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LEATHER POCKET WALLETS AND PENENIVES WAITING TO BE WON!

Here your Editor is pleased to smswer gueslions and discuss fopics of gemeral

inferest.

ol

Y way of a change, chums, we'll

B kick-off this week with a clever

Greyiriara Limerick, which earns

for Philip “Bobingon, of Faggs

Farm, Buriton, Petersficld, Hants, one

of our splendid leather pocket wallats.
Here it is:

At Greyfriars School, I would menticon
Thai Enum has no use for convention,
While fellows resori
To some outdoor sport,
THI':‘;NHF young blade’s ** in deten-
.

- » = 3

* (Qrand stuff, these MacueT g
says the firet latter 1 have opened this
week, which comes from & roader who
lives at Weybridge. Yes, and I can assure
him that 'ré going to remain ** grand
stuff,” I }rgu mggllgﬂﬂn] #o0 the yarns
I'va pot in store for him—but thers, you'll
sod them all in due courss, and you'll
theroughly agree with thia enthusiastic
reader. fiatter myseli that I get the
very best of authors for our paper, and if
there iz anybody who can spin & better

arn than Fr. Bicharda, or Geo. E.
esteor, I'd like to meet him !

This same reader wants to know if ['ve

EVER HEARD OF A JACEAROG ?

+No, it's no relstive to a kangaroo. He
came ascross the word in an Australian
yarn the other day, and wants to know
what it means.
readers—and their number is legion—
could tell hi::.}. idﬁ Jackaroo ‘]; MEeans &
young man of good position who joins &
mﬁufn to learn sheep and cattle farming,

The next guery comes from a
“ uyp North,” who, ke most people n
that part of the country, i intereated in
coal, He wanta to know if it is true that
tha coal supply of this country will give
out soon, and, if so, what will replace it
an & source. of ena ?

It ﬂﬂ?ﬂnﬁs ofi what my reader calls
“goon."! The coal supply of this countiry
is not likely to give out durin% hig life-
time, but scientiats have ecaleulated that
there is only sufficient coal in this country
to last us about 120 or 130 years ! After
that, "we shall have to find a new source
ol . soveral of which are now being

imentad with.
ore long, we are likely to see

WATER, INSTEAD OF COAL

veed for generating energy. It isostimated
that we could ‘;Eudugr about a million
horse-power, which is not much when you
consider that the United States preduces
sbout twenty-eight millions. But the
meomt promising source of natural energy
iz the ebb and flow of the tides. When
the tide comes in, it will be taken through
turbinea into huge reservoirs, and then,
when it goes out agsin, the impounded

Don’t Delay,
Get Busy To-day!

v of my Australian |

Wirile to him: Editor of the “ Magmet,”” The Amalgomated Press,
Lid., Fleetway House, Farringdon Siveel; E.C .4, 4 stamped and addressed emvelopoe

ensure & reply.

water could be made to do work acgain.
Be, oven if ' Old King Coal ** doea let us
down, we shan't be entirely left in the

turch ¢
is being done nowadays, it is

w evident that we are living in

. A MOST INTERESTING AGE,

and you fellows are going to see pome
amnazing achisvernenta oven before wyou
are a8 old ss I am—and I'm nowhere
near the sear and. yollow wyet! For
instance, I've just been reading about the
now railplane which is claimed to be
ablo to travel at 160 miles ger hour, thus
supargeding the ordinary common or gar-
den railway. Contrast that with the first
lecomotive of Stephenaon, which travelled
&t six miles per hour! And that was less
than a hundred and thirty years ago |

——
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HEN you come to consider what

Bofore answering any further gueries,
have a laugh at this joke which has
earnod & handsome pocket knife for:
" MaogreET Reader,' 30, Alfred Street,
Kedear, Yorks.

Office-boy (applying for
job} : ** Yes, I"m smart, sir.
1've won several] prizes in
erossword puszles and other
sompatitions
lately."”

Employet -
e Tﬂit": “all
right ; bul I want someone
smart during office hours.'

Boy : ‘' That was during
office hours, slr 1™

I had begun to think that my girl
readers were beginning to get shy, for it
is & long time since I reecived a lotier
from one of them. However, this week
I have heard from WVieolet Raynor, of
Thirsk, who wdnts to kaow

HOW PERFUMES ARE MADE?

Thesa are made from essential oils,
which are extracted from fowers by
subjocting them to distillation with water.
But I cannot sdvise my reader to attempt
to make her own perfumes, for it requires
between five and six thousand peunds
of petals to produce’one pound of. rozs oil,
The spparsius is very costly, and three
or four distillations are necessary before
the oil i1s periect.

& I have told my readers before,
A the ciroulation of the Maawer
in not confined to the British
Empire. There are readorg of

ours in practically every country, and this
weel I was very ple to receive a

Send along wour Jole or pour
of eather pockel

lettar from

rocllets and

i

A READER 1IN SPAIN..

Heg tells ms that Spain is
taking more and more
intereat in  DBritish sports,
and the result is that bull-
fighting, which used to be
the national *“gport!” of
Bpain, ia now on the wane,
and its place 18 being taken
by such sports as Boecver
and Bpeadway ridm%:u

am glad to ar if,
because bull-fighting was a
gor sort of game st the

t of times. I've acon
ons bull-fight, end I can
aggure you L'm not anxious
to seeany more,. My sym-
pathiea are all on the sido
of the poor horsens, who
invariably " get it in the
neok.” Besides, tha ncag?ﬂ.- are beavily
loaded sagainet the bull, who is bound
to be killed in any case.

Toreadors arc finding that if they wish
to retain their popularity, they must give
up bull-fighting and become dirt-irack
ridera, and one of them, who rejoices in
the name of Poto 11, has alroady becomo

A STAR OF THE SPEEDWAY.

My reader in Bpain, tella me that he
sow an English rider out there recently.
This was CHff Parkinson, whom 1 saw
riding ' with the Wembley * Cuba' in
thia country. Good luck to him | He'na
ﬂ\uﬂk? young rider who hsils from

iddleabrough, and who worked for a
number of years as a window-dresser in a
London store. Window dreasing wasn't
a:mit.ing cnough for Cliff, so I'm glad to
see he's got his chanco of gshowing the
Spaniards how we shilt the cinders in Lhis
country |

Don’t forget, you readora of mine who
live abrosd, I'm always glad to hear from
you, and to pasa on any interesting in-
formation vou care to send along !

" From one of my readers, R. W. {who
givea no address) comes & querv

OF INTEREST TO PHILATELISTS.

He wants to join the Jumior Fhilatelic
Society, and aeka ms how to sét about it.
t He should wiite to the Secpotary, Mitre
House, Mitre Court, Fleet Street, London,
E.C.4, and all information will be pent to
hin. X this reader had given me hia
addreas I would have handed on hia letter,
and ha would have peceived s reply.

they ¥ A :ﬁgﬁ'l anothor

top-notcher coming next week, in:

“THE HAND OF THE MANDARIN!"™
By Frank Richards.

The title alone should be sufficient to
asgure you that thers is going to be Pl‘-unty
of exsitement in the yarn. don't mimm
it, chums, or you'll miss & dashed good
thing. 8 '

The * Greviriars Herald "' will alsoe be

ing gtrong, to say nothing of ‘eur rippi
E:ngﬁ, whigh 13 l|“:a»-rlnlzl:m.lIl;:.l'tgm:: ﬂwlsdr%:E
to be one of the Enaat- our ¢ld paper
ever published. Our Bpecial Rhymester
will alpgo be in evidence, while jokea and
lismericks, and my usual chat -will round
off the programme,

Cheerio until next week, chuma i

——— s

HAT'S your opinion of the
nt eperies of Oreyfriare
varns T Tip- aren't

. Gireyfriars Limerick —or both—and win our waeful
Sheffield sieel penknives. All effortz to be sent fo: cjo
Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Streel, London, E.Cd (Comp.).

YOUR EDITOR.
prives



PERILS AND ADVENTURES AHEAD FOR THE GREXFRIARS VOYAGERS!

7

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Off to China !

{4 E'RE off1”
W “Hurrah!” ,
It was a merry party io

the big cer.

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Grey-
friars Remove were in thoe best of spirite.

A ai:m.n;;l September morning, a swift
ecar that hummed merrily by dale and
hill, and the prospect ahead of a v
over half the world; the chums of the
Remove did not want mors than that
to buck them up.

The Famous Five wore their cheeriest
smiles, Little Wun Lung, the Chinee,
grinned placidly.

“We're going to have a good time!”
said Bob TEY.
. ‘I::Wa are 1" agreed Johnny Bull, “We
is

“The

gﬁ_ﬂdfulnm of the time," re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“"will be really terrific, my absurd
chums,”

“Simply terrific1” agreed

Bob. “Not to say prepos- Don’t

terous I
“Ha, ha, ha!" hﬂats.
Ferrers Locke, at the Harry

wheel, glanced round for a
moment at bis cheery com-
panions and smiled.

Undoubtedly it was = merry party.

There was, perhaps, one i the
ointment—a fat fly | ﬁi‘ﬂ:,r Bunter was
in the car!

But Bunter was only going as far as
Folkestone. At least, that was what
the other fellows thought. They were
Lo dm}i him when they boarded the
g}hﬂ-ﬂﬂﬂ boat, Apsin, that was what

e other fellows thought.

Bunter, perhaps, was thinking differ-
ently. There wes & sly glimmer in the
little round eyes behind the big round

spec £3,

Bunter, ]perha.ps, was not the pal a
fellow could rely on in an emerpency.
But when it came fo a trig to China,
with all expenses pzid, then PBunter
could be relied u to atick to his
friends—if he could. Bunter was to
be !:Irui:rpadiat Folkestone, but that, in
Bunter's apinion, waa s drap too much.
He was not going to be dropped if he
could help it.

1 /AR

*1 say, vou fellowg——"

"Ha,li), halla, halla! En'c%ing life,

old fat bean?” boomed Bo herry.
& I"sn.:.!. did you put any grub i the

T

“Oh, my hat! "Wa shall be st Folke-
stone in o couple of hours, and you've
only just packed away six brekkers onc
after another—"

“Oh, really, Cherey——"

Frank Nugent laughed, and pro-
duced a packot of toffee from his pocket.
Bunter grabbed the foffee. T he

was silent, His silence was hkely to
lask exactly as long as the toffec.
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh looked
back at the white read stretching like
a ribbon through the green country-
gide, There were many cars on the
road, but none of them passed Locke's
Daimler. Few of them kept pace with
it, ftor Locke was putting on plenty of
speed. But & dark green Mercedea had
hung in the wake of the car ever since
Wharton Lodge had been left behind.

waste time packing bags and catching
For a right royal holiday join up with
Wharton & Co., en route for China and
thrilling adventures.,  Billy Bunter’s with 'em !

“My esteemed chums—" murmured
Hurres Singh.
“"What's u?, Inky?"*
Iy

“T thinkfully opine that we are being
followed.™

"“Shouldn’t wonder,” said Hamry
Wharton., “Those blighters who are
after Wun Lung will have had their
ﬁ&ﬁ open, I expect. In fact, 1 believe

r. Locka wanted them to know that
the kid had left Wharton Lodge.”

All ayes turned on the car behind.
The peak of the driver’s cap hall
hid his face, but what the juniora could
see of it, it had an ivory-yellow com-
plezion.
“That
Lung.
“So they're alter us already!" said
Bob. “They're not letting the grass
row under their tootsies. We've only
one about fifteen miles so far—and
how many is it to China®™

dliver Chinea!" said Wun

- F-.

e
e

By
B9 - FRANK
45 RICHARDS.

“About ten thousand!™ said Harry
Wharton, laughing. 5
s

“There's a cor following us,

Locke,” said Baob,

The detective smiled.

A Mercedes?!” he asked.

Bob looked bark again.

“I think so."

“It has followed ue from VWharton
Lodge,” said Locke. “1 noticed it
when wo started.”

o Uh 1]]

“They mean to follow us to Folke
stone,” said Nugent. “If the chap's
got his passport on him, I suppose wa
shall have his company on the boat.'

“Y say, you fellowa!” Bunter had
finished the toffes. *1 say, don't be
frightened. I'm coming to see you off,
vou know ¥

“*Fathead !

“"We shall be at Folkestone long be-
fore the boat starts, at this rate,” said
Johnny Buell, “Only—"'

“Only what?”

“This docsn’t scem to me
the right road.”

“Alr. Locke knows the way,
I fancy,’ said Rob.

“We're going a long way
raund, mu'ﬁuw; according to
the last signpost, we shall Las
Crovdon this way 1"

i ﬂh 1‘”‘
The chums of the Remove sat up and
took motice, as it were. They had

taken it for granted that the run would
be direct to the port where they were
to take ihe boat for France—a straight
run to Ashford in Kent, and then Elﬂl'ﬁ'ﬂ
to Folkestone, But Locke wasz striking
north—on the London road. It waos
truc that there was plenty of time lo
catch the midday boat, for the setart
Lhad been made early in the morning.
But there would certainly not be toc
much time i[ Locke was poing round
by way of the metropolis.

However, the Greyiriars party took
it for pranted that Ferrcers Locke knew
what ha was about.

Theo car hummed on, fester and faster.
It was a good car, and Locke knew how
to get the best out of it.

Iiut at the same distance behingd, the
Mercedes hummed after i, hkeeping
pace, The Mercedes was B good car

Tae Macxer Lsrany.—No. 1,178,
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too, and the Chinaman who drove it
wasd a good man st the wheel.
i .ﬂfain and again the juniors locked

BGHE.

They were entering into the exeile-
ment of the race; for race it was, oa
they realised nmow. Locke was trymng
to drop the pursuer.

“J=I zay, you fellows ! gasped Bun-
ter, as the trees by the roadside whizzed
past, as if past an express train. “I—I
say, this is—i=n't safe. We're going too
ju%l'} i t! ted Bob Ch

‘Jump out!” sugges ob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast! I say, Mr. Locke, slow
down, please! 1 pa H

“ahat up, Bunter I’

“Shan’t!” roared Bunter. "If you
think I'm going to be killed just to
please you, you're jolly well mistaken,

? Suppose we run into a lorry

“That's all right, you'll bounce off |*
said Bob,

“ Suppose—suppose a tyre bursts——"

“You're mnrﬁikely to burst than the
tyres, considering the number of brek-
kers you put away!"

“Buppoze—oh dear! I say, stopl 1
want to get out!” roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Ferrers Locke may have heard Bun-
ter, but if he heard, he did not heed.
The Daimler whizzed on at a terrific
speed. It not only ate up the miles,
but devoured them greedily. But still,
in the mist of dust behind, the Mercedes
hung on. The juniors watched, with a
thrill, The terrific E?Eed of the car
was oxhilarating—to all except Bunter.
Billy Bunter's feelings were expressed
in a series of terrified yelps.

“Where's the Mercedes now " ashked
Locke, without turning his head.

*Zame distance !” answered DBob.

“Just the samei"

id J'I.I.Et Iu

“The man's a sticker,” sald Locke,
and he eased off. To Bunter’s %'reat
relief, the wild race slackened. “We
shall not beat him by speed. But per-
haps there are other ways.”

“{Oh dear ¥ gasped Bunter.

The car hummed on, at a reduced
speed. The Mereedes hehind easzed off,
keeping the same distance as before.
Evidently it waa the intention of the
Chinaman to keep the car in sight,
and unlesa he could be dodged in the
traffc nearer London, the junmiors did
not see how he was to be shaken off.
Byt they were more than content to
leave it to Ferrers Locke,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Shaking Off the Shadowers !

ey SAY, vou fellows——"
i “Dry uf:, Bunter!''

“Put, look here, what are wae

heading for London for?” de-

manded Bunter peevishly, ™I thought
we wero going to Folkestone!”

“How could you have thought that ™
demanded Bob.

“Eh! Didn’t you think so?”

“VYea, I did, but I don’t s3ce how you
could.”

“Why not, you ass?

‘' Because you haven't anyihing to
think with, old fat man.”

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter,

“It's all right, Bunter,” said Harry.
“We shall get to Folkestone sooner or
later, and land you at your uncle's.”

“He, he, hel"

"“Well, what asre you ecackling at,
you fat imagei™

Bunter did not explain what he was
cackling at. He had demanded a lift

Tag Macrer Lisnary—No. 1,178,

to Folkestone, for the eostensible pur-
of staying with his uncle there,

ut a8 he had po uncle at T'olkestone,
there would have bean difficultics in

the way.

“And if we're » little late, all the
Letter,'” said Bob. “I suppose you want
to please your uncle, don’t you,
Bunteri”

“Eh?t Oh! Yes|"

“Well, you couldn’t 'p!&asu anybody
more than by arriving late—unless you
didn't arvive at all, of course.”

£d Bﬂm l"

The car swept round a bend in the
rond, and the Mercede: was lost to
gight behind for the moment. Then,
8o suddenly that tho car rocked, Locke
shot into a eide-road between rows of
tall, leafy trces. It was a narrow lane,
rough and rutty, and the car rocked
elong it in a way that shook the juniors
hike peas. Billy Bunter lurched off hia
seat, but fortunately for Bunter, caught
Nugent round the neck with ao suddenly
flung arm. It was not fortunate for
Nugent. He gave a howl as Bunter’s
weight dragged him down.

“Uw! Leggo!"

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter. "1
say! Hold mel %h, my hat! 1 zay,
you fellows! Oh crumbs!”

“"You fat idiot—-"

£ G"F‘i" !ll

Nugent shopk himsclf [ree ag the Owl

-of the Remove collapsed on the foor.

Bunter sat and roared.

The Famous Five stared buck eagerly.
They had been out of eight of the
Mercedes when the car turned so sud-
denly into the lane. They guessed
Locke's object, and wondered -whether
the pursuer would tumble to it, or
whether he would go rushing on along
the main road.

Locke slackened speed; the Daimler
glided gently on up the rutty lane.
The thick trees hid the road behind, but
the juniors heard the zcar of the
Mercedes ns it passed the end of the
lane, There was another curve on the
high road a little shead, and doubtless
the Chinaman took it for granted that
Locke had picked up speed and gone
on reund that curve. At all events, it
was certain that he had not turned into
the lane.

“I fancy we've chucked that Chinees !'?
sarj‘d ﬂﬁg? Cherry, grinning.

“0Oh, do shut up, Bunter!”

“Ow] I'm bumped! Im burt! I
think I've broken a rib!”

“There’'s a good hospital at Folke-
stone, We'll drop you there instead of
at your unele's.”

“ Beast 1™’

Bunter crawled back to his seat. It
transpired that ho had not, after all,
broken a rib. But he was in a very
bed temper. Fortunately, that did not
matter.

At a moderate speed the car nego-
tiated a tengle of lanes and country
roads, with which Locke seemed to be
well acquainted. When the car emerged
into & main roed et last, it was the
road to Ashford, and Locke put onm
speed again as he drove through the
Emilgqng ﬂquntrysiidihaf Kggt. .,

“MNoe zign o a giddy enemy!
chuckled Bob. y

Ferrers Locke smiled,

“T fancy we shall not see the Mercedes
again!” he said. “I have no doubt
wa gave the enemy the impression that

woa were poing to Londor, and it is in
London, hope, that they will look
for us™

“0h!™ exclaimed Bob.
the big idea, was it?"
“That was the big idea,"” assented

“That was

Fervers Locke. "I was glad to let them

THE MAGNET

kce that Wun Lung had left Wharton
Lodge, in order to remoye danger of
further frouble in that quarter. But
there = oo nead to np&:au them that
we are starting bor the Uootinent. They
know nothing of Wun Lung's intention
to refurn home io China, and it is not
for uz to tell them."

“Good!” eaid Harry. “From the
road you took, they must think we were
going to London, As soon as tha;; find
out that we've dropped them, they'll try
up and down the London rosd for us.

“Probably |

“Then we're clear of them ! said
Frank Nugent.

“1 hope #0,” smid Locke, " Bui we
are doaling with men who are not
easily beaten, my boy. We are done
with the Mercedss now, but I shall be
very gled 1f we get on the Channel
boat without E-I.l.i.ng in with any more
of the gang. The Mandarin Tang
Wang is well served by his agents in
this country, and if they discover
that we are heading for China, I have
no doubt that our stops will be degged
every fodt of the way. We bave dropped
the rascal who watched us leave Whar-
ton Lodge, and for the cest we must
trust to fortune.”

Fager eyes from the car watched the
road as they swept on through Kent
in tho bright morning sunshine. .

The Mercedes was not seen again,
and thers was pno sign of any other
CAT é)iehing up the pursuit.

‘They passed through Ashford and
hummed on towards the coast. It was &
reliel to the minds of the Greyiriare
fellows to eee no sign of en enemy on
the road. One purzuer bad hbeen
deluded and shaken off, and they enter-
tained =& stro hope that they would
succeed in getting on the Channel boat
without pursuit. Bob Cherry remarked
that it would be a good joke on Tang
Wang's emissaries, to crossing the
Continent, while they were hunting for
Wun Lung in don. :

But it was evident that Locke did
not feel assured of it. For it was pos-
sible, indeed probable, that the enemy
might guess what Wun Lung's destina-
tion really was; possible even that they
liad learned something of Mr. Wun
Chung Lung’s cable~to his son bidding
him return to China. It would not
have surprised any of the party to timd
themselves watched by slanting eyes
when they reached Folkestone,

Ashford bad been left o long way be-
hind when the juniors poticed & motor-
bicyele on the road.

The rider of the motor-bike was
goggled beyond recognition, and it
would have been hard to tell whether
he was white, yellow, or black.

There were soc many motor-bikes on
the road, that 1t was some time beforo
the juniors observed that this special
rider was behind them mile after mile.

Then they began to watch bim. He
was letting his maching out to kecep
pace with the car, and several times
thE{l saw him taking reckless chances
with the trafic coming up from the
coast towns.

YWharton determined to draw Ferrers
Locke's attention to him at last. Locke
nodded and smiled. Hes had been
watching the motor-bike for somo time
reflected in the mirror that gave him a
view of the road behind.

= A apy, probably,” said Locke. * Bus
wo shall soon see. I have allowed
plenty of time for making detours.”

He turned from the main road econ
afterwards, cutting scrosz by a country
lane townrda Paddlesworth, ene of the
h:%hast parts of the downs.

he jupiors, looking back, saw tho
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motor-bike sweep round the corner a
minute later. ' .
The cyelist, apparently, waa bound in
thae direction of Paddlesworth, if he
was not shadowing the car. But the
Greyiriars fellows were pretty certain
now that he was shadowing them.
From Paddlesworth, the car ran down
to the main Canterbury road, where it
passes through Hawkinge, snd Locke,
turning his beck on the sea, drove up
towards Canterbury.
After the car hummed the motor-bike.
Locke swerved to the right thruuﬁh
the wvillage street suddenly, and the
motor-bike shot past on the main road,
towards the distant cathedral city.
But five minutes later, aa the car
rocked by narrow bumpy lanes where
the branches of trees scratched the win-
dows on either side, the motor-bike
was heard humming behind..

“There’s that eportsman again!" said

Bob. “He's after us—no doubt of 1t
now [
“None at all,” agreed Wharton.

“PBut how the dickens he picked us
“P"“'-_-"

“He picked us up at Ashford,” said
FYerrers Locke. “Wo wore watched
passing through that town. I fancy the
man in the Mercedes used the telephone
after we gave him the slip, and thdre

wes o man in Ashford ready. They
guspect that Wun Lupg 1s ]Eﬂ.ﬂﬂﬁ
England, and they are keeping wale

to make sure! But we may beat them
Iﬂt-!, .
*Where the thump are we now?” mur-
mured Nugent, st&mng from tho win-
dow, thal nearly cracked as a branch

dashed on it.

.I_|I|:II1I'.'III'.I' \ .. I k' '|III1'I- A e
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“Boautiful seemery, anyhow, though
it's a tight 6t!" said Bob, :

It was undoubtedly a tight fit in the
lane the car was following. The way
was too narcow for two vehicles to pass,
and oyerhanging branches swept the
car, crackled on the windows, and
brushed the baggage on the r:ml_{ Up
steep ascents, down dizzy declivities the
car dashed, with a continuzal crackle
from brushing branches.

