devil-soreen. It wae just an ordinary
bed-room screen.  The position in whic
it was placed made it & devil-screon.
But if 1% kept out devils, it was not
keeping out Bumter and the brick.

The starlight fell in at the window,
and there was !i%-ht encugh for Bunter.
He » d in softly, and paused st the

screen for a moment, to listen.

All was still. He cogld hear the
regular breathing of - sleepers. I'Hu
of &

hesrd, too, & fsint sound as
stea‘{tﬁy mavement., He supposed that

-
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one of the Chinese juniors had stirred
in_his sleep. )

But Bunter was cantious. Heo was
going to land that brick on Wun Lung
without bagging & punch on his fat nose
1h return. _

Silently he put his head round the side
of the screen, to peer towards Wun
Lung's bed. The bed was in the shadow,
near the wall farthest from the window.
But Bunter knew exactly where it was
More than once he had explored Wun
Lung's room, in search of the Chinese
sweetmeats which Mr. Wun Chung Lung
sometimes sont his sons from China.

Hiz fat hand waos raised, with the

brick in it.

Bunter grinned. .

The bed, he knew, was about nine
feet aw ay- He ocalculated oarefully.
The brick was going to drop on Wun

, and ocertainly it was likely to

startie him, no doubt cause him to
regret thst he had left it in Bunter's
room in plece of the cake.

Whiz!

The brick Bew.

What happened pext made Bunter
wonder if he was in the grip of & night-
mare. There was & sudden, startled
Edl, certainly not in the voice of Wun

ung. From adows round the
bed a figure started. There was =a
glitter of alanting eyes and the finsh of
a knife. Omne hand of the dowy
figure held the Lkoife, the other was

ressed to the back of & head where the

rick had struck. That head had been
in the line of fire, and it had stopped
the brick.

Bunter stood dazed.

The figure leaped towards him across
the room. He had a pglimpse of a
wildly startled and ferocious face, slant-
ing eyes that blazed, @ knife that flashed
in the starlight. With a yell of terror,
Bunter bounded back into the passage

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Mystery !

" ELPI™
H Bunter's frantic yell rapg
through Wharton Lodgs.

Five startled juniors woke
instantly and bounded out of bed. But
beforea the Famous Five ewocke at
Bunter's wild yell, Wun Lueng and Hop
Hi were out of bed.

Bunter staggered along the O?aaaa e,
shrisking. He was almost out of his tat
wits with terror. ;

Quly too well he knew what it meant.
It was an enemy of Wun Lung, who
was in the Chinese junior's room. Ik
was & terrible deed that Bunter sll
unconsciously, had interrupted. How
the man had gained admithance was a
mystery ; but ge was there., The Lrick
intended for Wun Lung had struck him,
and he was leaping aiter Bunter like a
wild beast. No doubt it did not cross
the wretch’s mind that he had been
interrupted by chance; he suipaﬁed him-
self discovered and attacke

“Help! T zay, you fellows, help!”
ghricked Bunter. .

He rushed along the passage. Bcehind
him he heard pat.tﬂt;ng footsteps.

The man was behind him.

“Yarooh! Keep off] Helpl”

Bunter passed his own door, and
rushed into Harry Wharton’s room. He
crashed into the captain of the Romave,
who was already out of bed.

“Ow! Oooh! Help!

“(h, my hat! What—""

“"Halp! Murder! Chinaman
Murder! Help!” spluttered Banter.

“You fat idiot—"

“ Yow-ow-ow ! Keep him off I Help!™

Bunter plunged headlong under
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Wharton's bed and erouched there, palpi
tating with terror. :

Wharton flashed on the light and ran
to the door.

QOther doors were elready open, and
Bolb Cherry had switched on the light
in the passage.

“Great pip!"” gasped Wharton.

He had & second’s glimpse of a figuro
vanishing in the distance towards the
stairs. The unknown had not been pur-
suiniﬂunter, as the fat junior had sup-
posed. He had been running for the
smﬁﬁﬁm li d the figu Iy £

rten glim e re only for
& second ; then liﬁras one. The sound
foated back of & man leaping down the
datk stairs, two or three at & time,

* Halle, hallo, ballo ™

“What the thump—-7"

“Something's happened—"

* Wun Iﬂ:l:lné s gas;ieud Wherton.

He raced along to Chinese 1J;m:nin::rr &
room, his comredes at his heels. Tha

l}f{ght was on there. Wun Lung and Hop
1 were out of bed. Wun Lung had o
eurved Chinese knife in his hand; Hop
Hi was grasping & poker. Wharton
panted with relief as he saw that they
were safe,

“You're not hurt ¥’ he %sped.

“ Rlenty all light,” said Wun Lung.

“What's happened 1*

“Me no savvy.'

“But who—what—someone’s  been
here!” exclaimed Wharton, “I saw
somebody cutting eaway by the stairs.

Wun Lung picked up the brick.

“ What on earth : -

“Plick 1" gaid the Chinese junior.
“Ma savvy this blick. Me puttes this
blick in fat Buntee loom, fakeo nm[ﬁ'
cakee. But me no savvy how this bli
comey this place. Buntee——"

“Let’s ask the fat idiot]” ssid Johnny
Bull. " He was u& to something, snd
got frightened in the darh:'
ko 1 g7 ey

arton. rkl”
" There was & orashing sound below. It
was the crash of & window. The man
Wharton had seen waa evidently making
his escape by a window downstairs.

“ My hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
" Whoe—"

“VWhat's all this?" It was the d
micgm of E-ulunel W:hartqn.d HE‘EFF-::WJ::
n - gorway, in & «dree 2
with a revolver in his band‘mzﬁﬂarrf.
what—"" i

# Somebody's been here, uncle,” said
Horry. “He ran downstairs, and I
think he’s got out of a window.”

“1 thought someonse me in 'I:?ure
dark. But vou mre safe, Wun Lung?

“ Plenty safes, sir,” ; .

“PBut how was the nlarm given?

«“ Bunter—Bunter was up io some-

thin g
“'Eham is he?” o
“Tn my room,” eaid Harry. “Hiding

under the bed, I think.”

“ Coms wi]i:;lh me."" nimd t&m oolonel.

i to er—all of you,
Eﬂﬁfpnhﬁj AWAY tﬂw:tdn Wharton's

room, and the jvaoiors followed him in

an exoited and breathless crowd.

y was to be seen In

exelaimed

Nebod Wharton's
room, but from under the bed came a
gound of gaeping and epluttering.

“ Bunter " ed out Ha.rt% .

“Owl Keep him off! Help!

“You silly ass] It's all right—come
ont—weo're all here.”

“Oh dear!”

A terrified fat face was put out from
under the bed, and a large pair of
spectacles glimmered in the light.

“J—1 may, you [fellows—you—you're
aure that—that beast is gone? Oht I
£ay, Bra you sure—" .,

"E:ggdh up,] r-:iu young donkey!

rumn the colonel.

EBuntar crawled to his feet. He

blinked uneasily at the o
behind the colonel and ¢
juniars.

“Now tell me what happened,”
rap out the colonel. * Quick!”

“J—I woke up—"" gasped Bunter.

“You. went to Wun T.ung’s reom?"
asked Wharton.

“QOw! Yea! The beast had put a
brick hore, instead of my ecake. I—I
went to chuck it at him—oh dear—and
—and it hit somebody else—ow! He
juinped towards me—wow—and he had
& knife—ow! I—I say, you fellows, are
you sure he's ai™

The colonel eyed the fat owl very
doubtfully.

“You say you saw someone, Harry "

“A man running for the stairs,™ said
Wharton. “He was gone in a second.
He must bave broken a window to get
cut. We heard—"

“But how could he have got
cleimed the colonel. “Every door—
every window i3 fastened, secured——"

“Ow! The passage window outside is
open ! ga Bunter. " There was &
draugh 2

The colonel stepped into the passage.
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“Zurely one of you boys did ngt
open that window ! he exclaimed.

“"No! Oh, mol” .

“It was open when I passed it"
quavered Bunter. “One of you sailly
asses, with your rotten zilly idesa sbout
fresh air—ow!™

““None of us opened that window,
uncle,” said Harry. “But—but I doa't
soa how it could have been opencd
from cutside. Nobody could get up to
the roof—it's impossible. That win-
dow only looks over the roofs—mnobody
could possibly get there from outside!”

“I cannot understand it!” The
colonel closed and fastened the win-
dow. *It is a mystery how the man
got into the house. We must search
tha ;ﬂacﬂ from roof to ecellar. Cood
ad ! He get his lips. *1 wish Ferrers

ocke was here—but he will be here
to-morrow ! Come, we must search the
house,*

“] say, you fellowg——"

“You may as well po back to bed,
Bunter,” said Colonel %Nhnrtﬂu curtly.
*“You ate in no danger.”

“Oh, really, sir—"

“Come!™ said the colonel, to the
others.

Billy Bunter bolted back to his room.
Ho looked vnder the bed, looked in the
wardrobe, loocked up the chimney, then
locked the door, and drew B scttce

7

ngainst it. Then, at last, he rolled into
bed, thovgh it was a long time before
his eyes closed in slumber.

Meanwhile, the houss was searched.
A broken window weas found omn the
pround Roor. But other trace of the
mysterious visitor there was none, and
the chums of the Remove could
wonder how he had goined admittance
to the house. They returned to bed at
last, but there was little more sleep that
night for anyone at Wharton Lodge—
with the cxccption of William George
Bunter. And Bunter, dreaming of
Chinamen and flashing knives, grunted
and groaned dismally in his slecp.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Ferrers Locke at Work |

ERRERS LOCEE listened
quietly. There was a rather
5:;::1 expression on the face of

famous detective.

Ho bhad received the colonel's tele-
Ehc-na call early in the morning, and

ad come down to the Lodge at once.
It was a relief to all to see him, There
WOE _abmeth:ns; calming, something that
inspired confidence in the mere presence
of Ferrers Locke.

Colonel Wharton gave him a succinct
account of what had happened in the
night, and of the seroplane attack the
previous afternoon.  Locke listened
without interrupting him.

“Wun Lung hes hed & narrow
<scapel” said the detoctive, ot last
“It is not too much to say that ha owes
his life to Bunter's absurd prank, Had
pot the man been interrupted—""

The colonel shivered a little.

“It is terrible, Mr. Locke! After
all the preeautions that have been
taken—"

“We are dealing with despernte and
determined men, sir!"” said Locke.
“Every precaution has heen taken, and
FEt-_'_-_.JI‘

“Yet the house was entered in the
night.”

“Quite so! T have, howaover, ques-
tioned the men I left posted to watch
tna house. They are assured that no
ona approached the house during the
night—or left it,” said Locke.

lonel Wharton opened his eyes.

“The man who entered must, evi-
dently, have approached the house,™ he
said.

 Possibly.” ]

“And as he escaped by breaking &
downstaira window, it is equally evi-
dent that he must have left it," said
the colonel, rather warmly.

“Possibly,” repeated the detective.

“Really, Mr. ke, I don't under-
stand you,'" said Colonel Wharton, with
a touch of testinese in his manncr.
“The man came—the man is gone! [
suppose he did not fly here and fly
away :

Ferrera Locke emiled faintly.

“The former, very likely, the latter,
[ cannot say,” he answered quietly. “I
have every confidence in my men—they
are old hands at the game. [ have
faith in their roport that no one entered
the house by any ordinary approach,
and I am certain that. if a lugitive
hod left it, they would have scized
upon him. "

“You do not mean to imply that he
ix still here, Mr., Lockei™

“Why not?” said Fervers Locke.

“Good gad! You do not imagine
that I omitted to scarch the house, after
such an occurrence !™ exclaimed Colonel
Wharton., * Every servant was roused
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—they end ], my nepbhew &nd his
{viends, cearched the place from fop to
bettom.  Every room, every passage,
every cellap—=" .

“1 am suro of it! But let us begin
at the beginning,” said Ferrcrs Locke
trsnquilly. “The man broke a down-
stairs window—to escape, aa you COD-
clnde~—— st s

“Ts there any other conclusion, sici’

“Ves! His intention might have been
le give the impression that he had made
hiz escape that way, but, knowing the
house to be strictly guarded by men on
the watch outside, he may have re-
frained from throwing himself into their
hands. 1 do not deny the possibility,
siz, that he 1nay have eluded my men—
all things are possible—but 1 do not
tlxink =s0.”

Colonel Wharton drew a deep breath.

“Your words imply, sir, that the man
iz still here, in spite of the rigorous
scarch that was made ! he said, rather

rufily. ;
8 “That js what we must ascertain,
and without delay,” said Ferrers Locke.

'The old gentleman gave o fnint grunt,
Ho admired the great detective and
had great faith in him, but this seemed
to Colonel Wharton not only impossible,
but verging on the absued.

“Well, sir, the matter 1s In your
honds,” he said, “If the man is still
Lurkilzi% about "i"lt;’.hurtun Ln:iigg.nl shall

» glad to see mim, very giaaq.

“Patience, sir!” said Locke. “We
ghall see! You found nothing else,
nothing but the broken windew down-
5tn':‘iH th'lj (g

othing !

“No winsi‘iﬂw opened—unfastened—"

“A roof window,” eaid the colomel,
“But that must 'I:w.'& been opened
thoughtlessly and left open. It locka
out on to a leaded roof, quite lnaccess-
ibla from the ground.

Ferrers Locke rose to his feet,

"Eraﬂt-‘lf 1" he sajd. "Let me see
that window without delay.”

“(Certainly! Please come with me.

Locke slig his hand into his pocket
te make sure that his automatic was
there. Colonel Wharton suppressed a

rant, The mere suggestion that the
intruder of the previous night might
ba still lurking about the Lodge scemed
to him fantastio.

“Shall I bring my revelveri” he
asked, and as much as he liked Mr.
Locke, the old soldier could not kecp a
note of sarcasm from his veice.

“It would be as well," answered
Locke gravely. “ln fact, I was sbout
to suggest it, air.”

“Good gad!' eaid the colonel. How-
ever, he took his revolver from a
drawer, slipped it into his pocket
and left the library with the Baker
Street detective. i s

Harey Wharton & Co. were still in
the hai,'i Locke made the juniors a
eien to follow as they went upstairs.

Colonel Wharton led the way to the
passage, off which the rooms eccupied by
the juniors opened.

He stopped at the window, which was
now closed and fastened. ;

Locke did not immediately open it

He drew the curtain aside, and
looked out thmu%h the panes.

Outside the [ittle dormer window was
w flat, leaded roof, extending sbout six
yards, with a chimney-stack rising In
the contre of it.

Lower down were the slanting, tiled
roofs of the rest of the building; but
the leads were unconnected with them,
and on every side thoe drop was sheer.

“Well, sir?” snid Colonel Wharton,
rather grimly. “You will sco that thia
ecction of the roof i3 quite 1naccessible
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to a climber from outside. It can only
be reached from inside the house™

“r from above,” sald Locke.

“Ehi*

“1 think I remember, on s former
vigit, seeing pigcons gathered on these
leads, sir, and gour nephew feeding
them with crumos.”™

Harry. Wharton smiled. ]

“That's so, Mr. Locke,” he said.
“The pigeons oiten settle there, and
I've often thrown them crumbs from
this window.”

“There are no pigeons on the roof
now,” remarked Locke,

“No; 1 don't see any."

i Par'hap:-: they have a reason for
keeping away,” said Locke. “1 should
be very glad to zees the other side of
that chimney-stack.”

“That's easily dene,” said Colonel
Wharton, puzzled, "It is easy to step
out of this window on the leads, and
look round the stack.”

“Quite!" aswmsented Ferrers Locke,
1% miﬁht. not, however, he so easy to
refurn.

“1 dom't see——" ) )

“Perhapa you will soom, sir,” said
Locke, )

He opened the windew, aad pro-
ceeded to make a carefu] examination
of the outside of the sash, The
colonel watched him blankly; the
juniors exchanged wondering glances.

ow the intruder the previous night
had entered the house was a mystery,
unless he had f{orced in the window
which he had afterwards broken to
make hiz escepe. That wes stran
enough, for if the window had already
heen forced, there scemed no reason
for breaking it to get out., But it
seemed the only possible explanation
to the minds of the juniors.

But that this dormer window had
been opened from outside seemed
wildly 1mpossible., A single glance
WES Ennug‘ﬁmtu show that no one could
hava climbed to the leads.

Vet Locke was evidently looking for
signs of the dormer window heving
been forced from oulside,

“YWhet's this game{” murmured Eob
Cherry. “The sporteman couldn't pos-
sibly have got in thiseway.”

Wharton shook his head.

“Locke knows something,” murmured
Nugent. “I can jolly well see it in his
eye. But I'm bl if I understand !

“The understandfulvess is not ter-
rifie,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “But the esteemed Locks is a
preposterously clever codger.”

“ Hear, hear!” grinned Bob.

Locke finished his examination very
swiftly, and turned to the colonel.

“The window was forced from out-
side, sir,” he said quietly. " There are
pecfectly plain traces of the instrumcot
that was used to force the eatch.
Whoever entered this house lost night
camea in by this window."

“Then you must tell us how he
reached that roof, Mr., Locke,” said the
colonel, “"For he could not have
reached it without wings.™

“*He had wings, sir.”

n}:h T-u-

“That is to say, he was borne on
wings,” said Locke, “YWhen you told
me that, after the attack yesterday,
the plane circled over the houss for a

i

considerable time before departing,
you gave mo the clue”

“The—the plane!” stuttered the
colonel.

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“The plane!” he answered. “The
attack on Wun Lung, !ii firing from
the plane, failed! PBut the rascal had

another card up his sleeve. The plans
hovered over the house, flying low,
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rvation, #a, of course,
evéryone was Keeping ipside the louse,
Either lg- means of a parachute, or by
sliding down & rope, & man land
from the plane on this roof.”

* (3ood Eﬂﬂ!"

“He skulked in the shelter of the
chimney-stack till dark,” said Locke.
“After that he had only to wait m
perfeet safety till all was quiet. It
was child’s play to foree this window,
and no doubt he found it easy enough

secure from o

to pick out Wun Lung’s room,"” Lucke
sinl e.q “He had only to follow hip
noge.”

“The—the plane!” stammered the
colonel. “Good gadi!  I—I mnever
thought of that—mnever dreamed of it.
The man must have had a nerve of
iron.”

“"MNo doubt.”

“It secms scarcely possible—"

“¥et it is the fact, for this window
has been forced from outside. And as
you have remarked yourself, the leads
¢could only be reached on wings. But
that," ed Ferrers Locke quietly, “is
not all. he man 15 still there.™

“Ohb crumbs !* gasped Bob Cherry.

And every eye was turned blankly
on Ferrers Loche.

L

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Man on the Roof !

OLONEL WHARTON tugeged at
his grizzled mousteche, staring
et the man from Baker Street
as if he could hardly beliove

liis ears.

“Mr. Locks,
stuttered.

“It 18 not a jesting matier, sic.”

“ But—but—"

“3till there!” gasped Harry Whar-
ton. “"There, hiding behind that
chimney-stack, Mr. LockelZ

“1 bave no doubt of it."

“Great pip!" murmured Bob Cherry.

“The ptg{ulueaa is terrific [

t. Loockel™ gasps tha
colonel, “My nephew saw him rup-
ning down the stairs, We heard the
crash of a window below. The window
was found broken; the man was
gone [V )

“The man, air, knew quite well that
the house was watched outside by men
not likely to let him esce said
Locke, “The smashing of the down-
shairs window was a trick. He did not
leave the house.”

“ But—but the search——"

*1 should imagine that the scarch
did not begin immediately, sir,” said
Liocke, "for, evidently, according to
my theory, the man had time to creep
back up the stairs, and get through
this dormer window to the roof out-
side,"”

“It is true that we wemnt into my
nophew’'s room to question unter,
The foclish boy was biding under the
bed thero.”

