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DON'T LEAVE IT TO OTHERS

Here
imterest.

will

'LL get busy, firat, with some of the
guestions which I had to leave
unanswered last weak ! The first
one comes from W. B. B. SBouthwell,

|

of Queen's Road, 5.E.23, and dedls with-

A VERY DEEFP SUBJECT.

W. B. B. wants to know what is the
preatest depth to which s diver has ever
been ¥ Thia ia 300 feat, which iz as far
as 8 diver: can descond. He can only
remain at snch a depth for about twenty
minutes, and when ecoming to the surface

ainn he must break his journey oocasion-
ally as the pressure of water lessens, It
would take him fully an hour and a half
to sscand apain from that depth.

The greatest depth at which work has
heen carried out on the bed of the ocean
i5s 275 fewt. This was when divers were
sent down to the wreck of the American
gpubmorine F 4, which was sunk off
Honolula,

Native sponge or pearl divers, without
diving suits, can dive es deep as thirty
feet, but they can ondy remain under
water for about two minutes.

Next pleasa !

Here i3 o letter from V. Robinson, of
Wimbledon. He wants to know-

SOMETHING ABOUT THE R100.

She ia 700 feet in length, and is ftted
with mx ﬂnginea‘ﬂ-f 4,200 horso power aach,
Her capacity is five million eubic feect,

and her lift is, 152 gross tons. BShe is a
rouch more wearful airship than the
German & Zeppelin. er * gigter

hip,” the R 101 was launched on October
7th, 1829, and has carried out trial flights.

The same reader asks me whether
hydrogen ja lighter than heliura. Yes,
hydrogen andshelium are the lightest and
second lightest gases known. density
of hydrogen g 0.08947 and the denaity of
heljum 35 0.1368, Helium is obtaioed
from natural gas fields and mineral

nngs, and it will interest V. R. t0 know
that there ia a spring at Bath which
conteing helium.

VERY now and again 1 got gueriea
E from readers concerning the value
of certain coins, but 1 am sorry

to gay that I caonot always
answer these questions, as a grest deal
depepds on the condition of the coin, and
even the slightest of differencea on & coin
aiter the value. Coina can only be valued
if they are seen by an expert, which is
why IV invariably tell roadera to seek the
sdvice of somecne at their local musenm.
Thin week Walter Dyson, of Hull,
describes a coin to me which
SOUNDS LIKE A GUINEA,
put I should not like to say that it is.
However, Walter, if the coin is mada of gold
I should say it is & George I1I fuinvem ut
if it is mot made of gold, then I am afraid
it is valueless, and is only what is called a
“ecard counter.’® Thesa are used to
represent money in card games, and are

Now'’s the Send along wour
(ffier pochke
Time! =
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replicaa of old-feshioned guineas. They
are also used for doing conjuring tricks,
and can bo pure or a few pence a

dozen.

Thanks for your d wishes and for
sonding al the jokes. Unfortunately,
oné of the jokes had slready been sent in
by another reader. 5till, don't be down-
hearted. I've got plenty more prizes
waiting !

Talking about jokes, here's a one.
Frank Holmes, of 23, High Street, Bid®ford,
North Devon, has besn awarded a pen-
knifa for it,

A young barrisier, taking
His first case, had been re-
tained by a farmer.to prose-
cute a rallway company for
kiling twenty-four pigs.

* Twoenty-four
plgs, gentle-
men,’ ke almost
shoutea, In an endeavour teo
jury with the
magnitude of the injury.
“ Twenty-four of them : twiee
the pumbear in the jury box! **

L. 8. of Tilbury has been having
AN ARGUMENT WITH A CHUM,
the question at issue being whether the

process of water-marking paper ia a secrot
of not. [ am sorry ‘b-egfg.ﬂ.thntha
has loat the nt, The process by

which water-marks are made is univer-
sally known, and consigts of a wire device,
over which the paper puolp is pressed.
This makes the paper thinner where the
device is, and when the paper is dried,
the watermark iz seen, - In machine-made
paper a roller iz pressed ever the wet paper
ulp, which gives a less distinet watermark.
aturally, tho watermarks in paper monsy
are made by elaborate devioes, thus
rendering the forging of the watermark a

decidedly difficult matter,
I must thank a readsr who signa himaelf

4 HOPEFUL, CANDID CRITIC,

for his letter. DBy this' time he will see
that we are publishing a series of storics
of the type for which he aska.

5. Wilson, of Fulham, who asks

what is the tallest building in
England ? Thib distinction be-

longa to Salisbury Cathedral, the apire
of which ii;l}d feet in l:ieig]'rt. Hﬂtalﬂ_ﬂ
asks me why s0meé & cover up thewr
mirrors when there :IEII;-E:::l understorm, This-
iz because some- people beliove that a
mirror attracts lightning. Needless to eay,
there is no truth in this old superstition.
One of m irl readers, Mima L. E.
Hopps, of sbrough, aska me how
many ‘wives William the Bilent bhad.
Only two, both of whom ware called Anna
—Anna van Buren, and Anna of Euﬂn{:
whomhe mearried after his first wife'sdeath. «

THE next two questions ¢ome from

d steel Fnives.

WIN A WALLET OR A PENKNIFE FOR YOURSELF!

The laat letier I can deal
with this week comes from
“ A Regular Magnetite,"” who
aska for information

CONCERNING THE
MERCHANT SERVICE.

This veader is eighleen years
of age, and would Jike to go
to sea when he is twently,
That is rather late in life
to become an apprewiice, for
mozt boys go at.sbout the
age of sixtean, However,
it ig guite possible that this
reader might be able to find a
ghipping company who will
indpﬂuhu'ﬂ him at the age of
twenty. From what he tels
me, he is quite tall h,
for I know some Merchant S8arvice captaina
‘who are much shorter than my chum is |

Life in the Merchant Bervice 18 what a
boy cares to make it. There is ty of
hard work to be-.done, and the are
long. Tha food nowedays 13 good, and
much botter than itwm'iu:ﬂhh%ﬂldm
although, on long voyages, maat
preserved foods. fgure largely on the
menu. - As for adventurs, well, as the old
saying hea it,- ** adventures are-to the

venturous !

What my chum must do is to write to
various shipping companies, and salk ‘i
they have any vacancies for. apprentices.
They will then send him full particulars
concerning, the terms under which ap-
prentices are taken on their ships. He ean
F e e e

ippin , notably the i
Jﬂuprﬂalgn?aﬂ;ﬂmama,”-

Just before I * pipe down,” read this
clever limerick., Tt comes froml592, AT
G. Thom , Hut 17, D Company,
ATH., C w, Monmouthshire, who
gets & MaoNeT pocket wallet for its

Fisher Tarleton Fish of Greyiriars,
Iz sure ono of the world's biggest irlers.
In matiers of ﬂstll.':
He’s not very ras
Though he's often been sold by his
buyers !

How let us delve into the Black Book
and ses what there is in store for next
wesk's igme @

Frank Richards iz weil to the fore with
another real top-noteh holidar wyam,
entitled :

“THE TERROR OF THE TONG!"™

I won't il your enjoyment by tellin
you too mﬁ Ehnut iti but whaa:'l I t-aﬁ
you that it features all the popular
characters at Greyiriars, you'll know that
it {= gure to be a real * corker.”

“The Flying Spy " will continue to
give you a f;-)i?uf ills—just the kind of
thrills that old Macyer readors themaslven

experienced in those deys of the Ureat
War, which now seem so far away.

And when you've been thrilled suffi-
ciently, you ean turn to the contrs ‘pa,
and enjoy another topping issue. D
* Greyfriars Herald.”

Tn addition to snother snappy poemt by
the Greyiriers Bhymeater, more jokes and
limericks, I have arranged {or a novel full

“ footer ' feature under the heading
of * Half-Time Gossip,” which should
prove of real intereet to all fans of the
great- Winter game.

Don't miss this bumper Pprogrammse,
chums, whatever youn do.

YOUR EDITOR.

Limevick—or both—and tein our useful prives of

All efforts to be asent lo: cle



HARRY WHARTON & CO. IN DEADLY PERIL !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
All Hands |

a4 OW b
“ Buok Bunter I
: Wnnuc:!hﬂ*’*

“Feeling badi”
“Ooooh-ar 1"

Eob Cherey chuckled and burst inte
song.

“Aister Caplain, slop the ship,
I want fo get out and walk,
@ whky did I etat the scusage-roll?
Q why did I louch the porki”

“Ha, ha, bal”

“1say, you fellows, shut up!” moaned

Billy Bunter. “I'm dying! Ow! ¥You

might let a fellow die quietly! Ow
There had been a sudden squall on the

Mediterrancan. The yacht Hilver Star
had loughed on steadily
through the squall. The

sunny &ky was overcast; the
rain ¢ama down in torrents:
tho sea, which had looked like
a shining blue lake when the
vacht left Marseilles, was
tosted into foam by a ferea
wind.

Ferrera Locks had told Harry Wharton
& Co. to remain below, and they had
wather reluctantly obeyed. They were
good sailors, and pot much affected by
f?:hﬂ rolling and pitching of the Silver

far. >

But_the case was different with Billy
Buntfr,

Duunter lay stretched on o sottee in
the saloon, his eyes hollow behind his
speetacles, his complexion a ghastly
white with a tincture of greem.

It had beon perfectly calm at lunch-
time, and Bunter had n full of con-
fidence, and, naturally, full of lunch.
The squall had come on suddanlg. and
Dunter had lest his lunch. He felt as
if ho were losing his life alse. Ho lay
on his back and moaned.

“HBuck up, old bean!” said Harry
Wharion conzolingly,
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FRANK RICHARDS’
LATEST AND GREATEST

THRILLER.

“Qo-er !” moaned Bunter. .

“The sca's going down alrcady,” said
Bob Cherry. * Cheer up, old fat man!
You'll be all right at grub time—and
think what a lot of room you'll have
for itl”

“Woaoo-er! Qoooht”

Bunter groaned.

“like something to eat?”
Johnny Bull.

Bunter shuddered.

“I'll ask the steward to get you some
fat pork if you like—"

“Grooogh! Beast] Qoooch!”

“Ive heard of a cure for sem-sick.

asked

ness,” said Frank Nugent. “A bit of
fat bacon i
“Wooogh I

“Tied on s siring and lowered pently
down the gullet £

Y Gerrrooogh

“The groanfulness ot the esteemed

Ferrers Locke, the famous detective, has
been near to death, but never so near as when
he undertakes the task of running fo earth Tang
Wang, most powerful of Chinese mandarins—
assisted by the Chums of Greyfriars.

Bunter iz terrifie,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh.

“Oh dear! Cooooh!™

“Fat. ole DBuntee velly sickee,” re-
marked Won Lung. “Fat cle Buntee
vatee too muchee.

" Woooooooh I moaned Bunter.

“Well, the squall’s over,” said Bob
Cheraey, " Let's %et on deck.”

“1I aay, you fellows, don't lcave me”
groaned Bunter. “ D.d-don’t leave me

to die alone! Owl”

"Come up with us!” said Bob
cheerily. *The fresh z2iv will pull you
round.™

*I can't move!” moaned DBunier.

“I'm dying i It's all you fellows' funit!
What did you want to siart for China
for? Ow! Blow Chiga! Wow! 1
wish [ hadn't come! Qooogh 17

“Well, you've getting off at Maltg——"

“Ooooh 1"

“We reach Malta in the morning——"

“Cw! 1 shan't live to see Malta!
Wow ! I—I say, you fellows, don't Jeave
me. Woooh! I say, help me on deck if
you'ro going! Ohl Och!"

“You fat duffer!™ said Harry Whar-
ton. “You'd be all right if you hadn't
scoffed =0 much lunch,

“Beast! Owl I ate hardly anything!
Ow | Gnl'{ & chicken—ow—and a few
helpings of pudding—woooh! Will you
help me on deck, you beasts? I think
you might help a fellow, after all I've
dono for you."