“"Now if we meet a farmer’s cart—-"
nfurmured I‘-Fl.:gant.

ooogh

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
matter, Bunteri" :

“I—I say, you fellows, I—1 don't like
this! I say, if we run inoto & farm
cart—"

“1f we do, old {at bean, yor’'ll never

ot to your uncle at Folkestone. Won't
E’hat be nice for him!”

Tha car swept round a curve and
slacked & little as several cows strolled
in & leisurely way ahead. There was &

What's the

;re‘.l‘p from Bunter.
“1—1 say, vou fellows, suppose we
run into B cow—"

“The cow won't half like it, if wo
do!” said Bob. *“Let's hnp-e:, for tho
cow's sake, that we shan't.

“You silly ass! PBlow the cow! 1
wasn't thinking of the beastly cow!
They oughtn't to 'be allowed to let cows
walk about the road!” gasped Bunter.

“My dear ass, there were cows in this
part before there were roads. It isn't
cows wandering on the roads—it’s a
road wandering into the cows' pasture.
We can't abolish cows, you know,” said
Bob argumentatively. *It would be
no use trying to mﬂi a motor-car !

“You ailly chump! Oh dear! I

AR 11‘11 Ly
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As the car suddenly rocked, Billy Bunter lurched in his seat. He
fAung his arms round Nugent’s neck and dragged on him, * Ow!
s Loggo ! " roared Nugent.

know we're all going to be killed!™
wajiled Bunter. “1 wizsh I hadn't
come.'’ ]
“Passed unanimously,” =zaid Bob,
“Ha, ha, hal” ‘ _
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's a jolly
old gate—open, luchlli,-." .
Almost hidden by foliage, an ancicut
church looked out of the trees on a
chalky mcclivity. The old church of
Hawkinge, if the juniors had happencd
to know it. Near by was a gate used to
close the road, which up to that spot
was unfenced from the surrounding
pasture land.  The gate slood wide
open, though there was a notice on 1t

“Pleass Shut This Gate”  The car
glided through the gateway and
stopped.

Ferrers Locke jumped down, ran back
to the gate, and closed it. He delayed
there for a few moments, then hurried
back to the car and drove on, down a
steep hill that led down into the
Alkham Read. ~

“My hat!” murmured Dolb. The gate
ought to have been closed fo I{EEF the
cattle from straying down to the lower
road, where cars were many, but Bob

was rather surprised that Tervers
Locke had delaved to close it in the cir-
cumstances.

Down the hill, which was frighifully
steep, the car went like a rocket. The
juniors looked back breathlessly,

“There he is """ hooted Bob.

The motor-bike came wushing up to
tho closed gate—and stopped. The rider
scrambled off to open the pate.

The jumiors saw him fumbling at 1t,
and he was still fumbling when the car
shot out of the hilly lane inlo tha

TaE Macyer Lisrany.—No. 1,178
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Alkham Road and spun om lowards
Folkeatone cﬂ :hn;re, q I 3
i .It iﬂ = Ej thi ].I H:

Farrors Lﬁgm.

“That gate won't stop bhim long, will
it 1" asked Bob.

*1 think so!"

“RBut how——-""

Locka laughed.

“1 locked it with a steel chain and
a padlock when I cloged it,” he said.
“1 did not start unprepared for a chase.
That gate will not open very easily.”

“0Oh crumbs!”

“If our friend gets thet gate open
im ten minutcs he will be a quick
worker,” said Locke, “and in ten
minutes now we shall be in Folkestone.”®

The junicrs chuckled.

“(Gates across the lanes in remote
rural districts are sometimes . a trouble
to & metorist,” remarked Locke, ™ But
they have their uses! I think we have
soen the last of our friend.” .

The Daker SBireet detoctive was right.
Nothing more was seen of the man on
the motor-bike, and the car ran into
Folkestone unpurswved.

L,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In the Chops of the Channel !

BE siren filled the air with
T raucons din. The gangway was
cast off, and the stcamer began
te move. The Channel boat was
crowded, and in the erowd were six
cheery boyish facos—those of Harry
Wharton Co., and Wuan Lung, the
Chinee. Until the boat started the
juniors had stayed below, to keep out
of sight of any spying eves that might
have been watching from the crowd
gshore. But as the boat throbbed out
of the harbour, they came back to the
deck, to watch the white clifis of OM
Engljumi, which they wcre not to see
again for a Jong time.

The ghore becamo a blur; blue waters
rolled round the throbbing steamer.

“Off at last ! eaid Bob Cherry.

“The off-lullness is terrific!™

“Next stop, Boulogne!” said Boh.
“Now wo're sale, T may as well own up
that I never really believed that Bunter
would come unstuck.”

"“Well, he had to stop at Folkestone,”
said Harry, '*He told us his uncle was
expecting him there™

“Which looks as if his uncle wasn't,”
remarked Johnny Bull, “as Bunter's
gtatements generally go by contraries.”

“ Blessed if 1 didn’t expect him to try
to wedge on the beoat somehow,” snid

Bob. "I hope Bumter will have & good
time without us, I knew we shall with-
out him."

“"What-ho I'* ]

"1 suppose they wouldn’t let him on
the boat without & ticket—and he
couldn’t travel without o passport, any-
how. B8till, I'm rather surprised to he
DBunterless,™

The jumors chuckled. Perhaps Bob
was not the only member of the party
who had wondered whether Billy Bun-
ter planned to stick.

But the fat junior bad shown no sign
of that., He had said gocd-bye to the
chums of the Remove, only mentioning,
that, as he bad eome away in such a
hurry, he had fﬂr%?tt&n to bring any
money with him. Whether he had any
to bring, if he had remembered, was
another mailter. But with the nappy
prospect of not eeeing Bunter apain
for weeks and weeks and wecks, the
chums of Greyfriars had felt quito
kEindly towards the fat Owl, and they
bad shelled ont generously. It was rather
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they did not bike saying no, eves to
Bunter, though they would have liked
still lesa to say yea. Billy Bunter
been left with « fat Bst full of silver
and & fat grin on his fat face. MAnd
that was tho last of Bunter!

The white cliffs sank lower and lower
a8 the steamer ploughed through the
chops of the Clhannel. It was a perfect
day, and none of the party felt any
of the inward uneasiness that so often

accompanies the passage of “la
Manche.™

. Ferrers Locke jeined the group of
Juniors on deck. There was a cheery
smile on the detective's face.
“Fecling fit?” he asked.
“Fit as a fiddle, =ir?”" said Bob,
“Bunter would be sca-sick if he was
here—but Bunter's come unstuck.”

“The ftfulness is terrific,” remarked
Hurree Singh. “The estcemed sea-
}:r:'ﬁ:ﬂtﬂ would give anyone osteemed
its, "

*Ha, ha, ha!™

“"You think we dodged those
blighters, Mr., Locke?” asked Nugent.

Yerrers Locke nodded.

“1 think s0,” he answered. " Wa
were not, I.think, watched ecoming on
the stecemer. But it is very probable,
of course, that they will guess why we
<ame 1n this direction. We have a good
start of them, however, and we shall
loze no time crossing France to Mar-
seilles. If snyone follows us by the
next boat, we shall be well ahead.”

S

Cre wo icked vp by a
vacht; after which t.h-n;rywill nntpﬁng it
easy to keep track of us on the sea—if
they follow us as far as Marseilles
But il you youngsters are fecling fit we
may as well funch on the boat; we go

si_f.miﬁht to the train on the Fronch
side,

“Right-ho 1"
‘I will join you presently,” added
Locke; an e juniors went down to

the dining-room.
They guessed that Locke intended to
take o look at the paseengers on deck.

There were already & good many
peaple lunching, But the juniors wero
shown an empty tsble by an obliging
steward, and they started lunch with a
good appetite.

“Oh, my hat!” ejacutated Bob
Cherry.

The whole party gave a convulsive
start.

From a neighbouring table a fat and
familiar voice squeaked:

“Waiter E:u

The juniors
Then they gaze
of the fat stiueal'l.'.

“ Bunter " gasped Beb Cherry.

There was Bunter !

With a napkin tucked under his fat
chin Bunter was going strong. The
debris on the tablae gect'nre kim indicated
that ho had started early. But at such
functions Bunter, though an early
starter, always finighed late. ITe was
not done yeb

“Waiter! Where's that pudding 1™

“Yessir! Coming, sir!”

Bunter did not seem to have observed
tha juniors. His attention was loo
busily oeccupied.

“Well, my
faintly.

“ Bunter I

“The Bunierfulness is terrvific!”

“How the thump did he get on the

boat ¥
Mr. Locke's

nzed st one ancther.
round in the direction

hat 1" said Wharton

“Ie bhasn't & ticket!
got s on his passport; but he hasn’t
got Bunter. The fat idint—"

Bob Cherry rose from the table and
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walked over o Buomter. DBunter had
reoei his pudding now, and was

getting busy.

“You [at ehump———oo"
Bunter blinked up
%'¥What are you doing on this bost?”

demanded Bﬂg

“"Eh! Fm having lunch.”

“How did yon get on, you [ak
dummy 1"

“ Walked."”

“¥You--you crass ases!
show a pessport belore you're allowed
to land 1 France!"

“That's . all you know,” answered
Bunter calmly. “You don't need s
paugart for a day-trip licket.”

B ‘1': —a day-trip ticket!"” ejoculated
oh,

"“¥es, old chap! I've pgot a trip
ticket for a day mn Boulogne.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“"He, he, he!"” chortled DPBunter.
“"Grooogh! Hooocogh! Ooocoh!™

There was too much pudding in
transit for Bunter t¢ chortle success-
fully. He choked and spluttered.

Bob Cherry relurned to the juniors'
table, and sat down, They proceeded
with their lunch.

“The fat dummy's got & day ticket
said Bob. " Day trippers sre allowed
to land without passports. Blessed if
I thought of that!"™

at him and

You have to

“My hat! And we lent him the
money ! ejaculated Wharton.
“Oh  ecrumbs! We might bave

guessed he would be up to some trick,
We've financed him, and he’s here!”
E:mned Bob. "I was surprised that
¢ came unstuck so essily! The fat
villain had this in his mind all the

time."
"Well, his day ticket to PBoulogne
won't see him all the way to Hﬂl}g
Gai

Kong, that's one comfort,”
Johnny Bull,

_ Bunter was still lunching when the
juniors went back to the deck. Bunter
was in funds; owing to the parting
loans the juniors had made, under the
mistaken impression that they were
seeing the last of Bunter.

Reiardh:sa of the Channel and ita
treacherous ways, Bunter was stacking
away one luneh after ancther, with a
happy, beatific smile on his fat face,

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled about
the deck, and watched the white cliffa
of France rising into wiew in the
distance, as the steamer churned on
tewards Boulogne

In the middle of the Channe! the
water was rougher, and the steamer
rolled a little; and one or two pas-
sengers betreyed signs of uneasiness,
Presently, as they passed = huddled
heap in o deckchair, the juniors were
startled by a hair-raising groan.

They looked round, guite alarmed.

It was only Bunter!

. His face wae white, his jaw was drop-
ping; and on hie podgy face was a look
of suffering that might have melted
o heart of stoneo.

“Hea-gick, cld fat bean 7 asked Dob
kindlv.

Groan t

“¥You packed away rather too much,
you know.™

Groan !

“Poor old Bunter!”

Groan ! :

HHarry Wharton & Co. had been feel.
ing powerfully inclined to kick the
Owl of the Remove, on finding him
aboard the Channel boat. But they
were compassionata now. It was only
too evident that William George
Bunter was suffering for his sina.  All
the lunches he had Jdisposed of wera
in disagreement with Bunter, and with
one another.
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“Like o glass of watan old [atty1™
asked Boh.

(roan !

_Boh fetclied a glass of water. Bunter
sipped it, with a lack-lustre oyve. He
bligked at the juniors mournfully
through his big spectacles. The water
scemed to afford him httle relief; and

he dropped the glass. It dropped on
Bob's foot, and swamped his shoe.
“0h, you fathead!" exclaimed Bob.

Fellowa who did Bunter good turns
often had reason t9 repent it.

1= say, wyou fellows,” moaned
Bunter, in_a hollow voice, “I—I'm
dying ! I—I feel it! I—I'm expiring "

_“¥ou might have expired before you
dropped that glass of water on my foot,
you silly asg!™

“Beast! I—I—groooogh-ooooogh I—
I'm dying!"” moaned Bunter., *“I[—I

“declars,” and chalked the bags, hardly
waiting for an answer, rom the
custom-house they walked on into the
railway station, where the train for
Paris was already waiting,

In the bustle of gatting off the boat
and getiing on the &rain the juniors
forgot Bunter. Whether he was still
on the boat, or whether he had pone
sshore with the rest of the trippers,
they did not know: but they had ne
doubt that they had seen the last of the

wl of the Remove now.

Seats had been booked ahead in the
train; and the party soon found them,
and Japns;t&d their bags on the racks,
The train was not starting immedi-
ately, and the juniors clustered at the
door and windows and locked out at
the busy, erowded platform.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo '™

7

sticking—or trying to stick! He seomed
to have recovered [rom his sea-sickriess,
and ho was busily hunting the Grey-
friars party along the train. They
watched him from the window with
some interest. A French porter bore
down on Buater, secing a short-sighted
foreigner in difficultics, and doubtles
seenting a tip.

" Monsieur cherche quelqu'un #” he in-
guired.

Bunter blinked at him.

At Greyfriars, Bunter's French was
the worst in the Rcmove, But the
best French in the Remove was nat
particularly wuseful in France. With
the obstingey which is a well-known
characteristic of foreigners, the French
petaisted in speaking & language quute
different from that acguired so labori-
ously at Greyfriars. Buonter had beéen
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wish 1 hado't had the third pudding

pow ! Ow! But—bui perhaps it was
the cake! It might have been the
m-cake—or the seed-caka! Or per-

u
Eﬁpﬂ it woz the ham! Or the beef!”
“My only hat!" gasped Wharton.
he chums of tﬁa Remove turned
eway. FHistory wai repeating itseli;
and they left Bunter to 1if.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Bunter, Too |

BABEL of vcices, clanlainﬁ of
machinery, a host of blue-
bloused porters descending on
the ship like locusts. The Grey-
friavs voyagers had arrvived at
Eoulogne-sur-Mer. _

The juniors picked tt;E their bags,
and followed Ferrers Locke ashore into
the *“ douane,” where & polite official in-
quired whether thoy had anything to

-I-F'i'l!_:'hat‘ 1§ ]

*His niba again|" grinned Beob.

“0Oh, my hat! Bunter!”
. A fa]t form, with ia fat far.'la a.dmﬁeﬂ

& large pair ol =poctacies, rolic

a{:m i:hg pﬂntfm‘m. Fﬂlnl’ﬂr "blinked
to the right and blinked to the left.
Evidently e was locking for some-
body, and the juniors did not necd
telling for whoma he was looking.

“The howling idiet!" pasped Whar-
ton. *Doeg he think he ecan travel in
Fronece without a ticket and without n
passpork "

“PDoez he think at allf"
Johnny Bull :

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh shook his
dusky head.

“The thinkfulness of the estecemed
Bonter is not terrific,” he remarked.
“But his absurd stickiulness ‘is pre-
posterous.™

There was no doubt that Bunter was

grunted

in France before, and he had been far
from satisfied with the pronunciation
of the natives. It was undoubtedly
very different from his own.

“What ?” he asked.

* Monsieur cherche quelque-cliose 7"

The porter was ounly asking Bunter
if he was looking for somebody or some-
thing—as evidently he was. But he
made the mistake of not speaking with
a Greyiriara pronunciation.

“ Kelker, what?” ashed Bunter irrit-

ably. “Look here, have you seen a
party of [fellows—five fellows and
an ugly little beast of 2 Chinee, and

a long-legred blighter with a jaw like
o viee !

“Oh, ray hat " murmured Bob. Bun-
ter's polite inqury reached the cars of
the juniors in the train, and they were
rather glad that Fervers Locke had
gone along the corrider. They fancied
that he might oot have been gratified
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st hearing himeelf described s a long-
legged blighter with a jaw like a vice.

“Comment?"” asked the porter, which
only meant “what.™

“Common! VYes, a rather common
lot,” said DBunter. * lar Bank
Holiday <rowd, to tell you the truth.
Oas's a nigger.'

*Comment 1"

“Yes, I've iold you they're common—
frightfully common, tha lot of them?”

* Plait-al 17

“Eh? Who's talking about flapingf"
snapped Bunter. “Play till when?

I'm not going to play! bhat do you
mean 1"

“ Plait-il 7"

“For goodness’ sake, talk mense!

Have you seen six fellows—one of them
a Chinaman, and one a nigger?™ bawled
Bunter. Bunter suffared tfrom the com-
mon delusion that by shouting, a for-
cigner could be made to understand.

“Je ne comprends pas, monsieur !
said the porter regretfully.

“Comprong be blowed, and I'm not
talking about my pe—T don't call him
pa, cither, but pater! Have you seen
glx—""

“Ha, ha, ha!®

That roar of laughter caught Buifter's
ears, and he blinked round and sighted
the laughing faces at the train win-

dow,
“0Oh, here you ere!™ said Bunter,
relling to the door. “I may, you

u
fellows, ]:p nearly missed you.”

“Why dido't you quite?” asked Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry? Got room for
g fellow in thet carriege 1

" No fear!”

“Well, I'll take the next. [ dom't
care about keeping with you too mwuch,
Fven the porters have noticed that
you're a common lot. That porter chap
just ezid s0.'

“"Ha, ha, hal*

“You fat idiot 1 exclaimed Wharton.
“You can't toke the Paris train,. “You
won't be back in time for the boat on
your day ticket,”

“He, he, hal"

“If you get on this train, you ass,
you'll land in trouble. Trippers aren’t
allowed to over-stay their time. You
may be run in by a gendarme.”

“I'm going as far as Paris,”" eaid
Bupter calmly., *“I1 suppose I can do
as I like? 1 was going to homour you
fellows with my company! Well, now
I won't! Go and eat coke ™

Bunter rolled along the train. Having
satisfied himself that the Greyfriars
party were on it, Bunter clambered
on it, too. Leaning from the window,
Biobh Cherry watched him clamber into
the train some distance down,

“The fat idiot's got in!* he maid.

“"The burbling ass!” said Harry.
“He will get into trouble! But I sup-
posa there’s no stopping him ™

“We could walk along the train and
chuck him off I'* suggested Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton laughed. There was
no doubt that Billy Bunter wss an
exasperating asd, but he was not in-
clined to use such drastic methods of
dealing with him. The Owl of the
Remove certainly had a right to board
the Paris train if he liked. He was
fuirly certain to land into trouble, but
that was his own business, He was
putting his fat person on the train at
owner% risk, as it were.

“They'll chuck him off when they find
ho hasn't a ticket,” said Nugent.

“I dare say has & ticket—as wa
were asses enough to fix him up with

tin at Folkestone,” grunted Johnny
Bull

o ‘i.‘i"all, if he has, he's frea to travel
Taeg Macrer Lizgart.—No. 1,178

on it! DBother him! We shzll lose
him at the Gare du Nord, anyhow !*

“Tain't so0 jolly easy to lose Bunter,”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, we'ra starting I
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ Even French
trains start, if von wait long enough!
Wa're off 1"

Ferrers Locke, in the train corridor,
glanced in, doubtless to meke sure that
all his charges were safe on the train.
Then he etrolled along the corrider.
Harry Wharton & Co. sat down, and
the train glided away from Boulogne.
They were off —and so was William
George Bunter—though what DBonter
was going to do when they arrived at
Paris was rather a mystery.

It was clear, by this time, what Bun-
ter's ultimate objective was. He was
bound for China with the Greyiriars
party—if he could mapage it! But it
was & long, long way to-China !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Tries It On !

H.LY BUNTER grinned.
B He was feeling good.
Bitting in a corner seat, whila
the landseape of Northern France
whirled bg the windows, Billy Bunter
grinned the grin of satisfaction.

Tha bessts thought they were going
to leave him behind. Bunter thought
they weren’t! It seemed that Bunter
was tight, so far!l

Gartainf]r the fat owl had shown con-
siderable sstuteness in petting over the
first difficulties. He had succeeded ‘in
crossing the Chapnel snd landing im
France without a passport. That, Bun-
ter considered, was rather a triumpb
of cleverness.

Any fellow but Bunter might have [elt
uneasy at finding himsalf in a foreign
country without a passport, where those
troublesome and superfluous documents
are strictly necessary. Not, of course,
that s passport serves any useful pur-
pose beyond providing officials with
something to do. But officials must do
something bo keep up an appearance of
earning their salaries, A traveller
found travelling without a p rt was
likely to set a whole series of officials
cackling like & flock of ?enge:; He might
be suspected of being a fugitive criminal
or a opy, for the official mind, of course,
ie quite blind te the fact that criminals
and spies always have their passporis
in perfect order, Bunter was not
worrying sbout that. What was the use
of meeting troubles half way? Besides,
at the back of his fat mind, Benter had
no doubt that Harry Wharton & Co.
would see him through somehow, if be
landed in trouble.

Bunter was in a firstclass carriage.
He liked the comfort of it. He had a
third-class ticket, for he did not like
wasting money on railway fares. If
any beast kicked wp a fuse about euch
g trifling maiter, Buntor w:;dgoing ta
find refuge in mot understanding the
language.

S0 he settled down comfortably and
closed his eyes behind hia big spectacles
and dozed.

He was swakened after a time by a

tn.F on the shoulder.
"Beast! Lemme alone!” murmured
Buntar.

“Monseur [V

“Oh dEar;, is that some beast!
Frenchman? grunted Bunter unwill-
ingly opening his ayes

A man in uniform had come into the
carria from the corrider. Bunter
guessed that he was the conductor of
the train, and sondered whether he
wanted to look et the tickets. Bun-
tar's experience of reilway travelling
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was, that there wers zltogether too
many beasts wanting to look at a feb
low’s ticket. Bunter seldom liked show-
ing up his ticket on & train. Sometimes
ba hadn't one, and when he had one it
wWas erally of the wrong class.
“What do you want?"’ ssked Buoter.
“Montrez votre billet, 8’il vous plai,
e Non e I gaid. Dunter, in
on comprong I said, Duntar,
hiz French, which made the conductor
give a sort of comvulsive start.
“Billet I repeated the native.
“What on earth does ha mean b

' hae- ' murmured DBunter, ¥
say |l away! 1 want to go to
sleep.”

A stream of French apnswered him.

Bunter closed his eyes;

He hoped that the man would leave
him in peace then. But the man did
ot leave him In peace.

Ha shook Bunter roughly by the
shoulder, and the Owl of the Remove
re ned his eyes irritably.

" Chuck 1t!" znapped

k hera!
Buntar. *“Go and eat cokel 4
Bhut up ¥
“To billet 1
A Fronch passenger, wha spoke

English in. the way that Bunter spoke
French, kindly interposed.

“You sall produce ome tickey, ism't
it 1™ said the passenger. “ You sall not

pnderstand. It needs to produce one
tiokay.*

Unwillingly Bunter produced his
ticket.

The conductor immediately burst into
faatioulatium, He signed to Bunter to
ollow him from the carriage. Bunter
gat tight, : :

“Venes, monsieur|”™ said the con-
ductor. * Venez &'i! wous pleit! Suives
moi, n'est-ce-pas. | Vayez, momnsisur,
troisieme classe] Faut chercher une
autre carromse | Comprenez i’

“ood-bye 1™ said Bunter.

* Une autre carrosse | hootad the con-
ductor. “Troisieme classe |”

Bunter was sware that troisieme classe
was third-class; but he did not choose
to understand. He shook his head.

Again the English-speaking paseenger
came to the rescue. .