“0Oh, really, sip——"

“But it was only & matter of
minutes,” said Colonel Wharton,
“Thon wo went down in a body to
search the house™

“Quite so. And those minutes were
enough for him,” said Locke. ™ Frob-
ably his first thought, on being dis-
covered, was simply to pet out of reach
—to maoke his ezcape from instent cap-
ture. But he knew—must have known
—that escape from the house by way
of the grounds was impossible. For
there 18 no doubt that these rascals are
well aware of the precautions that have
been taken. That is why they used
the seroplane. Having given the im-
pression, by smashing the window,

you are serious!” he
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thut he had escaped downstairs, I
imagine that he crept back up the

stairs, and the few minutes you were °

occupied in your nephew's room gave
hitn _his opportunity of getting back
to his former htdmg-?l&m—bchmd the
chimney-stack yonder.”

“But——" pasped the colonel.

Harry Wharten & Co. were silent.
With aﬂ their faith in the Baker Street
detective, they found it hard to believe
that the attempled assassin of the night
before was still within the precincts of
Wharten Lodge, that he was, at that
very moment, skulking within a few
yards of them.

Billy Bunter winked at the other fel.

lows. Bunter, at least, was not con-
vinced. That, indeed, was proved by
his remaining on the spot. Had Bun-

ter believed that a murderous enemy
was only & few yards away, Dunter’s
fat legs would have been already in
rapid motion at the rate of ebout sixty
m.p. h.

“I say, you fellows, that sounds jolly
thick, doesn’t it?” said Bunter, mn a
whisper—a stage whisper.

“Silenee, sir!® rapped out Colonel
Wharton, with a frown.

“Oh, really, sir—" .

“&ilenco! Then it is your opinion,
Mr. Locke, that the scoundrel is actu-
ally lurking almost within reach of
us ¥

“1 believe so, sir”

“Because your men on the watch saw
nolhing of his escape.”

“Not only that, sir. You forget the
pigcons.” "

“The—tha pigeons,™ the
colonel,

Locke smiled.

“You have not forgotten that these
leads are a favourite haunt of your
pigeons, I can seo some of them at a
distance. MNot one has set foot on this
roof. They have some reason for keep-
g clear of their favourite haunt.”

“Oh!” gasped the colonel.

Bol Cherry squeezcd Wharton's arm.

“BSome detective I'' he whispered.

“ But—but his o¢bject, mir—"' gjacu-
Iated the colonel.

Locke shrugged his shoulders.

stuttercd

lace.
or 2

“To evade capture, in the first
Secondly, to wait and watch

chance to repeat his attempt on the
Chiness boy's itfe.” ; o
“Good gad! If you are right, it is

fortunste that I remained up and
the watch fall dawn."

“Very fortunate.”

The colonel stared from the dormer
window at tho chimnev-stack in the
middle of the leaded roof.

¢ After he had done the deed for which
he came—but not before—mo doubt he
would attempt to fight his way out,
knife in hand,” raid Ferrers Locke.
“MNot before—for the Mandarin Tan

Wang s well served. Had he e&eg‘r.peg
from the house downstairs last night,
he would not have escaped my men, I
think. But it 1= certain, from their
report to me, that he did not make the
attempt, He ia here.”’

The colonel drew & deep breath.

“Then it only remaing—""

“To gaize him," said Ferrers Locke.

The detective's automatic was in his
hand now, and hs leaned from the
dormer window over the leads

Hilly Bunter gave him a startied blink
through his big spectaeles. It dawned
upon Bunter that there was, after all,
danger in the air.

“ Hook it, Bunter I'’ said Bob Cherrr,
with a grin.

“Oh, really, Chorry—"

“The bors had better stand back,”
gaid Locke tranqguilly,. “The man is
sutely armed, and he may shoot—"

* Yaroooh ["

Billy Bunter bolted down the passage.

QT

Crack | Colonel Wharton's
gun spoke flrst, and the
Chinaman crumpled fo the
leads, his revelver spinaning
from his hand !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“We're jolly well going to lend =
hand, sir, if there's & sorap 1" exclaimed
Bob Cherry. :

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“By all means,” he said.
back out of the line of Bro.
probable that bullets may be flying in
at this window soon, and 1 should not
Like vou boys to stop eny of them.”

‘" Stand back,'” eaid the colonel.

Tho juniovs reluctantly moved hack.
Ferrers Locke and Colonel Wharton re-
mained at the window.

Their eyes were fixed on the chimnes-

“Rut stand
It is very

stack. the man was there ha was
cut of sight behind the stack. Was he
there ? Even vet the colonel could

scarecly beliove that ho was.

“Die i tai!" called out Ferrers Locke
suddenly, sharply.

“0h, my hat!” murmored Nuogent
“What does that mean, Wun Lung? is
he talking Chinese 1"

Wun Lung nodded. .

“Fellels Locke sayee, comey bele. in
Mandarin Chinee [" he said,

“0Oh, he's telling tho =sportsman to
eome here, 15 he B

“YWhat vou tinkee?"

Silenee followed the defective’s eall
If there was n man behind the dhimnev-
stack on the leads he made no answer,
gave no sign.

“Ni ken lai moi" called out Ferrers
Locko.

“ What's that, Wun Lung " bresthed
Bob,

S He savee, F Will rou comevi'"
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Evidently Loske was taking it for
granted that Wun Lung’s asscilont was
& Chinaman.

O yao hwel hein ! called out Locke.

Again the juniors applicd to Wun
Lung for translation, and the little
Chinee grinned and gavo it

" Locke sayee he wantee answer.”

But thore canie no answer. Not a
sound, not a sign, from the man behind
the chimney-stack-—if he was there
Was he thare? The Greyfriars fellows
were thrilling with excitement as they
waited, ]

Colonel Wharton had taken hia re-
velver from his pocket, and it rested on
;r.]-e dv.'indm-.'ﬁill, firmly gripped in s
FEL N e

“Ile docs not choose to show him-
self,"” snid Ferrers Locke. “ DBut il the
monntain will not come to Mahomet,
AMahomet must go to the mountain.”

With his antomatic in his hand, the
detoetive put a leg through the iittle
window,

“Alr. Locke, the risk—"

1 shall ho caréful, sir.”

I'errers Locke stepped out on to the
binds.  Colanel Wharton leaned from
the window, roevelver in hand, watching
hin anxiously.

Thon with dramatic swddenncss came
a movement from the hidden enemy.

I'vom  hehind the chimnoy-stack =2
firure leaped ; an ivory-yellow face with
glitlering, slanting oyes, and lips dravwn
hack in a snoarl, was turned t{ﬁ'-'lﬂ':dﬂ
Frrrers Locke; a yellow hand lifted
wilh a revolver in 1b.

Crack ? .

It was Colonel Wharton who fired
fioin the dormer window,

Thero was a yell and a heavy fall.
The Chinaman, struck in the leg by the
colonel’s swift shot, fell headlong on the
leads, the revolver spinning from his
hand and rattling away down on the
[ower roofa.

A couple of scconds and Locke had
suapped the handeuffs on. the wrists of
e wonnded man, And Harry Wharton
& Co. lent their assistance in lifting
him in at the dormer window., The
third emissary of Tang Wang was o
prisoner.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Sleeping Beauty [

i SAY, you fellows "

E Lunch was over; the Grey-
friars jumiorz had gathered in
the old hall. Rilly Bunter re-

posed his plump limbs in an armchair,
with & (houpghtful frown on his fat
Lirove.

Wun Lung and Hop Hi played mah-
jongg. The Famous IMive were standing
in a group looking from a window into
the sunny park.  Ferrers Locke waos
gone, taking with him the prisoner;
and he had left strict injunctions that
the Chinese juniors were to rematn
within the house, and not to venture out
of the building on any pretext what-
ever. And Harry Wharton & Co. had
made up their minds to stay indoors
also—little as indeors appealed to them
on a sunny August afternoon.

Bunter had been thinking over hunch.
Ile had been thinking since. Now he
was going 1o impart to the other fcllows
the result of his cogitations,

“1 say, you fellows,” he repcated.

“Oh, go to sleep, old fat man 1" sald
el Cherry.

“I've got something to say—-"

“You geoerally havel” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“The speech may be taken as read I
stggested Nugent.

Tie Alacwer Lispapz.—No. 11T7.
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“It's you I want to speak to, Whar-
ton, and I shall be obliged if the other
fellows will shut up,” said Bunter, with
dignity. “If you can't w%im a little
attention f0 a guest,

]:;Mimr surprised at your asking mo

ErE..'}

Tiob Cherry burst into song.

*Nobedy asked you, sir, she said, sir,
she zaid, sir, she said—"’

“Ha, ha, hal" .

“Will you dry up a minuta?! hooted
Bunter. *“ DBlessed if vou fellows aren’t
like a sheep's head—all jawl  Look

here, Wharton—-=""

"Oh, go ahead!” said Wharton re-
signedly. **Cut it short, old man.”
I’'m here for the rest of the vaca-
tion,”” said Bunter, blinking at him.
“That's some wecks yet—-—""

“"Alaz 1" =zaid Bob Cherry.

“Thoe alashulness ig terrifie,”’
 “Shut upl But if this goes on,” eon-
tinued Buanter, “I shall have to recon-
sider the makter, Wharton. You can
hardly expect me to vemain in o house
where burglars and robid Chinamen
break in ot night, and fire from acro-
planes, and g on. It's not good
cnough.  Naturally, I never expected
anything of the sort when I came here.
It's not what I call & holiday,”

“Finished 1'* asked Bob.

“Wol'" roared Bunter.

“Oh dear! Counldn’t you go up to
vour own room and say the rest?”

“DBeast] Now, I'm not thinking of
letting you down, Wharton,” went on
Bunier.. “I can't say 1 like the
manners of your friends; but I'm =2
man of my word=—I said I'd stay, and
I'm sticking to you.”

“I was afraid so,” assented Wharton,
“But if you'd rather clear, old chap,
I'va got no objection.™

Bunter decided not to hear that
remaork,

“But you can't call this a holiday,
with all thése things happening,’' he
spid, “It's not gpood cnough. I can’t
lose my sleep and my appetite and all
that. ere's heen quite enough of all
thiz. It's time it stopped.™

“Well ' psked Whartoh.

“Thosa Chinese beasts are after Wun
Lung,"” said Bunter, “Well, if Wun
Lung cleared off, they’'d clear off, too.
My sugpgestion is that Wun Lung should
clear.”

*Oh, my hat 1™

“I'm not the fellow to care about
danger, sz you know! T saved Wun
Lung's lifo last night. While you
fellows were snoring, I rushed to the
reseue, and saved him—"

“Phow 1"

“But T've had enough,” said Bunter.
“A fellow wants a little peace and
quict on & holiday., Wurn Lung had
better go™
_ Wun Lung looked up from his mah-
jomgg.

“I put it to you, Wun Lung,” =aid
Bunter. *Yon ecan zee for vourself it
won't do! VYou're a mmisance, and
vou'd better clear. What I say is this
Yarooooocooop !™

From the group of juniors
window an anla suddenly flew,
landed on Billy Bunter'a fat little nose,
and caused him to break off his
remarks with a sudden yell.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well bowlod 1”

“Ow! Ch! Wow!” roared DBunter.
“What heast chucked that apple? g}
jolly well lick him! Ow!l Was it you,
Cherry, vou beast "

“ Guilty, my lord i

“Look here, you cheeky rotber——*

“I've pgot another apple in my
pocket,” said Bob cheerfully. “You've

at the
It

arton, T'm I
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only got to go on wagging your silly
chin, if you want it,”

“Look here, Wharton! TIf this is the
Way you allow e gueit to bo treated,

“ Oh, cheese it 1 gsaid Harry.

“What I want to know ia this”
hooted Bunter. “Is that heathen
Chinee goingi*

“No, fathead!”

“Then I shall jolly well go!”

“ Hurrah I*

The Famous Five walked out on the
terrace, Billy Bunter glared after
them, with a glare that almost cracked
his spectacles,

" Fattes ole Buntee velly funneel®
said Wun Lung.

“V::!lir funnes ole fat toadee!™
grinned Hop Hi.

Bunter snorted, and sctiled down in
the armchair for a nap. The state of
affaira at Whearton Lodge troubled
Bunter's fat mind deeply. As he had
justly remarked, this could hardly be
called o holiday, with danger in the air
all the time, If that danger should
reach Bunter's own fat person, mailters
would become really serious,

On the other hand, Bunter would have
been guite easy in his fat mind if the
Chinese juniors had left the Lodge,
drawing the pursuit of Tang Wang's
emissaries in ancther direction. Any
direction would do, so long as it was
not Bunter's direction, But, for some
reason inexplicable to Bunter, the other
fellows did not scem to see it. Still, there
was comfort in sleep after & pargantuan
lunch, and Bunter closed his eyes behind
his big spectacles and snored.

Wells ecame into the hall and glanced
round him,

There was a sound like the rumblin

of thunder, and the butler seem
puzzled.

He went to the window and lsokad
out; but the summer sky waa bright and
clear. Thers was no sign of a coming
thunderstorm,  He looked round the
hall a mﬂ. :ﬂ?m;l Lung! dlu:'uc'klad.

“Only Buntee sleepee ! he zaid,

“Oh!" said Wells.

He walked round Bumter’s chair and
looked at him. The rumbling procceded
from Bunter, Wells looked down at
the sleeping beauty somewhat expres.
sively. Bunter lay back in the chair,
his fat little legs stretched out, his
hands folded sercss the widest part of
his circumference—his equator, as it
were—his mouth open. His aspect waa
not really pleasing to the eye. Neither
was his snore harmonious to the ear.

Wells touched him on the shoulder.

Snora?

Wells shook him.

Snora | i

Wells shook him again. DBunier's cyes
opened at last.

“Beast! Wharrer want "

“ Excuse me, sir—"

“@Grr-rer! Shurrup ¥*

“I thought perhaps yon would prefer
to go to your room, sir,” suggested
Wells. “You would perhaps Endﬁr your
bed more comfortable, sir.”

Bunter glared at him.

“"Go and eat coke! I'll ask
colonel to sack yon! Get out!™

“Really, sip—"

tha

onora |
RBunter was nsieep'ufnin. :
Well:, with a still more expreszive

look on hia face, retired from tho scene,
and Bunter was left to snore.  Thab
deep and resonant snore echoed thrm:grh
the old oak haoll of Wharton lLodge. T&
awoke many echoes. Colonel Wharton,
who was smoking a cigar in the library,
put his head out of the .door, and
(Continued on page 12.)
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THE FOE FROM THE SKY!

(Canginued from page 10.)

looked round with a puzzled expression.
Then, catching sight of the sleeping
beauty, he gave a grunt, and withdrew.

.Bl.-:nl!t:r anored on, while the Famous
Five strolled on the terrace, and Wun
Lung and Hop Hi played mazh-jonge to
the accompanimont of that incessant
tmmnble,

Miss Wharton came across the hall,
pauzed, and zlanced round. She looked
at Dunteg,

* Dear ma ! said Miss Wharton,

And she pazsed on.

" Buntee  sleepes  plenty soundee !
murmured Wun Lung, with a grin to
his minor. " Buntee no wakee, s pose
touchee. You feteheo colour boxes Jom
my fcom, what yvou tinkee B

Hop Hi chuckled sgeoitly, and disap-
peared up the stairs, 1le came back in
a fow minutes with two coloar boxes.

Wun Lung glanced round him
cantionsly, ‘I'he two Chinese juniors
and Bunter had the hall to themaclves,
Mischief was dancinz in the slanting
eyes of Wun Lung of the Remove

He appreached DBunter cautiously.
But eaution was not really needed.
Bunter was not casy to wake,

The Chinese juniors squeezed colour
from the tubes, and procecded to work.
Hn}; Hi followed suit.  They worked
swiftly and deftly,

Bunter’s fat little nose was painted a
bright crimson, with a black spot on the
tip. 1lis podgy checks wera barred with
black end yellow. His mouth—which
was rather wids to begin with—was ex-
tended from ear to ecar with skilful
strokes of red. Green cireles, with
yn]lﬂw‘ centres, adornad his forchead,
and hia chin waz painted blue., During
the painting, DBunter snored on, with
shut eyes and open month. DBy the time
the two Chinese juniers had finished
Bunter’s aspect was really remarkable.

He showed no sign of waking, and
Wun Lung Emn’md hia fat ears a dark
purple.  Then he proceeded to work
Chinese white into Bunter's hair.

The fat junior stirred and grunted.
Dut he did not wake. He snored om,
and Wun Lung’s and Hop Hi's gentls
hands procceded with their work, In a
short timo DBunter's hair was completely
white. Like the Prisoner of Chillon, his
hair was grey but not with years, nor
grew 1t white in a single night, as
men's have grown from sudden fears.
It dgrﬁw perfectly white in ten minutes
under the manipulation of Wun Lung.

“Oh clumbs ! gasped Hop Hi,

Wun Lung chuckled silently.

‘Velly Pletty 1 he said.

And tho two Chingse juniors retired
from the scene, taking their mah-jongg
to their own room, and leaving Bunter
to snore.

Peacelully, if not quietly, Bunter slept
ﬂn'

e shid lower down in tho chair.
Prescntly hizs fat chin dropped on his
chest. He snored and gurgled a little.
Ho smiled in his sleep. In a happy
dream, he was eating his lonch over
again.

e ——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Startling |
ILLY DUNTER ceasced ta snore
B at_last,
His cyes openoed behind his

big spectacles.
He yawned.
Ha had had a long nap. He had had
a pleasant nap. Now he was awake
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agaln, and his first thought was o
wonder how long it was to tea-time.

He sat up in hia chair, end yawned.

“¥Yaw-aw-aw-aw ["”

John, the footman, had come into the
hall from the servants’ deor, with a
quiet step. He glanced round a: he
heard a loud and prolonged yawn.

Bunter rosa from the chair
blinked at him.

“1 say, where are the fellows? aaked
Bunter, .

Now that he was awake, Bunter did
ot want to be alone, Bunter was a
gregarious  fellow. Ho had finished
ﬂin:f:pir.g, and it was not yet tune to cab
again, so the interval could be filled in
agrecably by talking., He was, in fact
rather amnoyed to find himself alone.
It was just like those beasts to sneak
off quietly and leave a fellow on his
GWIL. ]

John did not answer his question. He
gave a sudden, convulsive start, as
Bunter tose from the deep chair and
dawned on him.

Fhe lato startling occurrences at the
Lodge had, perhaps, made John a little
nervous, Dut if Joln bad possessed &
perve of iron, he might well have been
startled now.

Ho gazed at Bunter speochless,
Ho gid not, of eoirse, recognise him.
Bunter’s nearcst and dearest relative
could not have recognised him now.
He did not resemble Willigm GeurEE
Bunter in the wery least. Judged by
the colour of his hair, ha locked about
seventy. Judged by his ‘barred yellow
and black checks, he looked lLike =
zebra., The rest of his countenance wes
cqually unnerving. John gazed at him,
his jaw dropping,

Buntor hgnkeg st John in surpriso
and annoyance. Ho could not under-
stand why the fellow did not answer.

“ Deaf ¥ he snorted,

Y Oosoooh I gasped John.

Bunter made a step towards him.
That did it! The petrified John woke
suddenly to life! With a startled how!
he turned and bolted through the door
by which he had entered, and slammed
it after him. Who Bunter was—what
he was—John did not know and could
not guess. Bat he knew that he wanted
to got away from whatever it was,

“Oh crambs!” ejaculated Bunter.

He was quite astonished,

Why a footman should bholt in dire
terror at the sight of him, was a mystery
to Bunter.

“Fho silly ass!” grunted Bunter.
“"Potty, I suppose. Preciouz sort of
place to ask a fellow, with mad servants
about |”

Bumter turned in the direction of the
drawing-room. where he hoped to find
somcbody. Miss Wharton was most
likely there: and Miss Wharton was the
most pationt porson at the lodge, under
the infliction of Bunter’s company.
The Owl of the Remove opened the door
and rolied in.