"Oh, lend o hand, you men!” asaid

Bob., “We'll heave him up somchow !
A long pull, & strong pull, and & pull
all together,”

"Eﬂ it IJ‘J

Five pairs of hands wora laid on
William George Bunter, Even for five
pairs of hands it was no light task to
shift the fat junior. Bunter made no
efiort to help himself. DBut he was got
off the settee with & combined keavo,
and landed on his feet. He had to be
held upright, or he would have col-
lapsed on the floor.

“Oh erumbs!” pgasped Bob Cherry.
“Weo really want a steaw
derrick for this job.”

“Ow! Hald me!”

“Teld on, fathead!”

often

“ Deast 1"
Bunter fung a fat arm
round Bol's neck and

another fat arm round Whae-

ton's neck.  They stapgercd
under the dead weight that was thrown
upon them., Dut Nurent ond Johnuy
DBull and IMurree Jameot Ram Sinch
lent their support. and jittle Wun Lung
pave a shove DBunter was propelled
towards the saloon stairs.

The squall had ended almost as sud-
denly as it had stavted; the sun blazed
out fhrongh a rvift in the heavy clouds.
But the sea was etill vunning high, and

the Silver Star pitched a pood deal as
she ploughed through the frothing

L
waves. ‘The stairs were at a difforent
ancie every [ow moments.

“(ict hold of the rail!” gasped Dob.
“You're choking me |*

“Ow! Hold me! Ow!"

Half-way up the steps. a lureh of the
vacht sent the IPFamous Five and Bunter
stogeering against the handrall, Two
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or thres lands eaught it and held.
But Bunter preferved to keep hiz hold
on Wharton and Beb, His fat arme
clinched round their necks like the ten-
tacles of an octopus. ‘Bob Cherry
gurgled, and Harry E."r‘ha,rtun gasped.

“Ow] Ease off, you fathead !

“You're chok-chok-choking me "

"I—I say, you fellows! Hold mol
D-d-don't let me fall! Ow! 1T believe
you want me to fall, you beasts!
Yarooopogh 1™

“0Oh crumbs "

“Bhove away, you men !’

“Put your bee? into it 1™

“(h, my hat!” )

With the yacht -pitching, the stairs
swaying about, end Bunter’s terrific
weight hanging on them, the Famous
Five found their ascent to tho dezk far
from casy. They struggled on, heaving
Bunter up step by step. Bob, on the
point of suffocation, tore Bunter's
clasping arm from his neck and jamined
the fat hand on the brass rail

"“There, you fat dummy !* he gasped.
“Hold on to that "

“Ow! Beast! Oh dear!™

Bunter clutched the rail and held on.
The Famous Five gave another heave,
anid be went up another step.

Then the Bilver Star gave another
heavy pitch and there was a howl from
Bunter as he released his hold on the
handrail.

“Ow! Help!™

“0Oh ernmbs! Hold on I

“Dh scissors ™

Bunter flew! But he did not fly
alone ! He clutched at the juniors
wildly to save himself. He gob a vice-
hike in;: on Bob Cherry's shock of hair
and held on for his life. Down the
steps went Bunter, and after him went
Bob, held tenacionsly by the hair,

“Ow! save me! Yarooogh!™

“ Whoooop ! roared Hob.

Bump! bump! bump!

“Oh! Ow! Oh! Whoop!

Bunter and Bob land together at
the bottorn of the stair. The other
fallows elung wildly to the rail and to
one another.

“Ow! I'm killed!” yelled Bunter.
“Halp! I've broken my neck! Yocop!
I say, you fellows—yaroocoogh !

“Leggo!" shricked Bob, frantically.
“You're pulling my bair out by the

roots—yow—ow—ow ! Iﬂg ol”
“Oh dear! Owl! elpt” gosped
Bunter. " Wharrer you punching me

for, you beast? Owl

Wow! Stoppit!
Yoocop! Help!”

Bob Cherry tore himself loose. He
rubbed his head with one hand and
brandished the other, clenched, at
Bunter’s fat face.

“You fat maniac!' he bawled,

*Oh, reelly, Cherry—ow 1"

“I've a jolly good mind—="

“Ow! Beast! Help me op! Lend
mo & hand! Ow!”

“Go and eat coke!™

Bob Cherry scrambled up the stalrs
He mrnmhlcg on deck with the rest of
the Co. They had hed enocugh of help-
ing Bunter.

Bunter sat up and roared,

“Ow! 1 say, you fellowsa! Help!

I'i dying! Owl"

And the chums of tho Greyfriars
Remove, leaving him to die, went on
deck.,

— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Wrecked Felucea !

4 HAT-HO, shoe bumps!” mur-
W mured Bob Chorry, as he
slid on a slanting deck,
brought up against the rail,

and held on,

Tue Macxer Lipmanz.—No. 1,179,

A red sunget flared through rifts in
the shadowy clouds. The rain had
coased and the wind had dropped. But
the sea still heaved in great billows
round the gliding wyacht.

It was not casy to keep o footing on
the recling deck. But the chums of
Grey{riars were glad to be in the fresh
air again,

Far away to the left,
loomed through the elouds.
the rest was sea and sky.

“That's BSicily, I suppose,” said
Harry Wharton, “and Africa’s some-
where away thera to the right—"

“To the starboard!” grinned Boh.
“Sictly's on the larboard, otherwiss
colled port; and Malta's dead ahead.
Can't see it though.”

*Lockes looking at something,” said
Nugent.

Forrers Locke was standing with the
binoculars to his ¢yes staring away
across the tumbling sea.

. The jupiors locked in the same
direction, wondaring whether the hills of
Malta were in E:igﬁt. Malta, however,
was still & good way ahead, and Locke
did not expect to enter the harbour of
La Valetto till the morning.

“I can mgke out something,” said
Bob, staring hard. ** like a
log—no, o boat; I fancy it's & boat.”
“Fishing-boat, perhapas blown out to

mountains
But all

sea i the squalll” said Harry.
“They're lucky not to have gono
dwn‘ 12

E“I}E"a’rn heading for it,” zaid Johnny
u *

The juniora looked inguiringly =at
Ferrers Locke as the Baker Street
detective lowered the glasses. He spoke
to Mr. Green, the mate of the Bilver
giar, and then his eyes turned om the

He gave them & nod and a smile.

“Fealing none the worse for tho
blow 7' he asked.

“"Not a scrap,” said Bob. * Bunter's
seasick, of course. He took on too
much cargo at lunch. But we're as
right g3 rain. Yz that & wreck you
were looking at, sir?”

" A boat in distress,” answered Locke.
“They are making signals for help,
Wa must give them halp”

*Wes, rather," said Bob. “I suppose
thoy've had trouble in the storm.”

Locke modded.

“Tt 13 a Maltese felucea,”™ he saild.
“The masts are gone; and 1 can tee
only one man on board. They must
have been caught in the squall. We
are bound to render help; though I
am loath to lose time. Weé cannot leave
the poor fallow to hiz fate"

“Of course not,” ssid Harry.

“Fortunately, we have not to run
far out of our course,” said Locke.

He turned away, and the juniors con-
tinued to watch the floating object on
the tumbling waves. As the yacht drew
nearer, they made it out more clearly,

It was hittle more than a hulk, rolling
helplegsly in the trough of the sea,

What sort of a rig it had been ths
juniors could not have told, for the
masts were gone; and what remained of
the spars and rigging lay in a tangle
about the deck, or sprawled over the
side in the sea. DBut Ferrcrs Locke had
said that it was a felucea, though
hardly a rag remained of the big lateen
gails it had carried.

Only one man was to be seen on the
deck. He was elinging to the stump of
o mast, and waving a rag of sailcloth
almost frantically in the air as a signal
for help.

His foce was dark, the eyes intensely
black, and a red handkerchiof was tied
round his head in place of a hat. The

THE MAGNET

juniors could zee that he was a Maltesa
or an Italian.

From the movements of hia lips, it
could be seen that he was shouting;
though as yet his voice did not reach
the yacht, or waa drowned by the throb-
bing of the engines.

Ferrers Locke's lips were a little com-
prested ag the Silver Ster bore down on
the dismantled feluoea.

The Gre?frinm party were still on the
first lap of the long journey to China;
and Locke was anxious to lose no time.

Far away in the Flowery Land, Mr.
Wun Chung Lung was expecting his
son, Wun Lung of the Greyfriars
Remove—knowing that his steps were
d{:-g%eq by deadly enemies on his home-
ward journay.

And Ferrers Locke knew, oven mors
olearly than did the merchant in far off
Canton, how pressing woas the peril.

the journey across France the
Greyiriars party had been dogged by
the epics of the Mandarin Tang Wang,
and in the harbour at Marseilles an
attempt on Wun Eung's life had . only
been baffled by the prompt watchfulness
of the Baker Streat detective.

That other foes were watching and
waiting to cﬂ.r;i gut the orders of the
“tong,” of which Tang Wm%‘wa,a chief,
Locke had no doubt. And he did not
want to lose even on hour if he could
help it.

But s skipper's frst duty, at sea,
was to help seamen in distress; and
Locke, of course, did not even think of
passing the wrecked felucca unheeded.

Closer .and closer the yacht drew to
the dismantled wreck. It waos danger-
ous to approach near in the tossing sea,
and a boat could hardly have lived in
the heaving, fcaming waters, lately
lashed to fury by the viclemce of the
squall,

The voice of the man on the wreck
could be heard mow, shouting in a
language the juniors did not under-
stand. Bub Ferrers Locke shouted back
in the same tongue.

The Maltess ceased to wave his
signal. Ferrers Locke stoed with a
coil of rope in his hand, his eyes on
the rolling, pitching felucca.

" Half-speed, Green,” he called out,

“Ay, ay, sir,” .

Thoe mate sigpalled to the engine-
r OO,

Locke shouted again to the Maltese.
The dark-skinned seaman made a sign
that he understood,

“Locke’s pitching it to him in
Ttalian,” said Bob Cherry. “Do they

Italian 1 Malta, you meni”

“Ttalian’s the official language there,”
satd Harry. “But I believe the peopla
speak a Malieso dielect. Blessed if
I know which Locke is spealung in™

"We dou't get either at Greyfriurs,”
g'rmned Bob. "But come to think of
it, Italian would be rather more useful
to & chap than Latin. We may run
across a lot of [talians: but we're not at
all likely to meet Julius sar or Cicero
or jolly old Brutus. I think I'll men-
tion that to Quelch next term.”

“ Look ™

“Braval”

As the yoacht plided by the wreck,
Ferrers Locke tossed the rope, and it
uncoiled and dropped fairly on the
man on the feluccs,

He grasped 1t instantly, and plunged
into the sea.

“That sportsman’s got some ncrve!”
said Bob. “ He was right on the giddy
wicket. Lend a hand, yvou men.”

The juniors rushed to lend aid with
the rope. In a few moments the drip-
ping, panting mon wag dragged on
board the yacht,
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He dropped on the deck In a pool of
water, gasping and spluttering. But
he was on his feet in a moment or two,
It was plain thot he had been through a
terrible experience; but he was hardy
and sinewy, and d:cf not seem exhausted.
Heo bowed gracefully to Ferrers Locke,
his keen. black eyes roving over tho
Yuniors; re.'stiug

ellow sgkin an
un Lung.

“(Frazie tanto,

elanting eyes of little

signore!” he said.

“Ah, grazie, grazie.”
“You do not speak Epglish ! asked
Locke.

The Maltese shook his head.
“No, signore!

Parle Italiano.”

As the yacht drew nearer, the man

g to the stump of a mast

Irantically waved a rag of sail-
cloth as a signal for help !

“ Anche 10,” said Locke, with @ smile,
snd he {:nnt-inulzd to lig:-e:ﬂ-r.r in thab
language, the juniors listening and
wondering what 1t might mean. There
was no doubt that Italian was 2 more
useful language than Latin, outside the
Form-room at Greyiriars,

After a8 few minutes’ talk Locke
called the steward, and the man was
hended over to him for care, He fol-
lowed Rawson; and as he went his
black eyes lingered again for =
moment on the face of the little
Chinee.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
The Maliese !