“Troisieme tickey!” he explained,
“*You make one meestake, mixl Zis one
is one premier classe—worst-class—non,
non, a8 you say. first-clam! You go
saarch one third-class.™

“I'm all right hero,” said Bunter.

“Non! MNon! Pas all right! All
wrong, sairl Tickey no bon!”

“ Monsieur, voulez vous svoir le bonts
de me suivre 1" demanded the conductor,
who seemed to be ]cettin excited,

“MNon comprong |” zaid Bunter cheer-
fully.

“%1-:: say viz you, you have some EM&-
ness of him to follow I” explained the
passenger.

‘“What does he want me to follow him
for?™

# Chercher troisiema classe—scaroh
third-cluss, =sair, parceque—because—
tickey he third-class.™

*“Vepnez, monsieur ! hooted the con-
ducter.

o k here, I don™t understand you, ™
taid Bunter. “You go and leave a
fellowr alone, sea? Bhut upl”

But the conductor declined either to
shut up or to leave Bunter alone. He
fixed 8 grasp on a fat shoulder and
jarked Bunter to his feet.

“Venez I he hooted.

“He say, ' Come!” said the passenger.
“Jt needs zat you come along wiz him,
monsieur ! Yes ™

“Leggo!” hooted Bunter.

* Veonez [ ' .

Bunter had. ne choice about going.
The conductor, having failed to make
him understand words, procecded to
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Bunter’s fat heart thumped as he realised the Chinee was a spy on the Greylriars party.

actions that he simply had to under-
stand. He twirled Bunier out of the
compartment into the train corridor like
s fat humming-top.

“0Oh 1" pasped Bunter.

“Allez I hooted the conductor.

* Beast 1™

With the conductor pushing him from
behind, Bunter had to “allez.” He
rolled dizcontentedly along the corridor,
past the doorway of another Fhrst-class
carriage, where the Famous Five and
Wunaiam get, The shding door was
open, and sBunt-er jemmed his {at person
in the doorway.

“1 zav, you fellows——"

“Burz off, Buntor [

“ Allez " roared the conductor.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! TIs that fat
idiot in 8 row already?”

“J=I =ay, you fellows, this beast
wants to shift me along the trainl”

asped Bunter., “He makes oub that
g’?a ot to shift because I've got a
third-class ticket. Filthy foreigner!”

"Well, you can't expect to bilk the
rrilway, old fat bean. You'd better
alley 1" grinned Bob Cheriy.

#] say, you fallows, if vou pay some-
thing on my ticket—"

“Why can't you pay on it yourself,
vou fat villain "

*Well, I don’t want to waste money,”
said Bunter, “I don't believe in chuck-
ing money away, especially among these
beastly [breigners!™

“Oh, my hat "

“1 may, yvou fellows—— Oh crumhs!
lLeggo, you foreign beast!” roared
Buntor.

But the foreign beast did not let go.
Perhaps he felt that he had expended
cnough time on Bunter, He grmi:ed
the UOwl of the Remove by the collar
and jerked him out of the doorway.

Bunter disappeared =slong the cor-
ridor, propelled from behind by the

conductor, and followed by a howl of
laughter from the Greviriars fellows.

“Owl PBeast! Leggo!” shouted
Bunter. “I say—oh dearl—I say, Mr.
Locke 1" He was prepelled into p tall

gentlemian in the ecorridor, and recop-
nized Ferrers Locke, who stared at him
in astonishment. “1I say, Mr. Locke, tell
this filthy foreigner to f;ggc- i

“What are you doing on thiz train,
Bunter "

“1=I'm going to Paris—"

 Nonsense ("

“Oh, really, sir! Y suppose I con go
to Paris if I like! Some of my titled
relations are staying there! I say——"

Mr. Locke walked along the corridor.
Ho was not disposed, apparently, to
intervene. Bunter continued his jour-
ney along the train, stared at by the
occupants of all the carriages he passed.
He was landed ot last in the corridor
adjoining the third-class section of the
train; and there the conductor, after a
volley of French, left him,

“Beast I' gasped Bunter.

And he rolled into a third-class eom-
partment, boiling with wrath and indig-
nation.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Spy on the Train!

[T MIENS 1
A The porters might have
called out the name of the

station in Greek for all that
it conveyed to Billy Bunter. & was
not sure whether they were saving
“Am-vang " or “Um-yung ¥ eor *Om-
vong.”  Bubk none of the three was
enlightening.

He blinked out of the window of his
third-class carriage. at endless platforms
and c¢rowds and trains, and wondered
whether he had arrived at Pacis.

Bunter had not gone to sleep apain,
The hard wooden scat of a third-class
carriage, especially a French third-class
carriage, did not conduce to slumber.

Bunter blinked at the other two or
three passengers in his compartment,
who, of eourge. were all French, and
inguired :

“Have we got to Paria "

“Comment ¥ asked o polite native.

“Paris ¥ asked Buntor.

The Frenchman looked puzzled. He
did not scera to recognise the name of
his own capital city—as pronocunced by
Bunter,

“Plait 117" he asked.

“Oh dear! They don't even under-
stand their own  langpuage in this
country " prunted Bunter, “Paris? Is
this Paria? What? Then he suddenly
remembered that those absurd foreigners
pronounced the word in a different war.

“Pareag” What ? Parea?™ nshod
Eurttl:l'.
The Frenchman amiled. He under-

stood now,

“ Pas encore, monsieur,™ he answered.

“ Pas encore?” ropeated Bunter. “Ia
thal the name of the station or what!?
T zav, T asked you if this was PParis—I
moan, Paree ™

“Pas encora.”

The Fronchman was saying “not yet,”
which was & natural answer to make, as
the train was less than half way ta
Paris. Dunter wished that he had given
a little more altention to Monsieur
Charpentier’s instructions, in the Trench
class at Greylriars.

*“Pas encore " he asked.

“Dal, monsiear, pas encore ! said the
passengrer.

“Well, if thia 15 Pas encore it can't he
Paris ! sald Bunter, and he sat back
arain, satisfied that he had not vet
reached bis destination. “Thanks!" he

TaE Macuer Liskazry.—No. 1,178.



10

added. "1 mean, mercy!"” Bunter
kucw that in France they say * Merei I
when they mean “Thanks| " But as he
gave the werd a purely British pro-
nunciation, the polite Fremchman was
left to guess his meaning.

The door on the side of tho platform
opened and a new passenger came up the
stecp steps.  Another man, who was with
him, remained on the pfaﬁfurm below.
Bunter's fat legs were stretched across
the doorway, and he gronted and
gathered them in. The train was stop-
ping for some minutes more at Amiens,
and the man who had enmtered the car-
ringe remained in the doorway, speak-
iﬁ to his companions on the platform

XIoW

He jammed against Bunter’s fat
knees as he stood there, and the Owl of
the Hemove blinked at bim surlily.

Then he blinked again, as he noted a
yellow faca with sgnﬂna‘ eyos, The
man who had just got in was a China-
MArn.

Bunter breathed quickly.

The man was well dressed in Eu an
clothes, and certainly locked as if he
could afford to trovel first-class. If
he was & spy watching the Greyfriars
party, howevor, it was likely that he
wonld sclect @ part of the train at a
distance from them and out of their
ohservation.

“Oh erumbs!™ murmured Bunter

The Chinaman had Aashed & swift
glance round the carriage with his keen
slanting eyes, Bunter fclt o momentary
tremor, But the swift searching glance
passed over him unheadin

Bunter blinked through the window
at the man standing hefow. This man
was not a Chinaman; he locked French.

After all, there were plenty of China.
men in France, and it was mot sur-
prising that one should get on the train.
Certainly the sight of Bunter had had no
ellect on him. 8till, Bunter gave the
man his attention, especially as he
found that he was spealing in English.
Obviously the man below did not epeak
Chinese, and doubtless the Chinaman's
knowledge of French was equally
limited,

“You are sure they are on the train?"

The Chinaman was leaning down as
he spoke, and his voice was low. But
thndcwl of the Remove caught the
worda,

“Tout a fait sur, monsieur! Quite
Bire " said the man on the platform.
"One tall gentlemnan and six Bt

“One of them Chinege i

“Mais ouil! Yeal”

“And one of them dark?

“A Hindu, maonsieur.”

“Then there is no mistake.”

“Pas du tontt Monsicur can be
assured that his friends are on the
train,” said the Fremchman. “They
traveiﬁrﬁbclass-—lt. 15 the dixieme—it ia
the tenth door—"

“Very good 1

A twenty-franc note passed from the
Chinaman to the Frenchman, and tho
Iatter touched his hat and departed.
The Chinaman sat down in the seat
besido Bunter.

Billy Bunter’s fat heart was thumping
ROV,

The man .ﬂittinq beside him was a
tpy on tha Greylriars party! There
could be no doubt about that! The
description of the perty settled the

int.

Evidently the Chinaman had received
word, probably by telephone, from the
spies who had been thrown off the track
on the other side of the Channel, and
was directed to watch the Paris train
for them. Tbhat was why he had got
on st Amiens.
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And with careful cunning, he had not
looked for the party himself, but had
cmployed one of the "touts'” about the
station to look them out for him.

Of Bunier, eovidently, he Lknew
nothing. It was the description of the
Eartj' that had gone on the boat that

ad been conveyed to him, and Bunter
had not been with them then, No
doubt the motor-eyclist who had been
left stranded on the hill at Hawkinge
had pursued inguiries at the harbour,
and learned of the party that had gone
on the Channel steamer. Anyhow, it
was certain that Wun Lung's enemies
were on the track egain, and that an
emissary of the Mandarin Tang Wong
was now sitting beside Bunter.

Bunter sat very still.

The Chinaman beside him was a spy—
but as likely as not he was an nssassin
too. For it was the life of the son uf
Wun Chung Lung that was sought, by
order of the mandarin in far-of China.

Bunter's heart was thumping quite
m:g!eaaantiy.

is only comfort was, that the China-
man evidently did not know him: in-
deed, did not even know that he waa
English at all. He gave PBunter no
attention whatever, as he sat beside
him, and the train rolled out of Amicns,
But if he pguessed, if he suspected,
Bunter wondered what would happen in
that case. A shiver ran through his
fat limbs.

For a long time Bunter sat without
motion a9 the train rattled and jerked
on it's wag to Paris. He kopt hiz fat
faco turned to the window, fearing
every moment that the slanting eyes
might-turp on him suspiciously.

But the Chinaman gave him no heed.
He had unfolded a newspaper and was
holding it “E ag'if to read, but Bunter
knew that he was shielding his face

from the view of anyone whe might ¥

pass in the corridor,

Uneasy as he was, a fat grin stole
over Bunter's face. There was a
on the train watching the CGreviriara

rty; he knew that now, and the fel-
ows did not know it, even Ferrers
Locke was not aware that-a Chinaman
had boarded the train half-way to Paris.
If Bunter gave them the tip, even those
beasts, ungrateful as they were, could
scarcely turn him down afterwards. The
unexpected advent of that Chinaman
might turn out very lucky for Bunter.

ut he did not venture to leave his
seat, lest it should draw on him the
special attention of the yellow wman,

waited till the train ran into the
Gare du Nord in Paris.

Before the train stopped, the China-
men was on his feet. It had searcel
halted when he was dmp?ing out, an
hz vanished from Bunter's sight.

And Bunter, jumping ocut =& few
momenks later, scuttled along the train
to find Harry Wharton & Co.—with
news for them.

L

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gives the Tip !

i ERE we are!™ psaid DBob
H Cherry cheerily, “In Gay
Pares 1™
Harry Wharton & Co.
picked up their bags and alighted from
the train. The platform was crowded,
“Keap wits ma!" said Ferrers Locke.
“1 say, you fellows——"

“Oh dear! Bunter!"
“Run away and play, Bunter

“But I tell you—

Faorers Locke frowned at the fat
junior. Certainly he had no inclination
to land the party with 20 very trouble-
some and cumbersome & passenger for

THE MAGNET

the journey to Chips. But he did nat
feel that he could leave the fat owl to
his own devices in a foreign city.

“ Bunter ! You should mnot have
taken that train,” ha snid severely,
; "fnTT;l are a vory foolish and thoughtless

oy I

“Oh, really, sir—*

“But I cannot very well leave you
here, to get into further trouble,” gaid
Locka,

Bunter grinned.

“That’s all right, sir! I don't mind
coming on to China. The fact is, I'm
prepared to make the journey, to look
after these fellows—"

"“You misunderstand me, Bunter, I
capnot leave you here; I shall have to
waste my time puiting you on & train
back to Boulogne—

Bunter's jaw dropped.

“Oh, 1 say—=='""he ejaculated,

“1 will find a porter ¥ho will take
charge of in:au—-“

“You jolly well won't " maid Bunter.

** You foolish boy—"

“I'm my own master, I suppose?”’
said Bunter deSantly. “T can travel
in France if I like! Yah!®

“¥ou cheeky young ass—" bepan
Wharton. Al ?

“0Oh, shut up ! said Bunter.

“Who-a-t 17

“3hut up ¥

"My estcemed fatheaded Bunter——"*
began Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

© Cheese if, Inkyl”

Bunter, you will E back at once !
e:::‘lﬁgei:!' errers Locke.
B

“What 1* gasped the detective.

. Rats1” repeated Bunter. “I'm ﬂaif-
ing herel T'm going to do as I jolly
well like! Whoe are you?”

Mr. Locke glared at Bunter. Tha

chums of the Remove gazed at him.
un Lung grionned.
1:!Fnttea ole Buntee veolly funnce!™ he
gaid.
. Locke compressed his lips. e felt it
incumbent upon him fo ses that the
fat and fatuous owl came to no harm.
At the same time he had no authority
over Bunter, who was not a member of
the party. Really, it was & little diff-
cult to deal with Bunter.

“Well, let’s get on and leave him to
it,” said Johnny Bull. “The fat chump
will get home somehow, and if he
deesn’t it will be a blessing for bhis
PE’Q IE.J!

“Yah! I fancy I can look after my-
self all right,” said Bunter. *“If you
fellows could look after yourselves as
well as [ can, Fou wouldn't be runnin
into trouble this wery minute. Loo

hers! I can overlook your rotten in-
gratitude and rotien manners. Tl
coma to China with vou—-""

& Fnthaad !JJ‘ ]

“And take care of you," said
Bunter. " You need taking care of—a
lot of babes in the wood like you!
There's a Chinaman watching vou this

very minute, and vou wouldn't know

if I hadn't give you the tip! And,
look here, if you're not 11;:-113 eivil, [
jolly well shan’t tell you, there !”

“Youn benighted ass!” ,

The juniors glanced round quickly at
the endless crowd: that were passing
in the Gare due Nord., Ferrers Locke’s
keen glance swept over a8 hundred faces.

“What do you mean by that,
Bunter 7™ asked Locke quietly.

“That's telling,” said Bunter.

“You utterly absurd boy—" ;

*There may be a Chinaman watching
you, or there may not,” said Bunter
mysteriously, *‘He may have got into
my carriage, and he may not! I may
have heard him talking about you to
a man, and I may not ! That's telling I™
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“You piffling idiot!” said Bob.
“ﬂh really, ﬂhﬂrry—-—-—-"

8 Wl mo,"” esaid Locke
quickly; and he led the party into a
walting-room.

Bunter rolled after them. Dunter

was not being sheken off if he could
help it. So long as the party refused
to allow him to join up Bunter was
going to travel m&epandentl But he
was not going ko loso sig it of the
Greyiriars party. The cash he had
borrowed in Folkestone would not last
for ever.

In the duskiest corner of the waiting-
room Locke turned to the fat junior.
TFhere was an expression on his face
that might have warned Bunter that
it was no time for im:!m;

“ Now, Bunter! say you saw &
Chinaman on the tmm

“That's telling——  Yaroocogh!"
roared Bunter, as a finger and thum
thak felt like & wvice closed on his fat
BAL.

“I am waiting, Bun

“Yow-ow-ow! Leggo! Ym'“ hooted
Buntur. . "Look here, leggo my ear!
I'm going to tell you; I came along to
tell you, didn’t 11"

He rubbed the fat ear when it was

Now then, lose t t ped
*Now no time ! snap
Locke.

Ard Bunter, losin

ﬁ no time, lest his
other fat ear shou

suffer, told his

:191:15. Farrers Loocke listened atten-
iv

is no doubt that we are

watchad,” said Lu-cka: when the fat

junior had finished. * At what station
&:d this man gvat on the train, Bunter "
* Pas-enoore, Bunter.

“ Whn-a-a-t ?”

“Pas-enoore.”

“What do u mmh !ynu oung
asal"” exclai you
the name of tha lhtmn where the man
boarded the train."

"Wall; I've told you the name of the
tation,” said Bunter. " A French cha
in the carri told me it. The name's
Pas-ancore. got it from s French-
man, 50 it must be all right!™

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“I,Bluled_ :! Iﬂm “:ﬁﬁhlfs to cackle
1) suppose &
Fmﬁﬁtﬁmlﬂ know the names of
tho stations on & French line."
#You fat dummy—"
< Oh, reaily, Wharton—"
“Pss encore means °‘not yet' you

g o

“Oh, duan 11" Then he shook his

“] don't think you've got it

right, Wharton! [ fancy it waa the
pame of the statian.

"Yﬁu burbling bandersnatch I

“Did you not hear the porters call-
m@ out the station!” asked Locke.
i I hlﬂird somebody y&ﬂ:uﬁn soma-
laums'n-n or am-bong, or
I-Dll;l;thl gun “Bul; the
name -:-f the ntnl::un ‘H:a.n—--—

% Amiens, I suppose,” said Ferrers
Locke. * They must have got the man
on the Continental telephone while we
were orossing the Chemnel, And the
man cam> on to Paris, Bunter?”

“Yos, L got out just before I did.
He oamo all ths way from Pas-
enoore—" j

Ferrera Locke’s brow was wrinkled
in thought. The ]UIIH:II‘:I! waited in
pilence nr him to s tﬁe

It was clear now t an emissary of
the Mandarin Tang Wang had tracked
them to Paris.  Undoubtedly they
would be watched in the crowds that
poured out of the Gare du Nord

They bad seen nothing of the China-
man: he had beon carctul to kesp out
of sight. But they kpnew now that they

would be watched leaving the station,
and followed to:the hotel where they
wers to rest for the night.

“Come ! said Locke,
minutes reflection.

The juniors followed him,s and,
rather to their surprise, he led them to
the sallo-a-manger. Bunter, of course,
rolled in and sat down with the rest.

Locke ordered ths meal; but he did
not sit down. :

“Remain here,” he said, "I will
rejoin ﬂ:u shortly.™

And left the station dining-room.

Billy Bunfor grinned at the juniors.

*1 say, vou fellows, you'd better per-
suade that ass Lockeo to ask me fo
come along with you! Yﬂu won't be
safe without me, you know."

after & few

“l'.!::}hf chfema it, Buﬂiii" f
BAY, auppnsu o'a g: nr
this?""" asked Bunter. fa P"
hungtr. you fellows [ I suppose Loeka-l
poying T
., agal”
"Then I may as well have a jolly

fead 1" remarked Bunter.

And he did!
Harry Wharton & Co. alsp made a
good meal, They had expected to dina
Hm hote! in Paris whers' they were
sbop the night; bat, nppnmnti-;,
Lucka had mede some change in hia
plans, after hearing Bunter's news of

;!HHH!IEI!!H!HEI':ImlHIIIIIIHI'EIIIiHIIH!ItHIHIIIHEH!I’EIL

THIS WEEK'S WINNING
GREYFRIARS LIMERICK

which wina for its author—F.
Wills, 172, High Street,’ East,
Walhand-an-T ne—a USEFUL

LEATHER PE}CKET WALLET.

To Biudy 1, Bunter onos
rolle
And hia #‘Ed hard=up story ha

told.
MNugent eald: “ Don't be

um, .
Your romittance will come...
Whean the sands of the desert
grow coold.™

I've got heaps more wallets, so
pile In with your efforts, chums,
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the Chinaman on the train, Possibly he
intended to continuo the journey with-
out & break; in which case it was just
as well to snatch a meal while there
was time. Anyhow, he had told them
to fead, so they fed.

Locke rejoined them in about a

g_uutar of an hour. He sat down, and
nished thoe dinner with them.

“You've spotted the spy, sir?” Beb
vontured to ask.

Locke shook his head.

“No; he 1 keeping out of sight,” be
answered. "I have, however, taken
someo measures which I think will leave
him guessing. When you boys are
finighod—" .

“Finighed !" said Harry, at once.

"Tha Fmshfulnesa n terrific I

you haven't
;Emshed yat' mtaat-ed !.Bllhr Bunter,
“I say, I ahau't b» finished for another
half- huur What's the hurryi”

“There is no hurry for you, Bunter,
unless {J‘ﬂlu desire me to put you on t'ha
train Boulogne before we loave,"
said Forreras Locke.

"No jolly fear!”

“Then you may stay and fnish vour
meal at your lotsure,”” Tocke rose from
the table.

“1 say, you'd better acttle with the
waiter before yoa go." said DBunter.

“That is all right.”

“Gogd! I'll give »n doew more orders

T TR T TR
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nov, so yvou'll kpow what the bill will
come Lo," said Bunter kindly.

Locke smiled fain DBunter's few
orders to the waiter almost covercd the
table again,.as if a whnha party were
to sit down to dinner. Locko asked for
the “additional,” and %ald it, nnd !n:-.ft

the salle-a-manger with the chums of
the Remaove.

Huntur Frmned after them, with his
mouth ful

“Silly asses!” muymured Bunter.
“They think I don’t know that they're
puttmg H? at the Hotel Soleil 4"0Or to-
ngﬂt' o, he, he! Asif I didn't hear
Locke say that he'd booked the rooms
by telﬂgmph He, he, ha! Billy [at-
heads !’

And Bunter, assured in his fat mind
that he muhi rejoin the . Greyiriars
ﬁartjr at tho hotel whera the rooms

d besn booked, at any time he liked,
devoted his whole undivided atten-
tion to fﬂ&dmg

The “garcon” who was nttendmﬁ
Bunter gazed at bim with interest an
surprise, which gradually increased as
the fat owl packed away the footstuffs,
Ho acquainted his fellow-garoons with
the phenomenon, and Imm n.'ll guariors
the waiters turned eyea  oOn
Bunter, 1n wonder, ndmunhon, and
AWD.

Hoodleas of them Bunter continuad
to feed, till t I,::a.rmm real!: a0
to cil:mht. wha:l;har would not have to
ba taken away in an ambulance when
he had finished—if he ever did finish.

But he finished at Inst, With s happy
and satisfied feeling of fulo undar
hiz ample “a.latmat Bunter mlled out,
Many eyes were on him as ho went,
and he hoeard his waiter whisper to
another:

“Yorer co groa 00

Bunter had no doubt that the garoon
was struck by his good looka and
dmtmgulﬂhed appearance, and was ex-
pressing his admiration. Had he been
aware that the waiter was telling hm
confrere to “look at that fat pig”
Bunter perhaps would not have felt so
pleased. At peace with himself and
with the world, Bunter rolled out of the
salle-a-manger 'and made his way from
the Garo du MNord.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Change in the Programme !
FERRERS LOCKE stopped at &

large oar that was drawn up to
the pavement. e bags were
piled on 1t couple
“facteurs,” and the cﬁauﬂ'eur opened
the door and the juniors packed in.
Locke followed them into the car, the

door was clpsed, and the ear started.

It glided swiftly away from the rail-
way station, threading its way amon
the busy traffic. Locke glanced severa
timea through the little pane at the
back of the car.

A taxiceb was following closely.

The juniors asked no gquestions. They
looked out of the windows of the ecar
with iInterczt at the busy streets
Whether they were going to the Hotel
Soleil d'Or, as previously arranged, or
heading for t.ha Gare du Lyons, to con-
tinus the journey south by train, they
did not know. ut when they crossed
the bridge over the Scine they knew
that they were not going to either.