Alizs Wharton was there. The ofd
lacdly was sitting by & sunny open
window, She was miving somo inztrue-
tions to Mary, the parlourmaid. Her
back was towards Bunter: but Mary,
standing hefore the mistress of Wharton
Lodge. saw the fat junior at onge when
he entered.

Mary gave a shriek,

Ier eyes distended at the sight of
Bunicr, as if they would start out of
her head.

Bunter blinked at her.

“T sav—" he Began.

Shriek !

" Tiook herg=——"

Shrick !

"D'l:!:]'-l"

and

mo ¥ said Aizs Wharton,
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startled, “What is the matter, Mary?
Dear me! What—what ever—"

Shriek |

Bunter came scross towards the win-
dow, more and more astonished. John
had fled at the sight of him. Now
Mary was shrieking, apparently on the
verge of hysterics. Bunter had always
believed that he had s rather striking
counténance—that his features were
worth o second glance. But he had
nevar dreamed ng hiz aspect producing
an effect like thie.

shriek, shrick, shriek(

As Bunter advanced, Mary retreated.
Her shrieks :anﬁ through the room.
As Bunter came closer, Mary recovered
the uza of her paralysed limbs, dodged
I'ﬂ‘ljl'!d the piane, an fled for the door.

I—I za asped DBunter,
~ Mary fled from the room, still shriek-
mng.

“Mad |®” gazped Bunter, in nmaze-
ment. “That's the szecond blessed
lunatic! Have they all gone mad
whila I've been asleep? I say, Miss
Wharton-—="

Miss Amy Wharton had st still,
uttcrly astonished by Mary's amazing
and unaccountable conduct. But as
Billy Bunter dawned on her, she undeg-
stood the cause of Mary's terror-—and
shared it. She was an old lady, accue-
tomed to slow and stately motion, But
as she saw Bunter, she jumped out of
her chair with a.li the activity of a

vouthful flapper.
*“0h1"” she gasped. *Oht Help!”

11 sa

“Go away F? ghricked Miss Wharton.
“Away! Help! Helpl James—Harry
—help 1"

“Oh crikeyl! -Are you mad, tool™
gasped Bunter.

AMiss Wharton staggered away from
him. Bhe leaned from the open win-
dow, which looked over the terrace.
The Famous Five were still saunterin
there, not caring to go farther aficl

-ag they felt it their duty to keep within

touch of the Chinese junior.

They stared round, and ran towards
the window, as Miss Wharton leaned
out, shrieking for help.

“ Auntie—what ¥ exclaimed Whatton,

“Help1”

The window ‘was rather high ahove
the terrace, but Wharton made a run,
and a desperste leap, and caught the
gill with hizs hands, Hea serambled in
br&athlesalz.

“What 7" he gasped.

“Take care, arry | Oh, ha[!:-l
Take care! That dreadful man——

" Who—what 1

Wharton glared round, and jumpad
at the sight of a hideous face, with
black and yellow cheeks, blue chin, red
mouth from ear to ear, and white hair.
Miss Wharton sank stuttering into a
chair. Harry Wharton made a leap to-
wards the horrible-locking intruder.

Whoe he was, what he was, Wharton
had no idea, but he went for him with
a rush. Theras was a erash as Bunter
went down, with the captain of tha
Remove over him.

“Back up, you men ¥ velled Wharton,

Bob Cherry, bunked up from below,
scrambled in. Hurres Jamset Ram
Singh followed him. Johany Bull and
MNugent ran for the nearest door.

" Yow-ow-oow -~ grocogh - oooogh ¥
came. from the fat junior, etruggling
under the captain of the Remove,

Bob and Hurree Singh were grasping
him in a moment. Bunter, wondering
wildly whether ha was still nsleep, in
the grip of the worst nightmare he had
ever had, struggled and sgquirmed
frantically and gurgled horribly,
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“ ot him!” panted Bob Cherry.
“The gotfulness is terrifio.
“Who—who is it?" .
“(Qoodness knows! Keep him safe!”
“You beti™
“ Grocooogh ¥ . .
Johnny Bull and Nugent eame racing
in at 1lrth:a door. A moment later,

Uolonel Wharton & red. Behind
him came Wells, and several startled
servants,

“What is it?" exolaimed the colonel.

“0Oh dear 1 gasped Miss Wharton.
“A dreadful man—a dreadiul-locking
savage—— Oh dear] Oh!™

“Calm yourself,
my dear,” said the
colonel. “We have T
him safe! He Is r
a prisoner! How
could the scoundrel
have gained admit;
tance

* Groocogh 1

“Hold him fast,
my boys, and let
e look at bunI”

:.'Ummgh o

The dreadiul ap-
parition WwWas
dragged to his feet.
He stood gasping
and spluttering in
the grasp of the
juniors, and the
colonel looked at
him, his eyes wide
open, with amaze-
ment.

“Good gad! Whe
—what—he appesars
to be in some sort
of disguise. What
—what—wou rascal,
whe are youl”

“Groonooogh !

“Answer malY
ronred the colonel.

“ Deoooooch

“How did you
get here ?"

“Gr-r-r-r-r ! 5

Bunter struggled for breath. THis
fat brain was swimming. Of all the
surprised ocrowd, no one was 50
astonished oz Bunter., Unless every
cccupant of Wharton ige had gone
mad while he was having his nap,
Bunter eimply ecoulde't wnderstand
what it all meant.

"HEG? him secure! Now, Fou
rascel !’
“(h dear! Groooooogh! I-—I-—I

sar, you fellows!™
Then there was & howl,
“Bunter 1"

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Very Pretiy !

—I—1 soy, vou fellows! Lepool
What's the matter?” gasped
Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Ce.’'s hands
dropped from the fat jumior, in sheer
astonishment,

They stared at him.

“Bunter ! said Miss Wharton faintly,
“But—but how can that be Bunter?
Oh desrl Are—are you sure it 13
Bunter
“(Oh, really, ma'am-—"

“Is that fat idiot potty " gasped Bob

£i

Clmrr:.‘.j “ fs—is—1z he raving, raging
potky ¥
“The pottifulness must be pre-

posterous ! ejaculated Hurree Jamsed
Ram Singh.

. Colonel Wharton strode towards the
fat junior. snd dropped & heavy hand

on his shonider. He frowned por-
tentously at the amazed Owl.

“Is this what you are pleased to call
& joke, Bunter " he demanded. “You
have frightened my sister—"

“ Oh, really, sir—"

“You heve frightened the ser-
vantg—"'
“Eh! How have I frightened any-

body " gasped Buanter.

""E'nurg ifml“ snapped the colonel.
“Did you nobt expect to cause alarm,
with a faco like that?”

Bunter glared at him.

Often enough, in the Groririars

SZo2 | I,

Remove, Bunter had heard personal

remarks about hizs face. Buntor was
convineed that his face was a thing of
beanty and a joy for ever. Other
fellows in the Remove held a quite con-
trary opinion, and made no secret of it.

But never had Buntor heard anything
e personal as thial To be told that
his face had frightened Miss Wharton,
and frightened the servants, was really
too much; Bunter being still blissfully
woconscions that his face was decorated
in & highly coloured variety of Chinese
art.

He fairly snorted with indignation.

“My face®” he gasped.

“Yes, sir!™ hooted the
“Your facel”

*You let my faco alone,” said Bunter
warmly. “What about your own, if
vou come to that?™

“What " _

“Mine's a jolly sight better-looking
than yours, and chance it 1™ said Bunter
hotly. “Talk about my face frighten-

colonel,

ing prople! Waell, yours would ecrack a
locking-glass "

“Good gad! I—" the colonel
stuttered.

“¥ou 5511!9' owl!” exclaimed Harry

Wharton, “What do you mean by

going about with a face like that?”
“You cheeky ass!” hooted Bunter
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“1 know won've jealous of my good
looks; but there's a limit. I think—"
TOh crumbs 17 gasped Bolb Cherry.
“ Hia good looks! You ecrass ass, what
have you got up like that fort"
“Why shouldn't I get up*"” demanded
Buonter. ]
“But why have u done it?”
almost shouted Colonel Wharton.

Bunter folt as if his head was turning
round with astonishment.

“Because I woke up,” he answered.

0 Eh ?.Il

' What ™

“Maturally I got up when I woke

While Billy Bunfer slept, his
features were deftly aderned with
tha most briflllant colours from
the Chinese juniors® colour boxes !

up,” said Bunfer. “Why shouldn't 17
H]?“? all you fecllows gone potty, or
what 1"

“¥ou fat dummy!” hooted Bob. "1
mean, what liave you got your Ehl.'i:??
up like that for? Do you think it's
pretty 1" .

“The prettyfulness is not terrific.”

“The boy must be insanme,” said
Colone! Wharton. “He must be hope-
lessly insana. He must be taken care
of. Do not be alarmed, Amy; every
carp will. be taken of this unfortunate
boy. I will tclephone for s doctor to
see him."

Bunter jumped. .
“Eh? 1 don’t want to sce a doctor |
he ejnculated. “What are you drrrmﬁ
at? 1 can't make out what you're a
up to, Making out that I frighten
people, and then talking about calling
in & doctor! E‘-nl!nriﬂﬁ a fellow and
bumping him on the floor! IE that's

whet you call manners—" _

“VWhat did vou do it for?” shricked
Nugent. ;

“Ehl{ What have I done?” F‘}SPH‘]
Bunter. “What do you mean? 1
haven't done anything, bave I?"

“Your face—"

“Tet my face alone!” rosred Bunter.

{(Confinued on page 15.)
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THE FOE FROM THE SKY!

(Continued from page 135.)

“Dlessed if I was ever so insulted in
my life! If ¥ had a face like yours
I'd wear & Guy Fawkes mask over it.
I1t's pretty sickening that a fellow can't
Lo good-looking without all this miser-
alie jealowsy.”

“What have vou painted your face
for®" veiled Wharton.

Bunter jumped again.

“¥ip-pip-painted it?7"" he stuttered.
“Who's painted hiz face? What are
vorl gotting at, you dummy?

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob, "Is—is
—13 it poasibla that he doesn’t know 187
Flas zomcbody been japing him while
l:ir was asleep—>"

“¥la, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

They understood now. DBunter, evi-
denily, was unewars of the remarkable
n:nect of his fat countenance.

“Blessed if I eco anything to cackle
nk " roared Bunter. “1 say, you
feilews, what's this game? What are
vou sniggering at i

“Ha, ha, hal™
ed Colenel Wharton,

“Oh gad!™ ga
realising the truth at last. “Oh gad!

Homeone has been playing tricks on the

tov., Ha, ha, ho!™

“ Look here, sir—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" boomed the colonel.

unter's blissful uneonseiousness.of his
s riking appearance scemed to take tho
o't gentloman by storm,

hinter blinked from one to another
11 angry amazement,

“What are vou all enigpering at?” he
veiled, “T say, Miss Wharton, vou tell
e what’s the matter, will you ?™

“0Oh dear!” gasped Miss Wharton.
“Oh doar! Ha, ha! Oh desr! My
dear bev, ook at your face in the glass!
t'h dear!™

Dunter stared et her, and then rushed
o the mnearest looking-glazs. He
realised, by this time, that something
was amiss with hia face.

Ife blinked into the glass,

Then he jumped clear of the floor,
with a yell,

“Oh erikey 1™

The face that locked back at Dunter
{rom the glass startled him. He could
Lardlv believe that it was his own.
Often and often had Bunter gazed in a
mirror with admiration. But he could
not admire the visago that stared back
at him now,

Hiz eyes almost belted out through
Liz spoctacles as he blinked at a face
decorated with almost all the colours of
tho rainbow, surmounted by a shock of
perfectly white hair.

“0Oh erikey! ©Oh jiminy! I-I-—I

sav. vou fellows—"

“I{a, ha, hal”

TEven Wells was loughing. Even
Johm and Mary were giggling. Bunter
waz npt exeiting terror now. Ho wos
cxeiting  irresistible merriment. He
gared at the dreadful vision in the glass
like & fellow in a dream.

“Mwn-rum-my  face——"  pgasped
Dunter, “ Wha-a-at's the matter with my
face? Wha-a-a-t's happened to it? Oh
vrikev! I say vyou fellows, my bair's
trrned white—white as snow——"

“Ha, La, hat®

Bunter turned from tho glass end
etnred  ab the  hilarions spectators.
“here was a fresh well of laughter. A
fuil view of the decorated fat counten-
anee was irresistible.

“Bat—but who did it?” gasped Bob
Checry,  * Somebody must hiave painted
liitn while he was asleep—>"

“Ha, ha, hat?
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A little grinning veliow face was put
round the open door. Wun Lung's
slanting eyes glimmered at Bunter.

f::lM& tinkes Buntee velly pletty |” he
said.

“Was it you?” roared Bob,

“What you tinkee?” chuckled Wun
Lung., “Buniee sc velly uglee, me
tinkee paintes faces, makea welly
pletty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You young rascall” exclaimed the
colonel. “ You—he, ha!—Bunter, you
had better po and—hsa, ha | —wash your-
self! Ha, ha, ha!”

“T'he washfulness ia the proper caper,
my esteemmed fat Bunter,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“I—I zay, you fellows——*

“Ha, ha, ha!
“That beastly heathen—"
“Ha, ha, ha*

“ Buntee velly pletty 1 chuckled Wun
Lung. “Buntee uglee facee become
vally pletty now! What you tinkea "

*I—I—T'll—* gasped Bunter.

Ha made a furious rush at the Jittle
Chinee. Wun Lung promptly vanizhed.
After him flew Bunter, 1n a state of
raging wrath. And a roar of laughter
followed Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Bunter [

6 ELLS
w g 1
“Where are those beasts?"

Wella coughed. :

Perhaps he did not rccognise his
master's nephew and his friends under
that description.

“Really, sie,” said Wells,

“{zone out?” snorted Bunter.

It was morning; two or three days
later. Bunter had come down at eleven
o'clock. He had breakfasted late, in
bed, and enjoyed a liftle nap after
breakfast. Now he was ready to begin
the day, and he seemed to take it as
» matter of course that everybody else
was rcady to begin rt the same time.
If tho beasts insisted on waking him,
Bunter was indignant; if they went
out without him %1-; was egually indig-
nant. The only way to please Bunter
was to sit down guetly and wait till
he was pleasad to stir. But the Famous
Five, somehow, did not seem to devote
their whole thoughts to pleasing
Bunter. They ought to have done so,
of course, but they dide'’t.

Bunter blinked morosely at Wells,
whom he had found in the hall, Wells
was quite respectiul in his manner, yet
Bunter had an impression somehow that
Wells did not really regard him with
the respect that was his due.

“Have the brutes gone
demanded Dunter.

“The what, sir?" asked Wells respect-
ful]}f.

“The beasts,” explained Bunter,

“Y liave not seen any beast EO out,
gir,” gald Wells. “There are, 1 believe,
no animals about the place.”

“You jolly well know what I mean,”
snorted Bunter., “ Has Wharton gone
out, blow you?”

“ Master Harcy has gone out!™

“Where are the other rotters?”

“I am afraid I am unacquainted with
the movements of any persons to whom
such & deseriptioe is applicable, sir,”
said Wells.

_Bunter breathed hard through his fat
little nose. Ile was anfhoyed, and Wells
could see that he was annoyed. There-
fore, Wolls ought to have been in a
state of fear and trembling, as became
s menial when Punter was annoyed.

out "

THE MAGNET

Instead of which Wells was calm and
urbane, apparently ignorant of Bunter's
annoyance, and even respectfully sar-
castie, .

"Have Wharton's friends gone with
him "

“Oh, rves, zie.”

“And those rotten heathens—I mean
Wun Lung and Hop Hi?" snotted
Bunter, as he saw that Wells wos just
going to disclaim any knowledge of
yotten heathens.

“They have gone also, sir.™

“And the old josser?”

I am unacquainted with any old
josser, sir,” said Wells.

“T mean Colonel Wherton !  hooted
Bunter.

“If you mean Colonel Wharton, sir.
the master has also gone out,’” said
Wells urbanely, *“Would you mind,
sir, alluding to the master in a moro
respectful manner? Otherwise, sir, I
fear that it will not be conzistent with
my duty to hear your remarks, sir.”

Bunter snorted. This blessed mental
was actually venturing to give him a
lesson! He gave Wells & withering
look, but the sedate butler of Wharton
Lodge did not appear withered thercby.

“Well, I eall it rotten!” growled
Bunter, “The whole blessed lot of
them gone out without waiting for me

to come down! Rotten! Well, look

here, Wells, I think I'll have the car
out."

“They have gone in the ecar, sir.”

“Woll, if that isn't thick "' exclaimed
Bunter indignantly. “I really think
ﬂlﬁi’ ought to know better than that,
Walls.”

“1 think, sir, that Master Wun Lung
will be quite safe,” said Wells, mis-

underztanding  Bunter—perhaps  vn-
intentionally.

ﬂEh E-J.l-

“The master considered that the

Chinese gentlemen should take the air,
pir,” explained Wells.  “They have
been very much confined to the house
of late, sir, owing to the unusual ecir-
cumstances. But in the car, and with
their friends, no doubt ther will he
safa, I think you need not worry un-
duly about them, eir.”

Bunter stared at him. If Wells
thought he was worrying unduly, or

worrying at all, obout anvbo Lt
W. G. Euntar. Wells was a bigger ‘ol
than Bunter took him for.

“Who the thump cares about the
beastly  little heathens?” snapped
Bunter. "Don't be a silly =sss, Wells.
.ﬁn}r lettors for me?™

“1 think oot, sir.”

“I'm expecting a postal order,”
grunted Bunter, '

“Indeed, sir.”

Bunter blinked at him. Possibly he
wog thinking of extrocting from Wells
an advance on that expected postal
order, which, like so many of Billy
Bunter's expocted postal orders, had ot
arrived.. Possibly Wells read the
thought in his mind, for he glided awny
with his noiseless step and vanished.

Bunter grunted discontentedly.

Heo rolled over to s table in the hall,
where a number of letters and a pareel
lay. Apparently the party had gone
out early, for they had missed the

socond d;:-‘!ivur{' of letters in the morn.

ing, DBunter blinked over the lettors,
but thers wns pone addressed to him-
self, Ho blinked at the parcel. It was

addressed to Wun Lung.

Bunter turned that parcel ever in his
fat hands. .

Wun Lung sometimes received packata
of sweetmeats and Chinese delicacies
from his pative land. DBut this parecl
had evidently not come from China, for
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a label attached to it intimated that it
was dispaftched from a well-known
stores in London, and the postmark was
London.

Bunter’s fat fingers lingered on the
parcel,

He was wonderin
tained anything eatabl
of the sticky nwaet.mea.ta in which
Chinesa jumor deligh

Ho blinked roun hm].

He was alone inm the hall,

Ha who hesitetes 13 lost!
picked up the parcel, =lid
his arm, and rolled away.

If thers was anything eatable in that
parcel, especially if it was sticky sweets,
Bunter was going to eat i8] That, he
felt, was only fair. Wuan Lung had
never been purished for painting the
sleeping beauty, snd Bunter felt that
this would be a suitable and well-
deserved punishment, He also felt that
he would like the sweets, which was a
still more important consideration.

But ho realised that he had better
not let Wells, or Johu, or anybody else,
gee him with the pareal. It was ver
likely to be inguired after, in whmﬁ
coao it would be necessary for Bunter
to plead mmiplate ignoranice of it—
whick he mud hardly do if he had
been seen walking 1t -n-li'

2o Bunter was vory wary.

Ho picked up a light coat belonging
to Wharton and threw it over hiz arm,
Then he rolled out on the torraco.
The terrace, however, was" overlooked
bgcm&n? windows, Bunter did not stop

ro. Ho rolled down the stops from
the terrace and headed for the thiug-
pool in the wood. The pool was at a
good distance from the house, and 1t
was shut in by oaks and beeches.

whother it con-
erhaps some

_ Bunter
it under

the rolled and pitche

it was EIN:H]" the secluded spot that
Bunter wanted

vmbudﬂ but Bunter being_out, he
found the bathing-pool quite deserted.
He zat down on a bench beside the pool,
sorted out his penknife, and cut the
siring of the parcel.