[ SAY, you fellows!”
H “Hallo, halle, hallot
inﬁ life, old bean?™
Beast |
Billy Bunter had crawled on deck,

Enjoy-

for 8 second onm the

The fat junior was feeling beticer now;
perhaps tho loss of his lunch had done
him cgu-od And the fresh sea wind
hel to revive him,

e arrived in time fo sce the Maltese
taken away by the steward. Bunter
blinked after him as he went,

“I say, you fellows, who's that?" he
asked.

“Ask me another,” smswered Dob,

“How did he pget on the yacht?
asked Bunter, puzzled. “We haven't
stopped anywi-mm."

Bob pointed to the wreck of the
felucoa, sinking out of sight in the
wild waters astern,

“Oh!” said Bunter, "A wreck!”

- I. T
o e
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“We helped to pull him aboard,” said
Bob. “He's a Maltese sailor or fisher-
man or something.”

“Just like you fellows " said Bunter
bitterly.

') Eh -E-rl

“Leaving a fellow to crawl up those
beastly stairs by himself, while you
lug a beastly foreigner about.”

¥ You fat, frabjous fathead !

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Who is he, Mr, Locke ! asked Dob.
“We heard what you were saying to
him, of course; but Quelchy forgot to
teach us any Italian at Greyfriars. 1
understood just one word—grazie means
thanks, doesn't 1t %"

"Yez,"” said Locks, with a smile.
“The man told me that he iz a Maltese,
hiz name 15 Giuseppe Basso—an Italian

name—"

:Fr‘:
" .‘? ‘_‘

5

*Giuseppe Saeso,” said Bob. “They
have pretty nemes in Italian.”
"It would sound rather jess musical
in Enghsh—-'l-’maﬁia Stone !” said Locke,
with & laugh. However, his name is
Giuseppe Sasso; and ho was captain, or
rather patrone, of that felucca, which
was sailing from Malta to Sicily when
she was caught in the squall and dis-
masted, He had a crew of four, who
were all lost. The wreck would not
have Hoated much longer, I think; and
1t waz fortunate for Sasso that we
sighted him and picked him up., As he
belongs to Malta we shall ha able to
land him where he belongs; as we stop
at Malta to-morrow to land Bunter.”

*0h, really, Mr. Locke——"

“Shut up, Bunter!” grunted Johnny

ull.
(13 (L]

“I'm jolly glad we picked him up,”
said Harry Wharton.
“Thé gladfulness is terrific.”

.:':“:;:'-'r =
! g | L . 3
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Dunter blinked
0 I s ¥,

#1 say, Mr., Locke.” ‘
at the Baker Street detective.

F]

I've been thinking——->"
“Indeed! I should not have gucesed
that ! said Locke gravely. .
“Oh, really, you knsw ! I say, if you'll
take my advice——" ;
“(Good advice from a reully wise
head -is always welcome,” soid Locke,
with the same gravity,
Sarcasm was & sheer
William George Buater. )
“Well, the fact is, I know a thing
or tweo, vou lknow.” said DBuanter
fatuously,  “These [fcllows penerally
rely on me to get them out of serapes
st Greviriars; most of the fellows in the
Bemove come to me for advice. Don't
they, vou chapsi”
“Not that I know of I" answered Bob.

Twe Blagxer Lipnany.—Neo. 1.179.

wasta  on



6 THE MAGNET

_ "Oh, really, Cherry I Well, the fact
ia, Mr. 801 unter,

M Ln-cio." d Bunter, "that I
advise you not {o stop at Malta !”

“Indeed I

“Suppose those Chincse bcasts who
watched us in France may have tele-
i}‘ﬂphcd to some other beasts in

altn 1™ suggested Bunter. *''They may
have a trap all waiting for you there,
you s8¢0, You hadn't thought of that,
of course. I'm the fellow to think of
things.”

i &.l:lu
Nugent. )

“Bhut wp, Nugent, when I'm pgiving
Mr. Locke advice,” chided Bunter.
“ You sce the point, Mr. Locke "

“Quito I

“ As for me,” added DBunter, “I'm

uite willing to keep on with the party.

o needn’t trouble about stopping at
Malta on my account, It's really not
pecessary ab all.”

“Ja that all 7" asked Locke.

“Yes; but, of course, I'd always ba
glad to give you advice at any time, if
ﬁu:d find yourself in difficultics. Two

&

frabjous ass—"  Degan

il

_ 3 are better than one, you kpow.
“Y hardly think so, if one of the
two is yours, Bunter. You came on the
yvacht without permission, u.lnd I am
landing you at the first possiblo place,
which s Malta. So please say no
morae.” . ]

“He can't help it,” said Bob, with &
sigh. “He's wound up.”

“Reast! Well, il you land ma at
Malta, Mz, Locke, you'll only have
yourself- to thank for tho result,” said
Bunter. *Those Chiness beasts are
after Wun Lung, and I've bheen his
guardian angel so far.”

“0Oh clumbe 1™ said Wun Lung.

“He's an ungrateful litile beast of
s heathen,” said Bunter; “but I'm will-
ing to ses him through. They'll get
him sconer or later, if I'm not here to
protect him. . I say, Mr, Locke, don't
walh” away while a fellow's talking to

ol
* But Mr. Locke did walk away. He
seemed to have had enough of William
George Dunter’s conversation.

Bunter gave wranifl.

“That man's a fool!” he told the
juniors.

“You silly ass!”

“1 say, you fellows, he seems set on
putting me ashore, for some rcason,
gaid Bunter. “ What sbout getting up
a round robio?”

{I'I"I'Thnti?ﬂ

“Which 1 1

“You all sign your names io 1t, you
know, begging Locke to keep me with
tho party %or your sakes, You poimnt
ouk t you won't feel safe, going to
China, without me fto prolect you.
Locke’s bound to take motice of that.
What do you think1*

“Ha, ha, hal” ;

“Blessed if I zce anything to cackle
at. 1 know I'm jolly well not going
to
“Why, the new term will be beginning
at Greyiriara soon. Do you think I'm
going to grind Latin 1n Form-room
with Quelch, while you fellows are
having a good time in China? No
jolly fear. I'm sticking to you."

The jupiors chuckled.

“You'll come unstuek at Malta,” eaid
Bob.

dT YRI:' ll!

Billy Bunter rolled away with a dis-
contented grunt. Having landed him-
self on the Silver Star, Buntor had
taken it for granted that he was booked
for the voyage to China, Landing him
at Malta, to be sent back to England,
was not at ell DBunter's idea of the
p%r programme. He was quite deter-
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be szent back ! growled PBunter.

mined not to be sent back from Malta,
if he could help 3. The question was,
how could he help it; and now that his
internal troubles were at rest Bunter
gave all his fat thoughts to the solution
of that problem.

Hoe had not found a solution, how-
ever, by the time a still more important
matter cropped up to engage bis
attention. ‘Lhat was dinner,

Lessons wers lost on Bunter, Regard-
less of the disaster that had followed
lunch, the Owl of the Remove spread
himself at dinner in the saoloon in his
usual way. The fare on board the
Silver Star was good and ample; and
Bunter had plenty of room for it., As
usual, ho started early and finished late,
and the speed with which he packed
away the good things wns amazing.

“Go easy, old bean,” spid DBoeb
Cherry, gmci-naturedly* “You'll have
enother voleamic eruption, if you're not
careful.”

Bunter sniffed, and paid no other heed

to that kind warning, e was not sick
at the present moment, and DBunter
never met troubles hali-way. He con-
tinued to pack away the [oodstuffs.
.. The extent and variety of the comest-
ibles Bunter transferred to his capacious
inside might bave made any other fellow
feel 1ll, even on dry land, But Bunter—
for the moment, at least—was fesl-
ing quite all right, and be packed
eway ab & great rate. If he was going
ashore at Malta in the morning, this
would be his last square meal on ths
yacht, and Bunter had evidently made
ui} his mind to take as much as possible
of the yacht's stores away with him,
packed inside,

Ferrers Locke went back to the deck
after & very brief meal leaving - the
juniors to finugh at their leisure. lireen,
the mate, came down; but he did not
stay long, going back to the deck. The
dusky evening wes decpening into .a
black night, and the sea was still run-
ning very high. And the yacht was in
the Btrait of Pantellaria now, the sea-
lane between Bicily and Africa, with
Malta shead to the south. Skipper and
mate both remained on deck as the
darkness deepened.

Billy Bunter rolled away to his state-
room after feeding. He required a little
rest after his excrtions.

A little later, strange and weird
sounds were heard proceeding from that
state-room.

“Hallo, hsallo, hallel
Bunter again|”

“The fat ass ™

“ Buntce velly fat piggee!” said Wun
Lung.

"“''he piglulness of the esteemed fat
Bunter is terrific,’’ remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

Some of the juniors went on deck.
Hurree Singh and Wun Lung sat down
in the saloon to play chess, Like most
Chinamen, Wun Lung was a chess
]Elayar, and even tho MNabob of Bhanipur
ound him a very tough opponent. Bob
Cherry stayed to look on at the game,
cocasionally tendering advice to either
plaver—advice which neither of them
acted upon. Bob was glreat at cricket,
and mmmense at {ootball, but at chess
either of the two Orientals could have
%Iu.yﬂd his head off. Buf, with true

ricntal politeness, the nabob and Wun
Lung smiled sweetly when Bob weighed
in with counsel,

Thers was a foolstep in the saloon:
but the juniors did not glance up, sup-

osing that it was the steward. But

ob suddenly caught the reflection of a
dark face and black eyes in & mirror,
and turned his head, to see the Malteso
sailar. . :

" Hallo, hallo, hallo!" he ejaculated.
“Want anything, old bean "

There gocs
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Giuse Sasso was standing pear the
door, his eyés on the chess-players—on
one of them, at least. The expression
in his black eyes startled Bob o little,
though he hardly knew why.

But the Maltese, as Bob's surprized
glance fixed on him, bowed and smiled,
and spoke in voluble Italian.

Bob shook his head to indicate that
he did not wunderstand. The man
eeemned, by his tone and gesturcs, to be
apologising for his intrusion, and he
went back gquickly up the saloon stairs
and disappeared.

Bob stared after him. Something
about the Maltese bad given him a
elight feeling of uneasiness. He heard
the voice of Rawsonm, the steward, a
moment later, evidently addressing the
Maltese,

“Look 'e¢re, you hook it! This ain'
the part of the ship for you! What are
you rooting about 'ere fori”

wion came inte the saloom,
grunling.

“What did he want, Rawson " asked

ob.

Y Dunno—lovking for something to
pinch, very likely,” answered the
steward.

"'IEII:Ia my hatl”

:‘ on't like his looks, and I'll lay
he's got a Bsticker about him some-
where,’” said Rawson. “I know his
gort!| Too many of em about in these
waters! Anyhow, he's got no business
down here, and I've told him off.”

“Just looking round the ship, per-
haps,”" said Bob. “I dare say he's
never been on a yacht before.”

“I'll bet ho basn't, and that soaking
to-day was the first wash he'd bad for
o dcq’a age,” said the steward.
“They've given him a berth with the
crew, and let him stay there. Some-
thing'll be missing, with & blessed dago
nosing about among the cabins!”

Bob smiled, and gave his attention to
the chess again. But Hurree Singh and
Wun Lung were deep in an intricate
end-game now, which was much too
deep for Bob; s0 he yawned, end went
up te join his friends on deck.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In the Night !

1 H dear!” moaned Billy Bunter,
0 The fat Owl of the Remove
lay in hiz bunk, staring up,
with upsleeping eyes, at the

ceiling above,

It was past midoight, and in the
othér rooms the chums of the Remove
werg fast asleep.

But there was no sleep for Bunter.

On waters that were still heaving
from the squall, the Bilver Star pitched
a3 she ploughed on bher way undor the
[Ty

Bunter waa in a painful state of
emptiness, But he was not thinking of
food. The thought of food made J%:u’::n:n
shudder.

The most delicious viands would not
have appealed to him, as be lay sleeplesa
and sick 1n his bunk.