Every fellow in the car glanced back
in turn and saw the taxicab that was

following. .
There were innumerable taxicaba
careering about the crowded strects,

and they mll looked much alike; but
they knew the vehicle which had left
Tue Magyer Lisrany.—No. 1,178
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the Northern Station safter them. It
clung to thom in the densest traffic;
occasionally it was lost to view, bub it
slways popped up agsain. And when the
car reached the outer boulevards, where
the traffic was less dense, the taxi
remained continually in sight.

They could see that there was a
passenger inside; but of him they had
the merest ghimpse.

“That %&hnnr'a following us all
right,” said Bob Ch

erry, “and he jolly
well doesn't mean to lose us, Mr
kagll‘l

“Not if he can help itl” assented
Ferrera

“I don't see how he’s to be prevented
from trailing us to the hotel, if we
go there,” seid Bob doubtfully.

“Exactly I” Locke smiled. * 5o we are
not going there”

“Then we're going on south ™ asked
Harry.

#That is the idea.”

“But what's to stop that merchant
from following us to the southern rail-
way station 1" asked Johnny Bull,

Nothing; if we were going there.”

“We've passed the Gare du Iﬁam,
haven't we?” asked Nugent “We've
crossed the river now.™
“Yes; and we shall be outside Paris

& few minutes more” said Ferrers

ko, He laughed. “¥ou see, the
apy naturally expects us either to go to
an botel or to the station for the south,
That is why I have planned a third
course. We are going on by car.”

“0Oh1” ejaculated the juniors

"That is why I left you at the station
=I had to_get busy on the telephone,”
explained Locke. *'Thia is a fast car,
:::dLEMd f:r the three hundnid fiﬁ

at & good speed, ou
whe»tl{g:a a Paris taxicab will follow
us far.”

“Ha, ha, ha”

he juniors chuckled. It was pro-
bable that the epy, following in the
taxi, was puzzled already at seeing his
%Illllnrry heading fl_:::'kgha outer boulavards.

o car was picki epoed now
and the taxi hfd tnng‘u ‘3! out to keep
1t 1 sight.

“0Oh, my hat! What & #ell for that
sportaman |" chuckled Bob Cherry. “I
Eaucj;lhﬂ will be wanting to kick himself,
BOOT.

“Mistee Locke welly cleves|” mur-
muered Wun Lung.

. “But they’ll guess where we're head-
% for by this time,” remarked Harry

arton. “When we drop that rotter,
Mr. Locke, he will very likely take the
train south and try to pick us up agsin
at the stations—Lyons, or Dijen,
or Marseilles.™

“ Probably,™ assented Locke, “and for
that reason we shall not go near any
of the stations of the Paris--Mediter-
ranean line. It will take longer to
make tha journey by car: but it ia &
cast of ‘szafety Orat? My business is
te hand Wun Lung safely over to his
father at Canfon, and for that reason,
I must avoid, so far as possible, any
encounter with the friends of the Tang
Wang on the journey.”

Locke made s sign to the French
nha.;:_geur, and the car leaped into faster

rpeed.

Looking back, ths juniors could see
the Perns taxiesb, siraining every
nerve, as it were, to keep pace.

They grinned cheerfully.

While the spy had been watching for
them to leave the station, Locke had
telephomed for & powerful ear to con-
tinue the journey—a counter-move which
the spy ceriainly had not looked for.

Heo had followed them in the taxi,
expecting to trace them to an hotel, or
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ko the Gare du Lyons—the stotion for
the south.

Poesibly it had not yet dawned on him
thq.it Farmriﬂ‘ 'Hkﬁ had abandoned the
railway, ikely enough he sup
that Locke suspected it, and was
taking & roundabout way, either to an
hotel or to the southern station.

At all events, he hung on the track
of the car, though it was certain that
if it came to & race the taxi had no
ghance. Indeed, before long it was
fairly certain that the taxi-driver would
have to halt somewhere for a renewed
1 "Jult‘:ﬁ.”

aster and faster flow the big car.
“We're dropping him I* chuckled Bob
Cherry, staring from the little window
st the back.

“The dropfulness is terrific.”

The taxicab was small in the distance
now. Paris was behind, and the car
weas stretching at a hi%ﬁ speed along a
broad country road. & summer dusk
was falling now.

Faster and faster they flew, and the
pursuing taxicab dropped quite out of
sight.

Unpursued now, the car ran swifily
on to the southward,. with the lights on,
gleaming through the falling dark.

Aa the evening grew older, the juniors
fell into silence; and some of them
dozed occasionally. Tt was sbout ten
o'olock when they ran at a more
moderate speed through wide streets of
& oity, and Bob Cherry opened his eyes
and yawned.

“What's this, Mr. Locke!”

“Dijon (™

“We're not stopping 1

" No,"

, Locke glanced round at the sleepy
juniora with a faint smile.

“You are tired, I am afraid,” he
remarked.

“Not a hit," said Bob sturdily.
“We're good for the run &ll the way
to Marseilles, 1f you like.”

“¥es, rather!”

“The tirefulness is not preposterous,”
said Hurree Singh. BTN

“Shall we keep on to Marseilles, Mr.
Lockat" asked Wharton.

Tocke shook hiz head.
*No; I must not wear you ount,” he
“We shall stop for the night in
a quiet place between Macon and iynnﬁ.
Our friend ®he enemy may bave some-
one on the watch at Lyons: but we shall
not enter that city. Unless they are
ver]y clever indeed, or we have aingu-
larly bad luck, I think we have thrown
them off our track now.”

Thea Greyiriars fellows were more than
half asléep in the car when it stopped
at last, some miles past Macon, st o
village inn. bowing innkﬁﬂtger
welcnmﬁdd the tnl*le:d arty ]i:tn, tau:u:l ey
wara enou r a hasty supper
to ,gaf to their i-adﬂ.m v suppe

“(h, my hat ™ Bob Cherry exclaimed
suddenly, aa they were going up to bed.
“I'd forgotten Bunter. 1 wonder—"

“*Bunter is all right,” said Ferrers
Locke. “I have no doubt he will have
Ecma to the Hotel Boleil 8'Or in Paris;

o knew that we were booked to stop
thera.”

“QOnly he won't find us there—"

“] phoned to the hotel from the Gare
du Nord and mentioned Bunter. If he
arrivea there he will ba taken care of,
aqgﬂalint htm;ﬂ to-morrow.”

TI_;le 'uni;:-n were too tiradt to think
much a even go important & person
as William Geo inter. They turned
into bed and s liko tope.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Left Behind !

[ AXI, monsieur?”
I “Wee, wee!” said Bunter
which was Bunter's way of

saying “oui, oui."

Bunter was fesling very full and very
comfortable as he rolled out of the
Gare du Nord.

Ha rolled into the taxi and sat down
with a grunt. He was, perhaps, feeling
a little too [ull.

“Holly Iloor!™ he said to the taxi.
driver.

“Comment*

7 E-G!;y Door | repeated Bunter irrit-
shly. It was irritating to any traveller
to find the French so ignorent of theig
awn langu

The taxi-mon locked perplexed.

“Hotel Solly Doori” gaid Bunter,
raising his voice. *“See? Allez—gettes
voug on-—gettez a move on, see? Bhiftes-
vous! Goez to the Hetel Solly Door1®
. The taxi-man, with & sorf of mental
jump, grasped it.

“Ah, ca! Hotel Soleil d'Or! Clest
¢al! Jo comprends parfaitement, mon-
gienr! Mais, our!”

And the taxi drove away with Bunter,
threading busy streets, and finally stop-

g :et;' & quiet hotel in the Luxembourg
arter.

Bunter rolled in, after paying his
driver. He had no hiigagﬂ to hg Car-
ried in. Experienced travellers always
travel light; but in that line, Bunter
beat the most experienced of travellers,
he travelled with only what he stood up
in. He was relying on his old pals for
anything he needed. That was one of
Bu.ixi::ar’s little ‘;Fﬂ.j'ﬂ.

| was fealing quite mer a
bright. Ho had given a fat E:Fr—i‘:g
fat ears, in fact—to the discussions at
Wharton Lodge, of the arrangemrents
made by Fervers Locke for the Grey-
friars party. Bunter was well aware
of the route that had been mapped out,
and he had not the slightest doubt of
finding the party atthe Hotel Soleil d’Or.

they were not aware of his know-
ledge, they would no doubt be surprised
to see him turn up there—Bunter hoped
that it would be & pleasant surprise for
them, That there had besn s change in
the programme, and that Locke cut
out the night in Paris, Bunter was not
yet aware, That was a happy discovery,
he was socon to make,

He inguired Tor his friends at tho
bureau, in French,

“"Jo church may sammy, keo san
easy,” eaid Bunter, much to the th
wilderment of & French clerk.

The perplexed young man did not
even know that Bunter was u;in L
chercha mes amis qui sont ici. I-fe did
not even seem to know that Bunter waa
speaking French at all.

“H! song easy,” continued Bunter.
*“ Mr.—that is, Monsieur Locke, and six
kids—six enfants. g easy,

“Locke!” The Frenchman canght
that name with which he 3cemed ac-
ql.'lﬂ.illt-eﬁi. “ Monsieuwr Lockel™

“That's it!” sald Bunter. " Ferrers
Locke! BSea? I mean, voyez? I sup-
pose he's here. Jo suppose he is ici.'

The man in the bureau beckoned to

& commissionaire, spoke to him 1o
French that was too deep for Bunter,
and signed to Bunter to follow man,

Bunter followed him cheerfully,. He had
no doubt that he was being led to the
Greyiriars party.

He was shown into s room, where the
commissionaire addressed & fat gentle-
man, whom Bunter supposed to %e the
manager of the hotel. Te EBEunter's
relief, this gentleman addressed bim in
English, Bunter wsas sick of talking
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to French people who did not under-
stand their own language.

“ Bonsow, monsieur!” said the fat
gentleman. * Good-evening, sair! You
are, parhaps, Mister Bunter 1"

o perhaps about it,” avnswered the
Owl of the Remove. “I'm Bupter!
Where's Mr. Locke?”

“Ah! He is not here.”

_“Blow him, then,” said Bunter. “ But
it doesn't really matte. about him.
Where sre the other fellows?”

“There is no one.”

“ Bunter jumped.

“I—1 say, I—I suppose they camo
here!” he ejaculated,
“No, sir! Monsieur Locke has tele-

phoned that they do not come,’” ex-
plained the manager. " There has heen
a chango for some remson, and they
do not come chez nfol”

“Oh crikey 1™

“But Mr., Locke bhe mention you,
snir,” said tha_mm-
ager reassuringly.
“He pive mmstruction
that you stay night,
and in morning ¥you
ghall be pl sale
in train to Boulogne
to return to Angle-
torre.”

Billy Bunter
blinked =&t the fat
manmn.

Hea could not speak
for & moment or two,
his feelings were foo
deep for apeech.

epod ot Jast. “The
gas at lask. a
rottera! The awinl
benats | I—1 say,
aren’'t they staying
the night in Paris§™

“ Hers they are not
staying,” said the
ManATer. “# Elsa-
where I know nob.
But for you sair, all
iz arranged—tout]l I
bave the instructions
of Mister Locke.
You sleep, you catch
a train. Yes! That
ia all right.”

“1a it
Bunter hotly.

1t might ba all
right from the point
of view of the Grevfriars party. It
was not all right from Bunter's point
of view.

He had not the slightest intention of
returning to Eongland. He was bound
for China.

Ferrers Locke had kindly arranged
for him to be taken care of for the
night and safely started for home in
the morning. Bunter did not feel even
a tincture of gratitude for that kind-
ness.

It ia all understiood, yes?"’ asked the

maid

manager.
“No jolly fear!” said Bunter. “I—]
say, there's some mistake! 1'm not

going gack to England I™

* Monsieur Locke say——"

“YLocke’s rather a fool ! explained
Bunter. “He's got it wrong! I've fﬂl’
to join my friends immediately, It's
a matter of life or death, in fact. Where
are they!”

“Je me sais pasl” The manapger
shrugged his plump shoulders. “1 know
nozzing, monsieur.’

“Have they gone ont”

“1 know nozzing.”

“Just like the beasts to go on and
leave me behind ! exclaimed Bunter
wrathfully, “ Ungrateful rotters, after

all I've done for them. Talk about
the thankless tooth of a serpent! Well,
tl::e;,;;m jolly well not leaving me behind,
sep

‘The manager shrugged his shoulders
Bgaln.

“I'm jolly well going after them,"
satd Bunter indignantly. “I suppose
I pan get a troin to-night for Mar-
zeilles,”

“Certainly. But Monsicur Locke say
on the telephone——*

“Blow Locke!

Another shrug.

Billy DBunter reflected for s few
moments, the fat gentleman watching
himm with a slightly amused amnile.

He was not going back, that was
certain,. The party hsd gone on—he
Well, Bunter was

was sure of that
going on, too, ‘

If he failed to find them en route,
ha koew what to do when he got to

—
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Marseilles,
SBtar was to meet the

The steam wacht Bilver
~r'y there, as
Bunter kuew, Al' Ve, had to do was
to get to Marseilles and find the Silver
Star. Dut he had to bhe ﬂwi!:{‘; he
realised that. It would not be much u

to arrive at Marseilles and find that th
yacht had sailed.

If those beasts got there first, they
were guite capable of eteaming out to
sep—without even thinking of Bunter!

So there was no time to be lost. In
the circumstances, Bunter was not likely
to fall in with DMr. Locke’s kind
arrangements for his stay in Paris for
the night.

“¥You stay the night, sairl"” asked
the manager, intertupting his roflec-
tions. ‘' Monsieur Locke he say—"

“ Locke'a paying my bill here?™ asked
Bunter

“Tout est arrange—all 1z arranged—
yea, sair! That is all right"

Bunter regretted that he was not
hungry. Dut after that tremendous
feed at the station, even Bunter was not
capable of stacking away another.

8till, =as Mr. Locks had arranged to
pay his bill at the hotel, it was & pity

to waate it. Dunter had none too much
cash in hand, besides, he did not believe
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in spending his own money if be could
help it.

“Well, ook liere,” he said. " It's all
right, I'm going on. There's been a
misuniderstanding. Tell your man to
coll me a taxi, and I'H have some coffea
while I’'m waiting. And let the waiter
get me & bundle of sandwiches for the
train, I've no time to lose”

“ Comme vous voulez, monsieur.”

“You will put it down to Locke, of
course,” snid Bunter., “You may as
well put the taxi fare down to him, too.
I suppose you know Locke?”

Tha manager emiled.

“DBut very well," he said. " Monsienr
Locke, he often star; he is one
honoured  guest. Our, & connais

MDonsienr Locke !™

“That's all right, then,"" said Dunfer.
“1 suppose he told you he was footing
the bill here.  That includes taxi-

‘-
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From all quarfers the waiters turned their eyves
an  Bunier, in wonder, admiration and awe,
a5 the Owl packed away foodstuffs |

vabs, of courze. Now TI'll bave some
coffes.”,

Bunter had his coffee, ond was pro-
vided with sandwiches, and a taxi-
cab bore him to the Gara du Lj‘i}ns—at
Wlr. Locke's expeonze. He found a little
difficulty in geotbing & ticket for
Marseilles, being confronted again with
the difficulties caused by the French not
understanding their own langnage—as
spoken by Bunter, DBut he got it at
lnst, and an obliging porter conducted
bim to the train, and waited with an
expectant expression on his face after
Bunter had clambercd on board. Dunter,
however, had no money to waste on tips,
and the man was left looking cxpectant.

The train rolled away with Dunter.

He settled down in a2 corner seat com-
fortablv. His resonrees would not run
to & sloeping-berth, cven had onc heen
available at & moment's notice.  But he
wnsz prepared to sleop in the earriago, as
many others did, And his fellow-
passengers, as the night prew older,
were treated to musical effects well
known in the Roemove dormitory at
Creyiriars—tho rumble of the train
being almost drowned by the deep and
rosonant  spnore  of  William pOLTe
Lunter.

(Continusd on page 10.)



THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Mr. Wu Wanis to Enow !

ILLY BUNTER awocke.

It was not the jolting and
clanging of the train that
awakoned him, When Bunter

ﬂ'.?_t; sleoping, he was proof against such
frifes.

But something had awakened him;
and he sat up, set his spectacles atraight
on his fat ll#ti& noga, and blinked round
him.

There were three other pmanfera in
the earriage. Two of them were French-
men, fast asleep, with their chins sag-
ging on their chests,. The third, sit-
ting in the corner seat facing Dunter,
was leaning towards him, and Bunter
realised that it was a shake from this
individual that had awnkened him.

He blinked at the man indignantly,

Then he jumped. The shake had only
hali awakened Bunter; but ho was very
wfitil:i awake ns soon as ho saw the face
o & passengyer opposite.
~ He know that face, with its yellow-
ivory complexion and slanting eyes. It
was the face of the Chinaman who
had got on the Paris train at Amiens.

Bunter blinked at him, his jaw

2 ﬁppmg. .

~He had not seen the man since get-
ting out at the Gare du Nord; and had,
in fact, quite forgotten his existence,

But the Chinaman did not seem to
have forgotten Bunter, He had token
oo notiee of him whatever in the Paris
train, but he had, of course, seen him,
At that time he had not shown the
slightest interest in DBunter. Now it
seemed that there was & change; he was
keenly interested in the Owl of the
Remove. Bunter knew that from the
glint in the slanting ayes.

“I—I say,"” stammered Bunter. “Did
you wake me upi"”

The Chinaman nodded.

“ Like your cheek |” said Bunter, with
an attempt at bluster. *“What the
thump do you mean? Who are yon?”

""Mg* name 13 Wu!” said the China-
marn.

“Well, I don’t know you, and you
don't know me,” said Bunter. “Lemme
alone! I want to go to sleop.”

“You will please to remain awake,
honourable sir!” sad Mr. Wu, "Now
that the others aro asleep we may talk.
Probably they would not understand
English; but speak in & low voico, and
do not awskon them.™

" Look here—""

The Chinaman made a gesture.

“Look ' he aaid.

He showed, for a second, & revolver
from his ﬁockah It disappesred again
ot once. Butb a glimpse of 1t was enough
for Bunter.

He shook like a fat jelly.

“I-I aa{. wharrer you up to?" he
§Yuapei “1—1 say, what do vou want?

ou lemme alone,”

“1 have no intention of harming you,
honourable sir " said Wu softly, * But
I desire speech with you."

Bunter did not desire speech with the
Celestial. But it was not & matter of
choice with Bunter.

Tee Miower Lieparr.—No. 1,178.

He sat and blinked at him.
worned tho Greyviriars party at the Garo
du Word, and evidently they had dodged
the spy and dropped him, No doubt he
was going on south, in the hope of pick-
ing up their traces again. No doubt
the enemy guessed that Wun Lung was
on hiz homeward way to China; but of
the route to be followed thoy could
know nothing. Certainly they could
know nothing of the vacht that was
waiting at Marsailles,

The spy, bafled at Paris, was going on
south—on chance! Boat it was a very
faint chance of picking up the traces nf
a party crossing France by car, their
destination unlmown, éxcept that it must
be some Mediterranean port.

“Yon know me, I think?” went on
Mr. Wu in his quiet voice. “ ¥Wou were
it the train from Amiens to Paris”

“"Oh! No! I—I mean—"

“¥You sat beside me,” said Mr. Wu.

It was not much use denying it.

“At that time,” said Mr. Wu, I was
not aware that you had any connoection

with Mr. Locke.”
*1—1 haven't!"” pasped Bunter. *I-—

I've never heard the name before.”

Mr. Wu smiled.

“You were scpn mmﬂdnq ta Mr.
Locke at tha Gare du Nord," he said.
“Watching Mr. Locke, I saw you, my
honpurable friend.”

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

He understood now. In the Paris
train  'Wu had not suspected for a
moment that his fat fellow-passenger
had any connection with the Greyfriars
party. But naturally he had tumbled
to it at once when, watehing them, he
saw Bunter join them at the Gare du
Nord.

“1 think perhaps you gave them
warning,” pursved Wu, “for Mr. Locke
escaped me af Paris.”

"1z it not so, my honourable friend "

“"IJ—I mav have mentioned "
gasped Bunter.

“That is so "

“But—but I say, I—I don't know
where they are now !” gasped Bunfer.
“J--1 haven't the faintest idea, you
know.”

“I think perhaps you know more
than you say,” remarked Mr. Wo, “and
what you know you will tell me. Mr.
Locke travelled in o fast car, and gave
me the slip; and when I returned to the
Gare du Nord I could net find you thera
—I learned that vou had gpone. 8o 1
take this train, my honourable friend,
and I find you on tho same train, Tho
God of Fortune has smiled on me.™

Bunter wished from the bottom of his
fat heart that that particular Chinese
god had frowned.

" Perhaps you go on to join them !
asked Mr, Wu,

“0Oh, no!”

“But you know their destination 7"

“0Oh, no!”®

“They take ship somewhere,” said
Mr, Wu., *“At Toulon, Marseilles, or
pechaps at Brindisi. You will tell me
which."”

“Toolong 1" gasped Bunter.

“You are guite sure 1t is Toulon "

“Oh! Quite!™ 3

“You are going on to rejoin them?t"

“Oh! Nol! I-I'm pgoing to—to
Monte Carlo.”

“It 13 unuseel,” said Mr. W, “for a
boy of yvour age to be travelling in =
foreign country alone. It is very un-
u!maf I think it is very probable that
vou are going to rejoin friends.”

“The—the fact ig—"

“¥You have s ticket?"” said Mr. Wu.
“Will you have the honourable goodness
to show me your ticket?"

“I—1've lost it1"

“1 am sorew,” said BMr. Wu softly,

Ha had “for if
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ou de not immediately find it
I shall blow your brains out, my honour-
able friend.” Ilis hand slid into the
pocket where tho revolver was.

“(Jh crumbs " gasped Bunter, “I—I
don't mind showing vou my ticket, you
know. Now—now I come to think of it,
I—1 haven't lost it.” And the haplesa
Owl of the Remove displayed his ticket,

“ 8o you are going to Marseilles,” said
J‘."rihlql Wu, 'I-l-’it-:IEt a Eﬂft smile. ;_1 tl;i:}k
Pariaps your iriends aro not taking ship
at Toulon, my honourable one. Are thay
not taking ship at Marseilles?®

“Oh dear ! |

Bunter blinked helplessly at the calm,
emiling Chinaman. Mr. Wu leaned
back i1n his seat. The sight of Buntezr's
ticket had satisfied him. i

Billy -Bunter did nat feel disposed to
sloep agein. That the Chinaman would
venture to use the revolver in a car-
riage where there were other passengers,
and where the conductor passed occasion-
ally in the corridor, was improbable, but
it was not improbable enough to reas-
sure Bunter., What had happened ot
Wharton Lodge was proof enough that
tha emissaries of the Mandarin Tang
Wang were capable of desperate deeds.

Bunter rose to his feet atb last,
h'The slanting eyes opposite gleamed at

im. ,

*Where do you po?* asked Mr. Wu
softly.

“1—=I'm going to hava a stroll in the
corridor,” stammered Bunter.

“1 think not,” said Mr. Wu.

* Look here—-"

“5it down I

“J—I may, I—I]—I—"

"Hit down!” Mr. Wuo's voice was
soft; but there was a glint of menace in
the slanting eyes, and Bunter Hopped

into his seat again.
"Mr. Wu did not intend to allow
Bunter to change his carriage. Appar-

ently he preferred to keep his eye on
the fat junior.

The express rushed on through the
night, Bunter’s eyes wide open behind
hiz big spectacles. The two Irenchmen
in the earriage slept peaccfully; but
there was no slumber for Bunter. He
sat wide awake and wriggling under
the watchful eyes of the Chinaman, like
a very fat rabbit fasecinated by a snake.

The express clattered to a halt. To
Bunteér's intense relief Mr. Wu rose to
his feet.

He ho that the Chinaman was
leaving the carriage or the train. But
it was not Mr. Wu who was leaving.

He threw open the door.

“(Zet up, my honourable friend,"” he
gaid softly.