When the wrapping-paper was un-
into the pool to get
rid of it, o box was revealed.

Bunter blinked at the box.

He had hoped that it would prove
a box of uhmula.t.ea or Turkish delight,
or something elsa of & sweet and stichy
nature,

Instead of which it proved, when the
last wrapping had been taken off, to bo
n wooden box, with the words “MAH-
JONGG " inscribed on the lid. .

Bunter gave & snori of utter disgust
and threw it on the bench.

Dunter had seen Wun Lung and Hop
Hi playing mah-jongg—a Chinese gameo
that wa3s mysterious and utterly un-
interesting, to Dunter, Ho did oot
know how to play it, did not want to
know how to play it, and took not the
slightest interest in it. And the bn::,
which he hed abstracted so surre
t:hﬂualy from the hall, was apparently
nothing more or lesa than o new mah-
Emgg set! It was mo wonder that

unter waa disgusted.

Very likely there would ba a row
about it. Wells was sure to mention
that there had been & parcel for Wun
Lung—Whells waa that kind of d beast.
Wun Lung was sure to want to know
what had becomae of his parcel—Wun
Lung was that kind of a beast, Colone]
Wharton was certain to inquire very
strictly after a percel that had vanished
from the hall tablo—the colonel was
80 that kind of a beast| Harry Wharton
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& Co. were more likely than not to sus.
pect Bunter of having baggoed it—they
were that kind of beasts! In a beastly
world, sorrounded as it were by beasts,
Buntor had often found trouble—and
now he looked like finding it again—
fl}r nothing.

Thut was the unkindest cut of all!

-jongg was not eatable, and 1t was,
t-l'.lere ore, utterly valuelers and useless
to Bunter. He had taken all this
trouble and risk for absolutely nothing!

“Br-r-r-r-r ! grunted Dunter,

There was nothing for Bunter to eab!
And it was impossible to replace the
parcel on the hall table without reveal-
ing that it had been tampered witht
And Won Lung was a cheeky heathen,
who richly merited punishment for
having painted Bunter's face while he
slept! Ho it was clear that there was
only one thing te de with that mah-
jengg boxl

Bunter picked it up from the hench
and slung it into the pool.

Splash |

“0Oh, my hatt" exclaimed Dunter,

It suddenly oceurred to his fat mind
that the box, being of wuud and o
mah-jongg set very light in weight,
might foat! In which case it would re-
main in evidence against him! It waos
not Bunter's way to foresce anything;
and he did not think of this till the
box had splashed into the pool.

To hia groat relicf, it sank.

Bubbles citeled round the spot where
it had vanished and died away,

“That's that!"” said Dunter.

And he turned mnd rolled saway by
the path under the beeches—and nearly
rolled Into Judson, the gardener, who

[Continued on next page.)
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was comiing towards the pool. He won-
dered guiltily whether Judson had
heard the splash.

“I say. I haven’t chucked anythin
inte the pool, Judsen!” he sai
huorriedly.

“Haven't you,. sir 7V said Judson.

“No! Nsthing of the kind. I
wouldn't, you know."

And Billv Bunter rolled away towards
the house, leaving Judson staring.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Man In the Austin !

OB CHERRY stared back from
the gliding car, and shook his
head dubiously. Colonel Whar-
ton was driving; and the car

was fairly well packed with youthful
humanity. All the fellowa in the car
were keeping their eyes open—muot only
on the scenery. This was the first time
Wun Lung had taken a drive since the
attack had come from his enemies. And
the Famous Five were very much on
the alert. Hitherto, Ferrers Locke had
directed that the Chiness junior should
remalin within doore; and as Locke waa
instruoted by Mr. Wun Lung, in China,
to guard his son, the detective's direc-
tions had been carefully carried out,

So the juniors concluded that Locke had
given permission for this motor drive.

Almost from the start, Bobh Cherry's
keen eyes had picked up a tiny Austin
car that hung behind, somelimes at a
good distance, sometimes drawing near,
never aropping gquite out of sight.

He drew the attention of hiz com-
rades to it more than once. DBut the
man who drove the little Austin
certainly was not a Chinaman; and he
looked anything but suspicious, He wore
a suit of striking checks, on which chess
could have been played; his nose was
|1}rgc and very red, and a pair of horn-
rimmed glasses gave him a rather owlish
look. A pipe, with the bowl downward,
hung from the corner of his mouth. Hae
fooked something like a racing man,
and someihing like a  publican;
ecertainly not & dangerous character.
But the wa.:t( the little Austin hung on
the track of the colonel’s big car was,
at least, rather odd.

“There he is again, you men!" said
Bob, aiter a glance back,

Round a cormer, which the colonel's
car had turned & minute before, came
the little Austin, skimming merrily
tlnn'f.
“That sportstnan seems to be sticking
to us!" sard Johnny Bull

“The stickfulness is terrific? re.
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
shoking his dusky head.

Harry Wharton had drawn his
uncle’s attention to the Austin onea,
and Celone! Wharton had glanced back
at 1t and nodded, taking no further
heed. As the colone]l did not seem un-
easy, the juniors supposed that it was
all right; but they gave the Austin &
good meany unguiet glances. It was
obvions that it was deliberately follow-
g the car and keeping it in sight;
and they could not help reparding it
with suspicion.

The car kept up & good speed. Up
hill and down dale, by high road and
by-road, it went; end always, some-
where m the rear, the little Austin
hting on its track.

“If that merchant iz after
Iﬂ.l]]ﬁ:—” said Frank Nugent.

“What else can he be after? ashked
Johnny Bull, “He's been following us
and '-'ral'{.‘hiniz ug all the time.*

My uncle seems to think it's all
Tae Masxer Lierary.—No, 1,17T.

Wun

right!” said Harry dubiously. *But
there's no doubt he's watching us. He
hasn’t lost sight of us ever sincea we
sbarted.”

“He watchee plenty!” said Wun
Lung, his slanting eyes turned back
on the pursuing Austin,

. Colonel Wharton glanced round at the
unlors with an amused pmile on his
ronzed face.

“There is no occasion for alarm, m
boys,” he said. “J am acguainted witﬁ
the man who is dri?imi that Austin.”

“Oh!" ejnculated Bob,
fOh Y said Harry, “I've never seen
him before, unele.”

“* Are you sure of that?”

“Yes, rather; quite.”

The colonel laughed,

“Mr. Locke arranged that we should
be kept under observation during the
drive,”’ he sald. “We cannot be too
careful, you know.”

“0Oh, my hat! Then that's one of Mr.
Locke’s men!” exclaimed Bob.

The colonel laughed again, and drove
on. The Famous Five and the two
Chinese iumnrﬂ stared back at the man
in tlhﬂ mtfi!:i.y

‘It'e & @ bodyguard ! said Bob
Cherry. Eﬁut if that johony is & de-
tective, he doesn't look the part.”

“Well, I suppose he wouldn't want to
look the part when he's on duts,” re-
marked Wharton, * But——"

“He locks more like a jolly old sup-
porter '5‘§ the drink trafic than a
detective,” spid Bob.

“Well, it's all right if he's one of
Mr. Locke's men,"” said Nugent.

And the juniors settled down to enjoy
the drive, only giving an cccasional
glance back at the red-nosed man who
drove the Austin behind,

The car ate up the miles. It was 2
Isrious  August morning, and the

urrey hills and dales were looking
their best. Mile after mile flew under
the swift wheels.

Once or twice the little Austin
dm&p&d out’ of sight; but it always
bobbed up sgain in the rear, Twice or
thrice it picked up a great speed and

shot ahead; but each time it slackened
again, and the colonel’s cdr soon passed
it Every time it came close the
juniors eyed the man who drove: but
so far as they ecould chserve he gave
them no attention. Certainly nobody
on the road would have suspected that
there was any connection between the
two cars,

lﬁa{:;-u-lunel Wharton turned homeward at
The enr pnssed through Wimfo:d, and
on the broad country road beyond the
colonel let it out. But the little Austin
kept pace behind. The red-nosed man
cortainly looked as if he was unduly
fond of the cup that cheers, judging by
his nose: but he evidently knew E;mw
to handle a car.
_ The colonel slowed down, and turned
in at the gatea of the lodge.

“Hallo, - halle, hallo, that johnny's
coming in too !" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

he Austin followed up the drive,

Colonel Wharton halted before the
house, and_the juniors mlighted. Wun
Lung and Hop Hi went into the house
at oneco; but the Famous Five remained
on the steps, watching the man in the
Austin. Both cars drove away fo the

rage, and disappeared from the
juniors’ sight.

“1 =zay, you fellows——

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ¥You up, Bun-
ter 7 exclaimed Bob Cherry, " It's only
half-past twelve.”

“h, really, Cherry—*

“Any letters, Wells?" asked Harry,

as the junicrs went into the house,

THE MAGNET

“Yea, mir—several—and a parcel for
Master Wun Lung.” £
“Here's & letter from old Mauly,”

gaid fHarr:,-. F;;EEE f-:E you, Dob, unii

one Ior you, : t g

euy. Luig?” ranky ot your parcel,
IINﬂ‘ gﬂtm.lj

“Where's tho farce! Wella 1

“It was placed on the table with the
le-ttm;?, gir,” said Wells, “It ia thers,

The butler paused. The parcel
iously was not there,

I zay, you Eallunsivl on't think
there was a parcel for Wun ung,” said
Bunter. "I should have noticed it when
I looked aver the letters.'

“Fathead! Havo you shifted it?"

Oh, really, Wharton-———="

“Me wantee palcel,” said Wun Lung,

hia slanting eyes turni ief
o o Caf e, e gl
palcel comey fol me, me wantee,’

‘It was here, Master Bunter,” said
Wells, and his eyes also turned very
suspiciously on Bunter, “It was cor-
tainly placed here with the letters,
and I am certain that o one would
hua-Bu Tuvad lt. "I

i 1t ten’t there now,"” said Harry.

Wells coughed. : 7
SR i

ou fat duffer, have you beon—=
ba.qan Bob Cherry. ve

" Oh, really, Cherry—"

Mo wantes palcel, you fattes ole
E.uptm.-” a:glnmed Wun Lung.

“H you think I know anything about
your parcel, you cheeky heathen—

e savvy plenty.”

“Look here, Bunter—"

“1 don’t know anything about it, of
course,”’ said Bunter airily. “ LRIy belief
is that there wasn’t s parcel at all
Wolls is making & mistake—heo’s rathor
e fool, you know. I never touched the
parcel. It was left exactly where Wells
put it when I went ouwt.™

“You fat idigt—"

“ Besides, thers wasn't & parcel at
all,l™ said Dunter. “If there Ead been,
I should have noticed it,*

“You benighted dummy—=>"

“8hell out Wun Lung's parcel, you
fat wvillain.” '

“Oh, reslly, Wharton! I keep on
telling you that there wasn't a parcol,
a?ld I“ 1 [:-Il. Itt ﬁifaﬂlg where it was
when I weni out. can’t tak
fellow's word—" e ¢

“0Oh, great Scott!™

:Yﬁu lithering bandersnatch——"

"1 you can’t tzke .a fellow’s word,*
gaid ;'Bunte:r, with dignity, I decline
to discusa the matter any further.”
And the Owl of the Remove rolled uway
with his fat little nose in the air.

“Collar him—och—ahem I” Bob Cherry
broke off es Celonel Wharton came in.
He was ammtﬂanmd by a rather lcan
gentlaman with clear cut foaturoes,

“Mr. Locke I” exclaimed Wharton.

Ferrers Locke gave him a smile and
a nod.

“I dido't know you were here, sir,”
said Harry. .

“¥You did not sea me arrive!” asked
Locke, with another smile.

[1} H‘n-nu IJI‘

Colonel Wharton Jaughed.

*“The boys were very observant during
tho drive, Mr. Locke,” he said. " 'They
had their ayes on the Austin."

“1 noticed it,”" assented Mr. Locke.

“You noticed it?” exclaimed
Wharton.

“Yes, and I was very glad to see
you so much on your guard.”

“But—but where were you, sir!”
asked Wharton, in perplexity.

“In the Austin.”

“My hat! I dido't see s passonger
in the Austin”
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All eyes were turned fo the window. “ Hark [" From the distance came a sudden rcar, and what looked like a gigantic
waterspout was flung up into the sky.

the emissaries of the mandarin Tang

“That is ve
said Locke, ©
in the Austin.”

“Then—what—how———"" Tha juniocs
stared blankly at Locke. * You—you
don’t mean——" ejaculated Wharton.
“My only hat! VYou weren’t that
johnny in the cheoks and specs with
the nosp——"

Ferrers Locke laughed.

g ! I have left the checks
and the specs end the nose in the car
in the garage™

“Oh!” pgasped Wharton. “I--I
ghould never have known—"

“It was necessary, of course, that I
should not be known, if there were
suspicious characters on the road,” said
Ferrers Locke. He turned to the
colonel. "It would seem, sir, that tha
coast i3 clear now, men have had
nothing to report for days, and to-day
the Chinese boy has ventured out, with-

easily accounted for,”
ere Was NO pasienger

out drawing the epamy. It would
seem—""

He paused.

“'T'hat they have given up the whola
thing '’ ssid the colomel. “No doubt

they realise by this time that the boy
is too l_:ﬂ:l‘EEu]fj' guarded for them to
reach him. *

“Tt is possible, Or—" Locke paused
again. “Or thoy may have abandoned
tho idea of an open attack and have
resorted to some other scheme.  We
must not fail to be vigilant. From
what I have heard of the mandarin
Tang Wang, he is not the man to aceopt
defeat essily. But for the present, at
feast, it seems that the coast iz clear.”

But there was a thoughtful shade on
the Baker Street detective's brow as
ho went in to Iunch with the vest. Ior
days there had been no sign of an
enemy—yet Locke did not believe that

Wang had given up the game. It
was in his mind that, if the enemy was
holding his hand, it was in order to
strike suddenly and more surely.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows Nothing !
BILLY BUNTER did not g;‘h-e his

whole aftention fo lunch.
Several times he blhnked at
the other fellows, i

For some recason—Bunter did not
know why—they suspected him of know-
ing what had become of Wun Lung's
parcal. They couldn’t take a fellow’s
word—even Bunter’s word |l

The Owl of the Reniove could not
help suspecting that more was to be
heard of the matter after lunch. In the
presenice of the elders, the chums of
the Remove could not deal with Bunter
in ths neccessary drastic manner.

The anticipation was not & pleasant
one.

The parcel was gone—gone for good.
It would never be secen again, unless
some fellow dived to the bottom of tne
bathing-pool and groped for it. Bun-
tor wanted to hear nothing more about
it.

But he could sec that he was going to
hear something! Wun Lung's slantin
evcs gleamed at bim across the table
several times. As the parcel belonged
to Wun Lung, he was naturally not so
indifferent to its [ate as Bunier was

After lunch, when Miss Wharton was
gone, and the colonel and Mr. Locke
rotired to the library for & talk, Bun-
ter exccuted a strategic retreat in the
divection of his room.

He wanted a nap, and he had decided
to take that nap in his own room, with
the door locked. It was safor—in the
circumstances.

To his great relief he escaped up the
staircase unchallenged. But when ho
reached the passage leading to his
room, there was a sudden patter of
footsteps behind him.

Bunter blinked round.

“DBeasta!”’ he gasped.

And he put on speed and raced for
his room.

“ Btop, you fat villain !* shouted Bob
Cherry, _ _

““Hold on, you burglarious porpoise ¥
hooted Johnny Ball,

“Owl Beasts!l"”

Bunter rushed into hia room. He
slammed the door. DBut it slammed on
Bob Cherry's boot, and waa hurled open
again,

“Owl Beasts!

Euntﬂr' . ] W, @

The Famons Five marched in, with
Wun Lung and Hop Hi at their heels,
Bunter blinked at them in alarm. He
rather wished he had remained down-
stairs now, within hearing of the elders.
By retiring to this seclnded quarter of
the housa, ha had delivered himself,

Get out!™ roarcd

az it were, into the hands of tha
Amalekites. . . ,
“Now, you f{at pincher—" said

Harry Wharton.
“Tf that's the way you talk fo a
guest, Wharton—" .
“Where's Wun Lung's parcel?’
“Took hera, I'm sick of that 511'E:|:
ject,” said Bunter.  “For goodness
eaka give us a rest shout that parcel.™
“Where is it, you burglar?’ de-
manded Bob, N—
“How should I know whero it 1gi™
Tre Maexser Lisnury.—No. L17T.
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demanded Eunter,
anything about it. I don't believe there
cver was a parcel. Besides, I suppose
I'm not the fellow to touch a fellow's
parcel.” _

“Buntee stealee palcel,” said Wun
Lung indignantly., *M»s wantee palcel,
FP'laps flom fathee ™

*1 don't know

“That's rot,” said Bunter. *“It
couldn’t have becn from wour father
or it would bhave had a E.hinn post-

meark.”

“Well, hadn't it?” asked Nugent.

“No, it hadn’t, It was postmarked
London,” said Bunter. *“'Not that I
saw i, you know," he added cautiously.
“1I never set eyes on the thing. If there
was really a parcel at all, I think Wells
must have pinched 1t.”

“Wells #" gasped Whaoarton.

“Yes, I don't trust that butler of
vours,"" said Bunter, shaking his head,
“I'va thought several times that he'a
got 2 very sly look. Perhaps you fel-
lows had beiter eearch Wells' room.™

“You podgy jabberwock——"

“You givee me palcel!” eaid Wun
Lung., “Mes wantee.”

“Oh, shut up ™ said Bunter. *I tell

you Y'm sick of the subject. As if
I'd touch your silly parcel. 1 don't
even know how to play mah-jongg and
don't want to.”

The juniors stared at him.

“Mah-jongg [ repeated Wharton.

“Rotten Chinese game ph said
Bunter. *No use to met”

“Was it a mah-jongg eet in the
parcel, then?”

“Eht Oh, no! Nothing of the sort!
How should I know, when I pever even
saw the parcel?”

“You bonighted chump—"

“¥ou can call s fellow names,” said
Bunter. “I call it 'v.mieutlamanly to
doubt & fellow’s word! Low, is what I
call it 1™

“You silly owl!"” reared Bob Cherry.
“If you haven't hiad the parcel, how do
you know there was mah-jongg in it1"

“I don't know,” answered Buntor
“I don't know anything about it,
naturally. I'm not s0 interested in
other fcllows’ parcels as you fellows
seem to be. I'm not inquisitive, I
h-nj:e."

Oh, m:lv hat 1" ]
“Now let the asubjest drop,” said

| TTTTTRR T T eyt e T e P e e e e v i pe Do Tt et Pt Pl Tt "q“_luiﬂnmlnnnnn'

gencral inleresi.

ANEREE AR

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS !

Here your Editor is plecased to ansiver guestions and dis

Write o Mm ; Editor of the ‘' Magnet,’

gamaoted ress, Lid., Fleelway House, Farringdon Sireel, E.C.4,
stamped ond addressed envelope will ensure a reply.

s topics of 2
The Amal- §
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ELL, hore we are again, chums,
W with another bumper issue of

your jolly old favourite. I'm

tauking it for granted that you
are all entering our fascipating cricket
competition. 'The picture puzzles are
simple enough to solve, aren't ﬂlt&)’?
And think of the topping prizes offered—
two cricket bats autographed by each
member of the Australian Test team,
and a dozen special " Hornby Train ™
Sets—enough to gledden the heart of
any boy. ‘i'f yvou've missed the first three
gots of puzzle pictures, you can still ob-
tain them by applying to our DBack
Numbear Department, Bear Alley, E.C.4,
and enclosing stamps to the value of
copies required, plus postage.

Before going any farther I've been
asked to publish the following :

PLAY UP, THE BAND!