His enormous dinner had been a sheer
waste, as it bad turned out. Bunter
was not mourning its loss, however. Ho
was feeling ill and horrid. He wished
from the bottom of his fat heart that
he was zafe on dry land. There wan &
lack of repose about the sea that
worried him. He would have given
almost anything for a few minutes of
perfect &tillness.  But the DMediter-
ranean, regardless of Bunter, continued
to heave, and Bunter heaved in unison.

“(Oh dear! Beasts!” moaned Bunter.
“Rast asleep, the lot of them, I'll betl

{Cantinued on page 8.)
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8
THE HAND OF THE MANDARIN !

(Continued from poge 6.}

Lot they caro sbout me, after all I've
done for 'em|"

Bunter had not even undressed. Ha
bad plumped down in his bunk, just as
he was, and hardly stirred minee, except
when the mal-de-mer gripped lim and
he had to.

It was seldom that sleep refused to
como to DBunter:; but now he wooed
Morpheus in vamn. The drowsy god
refused to seal his fat eyelids.

With 'the selfishness to which Bhuosber
was sadly accustomed, the other fellows
had turned in and gone peacefully to
sleep. As it was past midnight, that was
not an unreasonable proeceding on their
part. But Buater bad a deep sense of
INJUrya ;

At least one of the beasts, he con-
pidered, might have sat up in his reom,
and liste to his moamiog aod grum-
h}il:;lg through the long watches of tho
night,

* Boasts "’ moaned Bunter,

All of them sleeping like tops, he bad
no doubt; while he, Bunter, the mostk
important of all, lay sleepless, with a
horrid quaking in his inside, mumbling
Ii.'pdhwriggﬁng' restlessly through the hoe
mghnt. ;

Ho gave a grunt as he heard a sound

at his 4

One of the bea apparently, was
going to give Jll.:?:- hl;:fm And
Bunter screwed up his fat face into an
expression of heartrending suffering, to
wring the heart of thet beast, which-
ever it wan,

The sliding door of tha state-rocmn
elid back e few inchea, and & har of
dim light fell in from the -l“&]'"‘l:g
v-]ili.hqmﬁ where the electrie bght burn
all mght. "

Bunter, lying in hiz busk, blinked at
the n::pening‘, wondaring why the beast
did not open the door farther.

Tho epening was blocked by the Egure
of the one who had slid back the door,
and Bunter's fat heart gave & sudden
jump as he realised that it was not,
after all, one of the juniors

He bad a glimpso of a dark face
under o twisted red handkexchicf. It
was the Maltese sailor who waa peering
into his rooml!

Bunter suppressed a squeak of alarm.

There was something stealthy, cat-
like, in the man's actions that was dis-
turbing apd alarming. Billy Bunter
was not of the stuff which
heroes are mmde. Any of the
Famous Five would bave started up
and ashed the man what he wanted.
Bunter shut his eyes tight eand pre-
tended to be asleep. If the man was
thera to steal—and he could scarcely
bave an honest purpose in ereeping
smong thp cabins in the middle of the
night—Bunter had no desira whatever
to tackle him. Besides, there was
nothing in the cabin that belonged to
Bunter, except the olothes he wore,
which the mest enterprising thief could
bardly have been after. Bunter shut
his eyes and affected slumber, though
his fat heart was pounding so fast that
he was alraid the intruder would hear

There was the faintest of sounds as
the door closed again.

Bunter opened his eyes.

Ho was in darkness once mare. The
door was closed, shutting off the dim
light from the alleyway.

%Lmt&r sat up in biz bunk, .

Ha was alarmed, but mora astonished
than alarmed. 'The man had merely
opened tho door half-way and peered in,

Tae Maiaxer Lismary.—No. 1,170

then vanished. What on earth was the
fellow up o

Evidently he had not eome as a thief
He hod not entered the room; omly
looked in.

Buoter sat in sstowishment, almost
forgetful of the uneasy state of his podgy
inside,

What did it mean?

There was only cne way. of account-
ing for the.sirsnge eretion of the
Maltese. He wss seek: EOME PAr-
ticular eabin; he had ked into
Bunter”s, found that it was not the
oow be wanted, and =0 be had gone,

But what—why——

He had glanced" at Bunter, sprawled
on tha huni, and supposed that he was
aslesp. Bunter was less sleepy than
ever now, He crawled from ths bunk,
and approached the sliding-door. There
wis apfoch on 1t; and it would ba casy
enough to secure it if the man was at
hand. Hu:tar slid it beck en inch and

an

His fat heart jumped, as he saw the
back of the Maltese.

_Wharton's room was on the other
!-Illdﬂ dﬂf the Iguss_ﬁg‘?l;“ end the mam had
toe door o few inc Oren, 18
Bunter saw his back »s ke m

Evidently, it was mnot Wharten's
cabin that the Malicee = for he
slid the door ail shut, moved
on swiftly and soun Iy to the next

OO,

Bueter jammed his spectaclez oo his
fat Mitle nm,nndbﬁnf:ﬂminh ihe
zlfoyway. He saw the Maltesa peer
inta Beb Cherry's rooss. It wes only
for & moment; he passed te the next
door, which way thak of Wun Lung's
state-roam. "

Bunter, not daring o make =z sound,
watched hin: fascinated.

Hea zaw man tlide Woa E:un—%‘:
door o fook or s0 open, and peer im, by
the light from the pamage.

Thiz time ho did not close the deor
sgnin, He pushed it farther open, and
it was svident that he had found the
room he wanted, From where heo
stood, he could see the Chinese junior
sleeping in his bunk within. It was
Wun Lung he wanted, ;

Bunter felt his fat brain spin.

The man was after Wun Lung!

Tt scemed imposzible, incredible, that
this could be an smissary of the Man-
darin Tang Wang—he had eome on
board tha yacht If chance—er so it
spemed, at I);qst r man picked up at
sen, from a.mn}::ng-]-l{u]umqi Yet there
was no misteking his actions.

He drew back a pace from the doar,
and his glittering black eyes swept
watchfully up and down the passage,
His dusky hand fumbled in his sash,
and there was a glitter of h;:fht steel.

Bunter's hoart gnr'!rgr quak _

There was no mistake now—amazing,
ineredible as it was! Ha had looked
inte room after room: and now he had
found Wun Lung's room, he had bared
the knife, and wax casting o last look
about him to make sure that the coast
was clear.

Tho coast was clear enough, at that
hour of the night. The juniors wers
asleep; ocke was sleoping in his
cabin: Mr. Green was in eim.rgﬂ on
declk: the stewnrd snoring in his quar-
ters. ere was no one to intervene—
unless it wns PBunter! And the Owl
of the Remove, white as a sheet, was
shaking with terror from top to toe.

Buntor was in a blue fun e wos
no doubt of that. The plittering black
eyes in the dusky face, the Bash of the
aold steel, filled him with terror. But
there was an ounee of pluck somewhere
in Bunter's fat carcass. He could not,
and he would not., erouch thero in terror
while a fearful deed wes done.

THE MAGNET

The DMalteso stood outside Wun
Lung’s open . watching, listening
intently. In a few seconds—

Bunter g‘mp&& round wildly for =
WeRDOD. 15 fat kands came in con-
tact with the small cane chair that
stood beside his berth. He grasped it,
ard pushed his door wide open. His
starting eyes, almost starting through
his spectacles, fixed on the back of ¢
Maltese, ns the man stepped from the
sllexyway inta Wun ung's room,
Bunter, hardly knowing what he did,
rolled out into the eage, the light
chair lifted in- both hands., With all
hig strength he flung it at the Maltese,
and it stuck Giuseppe Sasso on the back

‘of the bead ond neck, and flung him

hosdlong into the cakin he ‘was enter-

ing.

n%haru was a crach as he went down
on hizx hands and knees, utterly taken
surprise. by that sudden aftack in
roAr.

thae
4% F
iliy Bunter’s veoice rang through
thnn'ﬂ’.h:im: rang throogh the jucgt.
With hiz meoath wide bis eyes
stood -and

m: with terror,

— m—] =

THE FIFTH CHAFTER
The Hand of the Mandarin |

N LUNG'S a2lmond eyes
w d wide and staring.
e sndden crash beside his

berih, followed by the frantie
oling of Billy Bunter, startled the
Ehinm jumior out of slumber.
His stzke-roorm door was wide open,
ibe Hght ghimmerivg in from the pass-
outsido.

“‘Eiﬂﬁn a fexr feel of him, sprawled
ihe Bialtese

The eyes of the jumior ir the berth
Bxed n:I the intrader sz soon as they
opened.

The MaHese had been dazed, for the
mnmenté by the erash on the back of
his head, coming utterly unexpectedly.
Ho sprawled on his face; and as he
threw his hands out to save himself, the
knife flew from his grasp.

In a few seconds he would have been
up again; but Wun Lung, the little
Chince, was swift. He had awakened
with all his [acultics elear, and on the
alert. The sight of tho Maltese in hia
room, of the knife giuering on the
floor where it had fallem, told Wun
Lung all he needed to know—apart
from the wyelling and shrieking of
Bunter in the passage.

Wun Lunog made a swift leap from the

berth.

He landed in the small of Giuseppe
Hasso’s back a3 he sprawled.

The Maltese was just rising; when
the Chinee landed on his back, and
fiattened him down again.

He gave o breathiess grunt as he
flattened.

“Helpee mo ™ l3‘1:II1|31|.’| Wun Lung.

Yoices were calling on all sides; doors
plaromin en. Billy Bunter, almost
out of his fat wits with terror, stood
and_shricked. He would have rushed
to Wun Lung's room to help; but his
fat legs refused to carry him. He could
only stand and yell

Like a Iiﬁhtﬂing flash, almost, a tall
figure passed him, ravolver in hand, and
reached Wun Eung's room.  Ferrers
Locke was swilt, "
_Swift as he was, be was only in

timo.

The Magltese had turned on Wun
Lung like a ca.ti and seized bhim, and
they wera struggling on the floor of the
state-roam.

Forrers Locke leaped in.

There was & crash, as his pistol-butt
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struck the dusky head of the Maltese,
and the bravo relaxed his hold on Wun
Lung, ond fell back to the floor, half-
stunned.
Locke jammed o foot on his chest,
inning him down, and the revelver
ooked down at the staring, dazed [ace.
“Wun Lung! Are you hurti”
“MNol" gasped Wun Lung. “No
hultea! Mo allee light !

*“Thank Heaven!"
*1 say, vou fellows! Help! Help!
Oh dear! elp——"

“What's the rowi”

“What the thump—~ ’ .

Harry Wharton & Co., in their
pyjomas, rushed to Wun Lung's door.
'I};hnjr stored in at tho etrange scene
thore,

“What on ecarth—" gasped DBob
Cherry.

“1 say, you fellows——"

fiShut up, Buntee.”

“It is all right now, my boys,” said
Ferrers Locke tranguilly, * Wun Lung
15 not hurt; and I have this scoundrel
safe’

“The Maltese!™ gasped Wharton,

“Pick up that knife, Wharton.”

e 1111 wﬁnt—whut-—” Harry Whar-
ton picked up the knife—a long, curved
weapon, sharp as & razor.  ® What—"

“Ho=—he was after Wun Lung?®
panted Nugent.

“Evidently.”

“He comey killy this Chinesl” said
Wun Lung. “Buntee wakee—"

“PBunter gave the alarm, apparently,”

said Ferrers Locke. “ Get & rope, some
of you, and bind the hands of this
rascal.™

The Maltese, wriggling under the

_-.—_-;:-.-'I:I!‘_:_"_ > 1‘;‘;}'!]'% n i
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Bunter’s heart gave a sudden jump as he caught a glimpse
of a dark face under a iwlsted red handkerchief. It was the
Maltese sallor who was peering inio his room !

with
are to

foot of the detective, glared u
glinting eyes. But he did not
stir. Thers was death in the revolver
that looked down at him; death in the
eyes of the Baker Street detective.
One look at Ferrers Locke's grim face
was ;nﬂugh to warn the bravo to keep
quie

Dob Cherry rushed away and come
back with a cord. Two of the juniors
knelt, and bound the wristzs of the
Maltese together.