“Eh i

"Get upl”

Bunter roze from his seat.

“You slight here, my young friend.”

“1—1 sy, this ain't Marseilles,” said
Bunter. “I ]]-:::i!,v well don't dfm gut
hore.” He blinked at a d mlg-lu:
statidn. “This can't be Marseilles,

Mr. Wu smiled.

“Wo, It is Orange.”

“Orange |” repeated Bunter, “Don’t
ba an ass, yvou know.” Bunter had had
William Orange in history class et
Greyiriars; but it had never ocourred to
hiz ' fat brain that thers was a place
named Orange. The only orange with
which Bunter was acquainted was
edible, :

“You get down here,” said Mr. Wu
gently.

“I jolly well don’tl” esid Dunter.
* Look here, what station is it? I know
we passed Lyvons » long time apo—--—"

“¥You step down just before the train
starts again,” ssid Mr. Wu.

#I—1 say, —"

“QOr perhaps you would prefer me to
drop you out 1t
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“Ehl Nol No fear!” gasped
Bunter. *“But—but I say, 1f—if I stop
here it may be hours and hours till the
next traip——>»

“You aro right 1"

“ 'Well, I—T shall misa my friends, you

w—-h—*"-

“But I rhall not mise them,” eaid
Mr. Wu. “Now, are you ready?
you would prefer me to toss you to the
platform-—-?""

Bunter got out hast.igﬁn .

As the train ran on through the night
Mr. Wu politely raised %is hat to
Bunter from the window; a salute that
the fat junior did not return.

The train and Mr. Wu disappeared in
the darkness; and William George
Bunter was left stranded at Orange—a
littla town from which William ITI.

King of England, derived his title of
Prince of Urange, if that was any
consolation.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Meeting !
ié ALLO, hallo, hailol”
H “"Yaw-aw-aw "
“Turn out, you slackors (™
“Yaw-aw-aw |

Harry Wharton & Co. were mot up
early t morning. Ferrers Locke lefe
them to rest, after the hard travel of
the previoua day. Bob Cherry was first
out of bed, and he proceeded to call the
other fellows. It was nine o'clock, and
s warm sunny morping, The weather
had been warm when the juniors left
England; but they found it very per-
ceptibly warmer now.

L"Mﬂ volly sleepy |” murmured Wun
ung.

“ni;?a got & jug of water here—"

“Mo pgottea out!” paid the Chiness
junior hastily.

“Now then, Inky—=2

“The sleepifulness s terrific, my
esteemed Bob.”

“Not so terrifio as thia jug of water I”
nhﬁlclad Bob. "It's mine o'clock | Roll
oug ™

" YVaw-aw-aw M

The chums of the Remove yawned
and rolled out. They were down to
breakfast by half-past nivne, and found
Fetrers Locke already finiched, and
strolling before the inp. The Baker
Btreet detective gave them a cheery nod
and a amile.

Breakfast was dis of, and the
Greyiriars party pac themselves in
the car started.

“No sign of the giddy enemy, Mr.
Locke 1" asked Bob,

" None. ™

“We soom to be clear of them,” said
Harry Wharton. “They're not likely to
pick us up again, Mr, Locke,”

47 think nat,” said Locke. *All they
know is that we are heading for o
Mediterranean t—for they are nware
by this time, of course, that Wun Lung
13 going back to Chine. But there arc
plenty of Mediterranean ports for them
to choose from, and thaly can scarcely
watch them all for us. B2G MO reason
Whi they should guess that we are
making for Marseilles.”
h”ThEtn we'ra dope with them 7" said

il S
errers Locke smiled.

¢ T shonld hardly like to say that! It
is a long way to China. But if wo get
on the Silver Star unwatched wo have
at least a very good chance of kecping
clear of the friends of Mr. Tang Wang.”

The car rolled swiftly on in the sunny
morning. Many cars appeared on the
road, and the juniors lcoked at most of
them; but there was no zign of anyone
taking any special interest in the party.
A good pight's rest bad refreshed the

juniors after a hard day's travel, and
they were feeling quite merry  and
bright. :

“Are we keeping rnight on to
Alargeilles now, Mr. Locke " Bob asked
presently.

" Excopt for a stop for lunch, and to
stretch our legs a little,” answered
Ferrers Locke. “We shall reach
Orange about one o’clock, and we may
as wél lunch there.”

“QOrangat" repeated Beb. * I've sort
of heard of that."

“Thera wae a Prince of Orange once,”
said Locke.

“But he was a giddy Dutchman,”
sa1d g

“Drange was a principality once upon
a time, and it belonged to the princes of
the House of Nassau. William of
Orange was the head of that houzse, Ha
derived his name from the town where
we shall lunch.”

“ Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said
Bob, “wa're learning some history and
geography. I shall tall Queleh this next
term at Greyfriars.”

“The town is French now, of course,™
said Locke., * It was annexed to France
in 1713, if I remember correctly. As we
can do so without losing time, ib is
worth while to look at a town associ-
ated with the history of our own
country.™

“Yea, rather " agreed Bob.

When the ecar approached Orange
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Locke %nInted out the famous Arch of
Triumph, a relic of Roman times, th
juniors teking his word for it that it
was famous, though its fame had not
reached them previously. .

They stopped at a pleasant-loocking
hotel in the Avenue de V'Arc-de-
Triomphe, where lunch was served in a
shady veranda overlooking a garden
bright with flowers, with a glimpse of
the Rhone in the distance,

Devond the shade of the veranda the
sunishine was ablaze; a Foretaste of the
wrath to come, as Bob expressed 1t

Along the back of the veranda were
windows, some of thom covered with
green * violets * or shotters.  Some of
these rooms, the juniors concluded, were
bed-rooms, for from ono of them pro-
ceoded a distinet sound of sporing. Tha
(ireyfriara {ellows ate their lunch to the
accompaniment of that steady and pee-
sistent snore.

" Doea

“Mv hat1” zaid Bob Cherry.
that fearful row remind you fellows of
somebody 7

Harry Wharton chuckled.

“4¥es, tather, “If Bunter wasn't
hundreds of miles away—"

“Blessed if T ever thought that any-
bady but Bunter conld make & row lika
thot 1™ said Johnny Bull. “1 say.
waiter, have you got a grampus in that
room 1"

(Continued on next page.)

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS

No. 10.

Oar merry Grev-
friars rhymester
says it’s no johe
burning the mid-
night oil to write a
poem around such
a lazy slacker as
Lord Mauleverer.
Bat as he’s been

ordered to, there's
an end to it.
¥ dear Cousing Clarice and Cora,
Jemime and Jimmy and
Joyy
Felicity, Felizx and Flora,
dnd Rupert and Reggie and Hoy,
Io send each a separate leiler
Wgufd make me all bothered and
oty
8o frankly, I think I had better
Eet one letter do for the lot!

The bane of a chappie’s existence
{8 having to seribble and zerawl
To people who live at a distance—
I wisk you were all within call,
Then I should be spured from the

febour
Of covering sheet after sheet,
i'd like to be just a mear nerghbour,
And say “Cheerio!" when we meed.

{ gel such a tired sort of feeling
On conehes I love o recline,
And eount all the fies on the céiling,
Then sink indo slumber divined
And dream of some country enchanted,
Some glorious land far awapy.
Where long houre of lozing are
granted,
And life ts no work end no playl

The

feeling  grows
Hrongér;

I really can't writée any mareé;
My yawn's getting longer and longer,
And soon I shall slip to the floor.
And there they will find me reposing,
My fountain-pen clasped in my fing

Already I'm dreamily dozing—
Hooad-night, everybodyl Chin-chinl

e just been awakened, dear coustns,
By o sudden inresion of Decs;
They snwarmed in the study by dozena

And erawled up my arme and my
knees,
And neow that they've stung me fo
acfian
P finish this [eeter vight now,
Pravided ne furtler diztraciion
Brings furrows to my weary brow!

stronger  and

My dear Cousin: Paula and Flhiyllis,
And Jeremy, Jasper, and Jude;
Amelie, Ann, Amaryilis,
And all I forget te inelude—
I send you my cousinly greeting,
Sineere, allhough smudgy  and
sprawly;
And now to the couch I'm retréating
To rest from my labhours.~—Yours,
MAULYF.
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“Comment?™ asked The waitar,
puzsled.

Bob jerked his thumb terards the
infets of the room whenee camo that
gargantuan snoro.

The garcon grinned,

“ Monsieur dorme,"” he said,

“Monsieur sleeps, does he?" dsked
Bob. * ke must be a jolly aleepy mon-
sieur, to be kicking up that row at half-
past one in the afternoon. Bort of over-
sleeping himself, I should think.”

" Monsiour he come verree late,” said
the garcon in English. “He get off ze
wrong train, or somenogl 0 CcOmo
lats and knock us down—™"

“EKnocked you downi™ ejaculsted
Bob.

“QOui, monsieur, he knock us down, ns

you say in English, in ze middle of zo
mght.“—-—-"

’?gh! You mean he koocked wou
up

“Oui, monsisur, comme vous voules,"”
zald the obliging garcon, who evidently
was not- aware of the tremendous differ-
ence bhetween being koooked up and
knocked down. “You say up, isn't it!?
¥es! Zat monsieur he knock us up,
vetreo late. He sat—mon Disu—hbow he
eati” The garoon spread out his hahds.
“Ceilt Nevair have I see one monsieur
eat like zat monsieur he eat! Zen he go
to bed viz himself, and he say not to
esll him. So he sleep |”

“Must ba some Fronch connection of
the Bunter family, I think.” said Bob.
“Hounds guite Bunterish.”

“Manis, pas Franoais,” said the garcon.
“Zat monsieur he 18 Anglais, sair.”

“Oh, my bat! English |

“Mais oui, monsieur! He speak
French—veree droll. Bot he is English
—qh, yes.™

“Well, my hat!" said Bob, aa the
lﬁﬁﬂ:t :iapa;;tad to I:Lr]: thﬁu:i]mart.
‘If it wasn't impossible for ter to
hﬁ'n.tm'" I should really begin to

l —ra

“Luckily it's impossible.”

The snoring from the shuttered room
ceased. Possibly the voices outside had
disturbed the sleeper, or posaibly he oon-
sidered it time to get up, as it was long
past midday.

The juniors finished their lunch. They
remained chatting on the shedy veranda
while Ferrers Locke went round to the
garage to see that the ear was in
readinesg to resume the journey. Lean-
ing on the rail, they lookod down into
the bright garden and heard, without
heeding, the shutters of one of the rooms
on the veranda opon behind them.

“Wa shall ba st Marseillea before
dark,” remarked Bob Cherry, “end to-
morrow, a life on the ocean wave, my
beloved earera!l I suppose Bunter’s safe
Lomé by this time.”

" Probably on the Channel now,” said

Herry. *“Ii he stopped the night in
Paris, and they sho him in the morn-
g train——"

‘Poor old Bunter! I suppose ho's
bhanging over a basin, wishing hadn’
scoffed so much brekker.™

“Ha, ha, ha[*

“Well, I hope he will get home all
right 1" said Harry. “But be's such a
howhng asg—"

“0h, really, Wharton

It was & fat voice behind the juniors.
Ther jumpod, as if eleotrified. Aa if
moved by the same spring they spun
round and stared at the epeaker.

“1 say, you fellows—

And there was & startled gasp from
8ix juniors at once.
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THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.

Another Change In the Programme !

ERRERS LOCKE came up to the
F veranda.
“Roady | he ealled out
" Now — why—what—who—""
It was not often that the Baker Street
detective displayed comotion, but he
stared at Willinm George Bunter in
blank astonishment. *Is—is it possible
that that is Bunter "

“No,” gosped Bob Cherry.
possibl ut it's Bunter.”

“The Bunterfulness iz terrifio®

“I say, you fellows—"

“Bunter |” exclaimed Forrers Locke.
“You utterly absurd and trounblesome
boy! How did you get here? What
are you doing herei”

It really was dificult for the Grey-
friars party to believe their eyes when
they beheld Bunter, . )

Bunter had a way of turning up like
& bad ¥, and ho was as sticky as
ftl.m t thia really was extraord q
or Bunter could have known nothing
of the party's intobtion t6 hinch at
Orange; it was deibtiul whether he had
evar heard of Orange. Chince—a wild,
weird chance—had landed Bunter on
the -Greyiriars fellows agzin.

Buntor did not look st surprised as
thé Co, That was accounted for by his

“It isn't

having heard their voices from his rooni
before he rolled out on ‘the verapda.

Certainly he bad been sorprised to hear

He grinned cheerfully at Ferrems
Locke.

“What psre you doing herel”
demanded the detective sternly. “For
what i1maginable reason are you at
Urange, Bunter

“ say, is this place really ealled
Orange?"” asked Bunter. “I thought
that Chinaman must be gammoning.*

“What Chinamant”

“The one who pitched me out of the
train.*

“What traint”

“The Marseslles train, of course,” said
Bunter.

“And what were you doing in the
train to Marseilles?”

“(h, really, Mr. Locke "

“Really—" bogen Ferrers Locke.

He pa . It was rather difficult to
know what to say to William George
Bunter. Words seemed to bo wasted on
that fat end Ffatuous youth.

“1 say, you fellows, fancy m
you here !” grionned Bunter. * You coul
have knocked me down with a feather
when 1 heard your voices. 1 wasn't up,
you know. It was hours past midnig
when I got in here. That beast made
me get off the train, and there I was,
stranded in the middle of the night,
overything shut up—hours to wait for
another train. But I got a porter to
bring me to an hotel, and we knocked
them up. They didn’t want to give me
any grub at first—made ocut that it was
too late. They said the kwee—something
was olosed for the night—-"

“The cuisine, fathead 1*

“It might have. been cuisine—some
silly French word! Anyhow, they said
it was closed, and I couldn't have any
grub. But I'd caten my sandwiches,
and, of course, I wasn't standing-that |
I exolanimed to them in French, and that
seemed to put them into a good temper
—they all began to smile like any-

thin 5z

"ﬁm, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I soe moything to cackle
at. The fact is, oreigners are
ploased when they find & phap speakio
their language like ono of themselves,
said Bunter. “Well, they trotted out
the grub—only cold stuff, but luckily

THE MAGNET

there -wag plenty of it—I had a good
.:Epga]? :’ifter dll—and ;.hﬁn turned ]1;: %

ought going on alter su , but
felt rather tirod— i

*¥You would—aiter supper.”

“B0 I turned in, and when I woke
EE' I heard you fellows wagging your
chins. outside my window | unny,
wasn't it?"

" Woll, my hat 1" said Bob. * We mada
!n mﬁska.im in stopping at Orange for
L 3.

“Well, it's rather | , ism"t it 1 said
Bunter, “The fact is, I'm tired of travel-
ling alone, and I'd just as soon come
on with you fellows You'll need me
to protect you, too, for I'm pretty certain
that that villsin, Wu, will ba watch-
for your car at Marsailles ”

“Who on earth is Wul”
. .. The Chinaman,"” explained Bunter—
_the one I tipped you at Paris. He was
in the train with me; he had a revolver
in bis pocket. Of course, I wasn't afraid

his rovolver. When he tried to get
me to fell him sbout you fellows I
defied him. I said * Bhoot if you like;
but not & word " Just like that.”

“¥ou fat fibber ™

“0h, reslly, Cherry! I gave him &
cold, contemptuous 71:1&, and eaid—
Pon't t;guu chuck that spple st me, you

“Is that what you said to the China-
man ™
HH
Yhat

Buni:: dodged th ]

& apple.

“You young :-n.-mmlﬂE said Ferrers
Laocke, “You told the man that we
“TEE gm'“nnlr to Marseillest"

rtainly not! I've just told you I
dido't! I wouldn't, Lnowi ARINE
at him with scornful defiance, I said:
“Never! 3Shoot me dead if you like,
but not a word!” He fairly cowered

ar my eye.”

o Then why do you. that- he
will be watching for us in Marseiiles 1"
asked Locke.

“Well, be knew I was going to join
you, you know, and I dara eay he

I was going to Marseilleg—="

*“How could he ; b

asr; I'm saying that to I
asid to the I':‘-hugmmnn wa{i

*Well, it stands to reason be guessed
whera I was going when he saw m
ticket 1" argued Bunter. * He would,

?{}E ‘Lmka pressed his 1
errers oo is lips

“Aod he made me get out here,™
went on Bunter. “Orange he called the
place; but I thought be was gammon-
ing! Fancy a plece being named
Orange! He made me get out of The
train, you know, and left me ‘behind.
I told the beast he was makin ' IO i

ou at Marseilles, snd hs didn't-care!
fio 2ack. T baliove hie wanbed to logve me
behind, so that I couldn’t warn you he
was on the track "

“You really guessed that?” asked
Py, St AT,

£y : E o ¥

“You utterly stupid bov!"” said
Ferrers “You have done a
groat deal of harm. Why did you oot
raturn home as I direcied Fnu!"

“Well, I'va got & sense of duty, you
know,"” sal

o hl‘ﬂthunhn

“Sense of dutyl Thesa fellows have
treated me ba “ly. and thay've been
horrid ubpgrateful; as thankless as
serpent's child, as Bhakespeare says.
But I Eﬂlthhﬂuni to &t:nt to tEem l:md
soo them . - oan't gat on
without me, r:;%my'ﬂ % 52

“0Oh orumba!"” =

i estpemed idiofia Bunter—"

“*1 'gun”i oxpect thanks,” said Bunter.
“1 never get mFI But I'm not going
ko desert you, old chaps! I'm not the
fallow to let you down!”
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“Is there any law in France a%ﬁ.inat
llaughtarm porpoizes i asked Bo
“ Oh, really, Cherry—"

Ferrers Locke’'s brows wers con-
tracted. IIe was evidently disturbed by
the discove that the enemy
learned the destination of the party.

“1 think it's jolly lucky for you chaps
you've met me here,” said Bunter
warmly. “That man Wu will be in
Marscilles before this, on the express,
and you can depend on it he'll be watch-
inf or you, and very likely have a trap
all ready for you to run infe. Now l've
warned you! The fact is, you can look
on me as your guardian angel.”

“Oh erikey IV

“Perhaps the meeting is a fortunats
one,” sai‘g Locke, “It may, perhaps,
unde the harm you have done by your
folly, Bunter. Come, my boya "

The juniors descended from the
veranda. Billy Bunter rolled after
them. Apparently the Owl of the Re-
move now regarded him-
self gy & member of the
party.

The juniors looked at
him, Ilooked at one
another, and looked at
Mz, Locke. They noted
that the detestive
breathed hard through
his nose, and wondered
whether rhe was thinking
of kicking Bunter.

Locke, however, made
ne objection to Bunter
entering the car. It was
rather o squeeze with
the additional passen-
ger; but Bunter, for the
E]:ementn, gt least, made

imself as small as pos-
sible, Ferrers Locke
stgod talking to the
chauffeur in French for
several minutes. Bunter
blinked rather anxiously
towards the hotel.

“1 may, you fellows,
tell Locke te cut it
short ' he murmured.

£E Fﬂ-t-hﬂa-d lll

“Well, we've got no
time to losel™ urged
Bunter. “What's the
%md of henging about?

hat blessed waiter will
be after me in a minute 1™

“You frabjous ass, why should the
walter be after you 1

“Well, I baven’t paid my bill, you
B

“It's all right if he doesn't sce me
going off with yop—"

“You fat villain!”

“0h, really, Wharton! Loaok here.
ive Locke a tip to eut it short, and
et's get started. I don't believe in
wagting money 1"

“Hera's the garcon!” prinned DBoh
Cherry. '
“D]{ dear! T say, you fellows, teil
him I'm only going a little way with
you, and coming back, see? That will
keep him quet. I say-varooch!
Keop vour beastly hools to yoursell, vou

beast !

“ Aonsieur part?” The pgarcom
locked in at Bunter. * Voila Paddition,
monsieur. blohsieur a oublie!™

“What is the silly ass szayving., you
fﬂllcﬂai‘” ; .

“"He says you've florgotien to pay
vour hill, my fat bilk.”

“You pay him, old chap! I'll zettle
later. w ! Leggo my ear, DBob
Cherry, you beast! ['m going to pay
him, ain't IT Leggo.”

Bunter paid the bill. Locke entered
the ecar, and it rolled away down the

Avenue de I'Are de Triomphe, and a
littla later stopped in the town at the
post office.  Thersa Ferrcrs Locke
descended, and was busy for ten
minutes.

He come back to the car, and they
rolled on out of Orange.

Billy Bunter smiled a fat zmile of
satisfaction as the ecar whirled swiftly
on its way. He had no doubt now that
he was & fully constituted member of
the party; and, fecling that that dis-
puted J)omt was settled for good, he
proceeded fo show what an agreeable
member of & party he could be.

“1 say, vou fellows, give a [ellow
room ' ha said. *“Don’t squeeze o chap
like a sardine, you know. We really
want a larger car.”

“Bhut up, ags!”

“Weil, a fellow wanta & little com-
fort,” anid Bunter peevishiy. "You

fellows never think of o fellow’s com-
I say., Franky., couldn't you st

fart.

Bunter plumped into the boat and the man rowed away. n the shadow of a packing-
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“Well, look here. Mr. Locke—"

“Shet up, Bunter !” breathed Baob,

“Hats! Look here, Mr. Locke, I
don't want to give a lot of trouble,
I'm not the fﬂlﬁ.‘ﬁ? to zive trouble. a3
all these chaps can tell you. But n
fellow wants o little comiort. If I'm
going on with this party, I think 1 have
a right to expect a little comfort.”

“But yon are not going on with the
party, Bunter.”

ey Eh g4

“1 am taking von as far as Toulon,
because I think it my duty to keep you
under my eye, to prevent yon [rom
falling inte further mischief. At Toulon
I shall request the Dritish consul to
take charge of you, and make arrange-
mﬁnti !;?’r your safe return to England."

" And now,” added Mr. Locke, “I
think vou had betier say no more.”

“ Look hero—""

case a slapt-eyed man watched him intently !

on onag of the fellows' knees, and make
more room "

Thera was no reply to that valuable

sugrestion, Dunter grunted, and
blinked round discontentedly.
MWell, this won't do,” he said. “If

vou fellows think I'm travelling !l tha
wiy to Marseilles wedged in like this,
you're jolly well mistaken. A [ellow
expects a litile consideration.”

Ferrers Locke glanced at him with
a faint smile.

“Wa are not going to Marseilles,
Bunier,” he said. *“We are on a rather
lenger journey than that.”

“0Oh crumbs 1™

“A change in the programme, sic?"
ashed Wharton.

“Yes. I have telegraphed to iho
officer in charge of the yacht at Mar-
scilles, and he will take the Silver Star
wound to Toulen. We are goint to
Toulon, by Aix. Wa shall go nowhere
near Marseilles; and 1f Mr. Wu and las
friends are watching for ws there—as
undoubtedly they are—they are welcome
to watch,” ;

“Good ege " griuned Bob Cherry.

“1 say, 15 Toolong much farvther than
Marseilles 7" asked Bunter.

“ As we are going round Aix, we shall
praobably cover an extra GOty miles,
Bunter,”. answered Locke,

“0r I shall box your ears!™ snid Mr.
Locke.
“ {h !

Bunter said no more.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Strategy !

HE morning sun shone hrilliantly
on the city of Toulon. Harry
Wharton & Co. would have been
glad to take a walk abroud and

look at the city: but Ferrers Locke had
left them with strict injuanctions not to
leave the hotel.

Locke had left thiem immediately after
breakfast, and the juniovs obedicntly
remained within doors,

Six faces were very cheery; the
seventh wore o frown. Six {eliows were
to o aboard the Silver Stay that day,
the vachit lying ready for them in the
Petite Rado; the seventh was {o be
handed over to some responsible person,
whe would seo that he made the journey
homo safely, and made it at onee
Whiclh was not in the least what Rilly
Bunter desived—hence the frown on his
fat brow.