Cardifl members of the MagNEr—and
there are shoals of them—who are keen
musiciane, should communicate with
Douglaz 3. Morgen, 26, University
Place, 3plott, E‘argiﬁ. who is starting a
young jazz band. Naturally hc wants to
enlist the services of good men who can
handls with dexterity the fiddle, the
xvlophone, the sazophone, the piano,
the Hute, and all the other instruments,
Roll up, and play up! Cardiff has never
been backward in facing the music.

M

know—
HOW MOTORS ARE TESTED?

I must confess I did not know until I
received a letter from N. Westley, of

¥ postbag this week is one of the
most interesting I have re-
ceived for a long time. For
instance, how many of you

Walsall, who is one of my readers, and
who works in the engine-testing depart-
ment of & famous Midland motor Grm.
In hia int.amslin% letter ha tells mo that
the engines are bolted down to the test
beds, which are fitted with brakes on
which various loads can bo placed, a
taxometer, an oil gauge, a water gauge,
and petmf and waler equipment.

The engines run for three and a half
hours, during which time the speeds and
power of tﬁe engine under different
loads are takem. The sparking plugs,
magneto, dynamo, earburetter, and self
starter are tested before the engine 1s
passed off by an inspector. After that it
ig painted and sent on a chassis-erecting
IIlex,

Many thanks for your information,
N. W.; I like to hear details of what
my readers are doing. Thanks, also, for
the many nice things you say about the
MAcNET. And now to answer your gquery

CONCERNING “ TALKIES,”

As I explained some time ago, there
are two mothods of synchronieing talk
with picfures, one by means of specially-
prepared gramophone records, and the
other by means of a strip of light
“waves " on the side of the film. The
sound iz *““magnified ” by means of
amplifiers, in the same manner as wire-
lese 1z smplified for & lowd speaker.
Next time you are in an up-to-date
gramophone shop, ask them to let you
see an clectrical radio gramophone, and
you will see the amplifier which mag-
nifies the sound, and this will give you
a much botter idea than I can oxpress in
writing. " Talkies” are amplified in
the same manner as the eleetrical gramo-
phone; but, of course, the apparatus is
niuch more elaborate—and much more
cXponsive |

By the way, may I point out to this
chum, and to several others whe have
written to me, that I cannot answer
questions the week after I receive your
lottera? This ?aper of ours goes to press
some weeks betors it reaches you—which
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Bunter ishly. “I'm fed- ith
itl:n Bmﬁex IEFI Lnnt 8 II'T:L il

“Now, look here, you fat dummy!”
said Harry. “The parcel's got to be
produced. If it had grub in it, I sup-
pose the grub would be gone beyond

recovery by this time. But if it was a
mah-jongg =ct, as you say, why the
thump con’t you hand it over and have

done with it.”

“8hut the door after you!™ said
Bunter,

“I tell you, you fat frump, that
vou've got to cough it upl Cean’t you
see that my uncle will have to be told,
if Wun Lung's pareel is missing 7™

“I=—I say, I wouldn't mention it to
that old codger—"" stammered Bunter
uneasily.

“That what1”

F0ld codger! He might think I'd
pinched it,'" gnid Bunter. “He's rather
& suspicioua old besst, an you know,
Wharton, being his nalph&w.“

“My only hat! I'l[—

“ Here, you keep off I” yelled Bunter,
dodging round his bed. “If this is
what you call being civil to & guest—""

(Cantinued on next page.)

AU T

is why you have to wait some weeks for
your repliea,

Here are a few rapid replies:

“A Hounslow Reader.”—Thunder is
caused by the electricity in the clonds
eaping from one cloud te =another.
L:Te toing 13 the flash of the clectricity aa
it leaps across, and thunder is the report
it makes. By measuring the length of
time between seeing the Hash and hear-
ing the thunder, you can gauge whether
the electrical storm is far away or near.

Donald Turrell (Lewisham).—Aftor
working eight hours a day a man re-
t_[lulrua .EEA'L'EII to gavlali;u and a half hours'
sleep. growing boy requires about
eight hours. Glad you like cur paper,
and I hope you'll remain & reader for

many year? to come.
H. ﬁe&

H. Best (no address).—Y¥our Italian
coin is only worth sbout a penny! If
your French coin is dated 1 it is
practically worthless. If it iz dated 1703
its value depends upon its condition.
Ask the curater of your local museum to
have a look at it. He will be pleased to
tell you if it is valuable.

I am afraid that is sll the space [
have to devote to questions this week,
but I will answer those which I have
held over in due course.

Now & word or two zbout next week’s
programme. Frank Richards will be
well to the fore with a top-notch yarn of
Greyfriars, entitled :

% ALL ABOARD FOR CHINA "

One of my readers wrote to me last
week and said that Frank Richards must
be a genius to create such varying and
mtcmstmﬁ characters ag Harry Wharton
& Co., and to write such enthralling and
widely-different stories arcund them.
Woell, that is high praise, but whon
you've read next week's yarn I am sure
you will all agree with this reader. Bo
don’t on any account miss it.

There will be another fine instalment
of Geargi;af E. Rochester’s thrilling War
varn, which will hold sou breathless,
and another topping issue of the “Grey-
friars Herald,"” which, needless to say,
will keep you chuckling.

The shorter features will be & “ Corre-
gpondent’s ** m our special
rhymster, jokes and limericks, and last,
but not least, a fow more cheery words

from
YOUR EDITOR,
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“Wun Lung’s got to have his parcel I”  “Yon see, I'm rether sleepy—"
bawled Wharton. “You fat chump!” roared
Blow Wun Lung, and bpther his Cherry. “I'll jolly well have you off

parcel! He's got a msahjongg set that bed by your ears, if you don't get
alteady. What doea he want with up®
another "  Boast |

Bunter rolled off the bed. He stood

“Me wantee palcel.”
blinking indignantly at Ferrers Locke

“o and eat coke " snorted DBunter.

“If there was a parcel, which I don't and the greup of Greyfriars juniors.

believe, it's disappeared; snd there's here was a stern expression on the

an end of it. It's ahaufute!y caddish Baker Streat detective's face. Evidently

to make out that I know anything about he had been ainted with the

it |” mystery of the missing parcel; and for
“Buntes no savvy paleel!” demeanded soms reason he was taking & very grave
un Lung. view of the matter.

" No; never even heard of it till you
fellows mentioned it to me. I dare say
Welle had it.™

“Me goey askes Follels Locke.™

“Bunter! You removed a parcel
from the table in the hall this morn-
ing—-t

b box of mah-jon

21

Thera was nothing elss in lt—only &
. Oh crumbsl"

“Is it in the housa?™

L1 N_n_nﬂi h ]

_"Th!mk goodneas for that, at lesst "
said Locke, “ Your foolish meddling
may have saved lives, if matters are as
I suspect.”™

“On erikey 1"

“You opened the parcel 77

“I—I eay, I—I don't mind telling
vou in—in confidence, you know (™
pazped Bunter, * But——"

“Tell me at once! The matter is of
the greatest importance. Did you open
the parcel?”

“Ye- 9" stammered Bunier,

“What was inside it

“ Ferrers Locke!” exclaimed Bob. §

The little Chinee nodded.

“Fellels Locke gleat detective! He
findea paleel 1’7

“Oh, my hat! What a case for
Ferrers Locke1” chuckled Bob.
“1 say, you I'alluwahl wouldn't men-
e’s a

CREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS

o e i

tion it to Lockal BUspicious No. 9
besst, like the old codger—— 0. <,
“ We jolly well know Bunter had it !" .

grunted Johnny Bull.

“{h, raally, Bull "

“Me gooy askes Fellols Locke 1 said
Wun Lupg, snd he glided out of the
room, followed l:?' Hop Hi.

“I say, you fellows, it's rather rotten

Our Merry Rhyme-
ster doesn’t smoke,
but he called in at

Erpk httl;t.lhir“Far;;n:sE Latcﬂl-:a w'rthlln tri‘ﬂ? Ha ;ﬂ!df.ﬁkfn?w’:
tke tha agi unter umeasily. “I{stu or loca
llm-u]gii:m't;JI wonder if he thinks it was ﬂﬂ!ﬂﬁry for this
me, just like you fellows. He might.” o 2
h“ H:d :-Emig tful‘neuﬁ iz terrifiol” jweek’'s “effort.
coue nrred .

“Well, it's Wun Lung's property, so That he got what

he wanted you'll

wo must leave it to him,” said Harry;

and the Famous Five followed the two seq below.

Chinese, Bob Cherry thoughtiully

extraoting the key from the door as ke DE’&R pater—in some eppreliension

went. ; And more then an atom of
Bunter snorted, and settled himself dread,

down on his bed for a nap. He had I'm w:-i#ing this Jeiter Lo mention

been rather worried during lunch; but | I'eve just kad a " faw ¥ from the Head.

he had not hr?tm to do justice to | He summoned me to his presence;

that meal, and he needed a rest after | I knocked a? the knees, I confess;

lle%a ﬁiﬂhﬁnﬂ.& h_Ha vafr m:“-ir.u:]:|= fc:;gnt drg:‘. ﬂia:i ter dear, wgs the essence
un Lung and hia parcel, and his desep & dizapproving address,

snore awoke the nd?mntjwhm by the ! HECCES 2

time Harry Wharton & Co. reached the

hall. “New, Skianer”—{(his

slormy;
No wonder my bony knees knocked/)
“I'oe summaridy brought you before me

wipeet  waa

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Po say I'm disgusted and shocked !
The Bomb ! ¥ our e:?;ndmz .’mf been of the blackest,
HAEKE! A Jact which you eannol disprove;
Soore | Your Form master calls you the slackest
Shake, shake ! And basest boy in the Remouve!
“Qoogoh |
:: Wake up, Bunpter I “You were guilty of gross inattention,
Beaat | Your wandering thouglis taking

Billy Bunter had not boen asleep ten
minutes. His little round oyes openoed
reluctantly. Bomeone was shaking him
with considerable force.

“Beast I gasped DBunter, !
Loave off shaking me, you rotter ﬂr?"}ll
jolly well punch your nose, you beast 1’

wing ;
And wha"}ft you were under detention
You did & despicalble thing!
Fou were caughl in lhe oel, 3ir, of
smoking
A pungent and vile cigaretle;

(4

Such conduct i3 really provoling—
Stay, Skinner! I've not finished yetd

“Tg-night, I shall write to your father,
And bring wour mizdeeds tp his vicw;
And I ghall inform him I'd rather
He gave you the chastisement due,
So when you go home jor Facation
Prepare for your punishment dire
A sound and scveére easiigation
At the hands of your horrified piyel™

Dear pater—ile Head's a romancer,
So hkeed not the letter he mails;

I can give you a jolly good answer
To all of Lig trumpery talest

The cigareties in my possession
Are facts that cannot be denied

Butl boldly [ make thia confession—
They all were of chocolate ingide !

Ho spare me the rod of correction,
And calm my forebodings and fear;
My eonduct will bear close inspeciion—
I'm one of the best fellows here!
By Wharton and Nugent and Cherry
My praises are chanted and carelled »
A virtuous fellow—oh, veryt
Fa yawr everaffecfionate, HAROLD,

“*Wake up, DBunter!™ t was the
quiet, stern wvoice of Foreers Locke. “h, no!"” gazped Bunter, “My idea
“Wala ug at onea [ _ i3 that Wells had it—"

“Oh! I—T d.de’t know it was you, “Tell me the truth, and at onco!”
Mr. Lockel” gesped Bunter. “I “1 think it must have been Wells, if

thought it was some othor beast [* there was a parcel at all, But I don's

Bunter sat up, groped for his 1cally believe there was a parcel.”
spectacles, jammed them on his nose, “Bunter, this is a serious matlor—
and bLlinked at Ferrers Locke. It was more serious than you can possibly

the detective who was shaking him into imagine,” said Ferrera Locke. * Do not
wakefulness. talk nonszense, but tell me the plain

“Owl I'm awake now! What's the facts i1mmediately. It may be a
row i demanded Bunter. “If those matter of life or death.”

beasts have been telling you I know  "Wha-a-at7" stuttered Bunter,

anf}'thmg about a parcel—" “Where 13 the parcelt If it is in this
Get up!” _ room your lifo may be in danger.”
“I'he fact is, I'm having & nap, Mr.* “Oh crikev! It's not here " gasped

Locke——-™ , Bunter, “0Dh dear! I=—I say, how
“Get up 1™ could a mali-jongg set be dangerous?

“A—a—a box.™

“ I}id vau open the hox T

“Nunno! It was marked mah-jonge
on the lid, so I hadn't any use for .t.
A rotten Chinesg pame—-7"

“You may, I think, thavk vour good
fortune that you did not open the box 1
sald Forrers Locke, with o decp breath,
“I should be very much surprised if it
turned opt to contain anything so harm-
loss as a game of mah-jonge.”

Billy Bunter's ecyes opened
behind his spectacleos,

* But—but it said’ mah-jongg fon the
1id [¥ he stuttered.

Locke was silent for a moment.

Tue Macxer Lierany.—Neo, 1,177,
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Harry Wharton & Co. looked st one
aacther in wonder.

They had rather expected Ferroras
Locke to be amused, when Wun Lung
told him of the miszing parcel, with a
request that the great detective should
“findea ™ it.

But Locke had been anything but
amused.

He had questioned the
sharply, and learning that they
doubt that Bunter g&ggeﬂ the parcel,
he hastily inquired where Bunter was;
and lost no time in hurrying to the 1at
iumur’s room. Tho Famous Five fol.
owed him, wondering what it all
maeant. Evidently Ferrers Locke was
decply and intensely interested in the
missing parcel—why, the chums of fhe
Remove could not guess.

“What have gnu done with that box,
Bunter 1" asked Locke at last.

“It—it fell in the pool—-"

“The brbing-pool! Y

6 bathing-poo ou=—you

I—I took it out of the house to npensfﬁ
Of course, I wasn't going to eat it, if
it hed been Turkish Delight or any-
thing. I[—="

“You threw it into the pooli” ex-
¢claimed Wharton.

juniors
ad no

"“Well, that little, heathen beast
painted my face while I was asleep the
other dey,” said Bunter warmly. “If
i;gu think I'm going to let a beastly

athen paint my face—"'

“You fat willain!"

Y*Oh, really, Wharton! Besides, I
didn't echuck it into the pool! It—it
sort of foll in.”

“Buntee fattes lotter!” said Wun
Lung.

[ £ ﬂ-h !“‘

“8o it is at the bottom of the bathing-
poo! now,' eaid Ferrers Looke. *All
the better, perhaps! Now, Bunter,
answer me carefully; the matter is im-
portant.  What was the postmark on
the parcel ¥

[~ It_

“London,” answerad Bunter.
came [rom & stores—Blackley's Stores.
There was a label on it."

“From a London stores! Buch a
label could be obtained surreptitiously.”
said Locke. He turned to Wun Lung.
*You were not H:Pecting: a parcel from
N et Wi L

o ex s E&i n ng.

“If you had received it, however,
and found the mah-jongg box ingide,
gu ;ﬁuuld undoubtedly have opened the

X

"¥ee,” gaid Wun Lung, in wonder.
“Ms opee, sea what inside. Me tin-
kee pleps some Biend sendes me mah-

jongg. Velly nicey Chinee gamey."

A | gy, what do you thfnh was in
the box 1" grsped Bunter. "It—it said
mah-jongg on the lid—"

" Nona of ﬁu boys must go anywhero
near the bathing-posl, for resont,™

said Ferrors Locke. “You will goe to
that, Wharton.”

"éartuin] - said Harry.

Ferrers ioclm hurried from the
room. Harry Wharton and Co. looked
at one another blankly, -
Eh"‘a‘?hnh the thump——1§" sgaid Bob

BITY.

"‘W{mt on earth has Locke got in his
noddle " asked Johnny Bull.

“Blessed if I know,” said Harry,
* ynlegs—" he broke off, the colour
wavering in his cheeks.

“TUnlezs what?"

“Unless—if the parcel eame from
those brutes who are after Wun Lung—
there was danger ip it—"

“Great Boeott! Not—not—not a
Lbomb 7" ejaculated Bob.

“0Oh olumba I* gasped Wun Lung.
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stairs, leaving

Thera was & startled howl from Bun-
ter. He blinked at the juniors, his
fat face hike chalk.

“I—1 say, you fellows,” he stuttered,
through his chattering teeth. “I—I say
—a—g-—a bomb! Oh crikey! And—
p;:nd 1 fhadﬂ:;t in my }!ands—ll:ghmﬁ-rie&;
it as far the pip—pip—poo onr
I—I might hava becn blown up ! I—"

Bunter ecollapsed on the bed, shaking
like a fat jelly. Harry YWhearton and
Co., with very grave faces, went down-
unter to quake, They
found Ferrers Locke and Colonel
Wharton in the hall. The eolonel's
face was very disturbed, and he was
tugging at hiz grizzled moustache,

“It lﬂﬂﬁliﬂ aimrcalj- Pﬂiﬂ:!.h !"m%e was
58 " —] ecan sca credit i
Mi'?ninukﬁl Such daatnr:li;ily vﬂlnint::r
is = i

“We connot be certmin, wyet,”™ said
Ferrers Locke quietly. “But a parcel,
from an unknown source, nddressed to
Wun Lung, is an object of very great
suspicion i1n the present circumstances.
If matters are as I fear, tha bomb would
bo fixed to explode when the box was
opened——"

“Good gad!™

“I repeat, wo cannot be certain, until

we ascertain the contents of the box,
But I am thankful that Wun Lung was

SN R e
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not hers when it arrived-—and that it
was missing when he came in. Tt ja
practically certain that he would have

Bne-t'i, the box, suspecting nothing

“But if he had not opened it—"

“1 have no doubt that, if it is =
bomb, it is timed to explode, after a
certain lapse of time, whether opened
or not,” said Ferrers e,

“It io 18 4 you mapect, Mr. Locke, i
it is as you suspect, Mr. b
is Enrl:-ut_na.ui that the h;fréhbla 'ﬁﬁ ' is
in & safe p owing e meddling
of that stu i‘éﬂi::ojr. Bunter—="
Colonel arton was interrupted,

“"Harl I"

From a distance came a sudden,
rending roar.

All eyes turned on the windows. In
the distance, over the itrees that sur-
rounded the bathing-pool, what looked
like 2 water-spont was Hung up to the
sky. The roar of the explosion rolled
over the park like thunder, and win-
dows shook and rattled about the house.
“Good heavens!”™ muttered the colonel
huskily.

A dead silence followed the explosion.
The echoes died away, and all was
ptill. The juniors looked at one an-
other with pale faces.

The voice of Ferrers Locke broke the
silcnce.

LTI TRIEHTR TR IR TR
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THE MAGNET

“There is no doubt now!” he said.
“It came from Wun Lung's enemies—
and it was & bomb! We are not done
with them yet.”

S

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Who's for China ?

L E goey *way 1™
M Wun Lung a]iﬂ!-:ﬂ_qui&tlr.
It was the following day.
Thero was something I
a hush on Wharton Lodge. The -
plosion of the bomb, sent through the
post to Wun Lung, had brought home
to the minds of all the occupants of
the Lodge, more clearly than ever
fore, the deadl danger that menaced
Wun Lung—and all his friends.

_{}wm& to Bunter's f[atuous interven-

tion, the bomb had exploded in a

ess place. The explosion had
damaged the bathing-pool, and many
of the trees that surrounded it; but
that wns a trifle. Had it l:rp!mfi:d in
the house, mot -only Wun Lung, but
robably many others, would have fal-
en helplesa victims,

The %hinen had spoken little since,
but his P’E"ﬂ'ﬁ" face had been very
thoughtful. He weas thinking of tho
fearful peril that his presence in the
Ln-d}ga rought on hia friends,

The danger that bad been so nar-
rowly escaped hed only made Colonel
Wharton all the more determined to
grﬂt&:&t the Chinese g:g:aiur against his

astardly enemies, | from bein
daunted, the old soldier seemed to snu
the battle like s warhorse. And the
chums of the Remove shared his feel-

Inga.