Then Ferrers Locke removed his foof,
and the ruffian was allowed to rise. He

stood panting and muttering curscs in

his own tongue—a mixture of Italtan
and the * lingua Maltese."

“But what does it mean, Mr. Locke?*
gasped Wharfon, “ Why should he want
to harm Wun Lung?®” ‘

“There is little doubt on that point,”™
spid Loecke. “It 13 the work of the
Mandarin Tang Wau}g.”

“Oh, iy hat!” exelaimed Bob., “ But
—but this man isn't & Chincse—"

“1 say, vou fellows -

“Come here, Bunter,” said TFerrers
Locke guietly; and there was an un-
ustrally kind note in his voice

“1—1 say, have you got him safe?”

"% o5, yvos ™

Billy Bunter approached in a very
gingerly way and blinked into the
crowded stale-reom. e was relieved
to con the Maltese with his hands bound.

“0Oh doar!” gasped Bunter. “0Oh
dear!l I—1I eay, I—J wazn't frightened,
you know! Oh dear!”

Theo juniors grinned, DBunter had not
only been frightencd, but he had not yet
recovered from his fright. His [at knees
were knocking together.

“Tell me what happened, Diinter,”
said Ferrers Locke. “How did you
come to give the alarm?®”

“J—I was awake when he looked into
my roomi"” gas Bunter. “I—I pre-
tended to be asleep—*

“He looked into your room!” Locke
nodded. “Of course, the rascal did not
know which room was occupied by Wun
Lung.”

“I—1 got out, when he was pone
and—and watched bim 1" ﬂtut%.&reci
Bunter, “I—I zuw him look inte
Wharton’s room—"

“Mine ! exclaimed Harry, “Oh, my
hat! I was fast asleep, until I heard
Bunter yelling——-"

“Then he looked inte Bob's room—"

“I wish I'd beon awake,” growled Dob
Cherry.

“Then—then he locked in at Wun
Lung, and—and got out & knife, and—
and—and—" unter’s voice shook.
“I—I knew what he was afier then,
nng--mitiddifchuﬁkled tha; chair at him
and velled for help—

“My only hat 1"

#It knocked him over, right into Wun
Lung's room,” gasped Dunter. “Oh
dear | was going to rush on him,
ounly—pnly——"*

“*Now me savvy,” said Wun Lung.
“Mo wakeo, mo see that fellee splawl]
on flool, me jumped on him backee——"

The I'smous Five J'gailr.ulawi at Bunter.

“Well, my word!” said Bob Cherry.
“ Bunter, old bean, what made you think
of chucking the chair at tho brute "

“1 had to stop him somchow I gpasped
Bunter. It was the only thing Izmul:i

Tre Magser Lismani.—No. L1709,
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get hold of.
hadn't——"

"You'ro not such a funk as you've
olways made out, old fut bean,” soid
Bob.

*(h, really, Cherry—"

Ferrers Locke dropped his hand
kindly on Bunter's shoulder.

“You'va donc well, Bunter! Go back
to bed now—the danger is over. You
have done well”

“h dear 1™

Bunter rolled away. Now that the
excitement was over ho was feeling very
feeblo and flabby. He gladly rolled
back into his bunk. For once, Billy
Bunter was not even inclined to talk

“*What's tho trouble, Mr. Locke?™
The mate had hurried down from the
deck. *“Bunter's vells had reached lus
cars. ¥ What—"" Alr. Groen stared at
the Maltese. * What's that swaly deoing
here**

“Ho was attempting Won Lung's
life,” answoered the detective, * But we
have him safe now."

And the mate, blinking with astonish-
ment, returned to tho deck.

Locke fixed his eves on the dark, sullen
face of tho Maltese. He spoke to him
in Italian, the juniors looking on
curiously. They had no doubt now that
the bravo was a tool in the hands of
the Mandarin Tang Wang, but they did
not understand, It was—or scemed to
be—by the sheerest chance that Sasso
had come on board the %acht, and oven
the keon-witted Baker Btreet detective
had not thought of distrusting & man
who had been picked up from a wreck.

Tho Maltese stood sullenly silent, as
Locke spoke to him. Harry Wharton &
Co. felt & thrill as Locke lifted his
automatic and placed the muzzle to the
ruffian’s breast, hiz eyes glinting like
steel over it. The dusky face whitened.

The Maltese began to speak volubly.

I liod to stop him; if I

The juniors listened, but the stream of
Itzlian was incotnprehensible to them.
Thc;,r caought two words that were not
Italian —Tang  Lao=--evidently &
Chinese name, several times repeated.

Locke nodded at last, and made the
Maltess a sign to be silent. He called
Rawson, whe had arrived on the seene
half-dressed, and was staring on with
wide-open eyes

“2cg this man safely locked up for
the night, llawson.”

* Yessie

The steward led the Maltese away—
not with a gentle hand. Locke turned
to the Greyiriars fellows. Ile smiled
fnintly.

ol § bﬂ?ﬂ
know

* ¥eos, rather, sir.™

¥The wantfulness is terrifie.”

“The rasegl has confessed that he
was employed by & Chinaman in Malta,

suppois ¥You want {o

whoso name he gives as Tang Lao,” ped

said Locke., “Evidently a relative of
the Mandarin Tang Watlg, as the sur-
namo i3 the same—"

“3fe  savvy,” =aid Wun Lung.
“Tang Lao son belong Tang Wang”

Feorrers Locka nodded. 1

“Tang Lao hired the bravoe and his
cut-throat crew, in the felucea,” he went
on. “The scheme was to watch for the
yvacht, and to get Basso on board by
somo trick—such a3 a collizion at sea—
in which easo, of course, we must havae
picked up the survivors of the felueca.
The squali vesterday rather interfered
with the arrangements—the felucca was
wrecked and the whole erew lost with
tho cxception of Sasso. Dut the wreck
was naturally near the course of the
Silver Star; and Giuseppe Sasso was
abhle to carry out his scheme of getting
on board. He had given up hope
of success when fortune favoured him
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and he was picked up by the very vessel
he had been watclung for.”

Locke set his EE&,

“I can hardly blame myself for not
guessing  the truth, in the circums-
stances,” he said. “There was nothing
to indicate that the man was anything
but a shipwrecked seaman. But for the
squall 1 do pot think he would have
succoeded in his trickery=I should have
been on my guard against any stranger.

But—"
“Nobody could have guessed,” said
Harry., * But—but suppose tha villzin

had sueceeded, how did he think he
would get away afterwardsi™

“Had he succeeded ho intended to
drop overboard and swim,” said Locke,
“He had caleulated well. From wheroe
the yacht is now & good swimmer could
easily reach Gozo. Had ho succeeded ho
would have escaped beyond doubt.”

Ha broke off.

“You boys had botter ?‘0 back to
now. 1 will take a look at the
scoundrel to make sure that he iz =zafe
for the night.”

The juniors returned to their berths;
but 1& was long before they slept again.

S _r——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Gets There!
ILLY BUNTER smiled.
In fact, he beamed.

B He sat at the breskfast-table,
his fat face beaming like unto

a harvest moon.

Bunter was in great fettle that
morning.
The Mediterranean was cnlm as a

nd once more. A brilliant sun blazed
own on the blue sea and the glidin
racht. Bunter was feeling well, and hng
lorgotten sca-sickness. Ho was punish-
m% breakfast with his usual vigour.
ui+ it was not merely a ealm sea, a
calm inside, and a g breakfast that
@ Bunter beam so effulgently.
Bunter had, so to spcak, got away
with it
He had saved Wun Lung’s life—at all
events, there was no doubt that the
Chinese ]E;.Imﬂr’a danger would have been
terrible but for the alarm having been
given by Bunter. It was difficult to see
how the Maltese brave could have failed
but for the Owl of the Remove. And
it was not only that Bunter had given
a timely alarm; but he had shown
something like pluck and presence of
mind. And the Famous Five, who
believed in giving credit whero eredit
waa due, treated Bunter on this par-
tteular mornin with much more
cordiality than the fat junior generally
received,
Bunter expanded.
rHur.ltr:r had fully recovered from the
night's terrors. As there was no more
danger, he was as brave se a lion.

Tt was like Dunter, of course, to make
the most of it. Bunter never had. be-
lieved in & fellow hiding his light under
a bushel. He was not one of those
flowers which are born to blush unseen,
and waste their sweetness on the desert
air. Ha did not rezemble in the least
the pentleman who did good by stealth,
and blushed to [ind it fame. “There was
no need for anybody to blow Buntor's
truinpet for him; it was his agrecable
way te blow it himself—on its fop note.

Uvernight he hald blurted out the
exact faets, but there was a dillerenca
in the morning. Dunter had a way of
embroidering a story till it was wo
longer recognisable,

“I say, you fellows—pass the marma-
lade—TI say, it was locky I kept on the
watch last night, what®” he remarked,
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_ "Did you?” murmured Bob. All the
{;mmrs wero well aware that Bunter had
been kopt awake by sca-sickness follow.
ing gluttony. Butl, in the circumstances,
they did not address Dunter with the
frankness that was usual in the Grey-
friars Remove.

“Did 11" repeated Bunter, with his
mouth full. “Why, you kunow L did,
Wazsn't I wide awake and on the watch
for that villain 1"

L L Dh !?J

“The fact is, I suspected him from the
first " explained Bunter,

“Phew I*

*1I had my eye on him,” saitd Bunter.
“I'm rather keen, you know. I notico
things. Lecke is a.fairly good detective
in his way. But he doesn’t spot things
like I do.”

“Gog it} said Bob,

“Buspecting that villain, you know, I
staycd awake and kept on the watch,”
said Bunter, “Lucky I did, what?"

“0h, frightfully”

“It wyou don't
Cherrg——r>

L1 Him ll.

“While all you

belicve ms, DBob

follows were fast
aslecp and enoring, there waa I sitting
up and keeping guard through the—
ihe watches of the night,” said Bunter.
*“That was how I nailed the villain.”

“Some watchman [" said Bob. * Fancy
Bunter keeping watch through a shut
door 1"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“But 1 dare say Dunter knew the
sportsman was going to peep into his
cabin,” remarked Johnny Bufl gravely.
“*Didn"t you, Buntor i™

“Well, I—I didn't exactly know that,
you know,” said Bunter. “ Not-—not
exactly ! But—but when he did, I was
ready for  him! With wonderful
presence of mind, 1 pretended to be
A&l ppp—’

“Presenco of mind?” asked Johnn
Bull. " Not presence of funki™ ¢
“0Oh, really, Bull——"

“Bhush ! said Bob. “Let Bunter run
on! (o it, Bunter! This is a better
story than you told last night.” '

“0Oh, really, Cherry—="

“Fatteo ole Bunteo velly funnee 1" gaid
Wun Lung.

“That's what ri'.cunu call gratitude, I

suppose I sneered Buntar. “If sou
follows think I was in a funk last
night—-"

Elm !Jl

“I was cool as—as ice! I'm always

particularly cool in moments of fearful

danger,” explained Dunter, " That's me

all over. Pluck will tell. The Bunter

blood is fighting blood, you know. Look

;ﬂ':r the records of the Buniers in the
ari”

“Whero are we to look for it?” asked
Johnny Bull.

Bunter did not answer that frivolous
guiestion,

“You fellows would have been shaking
all -over, of course,” he snid, * Mind,
I don't blame wou; wyou haven't my
pluck. You haven't my iron nerve. If
there's one thing I've got, it's nerve!™

“¥ou have!” agreed Dob. "Lots of
nerve ! If vou hadnt o nerve, you
wouldn't be on the yacht ot alll”

“The nervefulness 1s tercifie”

“1 don't mean that, you msz! Piss
the jam ! Where's the jam? Look here,
ilf.":m“ f::ﬂ fows have bagzzed all the jom,

“There 1t is under your nose, you

owl.”