Ho sat silent amid ploomy, Luried in
tliought, while the juniors chatted

THE Macxer Lisnary.—No. 1178
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cheerily, They smiled when they glanced
at Nunter. byiously, the fat Owl waa
thinking oul some plan for going on
instcad of going back; but the die was
cust; and Bunter had reached the end
of hiz tether.

| ‘;[ suyv, you fellows,"” said Bunter, at
a5k,

“Well, Fatty?™

“SWhat's the French for boat "

“ Bateau, ass!"

“And what's French for yacht?”

Y Zume as in English.””

“Bure?’ asked Bunter dublously.

“ Yoes, fathoad !’

“You can get ices here,” said Bunter,
changing the subjdet suddenly, **You
fellows hike some ices? My treat.”

Bob Cherry ran s hand through his
pocket, and there was a jingle of oash,

Y Let's,” he said. “We're in funds,
B0 Wi can afford to let Bunter stand
treat.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

¥ O, really, Cherrg—""

“Heave ahead, my hearty," said Bob.
*We'll stand the ices, and you
Liave us nany as you can !:mu-]; away, as
we're leaving you to-day.'

“¥elly nicee leavee tat ole Buntee |
murmured Won Lung,

Bunter snecred,

* ¥ou'll change your tune when those
yellow blighters got after you again,
and I'm not there to protect you, you
little heathen boast !’

“Fattee old Buntee wvelly funnce.™

“Well, T'll tjaea.lr. to the garcon about
the ices,” said DBunter, and he rolled
aut of the room.

Ot of sight of the Famous Five, how-
ever, Bunter did npot speak to the
garcon. He was not bothering about
1ces, much as appealed to him on
a sultry morning. Hae rolled rapidly
through the vestibule of the hotel ana
gaincd the street.

Mr. Locke had directed the juniors to
remain within doors, including Bunter.
And had Bunter displayed any inten-
tion of going out, he wns aware that he
would have been forcibly restrained. In
Punter's opinien, he had @ right to do
exactly "as he liked; but the opinien of
the Famous Five was that he had to
do as Mr. Locke liked.

Hence his prosent strategy. How long
the chums of the Remove would allow
hira cut of their sight, without getiing
suspicious, Bunter did not know; but he
knew that he had no time to waste, As
soon as he was outside the botel he
started ab & run.

Crash !

It was a caso of more haste and less
speed. DBunter bolted for the nearest
corner and went round it like &4 steam-
cngine, As a mman was coming round
the corner at that moment, a collision
was inevitable.

“Ow I gasped Dunter.

Ho staggergd back from the shock.
The man he had run into sprawled on
the pavemcent, with a howl.

Bunter did not wait for hin to get up.
Hu did not want an argument with any
beustly foreigner.  Leaviog the man
sprawling, Bunter ran on,

The faflen man scrambled up and
stared after the fot junior. Had Bunter
given him a single look—which he
hadn't—he mnght have beon astartled.
The man stood staring after Dunter
with slouting eyes, recogoition in his
fuce. And as the fat Owl trotted on,
the man with the slanting eyes turned
and followed him.

At a safe distance from the hote
Bunter slackened into a walk an
grinned. He had dodged those beasts;
and if they missed him now, he was out
of their reach, Once or twice he blirked
back, but there waa no sign of the
juniors in pursuit. And among the
many foot-passengers Bunter did pot
observe the yellow skin and slanting
eyes of the man he had run into. lie
had not the feintest ides that he had
run into Mr. Wau, and that Mr. Wu was
now following on his trail.

“He, he, he " Bunter chuckled. "1f
that beast Locke thinks I'm going to bae
sent home, that beast Locke i3 jolly well
mistaken! I hope he’ll row thosa beasts
for letting mo get away. Berve 'em
jolly well right! He, ho,] he!"

Buntar rolled on cheerily.

Behind him, at a distance, walked
Mr. Wu, quiet, watchiul.

Bunter was not thinking of Mr. Wu,
Had he thought of him, lie would have
supposed that the spy was at Marseilles.
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It would not have coccurred to his fat
mind that, having failed to pick up
traces of the Greyiriars party at Mar-
geilles, the spy had gone on to Toulon,
with the hope of botter luck there. But
for the accidental meeting at Orange,
Mr. Wu certainly would have found
what he wanted at Marseilles. As it
was, ho was at a loss, till he sighted
Bunter, recognising the fat  junior
mstantly. INow he was shadowing
Bunter, in the hope of being led to the
Greyfriars party, having no idea that
Bunter was going away from them.

Bunter stopped at last to inquire his
way. His peculiar brand of French
madae this a little difficult. But by con-
stantly repeating the words Petite
Rlade,” he got the information ha
wanted ; and he arrived at last, after a
lﬁnlg' walk, on the water-front.

“ Batesu, monsicur ™

There were plenty of boats for hire.
Bunter nodded to the first boatman wao
hailed himn.

“Wee, wee!” ho answored, “ Je want
a boat—I mean, a boatoo—that iz, &
battoo—a boat, you know.”

“ Bateau! C'est ca, monsieur ! Voila I"'
said the batelier. * Monsieur veut aller
a Tamaris, a 8t Mandrieg—""

“Cheese it!'" snid Bunter politely. ™I
want to aller a yacht named—nomme—
Silver Star—see?"

“Comment 7'’

Buntcr snorted. He was getting fed-
up with “comment.” Every French-
man to whom Bunter spoke scemed to
have nothing to say but " comment.”

-u'I

“*Blow commong!” said Bunter,
want 4 boat—je want un bateau—to go
—aller—yacht—yacht Anglais—here—
easy—] mean, ici—Petimn%ade—yacht
Anglais—Silver Star—oatchez-vous-on #”

The words “yacht Anglaiz” were
sufficient to enlighten batelier;
though such French as "catchez vous-
on " must have perplexed him consider-
ably, He grinned and nodded, and
waved & brown hand towards a vacht
anchored out in the roadstead.

“Oul, monsieur. ezt ca!
prends.”

“Well, if you comprong, let's get off,”
said Bunter. “Gaod! I meat, bong!
How much? I mean, combien?™

“Dix francs, monsiear.”

“0h, all right! Gettez-vous a move
Gﬂ.”

Bunter plumped into the boat, and
the man pushed off, and sat down to
the oars. A slant-eyed man, in the
shadow of a stack of packing-cases,
watched him intently. Ie had heard
every word of Bunter's talk with the
boatman.

It was & long pull out to the yacht.
The boat bumped alongside, and a face
looked down at Bunter.

“ Here, sheer off I ealled out the man
looking down. “What do you want
here!"

Bunte: blinked up at him.

“Is this the Silver Star?" he asked.

“¥es, Sheer off 1

“T've come from Mr. Locke."

The man eyed him keenly.

“Wait a minute.”

“The face disappcared. Bunter
handed a ten-franc note fo the boatman.

“Clear off a9 soon 83 I go on board,"
he zaid.

“{Jomment 7"

“You silly ass,
bunkez-vous—shiftest-vous—allez!
back to Tooclong—seal’

“(ai, monsieur!"” grinned the boat-
INETL.

The ladder was let down for Dunter,
and he clambered up. The boatman
%ushm:i‘ off and rowed away. On deck,

unter found himself confronted by the
man who had called dewn to him, and

|12¥
:

Je com-

clearez-vous aff—
Allez
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whom he discovered to be the mate, He
was cyeing Bunter very curiously.

“Well,” he asksd, “what have you
sent vour boat eway fori”

“That's all right,” said Bunter; “*I'm
ptaying. DMr. Enck told me to come
on board first. I—1'm Wharton.'

“0Oh! You're Wharton "

“Yes" Billy Bunter had never been
trammelled by apy undue regard
for facts, and it was possible that Locke,
who had already wvisited the yacht in
Toulon harbour, might have mentioned
the name of Bunter., At all events,
the astute Owl was taking no risks.
“I'm Wharton, you know. I daro eay
Mr. Locke has mentioned me."

“¥es, I have all the names. ™

“0Oh, good!” gosped Bunter, glad that
he had not mentioned his own. * Well,
the other fellows will be coming om
board later, with Mr. Locke. — Mr.
Locke's seeing the British eonsul about
gome business or other. Where's my
oabin 1"

L2 ] Etﬂwnl:d!r?

“Yes, mr,"”

“Take Mr. Wharton to his cabin.”

“¥Yes, sir. This way, sir.”

Billy Bunter rolled after the steward.

Bluff had done it! There was
nothing to excito the suspicion of Mr.
Green, the mate of the Silver Star. He
was on his guard against apies,
especially  Chinese; but Bunter was
obviously o fat schoolboy. By the
widest strelch of imagination he could
not bo imagined to have any connection
with the enemies of Wun Luog. Mr.
Green was aware that five schoolboys
ware travelling with Mr. Locke and the
Chines, and there was nothing surprie-
::ig 1n one coming on board before the

ers. He knew the names of the five,
and Bunter had given one of the names.

“This 1z your state-room, sir,” said
the steward, opening a sliding r on
the alley-way.

Bunter blinked round it

"Not much room,” he said disparag-

ingly. "“Still, T suppose a fellow to
rough it. All 1':'ng"t'l'l:.?’l'ﬂhH

The steward eyed bim rather
guriously.

“I'm goiog ta have a rest,” added
Bunter. *“I've been travelling a Ioti
you koow., I'm going to sleep.  Tel

the screw not to make o row.”
H’ﬂh II"
‘““And mind I'm not disturbed.”
“Qh! Very good, mr.”
The steward closed the sliding door

and departed. Billy Bunter winked at
bis reflection in the little haoging
mirror,

He waitad quisetly in the state-room
for about ten minutes, and then
naut-musl;,;dpushed open the sliding door
and peered out.

There was no one in sight; the coast
was clear. Bunter tiptoed out of
Wharton's state-room. He was looking
for a safer hiding-place.  Bunter had
told the Gr:gfriars'fellaw; that he was
eticking to them {rom & scnse of duty;
but be realised that they were ungrate-
ful, and that he had better not be dis-
covered on board, if he could help it,
till the Silver Star was out at sea. He
peered into room after room. In ong
state-room, larger than the rest, there
was & tabla, screwed fo the floor, with
fleps, and t_f:a flaps were down. Bunter
rolled into that state-room.

*He, he, he!” gurgled Dunter.

He raised a ﬂai:- of the table, crawled
underneath, and let the Hap down. He
squatted uncomfortably. but a better
mding-place he could not really have
asked for. He squatted and grinned.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

' ALL Bunterl”
‘ “Hml”
Ferrers Locke  glanced

rather sharply at the juniors.

“Whers iz Bunter " ho asked.

“Blessed if we Lkpow!” said Bob
Cherry ruefully.

Locke [rowned. .

“ Awlully sorry, BMr. Locke!” maid
Wharton, “The fat bounder went to
order some ices—at least, be said so—and
we never thought—"

“Ho left the hotel?” .

“Yes. We've found out since that
the porter saw him clear. As you'd
told us to stay im, we couldn’t go out
and look for him."

“I'm glad you did not,” said Locke.
“ How long has Bunter been gone "

“ Qver an hour.” )

Locke compressed his lips. _

“Well, it cannot be helped,” ho said.
“If he i3 gone, we cannot wait. I have
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made sll srrangements for his return
to England; but &8s he has chosen to dis-
appear, I cannot delay the sailing of
the Silver Star on his account. You do
not know what his intentions are ¥

“MNo; but I've no doubt he will turn
up before we get on board the yach
and come along, if he can fix it,™ sai
Harry.

“In that case, all will be well.- 1 will
leave him in safe hands. If we do not
see him, doubtless he will return to the
hoetel zooner or later, and I will leave
instructions with the proprietor here.
Now get ready to start, The ear is
waiting.'"

“We're ready.”’

Ten minutes later the juniora and
their baggpage were in the car, and roll-
ing away through the strests of Toulon.
The car was closed; the windows
covered with blinds: and Locke warned
the juniars nﬁninat looking out. It was
cvident that he suspected that the party
might be looked for. Tt was likely
enough that the emissary of Tang Wang
had szet many spies at work.

The yacht's boat was waiting for the
party at the landing-place on the Petite
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Rade. They looked round there, won-
dering if Bunter was going t¢ show up
at the bast moment.

But nothing was seen of Bunfer,

The baggage was slung into the boat,
and the juniors embarked. Their eyes
turned on the Silver Star, in tho
distance, as the bluejackets pushed off
and bent to the oars.

A black stream of smoke was pouring
from the yacht’s funoel. The anchor
was to come up immediately the Grey-
friars party were on board

“Hallo, halla, hallo! ‘What ia that
sporteman  up to?' exelaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly. “Looks as il he

wants to run us down.”

A large, hecavy boat, stacked high
with baskets of fruit, pulled across the
course of the vacht's boat. Locke, who
was at the lines, steered to clear her.

“Look out!” gasped Wharton.

The two boats were passing each
other, with barely play for the oars,
when the fruit boat swung in, and there
was & heavy bump.

“Oh, my hat!"

1IM ﬂutl"

“Sheer off, you dvuvmmics!” roared

Bob Cherry.

Faur ?ark-alcinnm!, rough-looking
fellows, 1n jerseys, were pulling the
fruit t, and they grinned at the
startled juniors. It was plain that the

ecollision was no accident,

Ferrers Locke sprang to his feet, Hia
hand went like a Bash to his hip.

From among the baskets of {ruit
stacked on the other craft a head rose
swiftly; a yellow skin glimmered in
the bright sunlight, and e pair of keen,
slanting eves glittered at the yacht's
boat. A yellow hand, with a revolver
in it, was lifted.

Crack!

It was Ferrers Locke wha fired.

There was a yell of pain and ragpe.
The revolver dropped from the yellow
hand and was lost among the fruit
baskets, With his left hand, the China-
man clasped his right wrist, broken by
the bullat.

“0Oh crumbs!" gasped WNupgent.

Wun Lung gave = vell

“That fellee Chinee—plenty muchos
Chinge 1" :

Ferrers Locke stood in the rocking
boat, his face grim over his smoking
ravolver.

“zive way!" he snapped.

The seamen pulled for the yarht. On
the fruit boat, Mr. Wu sank down
among the baskets, groaning.

“My hat!” breathed Bob Cherry, his
facoe white. "I—F say, he—he was
going to fire on Wun Lung—"

“What you tinkee " murmured Wun
Lung.

“Then=—then they're on our track,
after all?™ muttered Wharton. " Good
R;nvemi If you hado’t been so guick,

r. A

“Fortunately, I could sce that the
collision was 1ntentional, and I was an
the look-out,'” said Ferrers Lacke
quietly. “ Evidently, they are on our
track; and that scoundrel was hanging
about 18 an innocent-locking fruit boat,
waiting for us to go on board. llow
they have traced us I cannot =zay, but
the fact is plain.” )

The jumors stared back at the [ruit
boat. It was not following them. The
boat bumped on the yacht.

The necident had attracted no ations-
tion in the harbour; it had been over
in a few scconds, The ladder was
already down, and the Greyfriars party
clamhered on the Silver Star.

Mr. Green, the mate, turned a
startled faee on Ferrcrs Locke as the
Baker Street detective stepped on

TeEe Maagwer Lisrary.—No. 1,176,
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board. He had been watehing trom tne
yacht, and had seen what had oecurred.

“That was a narrow shave, sir!"

Locke nodded.

“It Jooks as if they know."

“They certainly know,” answered
Locke. “I had hoped that we had
dropped them by embarking at Toulon,
instead of Marseilles, But—"" Hae
shrugged his shoulders, “We are deal-
ing with clever men. You are ready
for scat"”

*Ouly waiting for you, sir”

“Then lose no time.”

“You're doing nothing asbhout that
gwal #* :

Mr. Green jerked his thumb towards
the distant fruilt boat.

“Nothing! He has something to
remember me by, =aid the detective,
with a faint smile. * We have no time
for an affair with the policee TUp
anchor at once.”

“ Ay, ay, sicl”

The juniors looked about them in the
bright sunlight as the vacht steamed out
of Toulen harbour. They found that
Fervera Locke was acting as his own
skipper, When the pilot was dropped
Lorke remaned on deck as the Silver
Star plunged her bows into the blue
waters of the Mediterranesn; and
Harry Wharton & Co. went below, and
the steward showed them to their
ToOms.

e —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunter !

s ITARTON #"
“Bame name as the other

- voung gentleman, sir.”
“Joh 1

“Y¥our brother, perhaps. sie”

“\What-at "

“This 13 the room.*

‘The stoward had shown the other
fellows their rooms: Wharton, as it
happened, came last, The steward
seemed a littls puzzled en hearing his
name, though net so puzeled as
Wharton was by the man's remarks.

The captain of the Greyiriars Remove
stared at him.

“I don't quite understand——"

“Here you are, sir.”” The steward
tapped on tho sliding door. " The other
voung gentleman gave orders that he
was not to be disturbed, sir; but——"

“YWhat other voung gentleman "

“Name of Wharton, sir."”

“Blessed 1f I understand. Is there o
pazsenger on board of the same name
s myself ¥V

“Yag, sir: he came on early, and I
showed him to this state-room; not
knowing that there were two passengers

L1

of the same name, gir——

“0h, my hat! But who——"

“Oh! HHe isn't here now. sir,” said
tho steward, staring into the state-room.
“He told me that he was going to sleep,
as ha was tired, But he scema to have
left the state.-room."

The steward seemed perplexed.

“I'd better speak to Mr, Locke about
this,” he said, “when he's not so busy.
I was told that six young gentlemen
would be sailing with Mr. Locke, and
six state-rooms were 'Eﬂt ready—-

“That's right,"” said Harry.

“But the other vyoung  gentleman
makes seven, sir,” said the steward.
“ Ag this room has two bunks, no doubt
you will share it with the other Mr.
Wharton."”

“Certainly, if necessary,” said Harry,
in wonder. ‘“*But this 13 the hrst I've
heard of the other Mr. Wharton ! 8till,

AU USRS O T T R O BTV R T IR

about the most mysterious of al

eYEer

wh up-te-
I DROME

T
b 2 . E - Q-% 5
L4 '\- i - s
:v;ég_-;_g. I B e e Ve
L b
i’

SECRETS ABOUT FLOATI

Jealously does the British Nmri.v guard its many secrets, especially those
| warships—the Aircraft
te boy will want to read sbout FLOATING AERO- '
in The MODERN BOY'S Annual.
15 new in every way, and tells you all you want to know a
Ships, Aeroplanes, ete. There are also hundreds of wonderful
and three exciting adventure tales,
Annual you must also read its weekly companion, MODERN BOY, on
l sale every Monday, price twopence,

MODERN BOY’S Annual

Now On Sale, G/«

'E-;:ii

NG AERODROMES

rriers. That's
book
Ways,
hotopraphs

If yvou like The MODERN BOY'S

This fascinatin
bout Rail

You will also enjoy POPULAR BOOK OF BOYS' STORIES 2/6

THE MAGNET

I suppoae it's all right; Mr, Locke must
know aboub it."

“Yes, sir. Your suitcase has beon
ut in this room, sir! The other Mr.
Tharton brought no baggage with him.

I concluded that it would come with the
rest of the parky.”

“I don't know anything about it, or

about him," said Harry. “Mr. Locke
hasn't mentioned him to ma.”
“Indeed. sir! I understood that he

had travelled with Mr. Locke's riy
from England, I dare say you will Bnd
him in the saloom, sir, as he is not in
the state-room.™

And the steward bustled away.
. “Well, my hat!" ejaculated Wharton,
in astonishment.

He proceeded to wunpack his bag,
wondering who on earth the *“other
Mr. Wharton " could be. It was pos-
sible, of course, that there were to be
other passengers on the yacht as well
a9 the Greyfriara party; though it was
odd that Ferrers Locke had mads po
mention of the Tact. Tt was still more
odd that he had not mentioned it, if the
other passenger had the same name as
Harry Wharton.

Wharton was gtill feeling perplexed
when he joined his friends in the
saloon, where the table was being laid
for lunch.

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Wherefore that
worried brow, old bean?" asked Bob.

“Did you men know there was to be
another passenger on board ! asked
Harry.

“Haven't heard of him. Who is hat"

“ According to the stoward his name's
the same as mine. It's jolly odd that
Mr. L.ocke haesn't mentioned him."

“The oddiulness is terrific I remarked
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Where is he?" asked Nugont.
“There's nobody on deck but the crew,
and I don’t see anvybody about hera.”

“Blessed if I know! The steward
says he went to sleep in my state-room,
but he's not thera now."

“Hallo, hallo, hallo?! Steward!”
* Yessie,”
“Where's your other giddy pas

senger M
“"I'in sure I don't know, sir,” said the
stoward. “But T expect he will turn
up, sir, when the gong goes for lunch.”
% ‘LE-ura his name's Wharton " asked
Crid.

" Yessir; that was the name he gave
Ar. Green when he came on board,
sir. DOlr. Lrocke had not mentioned that
thers would be two young gentlemen of
tho same namg—--»"

“Blessed if I can make it out !’ said
Bob. *“It seoms sort of fishy to me.
What was the chap like, sfeward? Not
a Chinaman "

“Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Nugent;
and all the Greyiriars party looked
stabtled at the sugpestion.

The steward grinned.

“Oh, no, sir! A voung gentleman
no older than yvourself, sir—a rather
stout young gentlemap-——=*"

"“A—a rather stout young gentle-
man?" ejaculated Wharton, & glhimmer-
ing of tha truth breaking on his mind.
“‘gid—didw&id ho wear barnacles

“Spectaclos? Yes, sir.”

it 3 E.[.E_ntl pip-!ll

“ Bunter [

“That fat villain !*

“AMy only hat!” gasped Wharten,

HThat—that—that fat villain has had
the cheek to come on board and use ey
name—"
“Tt wouldn't have been much use
using his ownl" grinoed Bob. *3lr
Green must have had a list of the
names.'
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“Then he's on board
now!" roared Johnny
Bull.

“Hea must be—""

“And we're ot sen
already——"

“Oh ecrumbs!™
“Findea fattee Bun-
tee, chuckes ovel-

boald! suggested
Wun Lung..

WP

"WE‘d better  find
him,” said Harry.
“If it's Bunter——"

“Well, let's find
him, and see!™

Tha juniors went

along ithe state-rooms.
They looked into
room after room, till
they came to Ferrers
Liocke's eabin, and
looked into that. It
seemed vacant like the
reat, @#t the frst
glance.

“Nobody here”
said Nugent.

“Unless he's under
the table——"

There waa a star-
tled squeak,.

* Qw 1"

“Oh, my hat!
Halle, haIIn haIIuI"
roared Bob Cherry.
“HRoll out, you fat
villain I"

“I—I say, wyou fellows, I—I'm not

here!” came a gasp from under the
table.

“¥ou benighted fathead 1"
“QOh, really, Cherry——"
“Roll out, you potty porpoise !’

“I—I say, you fellowe™ A fap of
the table ;'i'aia lifted, and 4:[; fot faers ud
a pair of lar Sp-ﬁctaﬁ ¢3 appenred,
“"I—1I say, the beastly place seems to be
ahnlﬁ:mg' like anything. Are we out at
sen

“¥Yes, nsa !

“Too late te turnm back? asked
Bunter eagerly.

“Well, if Mr. Locke wouldd gul back
for anything it would be to chuck yom
ashore,” amswered Bob. “But I Jdam’t

think he will put back even for that™

“0h, good I"' Bunter crawled cuk from
}:ndar ¢tﬂ ﬂ};lii "1 mmuu Bellows,
'va g il ¥ cram squatting
there. Not the mrt -::rf thing a fellow
would ex when he's gwi:u up
summer holideys for the sake of Dhis
friends. Of course, you fellows knew
that I shouldn’t let you go to China
without me. Think of the risk!"

o Ynu ou—you—you sneaked on
3’ _g my name ! exclaimed
Whutnn.

Dunter grinned.

“8trategy, you koow,” he explained.
“1 don’t suppose the mate would have
let me stay on board if I hadn't. I
don’t mind using a commonplace name
a3 a temporary expedient, vou know."”