ﬁrr&m Locke remained in the bouse.
All knew that the Baker Street datec-
tive expected another blow to fall,
sooner or later—that he was vigilantly
on the watch against it. ¥et, in the
nature of things, he oould not tell
when and whenca the blow might come.
The enemy waos unknown, unseen; snd
chose his own time and his own method.

And Wun Lung, thinking it out,
slowly but surely in the ealm Chinese
way, had made up his mind.

“Me goey 'way,” he rafea.ted. “Me
no tinkee light stayee hole. Plaps
you all kl!ﬁr. s'posce me stay.”

chap,” snid Bob Cherry.
“Wa're game I”

“Raot, ol

“The pameofulness iz torrific, my
esteerned Wun ol

“Cheess it, kid,” said Harry.
“You're not going. You'll be 1n
greater danger anywhara else.”

“Plaps !” assented Wun Lung. *“But
me no stayes. No tinkes light ! Plapa
niﬂL-ifnlﬁ colonel killy—"

"My uncle’s a soldier,"” paid Harry.
“Ho's faced worse things than this,
kid. Flanders was warmer than those
brutes are likely to make this house.”

“Nicay, ole, beautiful ladee plaps
killy," asid Wun Lung.

#T think my aunt will bs going awa,
for a time,” said Harry. ut be di
not epesk with conviction. Both her

brother and nephew had endeavoured
to persuade Miss Wharton to visit some
friends at & safe distance: but the old
lady, with all her gentle ways, had
stzain of the family obstinacy. And she
calmly declined to leave her brother
and nephew in danger.

“All you micey, handsome [ellows
E}apg ﬂl 7! gaid Wun Lung, shaking

5 he

“We'll chance it, old bean,” said
Mugent. “We're jolly well sticking to
you till this circus is over.”

“The sticklulness will be—"

“ Preposterous !” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Even Bunter’s sticking,” said
Johnny Bull, “Yesterday he was in
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such a blus funk that he couldn’t stir.
And I noticed that he had only ning
helpings at supper. But he’s recovered
now, haven't youn, Bunteri”

“Oh, reaslly, Bull—" Dunter, who
had that after-lunch feeling, was nod-
ﬂi}!p{( in an armchair. He sat up to
blink indignantly at the juniors.
“Who was in & funk yesterdsy, I'd
like to know ™

“You were, you fat bounder! You
wora shoking like & fat jelly. Like a
giddy blancmeange.” _

“That's the sort of thing I expect
from you fellows,” said Bunter bitterly.
“What would have happened to you
all, I'd like to know, if it hadn't been
for my wonderful pluck?” -

“Your wonderful whatteri” ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry. _

“ Pluck I hooted Bunter. "I call it
plucky to collar a live borab, carry it
out of the house, and throw it into =

ond, Chaps have got the Victoria
sross for that kind of thing.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Why ﬁruu fat fraud,” roared
Johnny Bu » “you didn't know 1t was
& bomb. ¥You wouldn't bave gone
within & mile of it if you'd known.”

“Pile it en!” speercd Bunter. "Il
expect this sort of jealousy! I've
saved all your lives with my bound-
less pluck, and this is the thanks 1
geb.”

* Buntes velly funnee.”

“Mean to say yvou knew there waz a
bomb in Wup Lung's parcel?” hooted
Johnay DBull,

“Of course. At least, I suspected it.
That'a why I bagged it. I hope you
fellows don’t think 1 bagged it because
I thought -there was tuck In it"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥You can cackle,” said DBunter.
“But tha truth is, that suspecting it
to be a-bomb, I bagged it, and car-
ried it out to the pool and threw it in
to shave all your wives—I mean to save

1 your lives. I'm accustomed to in-
gratitude, but really, you fellows,
there’s & limit.”

“¥You fat Sbber!™ i

“Q0h, cheese it!" said Bunter, with
8 wave of a podgy hand. “You're
ungrateful—and there’s an end of it.
You rely on me to protect you, and I

play up. At least you wmight say
*Thank you!' " ]
Bob Cherry winked ab bis comrades.

“And if they landed ancther bomb
here, you'd collar it and walk off with
it?” he demanded.

“ Naturally,” answerad Bunter
calmly. “I'm the only fellow here that
would have tho pluek. I've proved
that.”

“What's that under Bunter’s chair?”
asked MNugent, taking his cue from
Bob. :

Bunter jumped up. ]

*I—I say, 13—ia there anything under
my chair?"

“Let's lock,” said Beb; and he
stooped hﬁhlﬂli the big armchair, and
peered under it

i E:Iﬂ, he, ha!” Hﬁnt{:r siil: down
agoin. “ You can't pull my leg, you
know. He, he, hal!”

Tho back of the chair being between
Bunter and Bob, Bunter naturally did
not observe that playful youth detach
his watch—a large, silver one, of the
“ turnip ¥ variety, with & pronounced
tick—and slip it'on the floor under tho
chair. Having placed 1t thera, Boeb
jumped back with dramatic suddenness.

“"Halle! Halle! Halla! IDo ryou
fellows hear anything t” he exclaimed.
“Ho, he, he!” Bunter chortled.

“You can’'t pull my leg. I jolly well
know there isn’'t aoything there.”
* Listen I

Bob held up his hand. The juniors,
with grave, startled faces, listened.
Bunter became silent and listened, too.
He felt sure that this wes an attempt
to pull his fat leg. Still, a bomb was
n_!:{nmb. Bunter did not like bombs.

I'here was & dead silence. Through
the silence there came e faint sound of

ticking.
“You hear it?" breathed Becb
Cherry.
“I-I hear it!" gnsped Wharton.

ticking

“Bomething's—someth mfah
aar it guite

under Bunter’s chair.
plainly. ™
“"Run for it!” exclaimed Nugent.
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“Me ,sey 'way,” ibo said firmly.
“Me no tankee light bling too muchoe
dangea slong this house.”

Eats ¥ jaid Boh.

“But whero will kid#"
asked Harry.

He could see that the Chincse juniox
was resolved.

“Me goey along home,” said Wun
Lung.

“China ! exclaimed all the juniors
together.

“What you {inkee? S'posec ma slay
hale, soonee, latee, Tang Wang killy.
In fathee house in China, me alles

you go,

The sound of that faint but deadly sounding ticking [rom under his chair was

too much for Bunter.

With a howl he laaged up and was out of the room in a

moment

Bunter! Look

“Don't you run,
It may not ba a

undar the chair!
bomb 1"

“Yarooooh 1"

The sound of that faint, deadly tiek-
ing from under his chair was enough
for Bunter. He leaped out of the
armchair as if the seat had become
suddenly red hot. With a wild bound
he rcrmfmd the staircase. .

“Btop !” roared Bob Cherry. " Beize
it and carry it out, Bunter!”

“Yarcooh!”

“BSave us, Bunter!”

“Ow! Obh crumbs! Oh!”

Bunter streaked up the stairs. Con-
sidering the weight he had to lift, his

speed was wonderful. e was not,
apparently, thinking of saving wsny-
ody.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.

Bob Cherry fielded hiz watch, and
returned it to his pocket. DBunter did
not stop till he reached his room,
where ha locked the door, and listened
with distended ears for the expected
explosion. He listened in vain,

Horry Wharton & Ceo. sat
again, chuckling.

“ Fattee ola Buntes plenty {unkee,”
grinned Wun Lung.

“The funkiulness of the estcemed
Bunter i3 terrifie,” remaorked Hurree
Jamset  Ban  Singh.  “DBut  the
ludicrous Bunter is the only cstesmed
funk here, my obhsurd Wan Lung, and
we are going to stick 1o you like
ridiculous glue.”

“Hear, hear!™

Wun Lung smiled.

down

light, Mo szendee
fathee comey home.”

The juniors looked at ome znother.
It was, when they came to think of it,
probable that the Chinese sclioolboy
would be safer in his father's louse
in China, than in & distant land where
ho was the object of incessant aitacka
from unseen  encimies,

"*Me tinkee bestee,” said Wun Lung,
“Hop Hi goey back along Gleyvflials,
Tang “I'h!‘lf no wantee Hﬁy Hop Hi,
Wanteo killy mne. Me gocy back along
China,"”

“But,” said Harry, “yoi’'ra gafe
here, more or less. But if they try to
get at you on your journey—it's a
thumf:mg long way te China!?

“Plapa Fellels Locke comey, lookes
aftee this Chince,”

"My hut!" exclaimed Pob. “ Look
hero, we'll jolly well all go and see
Wun Lung safe home. I'll jolly well
get my pater to agree.”

“Cood egg ! exclaimed Johnny Bull,
“But what about next term as Grey-
friara?”

“We'll make our people get leave
from the Head, Who wouldn't vother

o to China, than grind Latin with
uelchy in the Form-room ™
T“ What-ho !" chuckled Nuzent, * But
1 LY e, M

“My hat! We might bo able to fix
it 1" said Horry, lus eyes glistening.
“1f the kid pocs, there's ne Em-‘!;t. that
ho would be safer with us along with
him to look after him.”

*Yesz, rather?
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“The rathertulness is terrifie”

And the Famous Five put their heads
togothier, and, subject to leave from
parcnts and headmaster, the matter
was seliled. Wun Lung’s slanting eyes
ghone with satisfaction.

“Plenty good !"™ he said. *“Ms gooy.
And #poste you fellce comey, me
pllee light. PPlenty too muchee good.™

And the clums of the Remove agreed
;ha.t a trip to China—if it caome off—
would undoubtedly be “plenty too
muchee good.” Indeed, ITurreo Jamset
Ram singh deeclaved that the muchiul-
ness would bo terribe.

el =% ar

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Off to China !

e HINA!" suid Billy Bunter

@ thoughtfully.

Chliina, the IFlowery Land,

the lomnd of rice fields and

apodus, of glgtaﬂs and  pirates,

hana,  the changeless land, Un-

changed, at heart, after many cen-

turics, in spite of changes on the
surface,

Chinn, the land that had been ordered
and civilised when the ancient Britons
painted with woad, wandered in tho
forcets of Britnin, and the ancestors of
the English had not yet crossed the
Nortl =ea.

Ching, which bhad scen the Homan
Empive rise, and seen it fall, and sur-
vived unchanged through the long cen-
turies!

That strange land, so mysterious, so
attractive, was in tho thoughts of all
the Greyfriurs fellows, They thought
of it, and talked of it, every day; while
Wun Lung waited for the answer to hia
cable, zent to his father in the far-off
Celestial fand.

Bunter thought of i, tool If Wun
Lung went, the other fellows were going,
and Bunter had to decide whether he
was going, also.

It was rather & problem for Bunter.

There were pros and cons.  Bunter
bad a very vague idea of China. He
pictured mighty rivers rolling through
vast rice-ficlds, crowded with junks that
swarmed with pigtailed pirates. The
gossih:lnty of a yellow man slicing bis

ullet head off with a huge, curved
sword waa not attractive to Bunter, On
the other hand, Bunter liked the idea
of travel, on the condition that some.

body clse footed the bill.  Btill more
sttractive was the prospect qf missinge
reyfriara. No

E“t' of the term at 4 s
atin with Quelch; no mathematics with
Lascelles ; no work of any sort! Bunter's
eyes glistcned behind his spectacles ab

e idea of no work for weeks and weeks
and weeka!

He had heard that the Chinese were
pod cooks. That was another attrae-
1on. On tho other hand, he had heard
that they ato cats and dogs, and sharks’
fins and birds’-nests, and all soris of
weird things—which did not appeal to
him. Still, on the whole, Bunter con-
sidered it probable that he would do
well in the way of grub.

There might be danger! That wasn't
attractive. But Bunter was rather
at looking after his fat self. A fellow
could dodge danger; and, after all, if
was really only Wun Lung who stood
in peril, and perhaps fellows who tried
to proteet him. Bunter wasn't going to
endanger himsclf by trying to protect
nn}*hn_ y. That wounld be all rightl

Besides, the. Owl of the Remove was
not accustomed to looking ehead. He
was as btave as a lion when there was
no danger, and at the present moment
there wasn't any.
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Bunter decided tu go. .
_Having, after several days of cogita.
tion, reached that decision, Bunter com-
municated it to the other fellows.

“You chaps can rely on me,” he said.
“I'mn sticking to you! If you go, I go
to look after you!”

**Fathead !” was Bob Cherry’s reply.

Bunter ignored that. .

“ Of course, there's one or two things
to be settled,” he remarked. " Fares
will have to be paid. Uhey'll be rather
steep.”

“The steepfulness will be terrifie!”

“My idca is that, as we're guinﬁ‘.’fm'
tho special purpose of protecting Wun
Lung, his father ought to stand the
exes,’ said Buater. “*That scems to me

only fair. What do you think, Wua
Lung >
“Mo tinkce fat ole DBuntee welly

funnee.'”

"1 shall have to make a few condi-
tions,” said Bunter thoughtfully. “I
shall want to travel first-class all the
way. No petty ceonomy.”

“Ts that allt" acked Harry Wharton.

“Well, no. I shall want some pocket-
monecy. Not a lot, of course—say, a few
pounds & week.”

* Anything clse?"”

“Well, you fallows must understand
that you will have to behave yoursclves,
if I'm going to travel with you. No
larks, you know! None of your Remove

assage ragging! 1 shall expect you to

m%‘?u eye on me, and act as I act——"'

“We can't all be s:ga. " gaid Johnny
Ball, 5hakmi§us bead.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You cheeky beast! Mind, 1 mean
what I say,” said Bupter. “I'm not
travelling with a Bank Holiday crowd.
If we doa’t travel in good style, I shan's
come,

“ That's all right, old bean; you won't
come, anyway,” said Bob C'herr_r Con:
&nhn,ily. “8o don't worry.”

“Qh, really, Cherry—"

“ Buntes no safee in Ching,”” said Wun

Lung.
“Eh? Whyi" asked Bunter.

“ Plaps Chinaman tinkee little fat pig,
killy, eatea."

“Ha, ba, ha!"”

“¥You cheeky heathen!” roared
Bunter. “I've a jolly good mind not
to now."

cOme
B:Lﬁtink to that, old fat man,” eaid

“But as you fellows won't be safe
without me—"

“Oh, my- hat!"?

“I'll come,” said Bunter. “I'm not
the fellow to think of If, &3 you
know. Feor your sakes, I'll come.”

“My dear man,”’ ssid Harry Wharton
kindly, “it's for cur sakes that you
won't come! We couldn't possibly roll
ynuiten thousand miles. Give us &
.I"E-Ht Tk

“0Oh, reslly, Wharton——""

“Bow-wow [’

“Beast !

Billy Bunter rolled away, soerting.
This was rather & *facer ” for Bunter.
He had thought it out, long and care-
fully, and decided to go with the party.
It was quite disagrecable to find that
tha party had decided otherwise.

But Billy Bunter was a sticker! Hba
tackled Colonel Wharton on the subject,
inquiring whether he did not think that
if the fellows went, he—Bunter—ought
to go with them to see that thoy came
to no harm.

“ Absurd !’” said the colonel.

“0h, really, sig—2:""

“ Nonsense 1"

_ Bunter gave the colonel u% He put
it to Ferrers Locke next, he Baker
Et;?ﬁt detective gave him en amused
smile.

“J am afraid, Bunter—" he began.

to his son’s frien
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“That's all right, Mr, :
rupted Bunter. “Nothing to be afraid
of, if I'm with you! You aee, 1 shall
look after the whole party.”

“Dear mel” said Mr. Locke. "1 was
going to say, I am afraid you would
quite useless and a gemeral nuisance,
and that jt would be most injudicious

Locke,” inter-

for you to make one of such & party.”
““That's rot!"” said Bunter.
“What "
“Rot [

Mr. Looke gave him a look and turned
away. Bunter had an impression that
Le was annoyed about something, he did
not know what. But it was plain that
he was going to get no support from
that gquarter.

The whole party seemed to be unani.
mons on the subject. For the next day
or two Bunter wore an &ir of offended
dignity. But even that did not scem to
troubla the Greyfriars fellows unduly.
Indeed, they did not even ecem 1o
observe it. 3

Thero was general excitement when
the cable arrived febm China, It was
a long csble, addressed to Ferrers
Locke, and must have cost Mr. Waun
Chung Lung a large amount of money.
It arrived after lunch; and Bunter, for.
tunately, was having a pap just then.
Tha other fellows gathered to hear the
deteotive's communication.,

“Mr. Wun desires his son to return
t> Chinn with all possible speed,”” said
Locke. “He thinks—and 1 fully agree
with him—that Wun Lung will be safer
under his personal care.’ _
L:Fathaa plenty savey!" eaid Wun

ng.

“Ho desires me to undertake the
journey to Chins,”"” went on Ferrers
Lmkai “to see Wun Lung zafe home.
I shall do s0.”

“Tankes wolly muchee, handsome
Mistee Locke.'

Locke emiled.

“With rogard to Wun Lung's sugges-
tion to his father that some of his
friends should travel with him, Mr,
Wun very heartily welcomes the idea,
and offers to pay all expenses.”

“YWun, old bean, your pater's a
aportsmsn,” said Bob Cherry.

““ Haar, hear 1"

“Mr., Wun expresses grateful thanks

:E: for wishing to accom-
pany him and protect him on the
journey, and promises a very cordial
welcoma to all of them.”

“Brava!” _
@3y, Wun also thinks thet Hop
will be safer a from his "I}I‘Dt-hﬂt“lt
the present time,” said Locke. "1
sgree with him, Hop Hi will remain
at Croyfriara; he will, of course, be
kept under observation there. There is
no doubt that Wun Lung's journey
home will be a dangerous one; and it is
useless for Hop Hi to share that peril."”
Mr. Looke paused. :
“Now, my boys, I fell you quits
frankly that danger will dog every step
of the journey to China,™ went on,
7 1 uﬂd]at'atand that you have already
obtained the consent of your Eﬁp]e to
make this journey if it is to mede.

Bub___ll-

* Never mind the buts, sir I" said Bob
Cherry. “We're jolly well going 1"

“No dangerfulness can be too terrifie
for us, honoured sahib,™ said Eurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“What do you say, Colonel Whar-
ton T’ asked Locke. “Your mephew will
undoubtedly be imE-anlled if he accom-
panies Wun Lung.

Wharton looked rather anxiously at
his uncle. The old colonel tugged at hia
moustache.

{Continued on page 28.)



THE GREAT WAR!

Behind the grim iragedy of the tilanic sivuggle belween natioms engaged

in a battle to the death, the wozk ef the SECRET SERVICE, silent, sinister, sirangely ef@lcieat,

goes on ., . .

SPY!

By GEO. E. ROCHESTER.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Brought dowon in British ferritory, Guido von
Sturm, 8 brilliant flying ges, &8 told to hiz utler
conglernation and diemay that ke {8 Guy Tempest
—an Englishman—zon of Colonel Tempert.

Obaining permisgion from Lhe Brilish authoriliss,
the atrman visits Dr. Zolhoff, his guardian.
m‘“_’m. who is chi tha German Secret

Service, owreed 1o

ne on o Ferman
inn‘mgxlfetaw [elier, males for the British lines.
He 1 {nmaze%wd, fLowerer, b? Jour German
anes, tehich ke shools down, the laet of Lhesa
piloted by a former friend. Guy lands lo
FERCUA jend from the wrecked machine, bud
the latler 5. A mpuad of soldiers apyrogeh,

and fearing detection, Guy relurng lo Lz plane. .

The Passing of Von Sturm.

UY had left his propeller tick-
G ing over. Snapping down his
goggles, his gloved fingers
closed on the throttle, The
drone of the gquictly-running engine rose
to & deep, pulsating roar. ith in-
creasing 1mpetus the machine moved
forward across the bumpy turf until the
ground was swirling past, a greyigh
blur. “The tail came up, and as the boy
ensed back the control-stick the mono-
plene zoared into the air.
At one hundred feet it banked, and
coming about, headed westwards to-
wards the line.