“Oh! Al right! As I was saving—
grooogh I  Bunter's moutk was full of
jam, which rather impeded his utter-

aace. “Chooch! Groosoph! As T was
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saying, with an iron nerve and wonder-
ful presence of mind, T watched the
villain, and burled the chair at him at
the physiological moment—"

“The what?” gasped Dob.

“The physiological moment—="

“Oh! The paychological moment—"

“The physiclogical moment,"” insisted
Bunter. “ At the physiological moment
I hurled the ehair at him, knocked bim
spinning, and—and you know the rest.
While all you fellows wero snoring—"

“But we don't snore!” said Harry
Wharton mildly. “You're the only
fellow here that snores.”

“(Oh, really, Wharton! 1 know jolly
well I don't snmore. You make out a
Greyfriars that I snore in the dormilory,
1 jolly well don't! Why, 1 stayed
awake one night to listen if I did——and
1 dide't!"

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle

at! I sny, wyoiu fellows, 1z there any
more jem ward! Jam!™
“ Yessir I

“ Afrer this,” said Bunter, when ho
had been supplied with jam, “ after this,
1 suppose eﬁF you fellows will be keen
for mo to come on to China with you ¥

L3 Dh I-"‘

l:-FH.Pm..IH

“1 suppose you can see now that
you're not safe without me?”

1] Um !H

“I faney even Mr. Locke realises by
thiz time {hat he's pretty helpless with-
out me 1"

"'th E—fﬂ'ﬂ-t pip !J.:

“Did he suzpect what that Maltese
rotter was up to? demanded Bunter.
“MNo, he dida't! Well, I did! 1 sus-
pected the villain from the first. ‘That
was why I stayed awake to watch. Net
because I was spa-stei™

“¥Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fou can cackle,” said Bunter dis-
dainfully. “But I can tell you fellows
plainly, that afler what 1've dong, after
my magnificent cowrage and presence
of mind=—saving all your lives, and all
that—J expect to be treated decently.

to iIngrafibucde, but
Shakespeare snys—pass

I'm accustomed
there'a a lipntk,
tiose moffins

“My hat! I've never seen that In
Sliakespeare—"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“1 mean, Shakespeare snvs, how

sharper than a toothless child it 11 to
have a thankless serpent 1”

“h erikey IV

“Pass the muffina! Well, after all
I've done, I expect yvou fellows to ask
me eivilly to come on to China with the
party. If there's any more danger,
you ean rely on me to see you through.”

“It's for Mr. Locke to settle,” zaid

Wharton.
“You can put it to him,” said Buon-
ter. “There's not much time to lose—

we must be close to Malta now. I'm
not poing ashore. You fellowa put it
to Locke as a special favour to your-
seives,”

“0Oh dear!™

Haorry Wharton & Co, looked at one
another. Thers was no doubt thet
Bunter had come in extremely useful
for once; his swank on the subject did
not alter the fact, Bo far as they were
concerned, the chums of the Remove
would have been willing to reward him,
Ly including bim in the party for China.
But it was not for them to settle,

Forrers Locke came down from the
deck.  Billy Dunter blinked at him.
Locke smiled faintly.

“You were very uscful last night,
Bunter ™ ho seid.

Duntor emirked.

“I rather fancy I was" he agreed.
“You sce, I suspected that Maltese vil-
lein from the Grst—"

“ Nonsense [

“0Oh, really, Mr. Locke—"

“1 hardly care to think of what might
have happened, if you had not chanced
to be kopt awake by sea-sickness—"

:’-tﬁh’ I “,!lr_""""”

“I feel that you mro entitled to
goma reward,” said Locke. “If you
still desire to accompany us to China,
and it your schoolfellows do not object.
vou may have your wish, Bunter, and
remain on the yacht.”

Billy Bunter grinned.

“That's all right. The fellows will
be ;_:I?d to have me™ he said. “I'll
come,”

“*The gladfulness will be terrific,” said
Hurree gamﬁat Ram Singh gmve;lir.

“ Not to say preposterous!” sawd Bob
Cherry.

8 by comea,’”’ said Bunter, "I'vae
really got some rather important ¢ngage-
ments for the holidays, but I'm willing
to cancel them for the sake of these
follows. I always was e self-sacrificing
chap! If iy::u nanll}r feel that you want
me, Mr. K™

“] can hardly say that,” answered
Ferrers ke calmly. “But you may
come if you wish; and I only hope that
you will not prove too troublesome ™

“Oh, really, you know, if you put it
like that——"

“I dal"

“All right: I'll come!™ said DBunter
cheorfully ; and Locke, with & nod, left
tho saloon. Bunter grinned round at the
ather fellows. “I say, you fcllows, it's
all right; you're not losing me, after all.
I felt pretty certain that Locke would
realize, in the long run, that he conldn’t
do without me. % say, arc there any
more muffins? Look here. vou fellows,
I want it to be distinetly understood that
if I come with vou on this vovage 1'm
not to boe kept short of mullinst
Steward! Muffing!”

Harry Wharton & Co. went en deck,
leaving Dilly Bunter still busy,
Tre Macxer Lisrarr.—No. 1,179.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Giuseppe’s Revenge !
ALTA sunk into the blue Medi-
M terrancan astern of the swift
yacht. Harry Wharton & Co.
would have been glad to run
ashore at the port of La Valette, and
have a look at the island; but Ferrers
Locke kept on his course, and the Silver
Star passed barely within view of the
sidand. It was to send Bunter ashore
that tho detective had intended to call
at Malta: and now it was settled that
DBunter was to stay. Somewhere om
Maite was Tang Lao, the son of Tang
Wang, as Locke had learned from
Sasso, doubtless waiting for news of
the fclueca. He was not hkely to get
any news, unicsg the wreck of the
feluccn drifted ashore,

Giuseppe Saszso remained on board the
vacht, & prisoncr, with no chance of
comununicating  with  his  Oriental
employer. Locke had no time to waste
in handing bim over to justice in lis
native 1sland.  Mr. Green had sorted
out o sct of 1rons, which had been
fastened on the limbs of the Maltese,
and he was a safo primner. What Locke
intended to de with him the juniors
did not know. JFor the present, he
pailed with the Silver Star, as she glided
pwiftly on the long stretch of the
Mediterrancan from Malta to Port Said.

Sometimeas the juniors saw  the
Maltese, when he was allowed to coms
on deck for czercise, always with the
trons on. His dusky face wore o per-
petual black scowl, and when his eyes
turned on Ferrers Locke they glinted
with rage and revenge. Hg zeldom or
never spoke, unless to utter some eurse
in his own language, and day by day his
scowling grew blacker. The schoolboys
felt some little curiosity regarding him.
It waa difficult for them to understand
a man who was ready to take a human
life, the lifc of a stranger, for a bribe.
Shame or remorse did not seem to affcct
Giluseppe in ani,r way; his feelings evi-
Jently were only of bitter hatred and

vevenpe towards the man who kept hun
a prisoner in irpns, and who was feking
himy away farther and farther from s
native island. He hardly glanced at
Wun Lung, when the Chinese junior was
in his sight. It wasz plain that he felt
only indifference towards the Chinee,

whose life he had sought, His savage
Eat.:&cd was concentrated on Ferrers
ocke.

“If that merchant ever geols loose, he
will go after Mr. Locke like a giddy
wild-catI"" Bob Cherry remavked to his
chums.

“Locks like it,”' agrecd Wharten.
“But he won't get loose. I wish he was
somewhere else than on board the Silver
star, though.™

““The brute gives me the creeps, when
he looks at Alr. Locke,” said Nugent.
“I supposo he can’t very well be
dropped overboard ; but—'

“ Best thing to do with him,” grunted
Johony DBull,

“1 szay, you fellows, don't you be
afraid,” said Billy Bunter eoncourag-
iogly, “I'm with you, you know.”

" Fathead !"

“T'he brute ought not to get off un-
punished,”  said  Johnny  Boll. *I
suppose 15 would have taken too long
to deal with him at Malta, and the
farther we get away fram Tang Lao the
better. Dut be owght to bo punished
somehow,™

“IIp will not escape punishment,”
gaid the quict voiee of Ferrevs Locke.

“We're not taking him as far aa
China 7 asked Dob,

The detective smiled. ]

“No. I ghall marcon himm on the

Tue Maiexer Lisragy.—No. 1,179,

coast of Aratis, and ke will take ms
chance there. It 15 not so severe a
punishment as he deserves, but it will
nat, a light one™

“He's not enjoying the trip, ot any
rale,” said Bob.

“ He knows what is in store for him,"
answered Locke, “I am sorry to have
to kecp him on the yacht, but we
shall see the last of him within o fow

days.” :
But the Greyiriars party were
destined to see the last of Giuseppe

Sasso before that.

The next morning, when they came
on deck, they Iﬂund%ﬁ'ﬂrmm Locko scan-
ning the horizon through his binoculars.
They watted till he lowered the glasses,
and then Bob asked eagerly:

“ Land "

“¥es,"” said Loeke. “Wo shall sea
the coast of Egypt this morning. We
stop at Port Said,”

“Any chance of @ run ashore (™

“1 am afraid that Wun Lung must
remain on the vacht,” said Looke. * But
there is Do reason wi'ly tha others should
not have a few hours ashore. You must
run no risks, Wun Lung.

“ Allee light,”’ said W
fully.

“You can trust him to me, Mr.
Locke,”” suggested Bunter. “I'll take
care of him ashore.”

Mr. Locke made no reply; ho did not
seam to hear. He moved away from the
rail and stood looking mcross the sunny
blue water from the rail.

Bunter blinked after him, and blinked
at the juniora.

*1s Locke getting deaf " he asked.

“Fathead I

“Ohb, really, Cherry—-"

““Halla, h&fla, hsello! There's that
Maltese merchant,” sand Bob, “1I sup-
pose Locke will tuck him out of sig
while we're in harbour at Port Said.
J_aweﬁ see anybody logk so much like a
tiger 7"

The juniors glanced at the Maltese.
His wrists were ironed, bot his legs wera
frea, to allow him to walk on the deck.
He was in charge of Hawson, who
held him by the arm.

Heo did not look at the schoolboys.
His black eyes rolled as they turned on
Ferrers Locke, standing by the rail.
The ferocity in them made the juniors
shiver. Had the bravo heen free, with
a knife in his hand, Lodke's life would
not have been worth much, even had
instont death been certain to follow his
revengae.

“My hat! I shall be glad when that
brute 13 off the ship!"” muitered Frank

“Fathead !”

“Yes, rather!”

The ironed man maoved to and fro
in the space allotted him for exercise,
tha steward keeping close by his side.
Every moment his eyes turned on the
tall figure standing by the rail, and

burned. ;

“ Halle, halle, hallo! I belicve I can
sen Africal” said Bob. :

He pointed to 2 dim blur that Joomed
over t}m blua waters to the souih.

“I say, you [lellowse -
blinked round rather anxiously.
say, it's settled that we'ro poing ashore
at Port Said. So far as danger is con-
cerncd, that will be all right, I shall
he with youn. But what about money ?”

“Did you leave all your vast wealth
at heme at Bunter Court?' asked
Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Well, you see, coming away in
rather a hurry, I forgot my knotes,™
cxplained Bunter. *“To tell you the
truth, I left my nioney at home.”

“Well, a fellow can't be expected to
remember a Little thing like that,”™ saad

i
un Lung cheer-

Bunter

Bob
“Don't ke : funny asy,”’ said Bunter.

THE MAGNET

*Tha question is, who's going to lend me
& few pounda?"

“ Eche answers, wholt

“If you [ellows are going to be
mean—"

“Wo are—wo is! Frightiully mean!”

“The meanfulness ia going to be
terrifio,™

“1 say, Wharton—  Look here,
can't you give a fellew some ﬂ.ttentinn’}
Whartont Newer mind that dogo,
said Bunter irritably. ' Look here—"'

“Bhut up, for goodness’' sake,”” said
Harry.

His eyes were on the Maltese.

“(Oh, really, Wharton—'""

"“That blighter's safe enovgh, Harry,”'

sald DBob. “He's got irons on his
;rri:&:s, ﬂnd Rawson's got him 1n
and—

“I know. But—" Wharton broke
off uneaml{‘.}

“1 say, Wharton——"

“Oh, crumbs! Look out!"™ shrieked
Wharton.