“Why, you fat, cheeky villain

“Oh, reelly, Wharten! I say, what
about lunch ¥ F'm jolly hungry 1™

"“"What on earth will Mr. Locke sav
when he sees that fat frabjous {oczler 77
exclaimed Bob.

“You don't think he'll be pleased ¥
asked Bunter.

“Pip-pip-pleased 1™ stuitered Bob.

“The E!Huaefulnﬂm will probably not
be terrific!” chuckled Hurrce Jamset

has-

i
“..|H ||. J ‘ ]I

Ram 8ingh. “I ihinkfully opine that
the esteemed Locke will be infuriated.”

“Well, I say, you fellows, you—you
tell - him that you were all in i, youn
i n AF

i WL‘t?if

".ﬁnﬂ—aud that you urlngﬂd it all
an & pleasant surpriss for him,” said
Buntar. o What about that?"

crumbs 1?

“Of course, 1 expect my friends to
stand by me,” said Bunter. " That's
vnderstood. There's such a thing as
grnt:tude When a fellow gives up his
ﬁ]lda}ra. and refuses a lot of presmng
invitations from ﬂlstm.gurﬂﬂ poople.
for the sake of his friends—"

“0Oh, bump bim!"™ gssped Bob

herry.
“I—1 say, you fallows—— Here
legge? Legge!™ roarsd Bunter.,

BAy—— Ob—ow! DBeasta! Yah!

Rotters! Yarcooeoop I

Bump }
“Yow-ow-ow! Whooeoop!"”

Bump!

“ ¥ ooooooopooooop |

Harry Wharton & Co. left the cabin,
leaving William George Bunter sitting
on tha floor, spluttermﬁ They re-
turned to the saloon, ° he gong had
sounded for lunch, and Ferrerz Locke
had just come down.

He glanced rather curiously at Harry
Wharton & Co. They were looking a
llftla fushed after the exertion of bump-
ing Bunter. Parhaps, tco, he had heard
tha wild yell along the allayway.

“Ts anything amiss, Wharton?" ho
asked.

“The—the fact is—"'

"Wall, what is the fact, my boy?"

asked Locke, with a smile, as the
captain of the Remove hesitated.
“The fact is, Bunter—"
"What about Bunter?"
“Here's here.™
“Here ! exclaimed M.
"Yes and ?

Lacke.

3

Crack ! Ferrers Locke fired, and the
revolver dropped from the Chinge
man’s hand as the bullei struck his
right wrlst,

as Billy
for tho

interrapted,
He did not,
moment, observe that Ferrers Locke was
present.
“T say, vou fellows!

Whiarton was
Burter rolled in.

Look here——
Ow?! I'm out of breath! Look here, ¥
can take & j-j-joke—— Ow! T knew
Emu fellows ave glad to sce me here!

E.', hl:* he' But about that beast

"Eburmp 1" hissed Bob,

“Ch, really, Cherry! Look here, you
can squars 1t with that boast Locke!

I kmow bhe's an absoluta blighter.
h..t L]
* Bantar 1"
“Oh crikey! I—I sayv, I didn't sce
you, Hr. Locke! I—I wasn't saying
ng about }ruu vou know ! g ﬂ
Burh:: “J—JF ho

you don't thi
was calling 500 & Eu

“1 certainly had that impression,”
said Locke,

“Oh! No! Not at all! Besides, 1
don't believe you're half such a beast
as vou look o

“That will do, Bunter! Now you
are here, you must remain. 1 cannot
put vou ashore till we reach Malta,

Say no morve. Lunch is ready, my boys.”

It was rather a relief to the Co. that
Mr. Locke took this unexpected addi-
pion fo tho ship's company so quictly.
1t was a still greater relief to William
George Bunter, who had had sowe mis-

givings as to whether he might not
receive the thrashing ho o rchly
deserved.

Maw all was ecalm and bright; and

Funter sat down to lunch with &« cheery
fat faco. Mr. Locke thougit e was
poing ashore at Malta, Bunter thought
that he wasn't! It vemoined to e zeen
which was right

TIE EXIL.

(D't miss the nexe thrilling yarn ia
thiz grond hofidey scries. 108 gniabled
“YHE MNANDP O0F THE MAN-
DARIN P If ywau do, chums, you'll feel
like kicking yourscif/)



ANOTHER VIVID INSTALMENT OF THE GREATEST WAR STORY EVER TOLD |

By

r:‘:r-'ﬁ\i?‘” . 15?' T
7 N
i_ﬂ b e

W

'f
i

i
it
-

AN
'y
"'-';;.-.,1";"

AmE the ;ﬂlmm mglrar}

@runkenly, then from the main peiro

tank a tongue of Mn:nid-reﬁ fiame lcked
ou

Alopg the Road !

T eighty feet the altimeter
A ceased to register, but still the
- machine glided earthwards, the
only sound that broke tho still-
ness being the whine of the wind
through Hying wires and struts, and
the muffled drone of the purring
BLOITIE3.
alb, leaning far outboerd and peer-
ing downwards into the darkness, sud-
'ﬂglnlg.r etraightened up and turned to the

Hot.
¥ “I will release hum when I have
counted ten,” he snid tensely.

Lzcha nodded that he understood,
and, bending down, Falb gripped the
handle of the bomb release.

* One—two—three~—four—"

Slowly and distinctly he commenced
Lo count, and Lache, his eyes on the

Tmw Macyer Lisgapr.—No, L,178.

Without warning

officer’s face, visible in tha

pavigatin
dima illumination of the dashboard, held
the machine on hor downward glide
“ mpight—nine—Ten /' ;
With that final word Falb jerked for-
ward the handle of the bemb releass,

and, simultaneously, Lache opened up
his enginas with a roar. Back came the
control-stick, and the bomber swooped
up into the night

But it no longer csrried the long
black box which had been slung beneath
the bomb rack. Only the gunners in
the resr cockpit had seen the successful
functioning of tho bomb relsase; had
seen the black box drop to the ground
which had been feet cnly beneath the
great tyred wheels of the undercarriage.

And as the bomber roared up into the
night eky, ﬁwingmgF eastwards on the
elimb, the voice of Falb came over the
short-length telophone which conpected

GEO. E. ROCHESTER.

SPY!

Chrough the strecia of Fa

Courban, [ike some grinning,

slobfrering half-weit, shuffles

Pedlar Zor, Germany’s most

famous spy, bent on assasg-

inating Major Guy Tempest,
of the Dritish Air Force.

the forward and cock-
poLts

“Has 1t falien?”

*Yos, Herr Offizier,” came the
wnswer, A good landing.”

Back towards the lines thun-
dered the machine, It had run
thie pauntlet of shra OnCe,
and would have to run it again
ticfore it reached the safety
which lay far Dbehind the
Livrmman guns.

But Lache was on his last
flight, as were those who were
fAyving with him. At seven thou-
sand feet he engountered the
first British anti-sireraft barrapo
Lefore reaching the line.
Lallantly he strove to win his
“way  threugh, but those below
wore determined that that night-
iyer who had won passage once
would not win it again,

A wheeling searchlight picked
np the bomber, and belore Loche
could pull clear asnother and
another had settled om him.
White-faced, and mlent, Falb sat
there by his side. His life was
in the hands of Lache. There
was nothing he could do te aid
the pilot.

Desperately, Lache threw the
homber into a steep sideslip, but,
us he did go, stabbing, explodin
shrapnel burst vietously  wit
lurid fAame about him. With-
out warning the machine reeled
drunkenly, From 8 Imaln
petrol tank between the forward
and rear cockpits a tongue of
hlgod-red flame licked  out,
spread  with - frightful rapidity,
and the machine went plunging
L-I.-:rt_hwat*da enveloped 1n eddying
Haines.

Thus died Lache—but he died
with his job well done. TFor
vwenty-seven kilometres behind
where ha was shot down lay the
long black box which he had
hrought over the lines and
dropped. .

And on that box, amidst & clump of
tufted grass, was seated the slight and
wiry Pedlar Zor, who, in its thickly-
Ead{ied and well-cushioned interior, had

een brought over from Germany and
dropped in France, as had other Ger-
man spies before him.

* ] L]

Not until the stars were [ading, and
the first faint light of the coming dawn
was streaking the eastern sky did
Pedlar Zor stir. .

Rising stifly to his feet he kicked a
hole in the bottom of the black box
and dragged it to the edge of s nenr-by
mmr]au% pool. Pushing the box away
from the bank, be stood watching whilet
it sank silently from sight beneath the
cold, grey surface of the water.

Then, with hands in the pockets of
hias dirty, ragged peasant trousers,
Pedlar Zor turnmed away. Reaching a

rear
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rough, narrow road, he struck west-
wards towards Le Courban, walking
with shoulders hunched and slouching
gait.

In the pocket of his tattered blouse
were his papers—oxpoert forgeries. They
described him as being a Frenchman,
Jean Spnsterre, cxempt from military
service because of mental woakness.
~ None could ape the grinning, slebber-
ing hall-wit so well ss Pedlar Zor;
none so well as he could guise the
]lg{llt of sanity 1n eyes which were waich-
ful and alert. And none were to koow
that hiz loose and drooping lips could,
when occasion demanded, tighten into a
thin, eruel line.

Cunning as & rat and with the soul
of & rat was Pedlar Zor, and Zolhofl
had chozen well indeed when he had
selected him for the killing of Guy
Tempest.

And 1t was of this killing that Pedlar
Zor was thinking as he slouched aleng
the road which led towards Le Courban.
During bis long years of servies on
behalf of the Fatherland many perilous
missions had come his way, and often
he had walked with Death. But against
his name, in the records of the German
Intelligence Bureau, was not a single
failore.

And he did not intend to fail nmow.
Ha felt tolerably safo as far as the
disguising of his real identity was con-
cerned, for his papers bore what pur-
ported to be the official stamps of the
French Military Tribunals of Auxzerre,
Valance, and Ramhbervilliers.

In the tarnished brass button which
held the front of his tattered blouse
together was a tiny, but wonderfully
true compass, measuring less than thr_ﬂ-
eighths of an inch across. He carried
nc weapon except the razor-sharp
sheath-knife in the belt below his
blouse.

Dewn had comes, and the sun was
swinging up into a sky of cloudless blue
when the road which Pedlar Zor was
following led him to a low, tumble-
down, white-fronted inn. At sight of
the place realisation came to Podlar
Zor that he was hungry.

Turning off the road he seated him-
self on a rough bench in front of the
building. The innkecper—a  stout,
florid-faced man in shirt-sleeves, red
waisteoat, and wide trousers tied st the
ankles, appeared in the deoorway and
stared curicusly at the newcomer.

The inn lay far behind the line, well
out of the danger zone; but in these
troublesome times strangers in civilian
garb were few and far between.

- “¥ou are early sbroad,” growled the
innkeeper suspicioualy.

Pedlar Zor nodded foolishly, loose lips
Agrin.

“Food 1" he mouthed.

The innkeeper approached.

“Where are you from ¥ he demanded.

With shaking hands Pedlar Zor
produced hizs papers and thrust them
towards the man. The latter took them,
and as he glanced at them a look of
pity came into his eyes.

A mental deficient—eh—a lunatic?
Nom d'un nom, but this was sad. Poor
fellow. And it was unlucky, s0 people
said, to be unkind to one who was not
possessed of all his facullies.

“Wait here,” said the innkeoper,
returning the papers, “and I will bring
you a megl.”

Turning, he waddled away. And the
grin on the dirty, unshaven faco of
Pedlar Zor held something of genuine
mirth. How easily gulled were these
animals of Frenchmen.

Az he sat there, waiting for the food
to be brought, there came to the ears
of Pedlar Zor, borne on the still air

of early morning, the muffled tramp—
tramp marching fecet.  Along the
road it came, growing in volume, and
with it was mingled the creak and jolt
of heavy wagons.

Round a bend in the road appeared
n mounted French officer, followed by
four battalions of blue-clad marchin
men accompanicd by ammunition an
general service Wwagons. :

Bravely they passed, moving east-
wards towards the line; and the voico
of tho innkeeper spoke by the side of
Pedlar Zor, who was watching them
from under lowered lids.

“ Ah, there theg go 1 he said proudly.
“Brave sons of France. By sunset they
will have reached the line, Many ?E-ss
this way, but few return. For why?
Becauze always we advance. Le salle
EBoche, he falls back. What was it
General Petain 3aid? °* They shall not
pass !’ And they have not passed, those
beasts of Boche! They fall back, I say,
and the Tricolour advances triumphant
towards the Rhine—" 1

He broke off, glancing down at his
customer. He had been soliloguising
aloud, caring little whether or not the
stranger understood him.

DBut now he started back in aslarm.
For never during the whole course of
his lifa. had he encountered such
vongmous hate as that in the dark,
beady eyes pglaring up at him,

Almost instantly Pedlar Zor had
control of himself again. But the inn-
keoper had seen that glare, and it had

filled his #abby heart with fear.
Hurriﬂd'li getting down. in front of
Pedlar Zor a well-filled platter, he

rotreated hastily to the security offered
by the-interior of the inn.

“He is s dangerous one, that!” he
said to his fat wife, peering fearfully
through the parlour window at Pedlar
Zor, who was eating ravenously, using
his sheath-knife as a fork. .

"You did wrong to encourage him,”
responded his wife tartly.

"¥es,” .admitted the innkecper
humbly, *I did. " But "—hopefully—
“perhaps he will soon go.*

Pedlar Zor did soon go. And he
went without offering a centime In pay-
ment for the food which he had

consumed. Masquerading as a half-wit
had more advantages than one.

Handa in pockets, shoulders hunched,
Pedlar Zor shambled away along the
road, and pleased indeed was the inmn-
keaper to see the back of him.

All day long this murderous emissary
of Zolhoff followed the road which led
towards Le Courban. More than once
he was called vpon to show his papor:
by military pickets; and alwayz then
there fell heavily upon him the role
of slobbering half-wit.

Buf none stayed his caurse, none were

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Brough! down fn British lerrilory, Guida von
Sturre, @ briflicnt fying ace, is lold to Mg uller
consternation and dismay that Le (¢ Guy Tempest
—an  Englishman-—son n{ Colonel  Tempest,
Obaining permicsion from the Britisk anthorities,

young atrmaen vizits Dr. Zollioff, kis guardian.
Tlee latter, who ¢ chief of the Geriman Socret
Service, i3 forced to admil the truth—namely
that the Eoy i English and that be twas kidnapped
as an infent, Overpowering [Fe doctor, Guy
gels aweay with @ paper condgiving inforneation
of the masl cilal importance fo Faglond. The
fad iz captured, but cscapes end, fecuring o
Just plane on o forged (erman Sccref Servire
introguctory felfer, succeeds in reaching the Dritish
Hnes, Quy swear: alleginnce to England, and is
iren o commission in fhe Dritish Royol Air
oree.  Meanwhile, Dr. Zolkoif orders Pedlar
Zor, one of Germany's maost &{umam epies, lo get
rid of Guy. Hidden in a dlack box the spy is
about o dropped from o plane Leldnd the

Britizh lines.
(Now redd on.)
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suspiciovs of him. And it was when
the sun wae setting red towards the
west that Pedlar Zor reached the out-
skirte of the village of Le Courban.

Elo accosted an aged pessant woman.
_ “The housa,” he mumbled question-
]Ilij}', “of Jacques Lemarque 7

he woman stared at him curiously.

“It is there,” she said, pointing to
a wreiched little cottage which waa
scarce better than a hovel.

Without o word of thanks, the spy
moved on, making towards the abode of

Jacques arque—a man who, on the
records of the German Intellipence
Bureau, was listed as Hans er,
No. 37T,

Two Rogues Together |
ANB OFFER was accepted in the
H village of Le Courban for
what his papers—expert for-

i geries—made him out to be.
Like P;Id!nr Zor, ho was a German
Spy. uerading under the name
of Jacqugfqlpmaﬁue, ha had lived in
Le Courban since the early days of 1915,
According to his papers he was exempt
from French military service owing to
lung trouble.

It was Hans Offer who, by wireless
code, had semt word to the German
Intelligence Bureau in the Willielm-
strasse that Guy Tempest had been
offered, and had accepted, a cornmission
in the British Royal Air Force at Lo
Courban.

A dirty, unshaven, blackgnardly
follow was Hans Offer, and one who,
before his couniry had pluoged the
world intoc war, had been associated
with Pedlar Zor im more than one
cunning and questionable enterprise.

At that sunset hour which saw the
arrival of Pedlar Zor in Le Courban
Hans Offer was digging industriously in
the untidy patch of garden at the reav
of his eott Net that he liked dig-
ging, but it was necessary for him,
every minute of every day, to play the
r?i!a of French pensant which he had
a ﬂptﬂd.

Suddenly he paused im his diggi;‘a%,
staring with nerrowed eyes at a ragged,
slonching form which bad rounded the
cottage from the front. As the now-
comor made no effort to approach, Hans
Offer thrust his spade into the ground
and walked towerds him.

“What do you seek here?” he began,
then broke off abruptly, staring with
amazed eyee.

“ Youl* be whispored.

Podlar Zer nodded,

“Let us go where we can tall,” he
sald in & low voise, spesking from
the corner of his mouth.

Without another word Hans Offer led
the way indoors, his visitor following
him into a small and filthy kitchen,
stone-floored, and recking thiz the smell
of stale cooking,

In the middle of the floor was o
plain deal table Dlittered with dirly
dishes and the remnants of the day’s
meals, A combined cupboard anil
dresser, together with a few stiff-backced
wooden chaira completed the furnishing
of this glorified pigsty.

Closing the door, %‘l!:m& Offer turned to
hizs wisitor.

“What brings
manded.

Pedlar Zor smiled, and it was a smil
nat nica to aee.

I come on a delicste mission, my
friend,” he said. “There is one wic
roquires removing—"

He paused, tho smile still lurking or
his thin, cruel lips.

“You mean?™ guestioned the ather.

Tae Mianer LipraRY.—No, 1.178,

you here?” he de.
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“Major Guy Tempest,” answerea
Pcdlarjﬁnt.

Zedlae oy “Is he still staying at Le
ourban !

“¥es” responded Hans Offer. " But
Fou will have to work quickly, for to-
morrow he leaves for the line. Iie has
been granted a roving commission.”

“And is to take the aic against those
whom onee he called his comrades?”
gsked Pedlar Zor venomously. . “Well,
he will never live to do so. He leaves

Courban to-morrow, you say? Then half

I will get him to-night |"

“It will be n perilous task,” warned
Hans Offer. “Feor British Wing Head-
guarters here are well guarded. Have
you any ‘plans?” o

“MNot yet,” retorted bis visitor, *I
know nothing of Lo Courban, sud it
bas becn impossible for me to form any
plan without first talking with you.”

“¥es,” assented Hans Offer thought-
fully, *that must be of course. By
whose ordera are you here?”

“By Zolhoff's,” replied Pedlar Zor.
o as these peasant dogs in the
village are bound to wonder who I am,
we had better first of all concoot some
plausible reason for my being here”

And this they did over a2 meal of

o Ah, there they go 1" sald the Innkeeper, * Brave sons of France1” A
look of venomous hate appeared In the datk, beady eyes of Padlar Zor,

thick veg&t-u.ma goup, bread, and black
coffes which Hans Offer Erapue—:i. 1t
was decided that Pedlar Zor should be
described to inguisitive villagers by
Huns, 83 a cousin of his—a harmless
half-wit from Rambervilliers, whose bed
more often than not was some hedge-
TN bottom. ‘

But I do not like this role of yours,”
said ¥ ans Offer, shaking his head
dubicusly. “To explain how wyou, a
-wit, have found your way here may
be difficult for meme—" i

“For you?” blazed Pedlar Zor, in
sudden -fury. “Is that what you think
sbout? Does s trifling thiog such as
explanation of my presence here make
¥OU CODCEer for your own safety?
What about me, who will have to pass
the British sentries on guard at Wing
Headquarters as the fhret step m a
miszsion which may well cost me my
life ? IIt'is I who am taking all the
risk—I "

Ho broke off, glaring aoross the table
at Flans Offer.

“This role of half-wit is the safest
role which I could adopt,” he went on
angrily, “For if I am caught there is
o change that these British dogs will
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not hold me responsible for m _
My papers are in order, and there is
nothing to prove that I am a German.
What other masquerade than that of
idiot would seo me through should I
be captured prowling around Wiog
Headguarters ™

“You are right,” answered Hans
Ofer sullenly. * There is none[”

Pushing back his chair be rose to
hig feet. :

“Come with me,” he said.

Ho led the way up & ramshackle
staircase to the only -room which the
cottage possessed. It was a amall
room, low-ceilinged, and rotten of HBoor-
ing. The furniture consisted of a
broken-bagked chair, an inverted box
which did duty as a dresainﬁ-tabla, and
& low truckle bed on which was piled
& heap of dirty blankots,

Waiti untill his ecompanion had
entered the room, Hans Offer closed and
locked the door. Then, crossing to the
fireplace, he removed & larpe etone
from inside the chimney. Thrusting his
hand into the cavity he produced e
small metal box.

Retracing his steps to the bed he
seated himself snd unlocked the box
with a key which he produced
from the pocket of his tattered
pantaloons. ’ .

“This," he said, taking a
folded paper from the box,
“is n plan of British Wing
Headguarters, here at Le
Courban.™

Infolding the plan, he
spread it on the bed.

“Zpe,” he went on, indiea-
ting with dirty forefinger
“here are the hangard, a
here the hutz and  sleepin
guarters of the sonnel.
Here are the office buildings,
and here the officers’ quarters.
This iz the petrol dump—and
thic the ammunition dump. It
iz a d map, i1z it not? I
have drawn it myself. Eight
months it has taken me {0 com-
mets it—""

“T mm not interested in
that,” cut in Pedlar Zor
ronghly. “8how mo the sentry-
posts and patrols. And the
uartera whers Guy Tempest
slecps.”

“It iz hers he will sleep,”
cxplained the other sullenly,
indigating again the officers’
guarters, “And hers are
Imeltzl sentries—and here—and
were 1Y

Pedlar Zor nodded and pos-
sessed himself of the map.

“Give me ten minutes with
this,"” he said, “and I will have
it memorised."

Intently Pedlar Zor studied
the plan, making an indelible
mental pote of ﬁw position of
every hangar, hut, and sentry.
Then, handing it back to Hans
Offer, ho rose to hia fest.

“Az you have gaid,” he re-

actione,

marked, it is a good plan,
anil a well-drawn one."
“You think soi" Hans

Offer’s gratification was very
apparent, “But there—so it
should be pood. Eight months
it took me to complete——""

“H9 you hava sesid,” cut in
Pedlar Zor curtly. * Put the
things aw & let us go
downstairs.
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. Hans Offer folded the plan and put
st in the metal box, which he loc
apd. stowed away in the hiding-place In
the chimney. Then, replacing the loose
stene which blocked the cavity, he led
the way downstairs.

The dirty kitchen was dark with the
gloom of late dusk. Clesing the wooden
shutter . which did duty as a window
curtain, Hans Offer lighted & smoky oil
lamp, which he placed on the table.

" What time do you start? he asked,
turning to his companion.

“In another hour,” relpied Pedlar
Zor. "It will be dark by then.”

“And how "—Hans Offer asked the
question slowly and hesitatingly—" do
you interd to get this cursed traitor?
With the pun or with the knife®*

“With the knife,” rephed Pedlar
Zor. "It iz szilent. One swift, clean
thrust——"

He completed the sentence with s
shrug of ‘his shoulders, his thin lips
twisttng into a malevolent grin—a grin
which found reflection on the ugly
mouth of Hans Offer.

“And shall you return to the
cnttaga # agked the:latter.
Pedlar Zor nodded.

“Yea,” he replied, “for two days. I
have been seen coming here, and sus-
picion may be roused if 1 leave at once.
After two days I shall make for the

Swiss fronticr and re-eater Germany via

Basel and Mulhausen !"

Hans Offer was silent. And when
next he spoke his voice was strangely
quiet,

“What is it like in Gérmany now
he asked.