- L] ] L ] L3

It wa3 at seven-thirty a.m. that morn-
ing that the telephone-bell trilled
sharply in the office of the General
Officer Gﬁmma.ndinpéo British Wing
Headguarters at Le Courban,

Hiz aide-de-camp, Captain Stuart,
anewored the eall; then, replacing the
receiver, roae to his feet and ma uphis
way briskly to the quarters of Briga-
dier-Genoral Clayton.

“Report by . telephone froma French
General Headguarters at Rumbervilliers,
gir,” be said, rigid at attention. “A
Garman pilot giving the name of Guido
von S3turm landed behind our lines one
hour after dawn this morning. French
General Headquarters are awalting 1n-
structions.™

“¥Yon Sturm iz te be brought here to
La Courban at onece” replied the
brigadier crisply. “"Bend Colonal
Tempest to me."

“Very good, sir," roplicd the aide-
de-camp, and, saluting, withdrew.

It waa towards dusk of that same day
when a powerful dust-stained touring-
car drow up at Wing Headgquariers at
Le Courban, From the tonneau stepped
the boyish Von Sturm, accompanied by
o captain of French infantry.

Under the cscort of Coptain Stuart,
Von Sturm was token at once to the
office of Brigadier-General Clayton, who
was seated af & blanket-covered and
paper-strewn table. Closing the door,
Captain Stuart stepped forward, rang-
in_%ﬂhimmlf alongside Von Sturm, who,
stiffly at attenbion, was facing the
brigadier across the table,

"50 you have returned,”
Brigadier-General Clayton, his

said
eyes

e

“] will got Von Slurm with this [ ** sald Pedlar Zor, with a vielonsgrin. And
from a leather belt he half-drew the curved hlade of a glittering knife.

taking stock of the boy's drawn and
haggrard tace.
“ Voa

sir. "
“And do you return ps friend or
enemy

"“Asz friend, sir.”

The brigadier nodded.

“Then you are convinced of the truth
of your birth?” he said quietly. “You
are satisfied that you are an English-
man and the son of Colonel Tempest #”

“1 am, sir,” replied Von Sturm. 1
Ia?frx_'-:ad the trurh from Zolhof him-
self,

The brigadier was silent, his eves on
thes boy. And when next he spoke his
tones were guiet and lovel.

“Mr. Tempest,” he said—and Ven

Sturm started at the unfamiliar name
which from henceforth would be his
own, “when last you stood before me
you swore an ocath that, in the event
of vour being satisfied that you had
boen tricked by the Germans inte bear-
ing armg ogaingt your own countrymen,
you would ia for England, body, heart,
and soul, until the end. 1 use your
own words."
Von Bturm inclined his head.
“Those wera my words, sir,” he said.
Brigadier-General Clayton pushed
back his chair and rose to his [cct,
“In view of that promise,” he said—
and thers was that in his quiet tones
which thrilled the boy—"and hecauso
Tae Macner Lispary.—No. 1,177.
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we do mnot doubt your loyalty to
England, the country which gave you
birth, I am instructed on behalf of
His Majesty's Government to offer you
a commission in the British Roval Air
Foree,"

He paused, then asked:

“Mr, Tompest, do '{uu necept 7

ﬁ%mn Von Sturm inclined his head.

“1 do accept, sir,” he answered.

The brigadier keld out hiz hand.

“ Boy," he said earnestly, “vou your-
zelf have been grievoudly wronged by
those who have plunged the world into
war and made a shambles of France
and Belgium. That must weigh heavily
with you in the fight which, from now
onwards, you will wapge against those
whom once yon looked upon as friends.
But never Forget this—the cause of
England is just. She did not seek this
war; but she was in honour bound to
unsheath the sword—a sword which will
not be dried until, with flag of truce,
Germany comes suing for peace. And
now yvou will see your father.”

There is no nmeed here to ba into
the interview which followed between
Colonel Tompest and his son. It was
of long duration, for thess two had
mueh of which to speak.

When it wae over the boy went to
the guarters which had been allotted
him. Thers he indulged in a cold
shower and brisk rub down before don-
mpf the &khaki uniform which had been
laid out for him,

When fully dressed he stood for 2
moment before bis small Seld mirror.
And he knew then that the Hauptmann
Cuide von Sturm was dead, and that
i]!;!ajur gur Tempest had been born in

18 stead.

Podlar Zor !

LOWLY that eventful day drew to

a close, and midnight saw Dr,

Zolhoff closeted with Gengral

Raschen in his in the
Wilhelmstrasse in Berlin,

“Crossed the lines!” Zolhoff paused
in his pacing of the Hoor to almost
shout the worda at the sented Raschen.
“Of course the dog bas crossed the
lines1 Did he not shoot Eberhard down
in flames this morning, together with
the other three fools who intercepted
him "

“Put we do not know that the paper
bearing details of gur espionage service
in DBritain was in his possession,” said
Raschen soothingly.

“No, we do not know!" snarled
Eulhul_!l‘r'.t :hEut that _l:ln-:-;a _111;&1];I ‘mean to
say tha paper isn't in his posses-
gion. Blood and fury! But to think
that this has happened—"

Ha broke off and resumed his savage
pacing of the floor, to halt abruptly and
fling at Raschen:

“Do you not realise, you stupid fool,
that the treacherous hound knows the
strength and personnel of almost every
German zerodrome? He can give in-
formation worth its weight in gold a
thousand times over, to our cnemies.
Qur serodromes will be bombed night
and day from now onwards—"

“¥ou seem,” cut in Gencral Raszclhien
coldly, “to forget that we have an Air
Force capable of protecting our aero-
dromes, Herr Doktor.”

“Have wa?"” answored Zolhoff grat-
ingly,. I doubt it!1 Alrecady our
Tokkera are finding they cannot live
with the bGghting machines which the
Englanders are introdocing into the

fisld., I tell fou—-_tnd I say it, God help
ug, because I believe it in my heart—
that thp tide of war is turning against
us on the Western Front—"

He broke off ss there came a sharp,
im'pernt:'ve knock at the door.

‘Come in["” he called harshiy.

In response to the summons, the door
opened end a grey-clad orderly entered
the room : i

“An urgent communication received
by wireless code from Mannlicim, Herr
Doktor ' he said crisply, holding out
a thin, Er:i slip of paper.

_ With shaking hands, Zolhoff snatched
it and read:

“ Urgent.

" Btrictly private and confidential.

“At five p.m. today QGuide von
Sturm arrives at British Wing Head-
quarters at Le Courban. Under the
name and rank of Major Guy Toempest
he has accepted a_commission in the
Eritish Royal Alr Force.

* From Number 37."

Prssignately, Zolhoff crumpled the
mmaige in his hand and wheeled on the
1]

“MNumber thirty-seven!” he rapped.
“Who 18 he?”

“Hans Offer,” replied the orderly.
“"He iz masquerading as a peasent In
the village of Le Courban. His papers
are to tﬁa'nﬂmt that he has been re-
jected for service with the French Army
owing to lung trouble.”

“Then this,” rapped Zolhoff, *can bo
taken as absolutely authentic?! It has
been orrchorated 1"

“It has been corroborated, Herr
Doktor,” assented the orderly.

“Hend Pedlar Zor to me,” com-
manded Zolhoff harshly. “He is in
attendance here, by my instructions [V

" Very good, Herr Doktor|* replied
the orderly.

Saluti smartly, he
Zolhoff wheeled on Raschen.

“Thera,” he sparled, “I told you he
had crossed the lines. Number thirty-
scven has got word through quickly.
Mark him down for promotion and
mwmiﬂ. It 13 gpood work—but torrible
News

He turned to the door as it was
openod, and a small, wiry man with a
swarthy countenance and dark, beady
eves entored the room. The newcomer
wat dressed in shoddy civilian garb;
and none to lock at him would think
that, in him Germang numbered onc
of her most famous spies.

Befora the War, this man, Pedlar Zor,
had done splendid work for the Father-
land beyond the frontiere of Gormany,
and since the commencement of hostili-
tiea he had been instrumental in run-
ning to earth more than a dozen allied
Seoret SBervice agents in Germany.

Moerciless he was, and cunning as a
rat. And there was something rat-like
about him now as, clutching hiz cap,
he stood watching Zolhof with his
bright little eyes.

“Listen to me!” said Zolhoff
harshly. "To-night you will make pre-
parations to cross the British lines.
One of our machines will drop wou
under cover of darkness in tha viginity
of Le Courban. There 18 a man there
whom you must got, and vou will not
return to Cermany until he is dead 1”

“His namet” mumbled Pedlar Zor.

“Is Major Guy Tempest, of the
Britich Air Force,"” answered Zol
hoff. “Late Hauptmann Guide von

withdrew.
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Sturm of the Imperial Air Bervioe of
Germany 1™

“*1 know him,” nodded Pedlar Zor.

“He i8 a traitor to his country,”
went on Zolhoff harshly, “and posscsses
information which ha must never live
to use. Your orders ere to kill him,
sither by a bullet or by a stab in the
back. How you assassiate him must
be left to you. But hia life is forfeit,
and you will not return to Germany,
under penalty of death, until you re-
turn with word that Guy Tempest is
dead 1"

“I will not fail,” replied Pedlar Zor,
and for & moment his broken and
tobacco-stained tecth 'E'hiuwe_&u ina ilijeeb
ing, vicious grin. wi im,
Herr Doktor—with this | i

And from the leather belt below his
ragged jacket, he half-drew the corved
biade of a glittering Imife.

The Black Box !

OLHOFF lost no time in making

2 Eﬂmparaﬁum for having Pedlar

r transferred across the line

The result of these preparations

was that at dusk, sorne twenty minutes

later, a large triple-engined bomber of

the G-type stood with engines ticking
over on the acredrome of Elberfeld

Besido the machine, chatting with his

navigating-officer was Leutnant Lache,
the pilot. A peculiar fellow this
Lache. Tall, thin, and

phnla of face,
none would have taken him for the
brilliant pilot which he undoubtedly
was,
He bhad not long returned from
service on the Easterm Front, whers
the G-type of bombers had been tried
out. So successful had been the mgtllxt
operations of Leutnant Lache, that he
had been transforcred for service on tha
Western Front And becsuse of his
fine record he bad been selected by
Zolhofi for this dangerous mission of
ii_rnppiug Pedlar Zor behind the British

ines,

“¥You have ur courso_ plotted 1"
Lache demanded of Unter-offizier Falb,
hie youthful navigating-officer.

" Yes, Herr Leutnant,” replied Falh.
“Weo should reach the vicinity of Le
Courben two houra after midnight.”

Leutnant Lache nodded.

. he commented. "It

“That is
will be dark then. ¥or just before the
Il the
night.

dawn is the darkest hour of a

He turned away towards the machine.

“Come,” be said, drawing con his
firing-gioves. " We will get off.”

He paused & moment for & word with
the sergeant-mechanic who had been
tuning up the threa 260 h.p. engines,
then clambered up to the forward cock
pit, followed by the Unter-offizier Falb.

Settling himself in tho pilot's seat,
with Fal L:-g his side, Lacﬁa took the
precaution running starboard, centre,
and port engines up on brief test. He
had a long and dangerous flight in front
ef him, and, although the eergeant-
mechanie had aswr him that the
engines were giving their reva., Lache
Was never one to place too much con-
fidence in the word of others )

Batished, howevecr. that the engines

wera igiﬁng their revs,, he o the
tl:ru’r.;;e, ta,:ul:il:;1 Ena 51!!.;15 dewn his
goggles, turned to Falb.

gﬁemﬂ " ho asked.

“¥es, Herr Leutnant,” answered the
navigating-officer. <
Tcaning forward, Lache flicked a

.........
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switch on the iustrument-board in front
of him, blinking the navigation-lights
on the tips of his port and starboard
wiogs. In response to this signal that
the machine was roady to take off, the
yellow beam of a dry battery lamp
shone out from the middle of the aero-
drome, token that thoe way was clear.

The drone of the quietly running
engines rogte to a deep, pulsating roar
as Lacho opened up the throttlo.
Bumping and swaying, the bomhber
moved away from the hangars, swing-
ing into wind, Then, as Lache opened
the throttle to full the machine swept
forward to rise into the might sky in
a long, upward climb.

Twice, as it gained height, the bomber
circled the asrodrome, then tho pulset-
ing beat of ita enpgines died gmdualéy
away as 1t headed westwards towards
the line,

Thire was no meon, and the blackness
of the night was relieved only by the

hmmer of stars hiph in the heavens.

ache had switched off his navigating-
lights, and as the machine l'ﬂﬂﬂ}g west-
wards at a height of cigpht thousamnd
feot, only the thunder of its powerful
engines marked the course it tock.

Lolling in his seat, his gloved hands
gripping the leather-bound control-
wheel, Lache's goggle-protected eyes
scarce ever strayed from the mmstrument-
board in front of him.  Occasionally
Falb would rise to hiz feot and check
the course of the bomber by mecans of
the drift indicutor on the side of the
cockpit.

In the resr cockpit, separated [rom
the forward cockpit by a full ten feet
of fuselage, the two German gunners
whom Lache was carrying were leaning
agpaingt the scarf-mountinzs of their
guns, gazing down at tho darkened
vountryside far below.

It matters littlea hore what the
thoughts of those two were, but maybae
they were grimly wondering if with
the dawn they would pass this way
ngain, or if the bomber would be lying
s mass of charred and burned-out
wreckage behind the British lines.

Presently one of them spoke, his lips
@0 hia companion’s ear, snd jerking
downwards with gloved thumb.

“Do you think he’s all right?” he
said.

.The other shook his hoad.

“I cannot say,” he answered; then
added with a shudder. *““But I would
not be him—no, not for ten thousand
marks, I would not! It is the boz—
30 like a coffin.”

Crouching on the floor of the cockpit
he thrust his head through the trap-
dogr, which allowed of the lower gun

ﬁrip downwards, and red at & long,
h]m:E box which was slung benesth tho
bomb rack in the rear of the under-
carriage.

Then, straightening up, he turned

again to his companion.

“To think,” he said, “that a live man
lies in that box! Ah, the nerve of
these spies!”

“They earn their pay,” responded his
companion sententiously.

On and on through the night sky
roared the bomber. An hour passed,
and then another, and towards the south
Lache saw the wheeling beams of the
gearchlights guarding Saarbrucken and
Motz. Ho touched Ifalb on the arm.

“How long now beforo wo cross tho
line?” he asked.

“Forty minutes,” raplied Falb.

Rising to hig feet, he bent over the
drift indicator, then turned to Lache.

“ Alter your course to one bundred
and scventy-five degrees” he said,

Lache's loft foot moved a fraction on
the rudder-Lar, and the noso of the

machine swung correspondingly  until
the compass needle seitled stcadily ab
the 175 mark.

Ten kilometres eastwards a long
string of * Homung onions ' —green balls
of fire—sailed up into tne night, and
Falb kpew that they wore passing a
German aerinl highthouse.

The bomber was flying now at a
height of ten thousand feef, its ahzoluto
ceiling. Lache’s eyes behind s
goggles were grun, for ahead he could
distant sinuous intermitient lire

S‘ﬁﬂ u - "
of star ihells and Very lights, with
liere and there the horizontal wheeling

of & searchlight,

t was the trenches!

“Pazs word to Ltho punners ta keep o
good look-out1” sald Lache curtly; and
obodiently IPalb spoiue into the short-
length telephone which connecied with
the rear cockpit.

But the gunners did not need the
warning ; they knew only too well that
they were rapidly sppreaching  the
danger ares, and pever for an instant
did their hands stray far from the
spade-grips of thoir guna.

At ten thousand foot the bomboer
rassed over the trenches. Then, with-
out warning, there came a zudden whip-
like crack, plainly aondible abeve the
thunder of the engines. Lurid flame
spurted wvividly, high in the sky round
the bomber, and pulis of white smoke
hung wraith-like for a moment in the
darkness, then merged into nothingness
and wero gone.

It was shrapnc! from the British and
I'rench anti-mireraft batécries.

Stabbing up through the night cama
the golden, probing beams of scarch-
lights. Criss-crossing like scissors they
swept the sky, darting here and there
in an offort to locate the bomber.

. The machine was lit up for a moment
in & blinding glare as a wheoling beam
paused on it then passed on inte the
m%ht«. Back came the boam, picking
out tho fore part of the bomber Imn
overy detail, and ray after ray darted
across the sky, fastening on the machine

ra
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and turning it inte the semblance ot a
huge silver monster of the might.

Shoving forward the control column,
the Leutnant Ineche took the bomber
diving earthwards wilh engines thunder-
g ab full reveintions,  Buor still the
ravs clung tecuciously to him, and 1he
larid, vemiiting flumes of the explod-
mg shrapeel were very cloze

P[‘("ESiilg‘ an the r'|L'['I-ch.‘r;r-l::l1'L Tache
turncd the bember in a sickening down.
ward swoop which took him dropping
down into the darkness, and left 1l
seurcluight rays gropieg aimlesly i
the void above.

Leveding up, e brought the machine
on fo her former eourse of one hundred
and seveniv-five desrces aned thumdered
en through the night. Dot he had
Inst two thousand teet of altitude in
that wiid downward dive.

Lichind him the scarchlicht rays shut
down e¢ne by one, an<d the anti-atrcraft
guns were stilled.  The first barroge
Lad been sucecss[ully passed, but there
were others aboed,

Alinutes  passed, then oround  the
machine eams agnin the crackling of
exploding  sheaonel, aml the darkness
was sphit by the searchiight beams of
the second barrage. Vicious, luridl
liazhes leapt infio being above and below
the bomber, for now the shrapnel had
started tn carnest,

With engines thundering zt full re-
volutions, the bomber fore on. Her
nose was down, and eosselessly the [eet
of Lache pressed .ﬂtumutimﬂ' on the
rudder-bar, causing the machine
pursue o wide, zigzag conrse,

Onece a bliinding glare flooded the far.
ward cockpit as a scarchiight boeam
zettled en the miachine, Instantly the
conlrol wheel whirled in Lache's hands,
and pulling a charp wing-lurn, he lost
the beam,

The youthful FFalb, whose first flipht
with Lache this was, [elt a strange confi-
dence in the grim-faced pilot who wus
20 coolly and skilfully evading the

to

(Continued on page £8)
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' Billy Bunfer’s
ﬁ Fed-Up

Mo wonder Billy Bunter looks fed-up—
he's forgotten to pack his HOLIDAY
ANNUAL in his trunk.  This wonder-
ful budget of npping school yarns and
thrilling adventure stories is too good to
be missed. Mind you don't fnrg:l your
copy. All the favourite schoolboy char-
acters of Greyfriars, St. Jim's, and
Rookwood Schools are here to entertain
| you with their amazing adventures.
There are also interesting articles, colour
plates, and many clever drawings.

'HOLIDAY ANNUAL & 6

You will also enjoy:
THE POPULAR BOOH of BOYS' STORIES, now on Sale, 2/6.
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eonrcladight b which were despee-
ately vipdvoveosring . o reveat  the
hotber 1o e eyes of the aoti-atverafr
coanera bl

Vhe Barroge wae paseed, and  the
Fasrethioy poerend one Bopatibne Yorwarad,
b ebrew Falic s odbenteen 1o thee vous

groees Pally pockcdeed peed bresst Ioia lasaed
sl s agai)n e etz Bo e feet,
B st ehevked  the cowree of e

peatetiee by wieans ol e Jdoafe amadi-
sl By,

imse herdiadl aeed eighiy-four
T FC L A (TR H T B Euirenings 1o tiwe Erlilﬂ',
L apder renlider, Ll niose o the bumnbwer

cytaseer gt il the compaes-ecdle stead el
at e B8} mark,  The alloneler was
pesriberingr e moie Uan four 1homsand
bl Foe s few sagenides barchue beld hes
ol (R, then =ieddiendy alle gopelieel Lidin
un the aro and poivbeod downewards into
L "nighit,

“AVee aro
Lave-tiee,

Wi oare within forty hitomelres of
Ta- Uenrban” gsseufed FPalli, *1here
12 0 ostreteh of pprennd here wlich will
Fes snitalale,™

The glaved hand of Loche closed on
e throttle, aned the rone of the cngines
el sway. ]":l.—hi:lg foaswnerd the ¢on-
Leoloatiek, hie Ebirew G Lestnber on to it
chidmg wigde amd, with enginez Larely
ticking over, the machine comoengad
o hrogs =ilentiy cardiwareds from out of
thoe netgchbs

Blopdy the altimeter needl: dropped
bl Framn Doar o thonzand  fret —threo
thatzand  beet=—one thousund fve hune-
dred feet—Ilive hondred feer. The two
punpers wers Iying side hy side on the
tlonr of the . rear cockpit, watchiug
(hrouerh tho gan-teap the long black box
whichh was suspended below the bomb
taek.