With a2 suddenness that was swifter
than the spring of a tiger, the Maltese
was bounding across the deck.

Before that startled cry had fairly left
Wharton’s lips, he had reached the spot
where Ferrers Locke stood at the rail.

The detective spun round.

But even Ferrers Locke was taken
by surprise. The manacled hands were
lifted a2 the Maltese sprang at him, and
his arms were round the detective's
neck. His whole weight was Hung on
Locke, and befors a hand could be
raised they had plunged together over
the rail,

Splasgh !

* Good heavens ™

“"Man overboard ™

“"Mr., Locke—"

There was a roar of startled woices.
Harry Wherton, without stopping to
think, leaped on the rail, threw his
hands together, and dived into the zea.
And the yacht, as she swept on, leit
him swimming desperately towards the
Baker Btreet detective, strugfgimg
wildly in the tenacious hold of the
desperado who was throwing away his
life for his revenge.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

For Life or Death |

ERRERS LOCKEE had often been
F near to death. But never hod
he been nesrer than now, as he
sank ~deep in the blue waters,
with the vice-like grip of the Maltese
fastened on him. Down he went, deep
down, fthe waters closing above his
head, shutting out light and life. He
struggled fiercely, but the arms of the
desperado were locked about his neck,
dragging him down. He struck, and
struck again and again, but the water
impeded the force of his blows.
Manacled as he was, the Maltese could
have had no hope of reaching the dis.
tant low shoro of Africa. He was
throwing his life away to tako that of
hizs enemy; and as Ferrers Locke
fought to reach the surface, the brave
!_inughh to drag him down and keep him
oW,

How long he was under water Locke
never knew, but he knew that his
brain was reeling, his lungs bursting,
when he fought his way up to the sur-
face, the Maltese hzr.nile:::g on him. His
head came out, and g;}l}gd in cne
breath of air that gave relief to his
bursting Jungs, and then he was under
again, Sinewy arms were locked round
his neck, and with all his efforts he
conld not throw them off. He tore at
them, dragged at them, wrenched at
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them frantically, but the death-hug did
not stacken,

They came up once more, and the
dark face, close to Locke’s, grinned at
him like a hyena's, the black eyes
blazed into his, the white teeth Hashed
as the lips wers drawn back in & sparl,
Locke struck st the savage face, but
ha was dmgdga& under again. For an
instant his despairing eyes had swept
the sea, and he saw the yachb sweesp-
ing round towards him, her rail packed
with staring faces, but she seemed far
off—terribly far! And the water
throttled him again,

He was going down—down—in the
ﬁrﬂ.&p of death, and this time he knew

& would not rise, He knew it, he
knew that rescuo would come too late,
that the boat that had already dropped
from the yacht would never help hs
but he fought on with every ounce o
hiz remaining strength.

Something touched him in the water
—he felt a prasp! Something was
dragging him up, as the Maltese strove
to drag him down—and that unexpected

There were fSerce yells from ihe blaeks and browns as theyclosed in on Harry Wharion & Co.
Billy Bunter collapsed, while thae Famous Five hit out right and left al the enemy !

help, added to his own desperate
efforts, brought him to the surface
aguin.

Again he gulped ‘ip air, his senses
resling.

It seemed lika & dream to him to see
the face of Harry Wharton in the water
closo by him. It was Wharton who was
grasping him-—Wharton who was drag-
ging himm up from death.

Wharton did not speak.

His face was white, set, tonse; hie
teeth shut hard.

Had the hands of the Maltese heen
free, probably mneither would have
escaped, neither the detective nor the
schoolboy who had leaped to his rescus.
But Giuseppe could only hold on to
Tocke, though he snarled at Wharton
and snapped at him with his teeth.

Wharton drove his fist into the savage
face, hitting with all his strength, and
drove it under water. He grasped the
manacled dusky wrists, and drageged at
them, and between his efforts, and
Locke's desperate struggles, the arms
of ths bravo wers torn from the
detective's neck,

Onee he waa fres of that tenacious
grip the detective could swim. His
ead rose from the water, and he
panted and panted for breath.

A dusky face was seen for & moment
in the foam, and then it vanished—for

ever. Giuseppe Basso was not seen
egain. He had gone to the doom to
which he had sought to drapg his coemy,
but he had gone nlone. ,

There was a dash of oars in the blua
water. Like an arrow the boat came
speeding up.

Mr. Green reached over and prasped
the detective by the collar, A moment
more and he was in the boat, another
moment and Harry Wharton WS beside
him, sinking down exhausted in a pool
of water.

“By pum, sirl” gasped the mate.
“You've bad & close shave—by the
Lord Havey——" :

“Look for the Maltese ! sawd Locke,

The mate prunted.

" MNot mu{:ﬁ pood looking for him—
he's gone! F¥o knew he was a goner
when he jumped overboard with his
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hands ifroned! And I reckon Davy
Jones is welcomo to him.”

“Pick him up, if possible!” said
Locke quietly.

“Ay, ay, sir! But he's pone,”

The boat circled round the spot, the
seamen  looking for & sign of the
Maltese. But there was nothing to be
seenn of him, and they pulled back to
the yacht.

Bob Cherry scrambled down the
accommaodation ladder to help Wharton
on board. He squeczed the arm of the
captain of the Remove,

|"'I
ill

i
#I].-lflr'?inrl
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i
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With a howl of tercor

“All gercne ™ ho gasped.

“Yes, all sorenc!” panted Wharton.
“Rather wet—that's afl.”

Bob chuckled.

Wharton was helped cn board, and
Ferrers Locke followed. The boat was
swung up to the davits, and the Silver
Sti_n; resuined her course towards Port

aid,

The Co. hurried Wharton down to his
state-room, where he towelled himself
dry and changed his clothes. o was
feeling tired, but otherwise none the
WOrse,

“Poel fit, old bean?” asked Jobnny
Bull. :

“Quite,” said Wharton, with a amile.

“1 =ay, vou fellows i

“3uzz off, Bunter!”

{Cantinued an prge 10)
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(Continued
from page 13.)

“1 say, there's nothing to make a
eong about, yon know. should have
Eune in for Locke myscif, anly Wharton

utted in. 1 was just going—"

“ Bow-wow "

Tho juniors wont along to tho saloon,
whera they [ound Ferrers Locke already
changed, and, save for & slight pale-
ness, looking his usual self. e gave
Wharton a very kind glance,

“Not feeling much the worse?” he
asked.

“MNot at all, sir!" answered Harry.

“You saved my hie, my boy,"” said
the detective quictly. “I was at the
end of my tether, and I should have
pone down with that desperatse villain
but for your help. If you had not
acted so promptly—-="

“1 say, sir, it would have been all
right—I should have been in for you
in another tick——"

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“Shan't! The fact 13——"

“Dry upl"

“The fact is, I was going to say——
vow-ow-ow ! What silly idiot 1s stamp-
ing on my foot! You beast, Bull—"

Ferrers Locke laughed.

1 shall not forget this, Wharten,” he
said,

“It was nothing, eir,” said Harry.

“It was a great deal to me,” said
Locke, smiling, and with a nod to the
juniors he went on deck,

Billy Bunter sniffed. .

“Lot of fuss to make about nothing [
he remarked. “I'va always thought
Ferrers Locke & bit of an ass! What
do vou feflowa think 7"

“You burbling banderanatch——"

“VWell, look here," said Bunter peev-
ishly, “we shall be at Port Smd scon.
Whe's going to lend me——"

“Shut up!” roared Johnny Bull.

“Who's going to lend me—"

“Y know what I'm going to lend
vou,” said Bob Chorry, in_ a concen-
trated veice, “I'm going to lend you a
bﬂﬂ'{r!”

And he didl

The loan did not seem to please
Bunter! He yelled, and the Famons
Five went on deck and left him yell-
ing.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Run Ashore !

¢t ORT SAID |7
P “Thoero's the jolly old port!™

“Tha sald port,” remarked
Bob Cherry gravely, “is Port
Savd, my pippins.™
“{h, my hat! Ta that a pun.'
“Yes, and a jolly good one.”

“The punlulness 318 terrific,
cesteomed Dob™

The long, low shore eame almost sod-
denly info sight, Harry 'Wharton & Co,
lanked ahout them with interest, as the
Silver Star glided inte the harbour at
Port Said. Wharton wae glad of some-
thing to distract hia thoughts from the

Tug Magwer Lisrarr.—No. 1,170,

my

memory of the evil face he had seen
sinking into the sea, The vacht shid
among the shipping into the DBassin
Ismail, and the engines ceased to throb,

Shore boats, with dark-skinned boat-
men, ghded round the yacht, and many
voices hailed the juniors as they looked
down, in many tongues. 'The harbour
was crowded with shipping, and in-
numerabie boats, and beyond the town
lay Dblazing in & burning sunshine,
Port Bawd, lying at the centrance of the
Suez Canal, 13 always a busy place.
Billy Bunter joined the Famous Five on
deck. Ho blinked eagerly at the sun-
scorched town,

“I say, wou fellows?! This place 1s
supposed to be one of the wickedest
places in the worldI" he remarked. *1
say, let’'s po ashore and se¢ the sights.”’

*Wo shan't have time to ses much of
the wickedness,” pgrinned Bob Cherry.
“But we'll give some of your rclations
a look 10, Bunter," .

“Eh? 1 haven't any relations here,”
said Bunter,

“¥ou jolly well have! 1 can see
somo of them from hers! There's a
chap who might be your twin.”

Bunter biinked in the direction Bob
polnted,

“Eh! That black fellow on a doa-
Ley?' he asked.

“MNo, the donkey the black fellow’s

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“You silly uss!” reared Bunter.

“Wa can get a donkey ride here”
said Harry. “The place ia full of
donkeys—=""

“It will be fuller when Bunter gets
ashore. Look here, Bunter, what about
staying here with your relations while
we go on to Ching?™

“I1f wou think
hooted Bunter,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there goes the
boat,""

The Famous Five and Bunter went
ashore with Ferrers Locke. Wun Lung
remsined contentediy on board. Locke
had business to sattend to, ond tho
juniors were left to their own devices
for a time, with injunctions not to
wander far, not to get into trouble,
snd to meet Looke again in two hours
time on ths spot whers he loft them.
All of which they faithfully promised to
do.

Bunter's relations, as Bob playiully
termed them, were numerous at Port
Said, as in all Egyptian towns. The
chums of Greyfriars were surrounded
by & crowd of donkey-boya, all clam-
ouring for custom. Many of them
spoké Enghish, of a wild and weird
variety; all of them wers noisy and
persistent, each proclaiming the par-
ticular morits of his own particular don-
koy, and his own :as;:ma--n:ia}1 knowledga of
all the more intercsting eights to be
geenn. A ride was exactly what the
scheolbors wanted, and they proceeded
to bargain ' with the donkey-boys.

“1 say, you fellows, lend me a hand,"
squeaked Bunter, after several vain
attempts to get on board a donkey who
scemed fo object. Perhaps that donkey
was not suck an Bs3, as i were, as to
carry Buntor's weight if he could help
1t.

“ood donkey, sair!" said the donkey-
boy, grinning, and showing a flashing
sot if teeth, “Him name Ramsay Mae-
donald, sair"

“h crumbs " ejaculated Bobh., “ And
what's tha name of my jolly old
mount ™

“ Him Queen Victoria, sair!

“0Oh erikay !

It appoared that all the donkeys had
names, soma of them very high-zounding

that's funpy—"
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ones, though sometimes far from ap-
propriate. Harcy Wharton was already
mounted on George Washington, while
Frank Nugent was nstride Napoleon
Bonaparte, and Johnny Ball sat cheerily
on the back of Admiral Nelson. Hurree
Singh was backing Lord Wellington.
All the Famous Five could ride, and thoy
managed thoic donkeys fairf}r easily,
but BlﬂyMEuntEr found trouble .with
Bamsay Macdonald. The donkey kept
on backing as Bunter tried to mount,
heedless of the donkev-boy's stick that
rattled on his bonea.
“1 say, you fellows—"

“0Oh, jump on!” exclaimed Bob
FI;E“‘J-N “You're keeping us waiting,
atte.?’