Pedlar Zor stared at him.

“Do vwyou want the truth?
demanded.

“¥es, of course. What do you mean ?”

“T megn that the truth may not be
nice hearing,” retorted Pedlar Zor
“¥ob you are man enough to hear it
with head erect. We are zerving a lost
cause.  Already the tide of war.is
furning agsainst uws out there on the
Western Front. But our people are
wonderful—they do not speak of 1t
Always they talk of Lhe victory which
is to come. But in their hearts they
know the truth—know that the German
Eagle has been forced to turn at bay.”

“And yet,” said Hans Offer bitterly,
“wa were promised victory in the early
months of*the War. Three years ago
the first shot was fired, and  our
Emperor promised us that when the
loaves wers falling in the autumn our

hi

armies would return home trivmphant.”

Padlar Zor glanced round the
kitchen:. He was alone with thiz mag
in front of whom he knew he could
oxpress himself freely.

“Those words were spoken,” he saind
angrily, “by a sabre-rattling fool, drunk
wi& the lust for war. Our armies,
which were to return home triumphant,
have been wiped out to a.man, &ITCH
one of tho old unita ‘remajn. Tha
Uhklaps, the Prussian Guards, the Death
Head Hussars—=all have gone. And
what bave we in their stead? An army
recruited from factories, streets, and
offices ; from the gutters and the prisons.
And still we want more men. 1 tell
you, before the end comes every man
and every boy will be in uniform.”

Hans Offer turned away.

“It i3 terrible,” he said in a low
voice, “But we are not defeated yet.
Maybe if we could launch one final

reat offensive we would break
irough—"

b ﬁlgreadj plans for such an offensive
are being made” cut in Pedlar Zor
vibrantly. “Puring the next few
monthe we will be content to held the
grronm] which we have won. Dut with

the spring of the coming yecar o last,
desperate offort is to be made to sweep
forward to the Channel ports.™

Thus he foretold that great Georman
offensive which, on a misty morning of
Fobruary, 1918 was launched by the
2nd, 17th and 18th Armies—an offensive
which in its early stages swept the
Allied Armies back and back until at
length the mjghty advancing tide of
fisld-grey soldiers was stayed by the
blood-stained bayonets of weary British
treops, fighting desperately and heroie-
ally with their backs to the wall,

And Hans Offer listened eagerly whilst
his companion spoke of it; and as he
listened he took heart agsin,

“Come,” he said suddenly, rising te
hig fect, “let us drink to the success of
our armies, who do not know defeas.
You say we are serving a losk canze.
Maybe. Who knows the future will
prove you wrong!®

“TFrom the bottom of my heart,” ol
Pedlar Zor earncstly, *I say * Amen !’
to that I

Crossing to the cupboard Hans Offer
produced a bottle of wine and a couple
of dirty glassrs. TFilling ecach glass to
the brim he handed ome across to his
companion.

And there, in that cettage kifchen, in
the heart of an enemy country, those
two German spies drank suecess to their
comrades who, 1n the field-grey of the
Fatherland, were fighting on tho
Waostern Front.

“One more toast I give you,” said
Hans Offer, replenishing the glasses—
“good luck to you to-night, and a quick
death to the traitor, Guy Tempest!”

Pedlar Zor neodded his acknowledg-
ments and drained his glass, ;

“By dawn,” he said gratingly, setting
his empty glass down on the tabla, * the
traitor will be dead |

Suddenly the beam of an eleciric toreh
was flashed down on Guy's upiurned face,
and dimiy the glint of a knife showed in

the darkness !

Then, as though struek by a suddeas
thought, he said sharply

“That plan of the Wing Headquarters
~hring it to me”

“But you have seen it once,” hegan

the other protestingly, “asnd I poinicit
out to you the quarters Eut)? Cuy
Tempest—""

“"Bring me the plan!™ eut i Pedlar
Zor tersely, “and a lar envelape.
There 1s & way in which I can pet tﬁiﬁ
EEF?HE' traitor should I fail with the

nife.

At Wing Headquarters.

T that same hour Major CGuy
A Tempest was seated talking
to his father, Colonel Tempoest,
in the latter’s quarters. :
The boy had been granted a roving
commission, and was leaving for the
line the fﬂliﬂwing morning. The grant-
mg of a roving commission meant that
Guy was attached to no particulay
squadron and could go hunting for Huns
wherover he liked, above the wheole
length of the baftle front
During the hittle time which they had
been able to spend in cach other’s com-
pany szince Goy had returned to Lo
Courban, the boy amd his father had
found much to zay to each other.

Colonel Tempest had Iearned all that
had happened to Guy since the bov haild
left Le Courban that fateful night fo
learn the truth of his birth from the
lips of Zolhoff himself.

“And Zolhoff will never forget me”
said Guy grimly. "I know him well,
and koow that he will never rest wntil
he has avenged himself on me”

Clolonel Tempest nodded.

“¥You must exercize the greatest caro
and dhserefion,™ he  sawnd TRTE A EE
" Heavon sond that bestib fies will soon
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be over, and I will be able to fake you
bome with me to FEngland.” :

Heo roa» to his feet and held out his
hand.

“You had better tern in now, my
boy,” he said., “f will sce you before
vou leave in the morning.™

Bidding hiz fainer an  affectionate
good-night, Guy quitted the room. Out-
sicdle it was a clear,-still nignt, and
before geing o his own quarters the
Loy walked towards she hangars where
wius housed the machine which he was
}p fly on his offcnsive patrels over the
ine,

Late as the hour was, a mechanic was
working on the engint cf the fast little
supcr-powered scarlet Sopwythe scout
which wasg standing in the entrance of
the dimly-illumines hangar.

With appreciative cves Guy sicod
gazing at the beautifully - streambined
little seout, the scarlet wings and fusc-
lage of which were glistening in the
light of the shaded budbs.

Aftor exchanging a word or twa with
the mechanie, Guy turned and made his
way slowly towards his quarters, Some-
how, he did not know why, he was
fecling strangely restless and i1l at
easo -that mnight. Perhaps it was
because ho had been talkimg about Zol.
hoff. He koew full weld that Zolhoff
wounld exert every atom of infucnce
and power which he possessed to hound
him down.

It was as certain as night followed
day that Zolhofl would strike. DBut
where? And how?

Impatiently Guy Tempest shrugged
his shouldors.

“Hope I'm not developing nerves,”
he muttered.

Reaching his
end flung himself
bed. But sleep did not come easily.
The fccling of uneasiness persisted.
Somewhere in the darkness of the room

rosblessly,
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There came then a brief
period of troubled slumber from which
he suddenly awocke with a start.

He was wide awake in an instant.

BTN TUUL R T DR UTH TR ]

SPARE A MOMENT AND
WIN A PENKNIFE!

]. LEE1. L'I+- “ Pasﬁ-mﬂnds." 'E-I'I'l'l.f-l:]'l
Road, Thornton-le-Fylde,
scored a bullseye with thetollow-
ing amusing storyette,

Tommy : "' 1 say, pa, when
I had toothache, you teak me
t6 the dentist to’ get my tooth

Pas ‘' Yeal ™
Tommy @ * Weil,

got the tummy ache, hadn’t we
batter go to the bunshop 2 ™

MNow, what about an effort from

f down on his earap i nne G

For o moment he did not stir.
that ke was not alone—

EVERY SATURDAY

stealthily, he commenced to raise him-
self on his clbow,

Then suddenly, without warning, the
beamn of an clectric torch was flashed
down on to his uplurned face. Half-
blinded, the boy hurled himsclf from
the bed, his ocuistretched hands clitch.
g abt the shadowy form of' the man
holding the torch. = Bimultancously, he
felt something sink sickeningly into his
shoulder, and warm blood gushed out
spoaking his pyiama jacket.

Desperately Guy retained his hold on
his assailant and, locked together, man
and boy reeled across the floor, cannon-
ing against the table, which overturnce
with a crash,

Cruy's strength was fast chbing, for
the knife thrust in his sheulder had
bitten deep.  But tenaciously ho hung
on fo his assailant until a-savage,
stnashing blow to ‘the face ciueed him
fo releasé his grasp and sent him stag-
gering wildly bacl,

The man did net peuse to follow up
his advantage. With the swiftness of a
cornered rat which sces o way of eseape,
he wheeled towards the door—to pouse

has

TR LT

suddenly with lhissing intake of broath
as the Ji'ightﬂ of the yoom blazed into
being.

“1*ut your hands up!l”

With head thrust forward. and pant-
ing, Pedlar Zor glared for & moment
at tho cool, khaki-clad figure of Captain
Stuart, standing 1 the :qurwn}',
revolver in hand, Then slowly hia hands
crept  woveringly upwards, and ho
turned his head towards Guy Tempest,
o malevolent grin twisting his cruel,
thin hips.

_ “TIt secms,” he said, “that the gamo
13° up, comrade ™

(Guy Tempest's had a narrew escapes
from death—but Pedlar Zor's not at
the end of his tether, Jliz cunning
brain has evolved a seheme which will

as i*va
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Inztinct

menace scemed to lurk. . s:}m'nthing or somoebody was in the place Guy in o dipzatrous position,
An_ hour dragged wearily past—an room. Io could senze a presence Don't misa next Saturday's gripping
hour in which the boy tossed and turned near him in the darkness. Slowly, fastalment, swhetever you do, chumsl)
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FOR ALL FAGS ! ————=

CANE-LOTION!

A new invention. Rub some of
this pesky staff on your palms,
and the hardest eut with the cane
will not hurt you., Dely your
Form master.  Tell Quelchy to go
and chop chips. AMERICAN

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

CANE-LOTION SUPPLY CO.

(reyfriars

1z, B, por bot.—Study 14,

_ No. 10,

Ie

LAUGH hrz..w GROW FAT.

rald

Edifted by
HARRY
WHARTON,
P50,

15

Of

LATEST
EXTRA

GO OD
EDITION

-

September 13th, 1930.

e

Special Interest !

WILE the person, or persons,
who put pum in my slippors last
night kin _w come to my study ot
onee, 23 I have 1n my possession
an article dropped by one of
them, and I should be happy to
restore it to its proper owner T—

-

George Wingate, Captain.

WAKE UP, JOTLAND YARD

ANOGTHER DARING RAID
BY MYSTERIOUS NEMO

BUNS AND TARTS!
NO CLUES—NO NOTHING

“Nemo,” the Master-Criminal, whose prub-raiding
aclivities have been puzeling Jotland Yard lately, bas just
organised ancther thrilling coup.  Detective Penfold is
gomg bald with worry.

Te will be recalled that Lord 3auleverer, whose study was
burgled by the villain, deseribed him as a very fat fellow
with spoctacles. When the tuckshop was raided last weelk,
not onc single ¢lue was found on the premises. In fact,
there was nothinpg there—not even tuck. The only object
in evidence was a handkerchief belonging to Mr, W, G.
Bunter, which he must have dropped accidentelly. 3

Jetland ¥ard were still making frantic efforts to dis-
cover the identity or the burglar, when news came &#HE_WF
that yet another raid had been carried out successiully.
This time 1t was on no less a person

. _— than Mr. H. Yharton, the -well-

n @.@ known sportsman.

y o®la_* 4  Mr. Wharton and Mr. Nugent
.,w% o i g were sitting down to tea when the

L ™ N 0

voice of Mr. Quelch, the Remove
h Form master, came floating through
¥ the door.

“Wharton! Nugent! Wail upon
me 1n my study immediately.”

Somewhat  surprised, the two
friends hurrcied to Mr, Quelch’s study,
anly to find that Mr. Quelch had not
sumnmoned themn. The Form master,
indeed, was too busy to trouble his
head about them, and he gave them cach a hundred lines
for imterrupting him.

Burning with rage, Wharton and Nugent rushed back
to their study, and found every cromb of fond missing.

“The seoundrel must have imitated Quelehy’s voles 1n
m.%_ m__ﬁmunﬂa Wharton said to Detective Penfold when he
called,

“1 expect.so,” nodded the detective. " But ho must be
a clever bleke, in that case.”

“1 suppose the retter is a ventriloquist or something.”

Detective Penfold shook "his head gloomily.

“It "docsn’t sound likely,” he murmured. © However,
all the follows will be at the Remove concert in the Rag
:m:m gvening. 'l be there and sce if 1 ean pick up some
cluos.™

But at tho concert Detective Penfold was far too
intorested in the programme to trouble about clues. The
hit of the evening was Mr, W. G. DBunter’s ventriloguial
entertainerert.  AMe. Dunter s s very clever ventriloguist,
and he ninitated tlie vartous masters’ veices to perfection.
Mr, Quelch’s voice was especially lifclike, and some of the
fellows turred round in dismay, thioking that the master
mist be 1n the room

“Good show, wasn't 1! zaid Penfold afterwards,

“Yeou, IMd vou pick up any clues?™ asked Wharton.

“"Ahem! No! I haven't the [aintest idea who can have
done it. But don’t worry. We'll lay our hands on the
villain yeb, All we've got to do now is to fnd a fat
fellow who wears spectacles and is u elever ventriloguist.
The clues are mounting up, you notice.™

GREYFRIARS
LIFE-BOAT

SUNK ON MAIDEN
TRIP

A new venture wag andertakon
by Horace Coker, of the Fifth,
who said that every day the Sark
wius filled with craft, and that
there would ba a nasty aceident
sooner or later. Coker there-
fore rigged vp an ancient double-
sculling skiff with an outhoard
:EEn.E_Wﬁm and painted the
words “SCHOOL LIFEBOAT *
on the prow. Then he stood by
and waited for his first eall for

_EMP
ut we have very few accidents
on, the river. It iz true that
there are plenty of apills—not all
of them accidental—but there is
never the slichtest danger, for
rescue iz swift, and, except
the miHl-race, the Sark is TOR
wnd shallow. Btill, Coker hoped
for the best, as he stood proudly
&t tho helm of the first Groyfriars
Lifeboat.

MNo accidents came, so Coker
cruised up the i1iver in search of
anybody whom he could assist,

When er iz on his motor-bike,
everybody for miles round takes
COVEL, e had never seen him

on & motor-boat before. We
_S%m.._aw never shall again.
his 13 the official log of the

[first cruise of the GREY ARS
LIFEBOAT.

4.3 p.m~Blarted from boat-
house,

4.4 p.m,~Collided with o light
skiff manned by Wingate of the
Sixth, Wingote pitched into
water and skif submerged.
Could not stop engine. to save
Wingate, so he had to swim
ashore,

4.8 p.m.~Met punt containing a
crowd of ‘Third Form fags. FPunt
cut in two, Tags cscaped with
minor injuries, only three of
them being deiained in hospital.

410 p.m.~Ilohson of the Shell

swimming in decp water, He got
off with & few unimportant
bruises,

411 p.m~0Opposite the Green
Man ran down a flat-bottomed
boat containing three fichermen,
mwn_HEqm they were all rescued all
right,

.14 pm~FPassing Monk's
Friary. Came In contact with

ﬁmnwi.__wume,ummmmrﬂm:n :m_:_
(Continued at fool of next col.)

MONEY MARKET :

BUYING SLOW|

Glue Sticky
Tyres Patchy

BEAR BEATS BULL

The prices on the Remove
Stock Exchange did not fluctuate
much yesterday. As usual, Glue
was rather aticky, and Rubber
__Hqﬁ.mm wero patehy, It woes a
gloomy day, and Umbrellas went
up considerably. Agroplanes
soared ; but Parachutes were sub-
ject to a big drop.

Fisher T. Fish ILtd. Preferred
were called 1o by Mr, Quelch, and
would have preferred to remain
outside., Canes were very busy
at that moment, and there was &
threat of a Detention being en.

forced to lower prices. Mr.
Quelech was a Bear all day long,
and he took it out of Johany

because he was a Bull.

Mr. W. G. Banter tried to un-
lord & stock of Government
Postal Orders on the market;
but there was no business, as the
orders were Delerred. After
that the market continued
sluggish until the close.

(Continued from previous col.)

shell. The light boat made no
resistance as 1 took it broadside.
In two seconds it was matchwood. §
Bull of tho Remove was injured,
but I fancy the other cheeky little
scoundrels got off with 2 mere
ducking. \

4.19 p.m.—3kiff rowed by Mr.
Lascelles and a canoe manned by
Blundell collided in aveiding me.
Both bosts went to the bottom.
Lascelles snd Blundell rescued
each other.

4.22 p.m.—Coal barge in sight.

4253 p.m—Coal barge much
nearer, and looking very large
and forbidding.

4.24 p.m.~In the water. Grey-
friars Lifeboat sunk, Bellowed
for help, Man on coal barge

fishcd me out wilh & bosathook.
Coal barge not hurt  much.
Woodwork at the side a trifle
splintered. DBlack ingratitude all

¢ way home. Refuse to get
another Lifeboat. If there are
any accidents in future the un-
grateful rotters can get out of
the water as they please. And

then they can go and oot colie!

ARE SCHOOLBOYS

POLETS?

A "GEM” FROM

BUNTER

Last week I offered & prize of
a presentation volume of Shakes-
peere to the boy in my Form
who subinitted to me the best
fout-lined verse ocn any topic. I
am happy to say that many of
the :niries reached a high level;

sor > wero not guite so good, and
others were, to say a least,
CUrIpUs.

I congratulate Witliam George
Bunter on his verse; but 1 con-
sider that a doughnut does not
constitute the best subject for an

idyllic poem. After correcting
tho spelling, his verse ran:
“The doughnut is & ripping fruit,
Especially im  time  of
enune 1k :
Iz doubly welcome. I love
the brute,
Taough I like it with a lot of
jem io it."

B inter will wait #pon mea in
my -tudy at seven o'clock this
evering, and I will endeavour. to
correct him.

Robert Cherry's verse, though
wall intentioned, contains rather
foo much repetition for my
tasle

*“T love to lie on summer days,
On surnmer daye I love to lis,
Fencath the sky by leafy ways,

By leafy ways beneath the
sky."

Hnﬂmu.mnmmumuﬂww?wmu.ﬂ.n.m
beneath the sky ot Bis nest balf:
hol*day, Nobert Cherry will sit
at his desk beneath the Form-
roolir ceiling, Ariting ma out two
hundred lines of the Aneid.

Y presumo that Harold
8ki iner's attompt was meant as o
jok:  Bkinner will find himsclf
the unsuspecting owner of two
hundred lines. mﬂu effort ran -

“I'1 hunt the lions when I'm old,
And ambush two or threoe;
Tonless the lions get there first,
And ‘lion ' wait for me”

Mark Linley wins a special
prise of a volume of Keats,

“The hours ruu madly from mny
birth,
I dure not

; linger in the
ekrife,

Mr. H. S. Queleh’s Competition

Or I may leave before tho earth
Is Jaught the better for my
lifa,

A fine sentiment, Linloy, The
poeiry is not, perhaps, exception-
ally pood ; but compared with the
other cutrics, it stands out with
that of Penfold, to whom I have
awsrded the First Prize.

“I do not ask that on the reoll of
fame
I mavy emblazen forth my
humble nane.
I w__wm_n na glory from my life to
8
But, oh, I pray that I may
congquer MIE™

meuwmwmunmmnﬂwmtnﬁ.H__mu.
fold. At firsb eight, perhaps, it
meay seem that the sentiment in
Linley's verze, and that of Pen-
fold’s do not agree. But when
you have truly brought off that
first greab conguest—the conquest
of yourseli—vour life will be so
harmeonious and helpful that you
will lcave at least one corner of
the world the brighter for your
existence.  That is the ambition
in Linlev's werse, and together
tho twe verses sebt forth a wvery
happy and profituble schemeo of
life.

JUSTICE FOR A
JUSTICE!

There iz no report from the
Court thiz wech, owing to the
fact that Mr. Justice Wharton is
hirnself in prison for putting twa
white mice and an m_m_u tn Lader's
bed., When he comes out of
mm.a_. he will cerry on with the
ﬁﬂm.n.m.un.mmnmﬂu:mﬁb_.

TOBOGGANING
THRILLS
AND SPILLS

FINE SPORT

“Ow-ow-owl"”

REMOVITES ENJOY
THEMSELVES

Tha latest sport in the Remove
15 tobogganing. In other words
sliding downstairs on a Lea-tray.
It is a very theilling pastime.
Yeou obtain a tray-it 15 better to
take ono belonging to somcbody
else if possible—and sit yourself
upon it at the head of the stairs.
A friend gives you a push, and
—hbump, bomp, bumpetty-bump!
—youn ara at the bottom.

The mecting of the Remove
tohopganing club  was  well
attended, ond lasted unfil four
masters and six prefocta arrived
op the spot with their canes.
ﬂﬁmﬁm wes a pgencral mix-up,
then, and some of the cnemy
found themselves tobogganing
downstairs unintentionally. The
meeting dispersed shortly after-
wards, each fellow giving the
passwords: “Ow-ow-owl
Yoooop I

Hoores:

Mr. P. Todd—Broken collar-
bone, ;
Mr. H. Wharton—Cut om right

ear and black eve.

H. 8. Queleh—Two shins
grazed.

George Wingate—Bwollen

nose. :
Mr. BR. Cherry—=Slight damage to
features.
Mr. P. BRBolsover—Fuuny-bone
knocked sideways. .
Mz, T. Brown—PBruized thigh
and twisted knce-cap.

P. Hazeldene—Broken finger and
a caulifiower ear.

J. Vivian—Badly shaken,

ADVERTISEMENTS :

IF 1 catch the villain who has
tnken my new bell and o set of
tools from my bike in the
byeicle -ghed, I'll bLurst him.—

orace Coker, ¥Yth Form.

FOIL SAIL.—0One biciela bell
and esett of tools. Awl brand
neo.  Owner has no further use
for them, and he must rayse the
wind sumhow.—W. (. Bunter,
Study No. 7.

HISTORY LESSON
BROADCAST

SPECIAL
APPEALFOR CASH
By W. G. BUNTER

12 noon.—Time signal by Mr.
uclch.

2 p.m.~4 p.m.—5pecial broad-
cast of a history lesson from tho
Remove Form room. A plan of
the room i1z mcluded, and you
will be able to understand the
announcer when he says (pos-

siblv) : " MNugent has just ap-
proached Mr. Quecleh’'s desk
(Square 4). Mr, Qucleh is raising
his cane, I will now be silent a

moment zo that you will all be
able to hear Nugent's fiendish
yvells, Nugent i§ now doubled up
on the floor, moaning piteously
(Bquare 3}, eto., ele™

6.30 W.E.l.HEm Week's Special
Appeal, Bpeech by AMr. W. G
Bunier on behsalf of his League
for the Filling of the Hungry
with GGood Thangs.

T p.m.—Cornet eolo by Johnuy
Bull. (Switch on te another
station during this item.)

715 poaa~Items by William
Wibley.

7.45 pm—Form ragging in
the Common-room. lsover
Major has been bullying Dicky
MNugent, and the Remove have
agreed to present him with a
record rapging to-night. This
item L..EEM ba very entertaining
and amusing, Arrangements
have been made to have Bolsover
driven by wet towels and kootted
handkerchiefa right up to tha
microphone, eo that you may
hear his shrieks,

8 pm—Mr., Henry Samuel
_u.:m._nw

desires to give & short
lecture on the eautics of
Aschylus, Mr, Queleh will give
avery fellow who switches off ono
hundred lines,

8,50 p.m.—Broadcast of a thrill-
ing game of draughts from the
Rag.

9 p.m.—Lights oul .__H,H_Eﬁnﬂ.w.
The voice of George Wingate will
bo heard saying: “Now then,
vou kids, jump to it!" After
that he will ask why Lord
.Ewin.,ﬁ.mm Hmuu#& in ._“.r.w_“ no“_ﬂ:
and a special party will sot out to
rouse Hﬂhm v%ri%._m..mu from his
study sofs. Then will follow the

leasing ceremony of hig Eam._umm
w_mnﬂ tald to bend over, and aml
the shrieks of the noble earl tho
announcer will close down am_En
bid everybedy " Good-night =