(Wil Pedfur Xor suceccd in Innding
anfefy dnLe Conrban? If fe dora, f.r'ﬂ;f
Tempest'a life will be endivcly in hiz
Feviielsn, wnless Awngwray, wow'td read
carieily tehat happons din next week's
theilling  fusfelment of this rnowerful
Wear sfary.)

opproaching ¥ ropped

THE MACNET

W, Wun's decision would

THE FOE FROM THE SKY'!

{Frautittecd from peeae 24}

“The guestion, Mr. Locke, 1s this—
will the prescnce of his friends make
tho jonrney safer for Wuan Lung, in
your opition

* Dndeubstediv 17 ogaid Locke.

“That =etthes the matter, then,” said
Colomel Whartor, I leave it to Harry
to decide Tor him:zell"”

Whnrlon soeifed.

“I'tn jolly well going!™” he said.
Aok bis o unele guve lLim o nod of

ayppuoval,
% ‘:i‘-’:iuk or swn togelher,” said Johnny
el

“Hear, hear

Phat, then. 15 settled,” said Locke.
"It owill be hieceszary to make a fow pre-
parations for the journey. Fortunately,
I have been in China, and shall be able
to tell you exactly what you will need
on the voyage. As I had po doubt what
1 ' Lbe, I have
alvendy made some arranceiments—and
wier must start without tlEhLJ-‘. On the
thivd day from now - we shall leavo
Volkestone by the steamer for Franee;
and at Marseilles we shall find a steam-
vacht, which will take us on the rest
of the journey. That, I think, will be
safcr Lf::m' iravelling by the ordinavy
I'. & O, route, in the ciretinstanees.
My one objeet will be fn place Wun
Lung safely in bis father's house.”

And sp it was settled.

The next few dave were hnzy onoes,

There was only one dissatisfied face--
and that was the podgy countepance of
William Goeorge Dunter,

Colonel Wharton and the juniors patd
a vizit to-London to make the necessary
purchases for the VOYRge; and Bunter
watchod them go with o morose ove.
Ile watched them wilh a morase eve
when thov retorned.  Thoing the whele
interval  before  thoy leit for good,
Bunter's fat bhrow was moroese.

But when the day come for the start
Bunter camt down early. Tf the party
bad expocted, er hoped, to depart while

EVERY SATURDAY.

Dunter was still snoring they were clz
appointed.  Bunter was on the spot,

A car eame round for them, aod bag-
gage was piled on it.  Good-byes were
suhil.  There was po sceret about the
departure, Locke had no doubt that it
would be watched Ly the cmissarvies of
Tape Wang: bot he was willing to let
the enomy know that Wua Lﬁng was
Jeaving Wharton Lodpe -in fact, he de-
sired to let thoem know. Onee  thoy
kirew that the son of Wun Chung Tange
was no longer there, the shadew of
dendly p:‘:ri? would  Dbe  lifted from
Wharton Lodge. The party packed in
the car, and ke took the wheel
Then Billy Buntor relled up.

“1 say, you follows——"

" Good-bve, Bunter 17 -

“I say, l'm not staying
said Bunier, with a sniff.
Lo stay with my unc o,

“"Right-ha! Good-byo1”

““ At Folkestoope.”

*Oh 1"

“So you might as well give me a
lift."" said Buntoer.

L1 D].-.I. !.”

There was a pause;: and
juniors made roon in the car.
“Hop in!"" said Wharton.

Bonter hopped 1n. i

Tho car rolled away., As it dashed
along the road to Wimford n man with
slanting cyes watched it from snother
car—and that other ear glided in theie
witke, Locke glanced back at it
siniled, pnd drove on.

Billy Buntor settled down comiortably
witlh a fut grin on his fat face. Ele had
a lift to Volkestone., wheee the party

on here!”
“1'm golng

then the

wore to lake tho Channel boat. At
Foikestone they were poing fo  say
“{ipod-bye ! to Bunter—at Joast, they

thought they were! But William
George Dunter had his own ideas about

that THE END.

(Whatever you do, rlivme, don't miss
the next story in thiz” grand holiday
series, cnbitled : “ALL ADBOARD FOIE
CHINAD You'll vele it the reol
rrootds )
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NEW HIGH JUMP
RECORD SET UP

SUMMER SPORTS—AND
“SUMMER” NOT

THE Greyfriara Remove held its Annual Sports)
Meeting on Saturday last, in gloricusly sunny
weather. There waz a big programme of events,
and nearly everybody went in for something. Lord
Maulevarer, the slacker of the Remove, mustered
pufficient energy to take port in the Slow Cyele

Race (which his lordehip won !), and Billy Bunter |4f

thoroughly enjoyed himself in the contest where
toffoo apples, suspended on stringe, had to be eaten.
Needlesas to atate, the Romove's champion gorger,
won this quaint mu,mﬂ_. awmum_w ! .
THE hundred yards race produced a fine struggle.
Bob Cherry waes & hot favourite for this event, for
Bob coan sprint like a streak of lightning., But the
Remove i3 rich in sprinters, and the crack of the
pterting-pistol was followed by a keen and breathless
tusslo. Bob Cherry won the race by inches only,,
from Vernon-Smith and Hurree Singh, who deod-
beated for second place.
] x L
THE Mile went to Mark Linley.
race, with Harry Wharton leading until the last
lap. Then Linley put on a tremendous spurt and
overtook the captain of the Remove in the nick of
timoe, to win by & yard. It was a popular victory,
and the r__..pnnﬁru.m.m lad wos nra,m..-..mn to the echo.

It was a capital

WHALRTON took his revenge soom after, by
beating Mark Linley over the hurdles. Wharton
. jumped eleanly and claverly,

and won with plenty to
are. Then Frank Nugent
thought it was time he
came inte the picture.
Fraok had been saving him-
gelf for the High Jump,
which he won very skitfully,
setting up & new record for
the emove. The Long
Jump went to Bob Cherry ;
and Snuiff, the Australian
junior, threw tha cricket
ball farther than everyone

LATEST EXTRA-GOOD EDITION!-ALL THE NEWS—ALL THE LAUGHS!
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CRICKETER COLLAPSES AFTER MIGHTY HIT

GAME HELD UP BY FOOTMAN

" LEMONADE !

“ Crickot,” - vawned
Lord Mauleverer, sink-
ing intq the H....,___E of &

; wﬁﬂ._ﬁﬂmu‘ _.._ is tao
rightfully faggin® an’
wmﬂ_m_mﬁﬂ. for words!
After - fisldin’" all the
mornin' — racin®  an’
chasin® after that in-
fernal ball—I'm reduced

to a gtate of uiter prostration, begad |

Pilkington | ™
the family butler, who was
“Bring mo an iced lemonads, an' an

His lordshi
vering mear.

armfal of cushions, an’ & sunshade § ¥
* Very good, your lordship 1

Harry Wharton & Co., guests at Maule-

verer
chueckled.

" Why, you're toa lazy to live, Mauly ! ¥
exclaimed EBob Chernry.
field & single ball !
the jolly old leather, you went to sleep

Towora during Cricket Waek,

“You

standing up like & horge !
Lord Maulaverer sighed.

“ 1 wish I'd never agreed to play,” he
said. * But as it wos Eﬂmﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂuwmp%
ldn't e B by :
cou VEry w . ut 4
I shan't be called upon to do any wﬂﬂ..%m
You fellows can knock off the hundred

up the Eleven

elae,

rang required, without my assistance.”

beakoned to

didn't
Instead of chasing

said Harry b ing.
g me, dear boy | In this swalterin'

‘awakened by a roar of

An bour later—though it seemed but
a few seconds to EEM.IUm was rudely
Man in!1™ And

Sl Sl s
uokling & pair on noble legs,
and Harry —ﬂ‘rﬁnﬂ handing him a EMM.

" Wharrer marrer " asked Mauly

prowsily.

“Buck up, Mauly!" said Wharton,
" Ten wanted to win! Neep youtr end
ap and leave the run-getting to Linley.”

heat I should never be able to walk tg
the wicket. T should collapss on the way,
If you love me, Wharton, put ms in laat,
I'll reat here an' watch you fellows knock
off the rone, When my

strength returns, I might
eveny be able to do a little
nmw_% in’ an' eheerin’.”

h, my hat |

At this Hn__musu_..r H.._.#w
kington arrived with t
ligmid refreshment, the
cushions, and the eun-
shade. And Lord Maule-
verer settled down to a
thoroughly lazy after-
noon.

Through half - closed
eyes he watched Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry
w%.mﬁ the inninga for

suleverer Towers. He
watched the bowler take a fierce and
furious run, and marvelled at his energy.
And then he saw Bob Cherry smite thres
boundaries in succession, and he told
himesolf comfortably that the sorvicm
of Herbert Plantagenet Meuleverer would
not bo required. ‘The next moment his
lordship waa fast asleep.

HEADMASTER WELCOMED

BACK T0 SCHOOL

“PLEASED TO SEE YOU BACKFULLY!”

of us volunteered to accompany him to the
Head'? study and give him our moral sup-
port whilst he resited it.

But when we reached the door of the Head's
sanctum and heard his stern * Come ini™
in responge to Inky's knock, we beat a hasty

Our nerve failed us at the crucial
And

“SOME” ENGLISH

Our chum, Inky, thought it would be a
jolly pood idesa when Dr. Locke returned,

after a long absence, to resume hia duties ot retreat.

Greyfriars, to present him with an Illuminated ! moment.

Address ; its object being to welcoms him lwere at his heels, marched boldly into the
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CTack !

back to the fold, and assure
him of our loyalty and respeet.

Unfortunately, Inky insisted
on composing the Address hime-
gelf, in the weird and wonderful
Eunszlish r3  taught by the
native tutors of Bengal. Inky
can’t sce that therp is ony-
thing wrong with his Eapglich.
Il considers it perfeet. It is
WHEE.:HH:P certainlv ;. but ik
alle o long way short of pur
fection !

Anyway, the Address waa
“eoruposeiully inseribed,” ea
Inky put 4, and & whole crowd

T

oor old Inky, thinking weo

study—alone |

Dr. Locke glanced up from
& pile of popers.
~ "Well, Hurrce Bingh ! ™ he
inguired.
_ Inky unislded the document
in nEm hand, .w_.nE..mma. hia hwqaﬁﬂ_
and promptly plunged ioto
hiz Address.

*“ Most Worthy and Ludi-

erous Headmaster Sahib, depositing the Address on the Head's tabls,
“ We cannot find wordful- | he turned and scuttied away like & scarcd

ness to expressfully convey | rabhbit, leaving Dr. Locke to rusa  bhe

cur joylulness at clapiully | remainder of the Address at his leizure.

He furned
likewise, only to find that we had evaporated,
and he was alone in the study !

M“in..ﬂ €¥8es 0008 mMOTe 0N FOUT Preposterou
8.’

He realised that Inky was not trying o
be rude, but complimentary !

“ Honoured Bahib, when you wers knock:
fully leid out by & ruffan’s cudgel, wo were
disgustfully indignentt Our rts bled
for you with much bleedlulness, Whae,

ou left Greyfriara it was like the sur

ing blotted out eclipsefully fromm ou
eky 1 We mourned with much groanfulnes
and would not be comforted.

“ But now that you are restored to ws:
worthy sshib, sound in windfulpess ond

limbfulness, and in the pinkful condition
of health, we shout *Hurrah |’ hip-hip
.m:pn_—w._ We salutefully kiss your estecmed
and ludicrous feet, and bow befors you
with respectable salaams.™

At this __m...:,.ﬂﬂ Inky made & deep bow

i8 head to ses if wo were doing

And then Inky's nerve {ailcd. Hastiiy

§3f a bullet.

The Head frowned, but only for s moment, TH_H__

Lord Mauleverer shuddered and closed
dis eyes again.

“Too much fag, battin' in this broilin'
heat,” ho murmured. * Why didn’t you
chappies knock off the
rons T
mﬂp exchanged

O Iy change
lances. Then they lifted
m.E.ﬁ— Mauleverer bodily
from the deck-chair, and
carried him out to the
wicket, much to the
amusament of the fielda.
men and the tatora.
They dumped him down
at the creass and retired,
leaviog his lordship to
face the Ramblera' fast
bowler,

Mark Linley, at the
other end, looked on
If Mauly tbrew saway his
Wha
only Mauly ¢ould muster
to keep his end up,

anxioualy.
wicket through slackness, the matec
lost. But if
sufficient energy
there was a {lne chance of victory.

Whiz

Down came the ball, with the velocity

Ita objective was Lord Maule-
verer's middle stump; but Mauly's
bat intervened at the orucial moment,
ing the ball dead.
ood mani" called Mark Linley.
“Play out the over ! "

There were two more balls to play, and
Lord Mauloverer atopped them both,
without attempting t¢ punish them,
Whilst the field was cheanging over, he
.suatled  frantically to Pilkington to
b.'ez him an iced lemonade.

“That'a better | ” murmured Mauly,
finiching off his drink. * Iced lemonade
18 jolty useful in & crigis. It is refroshin',
rasanlatin’, invigoratin', an' sustdipin’.”
Mark Linley had the bowling now, and
e cut the first ball well beyond point's
rgach.

“Come on:" hs eried, pelting down
jhe :..."F_ . ) ﬁﬁm i

“No jolly fear!” said Mauly, wavin
hiz partner back. * I'm not runnin’ mn__m
that. Get back, dear boy 1™

Mark Linley souttled baok to his crease
in the nick of time. [t was quite clear
that he could not expect Lord Mauleverer
to exert himself by running siogles. If
the match was to be won at all, 1t would
§have to be wan by boundary hita, So the

Lancashire' lad opened ﬂmm shoulders,

and drove the next ball 1o the raiis.

“ Bravo, Marky ! " ocame Bob Cherry's
stentorian  shout. ** Only six wanted
now | "

But no more georing chances carme to
Mmﬁr_r and it was Hﬂﬂ.—%ﬁ& ] J—__.HHH wmn_ﬁ_.

8 lordship was leaning vily on hia
bat, and nodding; and the wmpire wos
obliged to wake him.

And then Lord Mauleverer decided that
it wos time to get things over. Leapin
mto sudden activity, he fairly
&t the ball, his bat sweeping over
shoulder,

Crack |

It was a mighty hit—a hit that held the
onlookers epellbound. The ball soared
high over the heads of the fieldsmen, and
over the rails, to alight with a plomp!
in the very deck-chair which Mauly had
vacated.

*“8ix!1"” roared Bob Cherry, dancin

is

Doetor Locke.—The problem of
a somewhat vexed one.
down any hard-and-fast rules on the subject. It is
not the amount of & boy's allowance whic
it iz the mammer in W
interfere in these matters unless it becomes ahag.
lutely neccasary ; being eontent to loave it to the
good sense of the boye

Dicky Nugent.—I thin
should have his own banking accounts—a currant
aceount, for whenever he wanta to buy buns, cake,
and seterer ; and a depossit eccount, for whenever
he feels he would like to be & miser and horde up
munay. Wouldn't it be ripping to be able to buy
what you like whon you like,
& check 1
foeling @a rich as Croous, and everything in the
garden would be lovely ! .
: _wﬂ___ma Gosling.—'" Wot I saya ia this 'ere—I
old w

HOW MUCH SHOULD
SCHOCLBOYS RECEIVE ?

POCKET-MONEY PROBLEM

“POUNDS”

cket-monoy is
I do not think one can lay
mattors ;

which he spends it. I mever

arenta and gusrdiana.
every fellow at Greyiriaca

E!W%q by writing out

I should strut up down greyiriars,

strong views on this pocket-money ques-

with delight. * Mauly's hit & six—end | tion. 'Ow much should a schoolboy receive ?
wo've won | Who said the age of miracles | Nothink ! And that's for too muoch | Pocket-money
wag past 1 makes & young rip distravagant and improfligate.

Having made that amazing hit, Lord
Mauleverer promptly collapsed in the
gress. Either the heat, or his unwonted
exertion, or hig surpriso at having hit the
firet gix in his life—and probably the last !
—had proved too much for his lordship.

When I was & boy, I had a penny a week to spend.
and I spent many wecks without "aving a ponny !
All Emﬁwﬁ of pocket-maney, saya I, ahould be cut
off at

do then, poor things 1
from 1—ED.)

sauce.” [And what would school porters

Where would their tips come

GENERATIONS OF
MOUTHS FED

FLY FOUND—EXCHANGED FOR CURRANT

Mrs.MIMBLELOOKSBACK

i LESS you, asirl” said Dame Mimble,
ting me with a besming lace.
I'm never too busy for o chat.

Won't yon git down ? And perhaps you'd like

to sample a new brand of ginger-boer I've just
gob in ¥ *
“Wouldnt I juat!” T eaid. * Awfully

good of you, ma’am. Here's to your health,
wealth and happiness | " T added, as the worthy
dame handed me a glass of foaming ginger-pop.

" Now what might you be wishing to say to
me, sir 1 ' aakked Mra. Mimble.

“Well, I'm sure the HEpaLp readers would
like to hear sorae of your experiences,” I said.
“ How long have you been the proprictress of the
tuckehop ¥

" For moro years than I care to remember,
gir. Queon Victoria waa on the throne when I
took up my dutieas here. Bo vou see, | have
served several mﬁuﬂawﬂ.ﬁﬂm of Greyiriars boys."

“ Did the fellows eat more in the good old
daya than they do in the bad now ones B
I asked.

“ On the whole | think they did. You seo,
in the old deys they had no other use for their
pocket-money. Thoere were no picture paleces
to go to, or wireless sets to buy. And most of
tho money was spent on tuck.”

“Who waa the best customer you've ever
had
“ Ah, now you're aaking, air | I shall need to

put on my thinking-cap for a moment."” Then,

after a pauss :

“ 1 should say that Master Tubby Travers
wasd my beat, e was & very plump boy—
like Bunter in appearance, but thers the
regeroblance stops. Master Travers was a
gentleman. He was very
wealthy, and nearly all he
leisure—and pocket-monsy
—was sgpent in my shop.
Not that he was greedy, so
much as generous. He was
Always standing treat to
his chums, and on ona great
cocasion-—it was to celebrate
a8 oricket victery,. if 1
rememboer rightly — ho
bought up my entire stock."”

“ Great pip |

“If I'd had many mors
customers like Master
Travers, I should have made
.my fortune by now,” said
Dame Mimble mmiling. “I ean see him now,
perched on a stool at the countor, calmiy
ordering * Tarts and ginger-pop for twonty!'
Gencrosity was his strongest point, or his
greatest weoknoegs, whichever way you choose
to look at i1t."

' And who was the meanest oustomer you've
ever known 1"

“A boy named Snike,” said Mrs. Mimble
promptly. * I shall never forget him. He would
nnw... mwabm 8 halipenny at a time, though he
had a liberal allowance from his people. Ono
day he bought a _..Eﬁmmuhm—% bun, and when he
came to eat it he found a iy in i¢. So what do
you think he did ! Brought the bun back to
the shop and wanted the fly exchanged for n
currant 1 '

" Well, of all the rnean boundera | *' I gasped.
“ Now tell me some more of your quaint
experiences,”

ut at this moment the tuckshop was sud-
denly invaded by a swarm of thirsty ericketers,
and I wag reluctantly compelled to bring the
intervicw to a olose.