“The beast won't lot me get oml”
howled Bunter,

“Theso Bunters don't seem to be fond
of one another,” said Bob. "Tell him
you're his long-lost brother, fatty.”

“¥You silly chump ("

“Him Bfmd donkey, sair! Him
Ramsay Macdonald, sair. Him go like

the wind ™

“Help me on, vou black idiot!"
howled Bunter, *Gimme a bunk up,
see? Lift me on the beast!™
_ The donkey-boy gazed nt him. Lift-
ing Buntor would have required the
combined efforts of ecveral of the don-
kev-boys.

“0Oh, let's hoist the fat duffer on™
said Harry. and he dizmounted again,
Bob following his example, and they
want to Bunter’'s assistance.

Hafiz, the donkey-boy, held Ramsay
Macdonald firmly, while the two jrniors
grazsped Punter and bunked him up.

Bunter grobbed at the saddle and
Macdonald firmly, while the two juniors
shoved and strained under his weight.

“Ow! Mind what you're at!" gasped
Bunter.  “Dont pinch me, you silly
beasts. Don't bung me in the ribs, you
fatheads—don’t bang my nose on his
beastly neck, ror chumps—go easy—ow,

ow—-="

“Heave ahead!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“For goodness’ sake, clamber on, Bun-
ter, we can’t stand vour wieght long."

“Ow! Peast! Hold me! Now shoval
Ch dear.™

Bunter plunged on the donkey. A
hefty shove from behind landed him on
Ramsay Macdonald. But it was a oase,
a3 Bhakespeare would have put it, of
vaulting ambition over-leaping itself,
and falling on the other side. Bunter
plunged over and disappeared from
view on the other side of Ramsay
Maodonald. Thers was a bomp on
the sandy soil that almost shook Egspt
oz Bunter landaed.

“Yarooogh !"

“ Dh, my hat1™

“You silly asses!™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

The donkey-boys cackled in great gles,
as if there was something funny about
Bunter's disaster. Bunter rzould =ece
niothing funny in it. He scrambled up

velling.

"You dummies!?! You :illy chunips!
Yﬂu—""."

“Oh cruymbs! Have another go!™
gasped Bob, “Next time yvou'ra en,
hold om. Now then, all hands on
dack.”

Once more Bunter was holsted up.
This time he zot a fat leg over the
donkey und landed in the saddle. Ones
there he held on for his life.

“All right now?”’ gazpad Bob.

“Ow?! ¥es! 0 on ' minute!
I—T think he's R‘ﬂ:l%tt} move I

“Oh, mv hat! o vou want bhim
to keep still®

“PBoast! Hold me!"

The juniors held Bunter. But Ramsay
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Maocdonald did not move, He siood
quite still, his feet firmly planted, and
so far from moving, he seemed deter-
mined never to stir from the spot.

Bunter regained confidence.

“All right now?'" asked Wharton,

“Of course I'm all right! Think X
can't ride?! What =are you fellows
clutching ot mo for? Let go, for good-
ness’ asﬁm}”

“Why, you fat villatn—"

“"Let go, I tell youl! You're only
bothering mae 1" zaid Bunter. * Do you
think ¥ can’t ridef If vou saw the
hunTmea keep at Bunter Court—""

Ii’d|l Sﬁ- I3

Harry Wharton went back to George
Washington, and Eob to Queen Vie-
toria, DPunter was left to deal with
Ramsay Macdonald on his own,

There was & clatter of hoofs, as the
party started. But Ramsay Macdonald
did not start. Bunter urged him in vain.
Ho had been afraid, at first, that Ram-
say would move: now he wasz afraid
that he would never move. He yelled
to the donkey-boy.

“You scoty-faced chump, make him

Eﬁ ‘[JF

“Yes, sasir! He go like——"

“He won't gol” roared Bunter.
“Look here, if you think I'm going
to pay you to sit here like a stuffed
dummx vou're jolly well mistaken, you
black image, seel™

Whack, whack, whack! went the
stick on Ramesay Macdonald, But
Ramsay was probably used to the stick,
and he took no heed. He appeared to
have a rooted objection to carrying
Bunter's weight.

Tha Fomous Five reingd their
donkeys round.

“(et going, Bunter |*

“The beast won't go!” howled
Bunter.
“"Perhaps he cant!" sugpested

Johnny Bull. * What you really need
iz an olephant, Bunter [

“ Beast ¥ z

“Ho seems to be s=agging a bit”
remarked Nugent. ""If he crumples up
under Bunter——"

“Talk to him, Bunter | shouted Dob.

“Eh! How can I talk to him, you
fathead "
“Well, I suppose you know his

1an‘|;uaga.‘ as he's 4 near relation—"

“You zilly fathead! Make him go!”

Whaek, whack, whack, whack! the
stick rang on the donkey like a sories
of pistol-shots,. Two or three other
don e}'-hoia kindly lent their esid, and
they piled in as if they wero beating
a8 carpet.

That was too much even for the
obstinacy of Ramsay Macdonald, He
moved at last! He moved suddenly,
and Bunter very nearly flew over his
tail. He grabbed the donkey’s rough,
hairy neck just in time, and held on
for his life os Ramsay Macdonald broke
into' a wild gallop.

“Hurrah! We'ra off I

With = clatter and & jingle the party
rode after Bunter.. The wholo erowd
of donkey-boys welled with cackling
laughter, and the Famous Five could
not help laughing, too. Bunter was
tossing about on the back of the gallop-
ing donkey like a cockleshell on a rough
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gea. Only hiz frantic grosp on Rome
say's hairy neck saved him from roll-
ing off. At every stride of the donkey
Bunter let out a terrified howl,

“Ow! Help! Yarooogh!™

“"Ha, ha, ha ¥ :
8 "1 say, you fellows, I shall be Lilled
] e

“8tick to him, Bunter ™

“Yarooogh

“ Attaboy !  yelled Bohb
“Ride him, cowboy "

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Oh, crumbs! Oh,
Yarovoooocooop! Help !

“Ha, ha, ha 1"
_ The donkey-riders rode an.  Bunter
in the lead. It was DBilly DBunter’s
belief that he was & born leader, snd
that his proper place was 1in the vam
On this cecasion he would have been
content to bring up the rcar. He
found that he did not like being in the
van—indeed, he folt that ho was in the
cart! But there was no help for
Bunter; Hamsay Macdonald meant
business, and he careered away in greab
style, the donkey-boy rumning at his
heels, almost doubled up with merr:-
ment, and Bunter clinging to his back
and waking the echoes of Egypt with
& succession of terrifed howls.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
A Natlve Riot ]

UMP!
B “Whooooop 1"
Ramsay Macdonald, after =
wild carcer, halted saddenly.
Perhaps he was tired, or perhaps he

{Continued on next page.)
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was only arbful, At all events, that
sudden halt relieved liim of his burden.
Bunter shot over his head liko a stono
from -a catapuit.

Bunter smote Egypt with a resound-
ing bump. And tho yell that he uttered
was caleulated almost to awaken the
Phurachs. .

Hamsay Maedonald steed looking
down at him., The donkey-hoy gurgled
wilth mwerviment. DBunter sprawled and

roared.
“ O ! I'm killed? Yarooogh !
Help ! Reasts! Help !

“0Oh, my hat!”" gasped Bob Cherry,
reiping . “Jump on again, .Bunter.®

“My neck’s broken I

*Ha, ha, ha!®

“And both my legs— Yarocaogh!"

“Nothing the matter with your
lungs ' chuckled Dob.
“Whooop! Yooop! Help!™

The Famous Five dismounted. They
picked Bunter up, and on examination
it proved that ho was not broken,

“Up vou go!” said Tioh. “Held that
blessed donkey, somebody.”

“Leggo! I'm not getting on that
awild beast again!” roared Bunter, “I'm
not going to be killed to please you!
I belicve you want me to ba killed!
Xah!”

“But we've come out for & mde—"

“Ride and be blowed!- Go and cat

coke! What's that beast of a donkey-
boy laughing at? One of you feollows
kick himn.”

“My dear ghap, how can ha help
Iau%hmg when he sees you ride—"
“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Teast! Lemme alone!
getting on again.”

“look here, you ass—we've got to

I'm not

ride back—"
“Bhan't!” roared DBunler. “Loave
me here! Leave me to die of a broken

neck and fractured spinal column! It
would be just like you! Beasts!”
“We've got te pet back, you howling
ass—we've come over o mile——*
T’ walk! Go and eat
Y‘-!'I.h !J!
“You'll lose yourself, you potty owl!”
“A fat lot you :are{" said Bunter
bitterly. “I've sacrificed my summer
holidays to come with you and protect

coka!

vou, and & fat lot wou care what
happens to me! Yah!”

“lsa't he nice?" said Bob., "1 sup-

osa wo'voe got to walk back, if that
at dummy 1z afraid to ride the donkey
uagnin. We can’t leave the blithering
idiot here on his own.'

“0h, bother lhim!” said Nugent.
“We were having a jolly nice ride!
Look here, Bunter, get on the donkey
and hang on to his ears.”

* Beast [

“You I{Iat,
Johnny Bull.

£ Ynh_!n

“Tho cstoemed Bunter iz a terrifio
worry,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, “but we had hetter walk back
with the ludicrous fathead.”

There was no help for it, unless
Bunter was to be left on his own. Ho
was quite determined te have nothing
further to do with Ramsay Macdonnld.

So the donkey-boys were poid, and
they led away the donkeys, and the
juniors started to walk baek to the
quay, Dunter groaning and grousing as
hoe rolled along.

*“It's beastly hot!"” he snapped. “This
isn't a climate for walking in. Just
like you fellows to land a fellow with
a long walk in this filthy sun! Of all
the beasts—*"

“{h, dry up, for goodness’ sake!”

L2 E‘ah !]-i

An itinerant merchant stopped the
juniors, displaying round sweet eakes
thrended on a stick. Harry Wharton &
Co. were not  dispose to touch
comestibles that hed pessed through
dirty hands, and were sticky with fies,
but Bunter stopped and cved the enkes.

“1 say, you fellows, let's samplo these
cakes! I'm hungry!®

“{Oh, coma on "

"1 tell you I'm hungry !

“Are you ever anvihing elsel”
groaned Bob Cherry. For goodness'
sake buck up. I domn't like the look
of this place.”

ré TI.EI.I'I. !:.r .

Bunter negotiated with the merchant,
and a eake was unthreaded from the

frabjous owl!™ pgrowled

stick, and ho started on it. The
Famous Five were looking round them.
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The donkey-ride had landed them in
the Arab quarter, and they could not
help noticing that the streets were
crowded, and that some sort of exzcito-
inent was on.

Faces black and brown, and of every
shade Dbetween black and brown.
erowded round them, and they obscrved
glinting black eyes turned on them
with very unfriendly looka.

A burly brown man, half Arab and
half negro, lurched against Bob Cherry
in passing, and elmost knocked him
OVer.

“Here, look out where you're going I"
snapped DBob,

The man leered at him and moved
on, Thres or four natives called out
to ihe juniors, words they did not
understand, but evidently words. of
abuse., A stone flew from somewhers,
and narrowly mnissed Bob.

“My hat! The sooner we gel out

of this the better,” said Harcy. "It
looks as if somo trouble’s on.”

“Come on, Buntor.”

“No hurry,” said Bunter. “Thess

cakes are all right. I'm going to have
ancther,”

“Come on, you ass!™

“Shan't! I'm going to have anothsr
cake. Here, where's that niggﬂ-r gone?
Whero's that cake merchant?"”

Bob grasped the fat jumior by tha
AT, '

“Come on, you ass! There's soma
trouble brewing about here. There may
be a riot or something."

“Rats! If you're afraid, keep with
me,” said Bunter. “I'll protect you!
Where's the man with the cakeat"”

“ Blow the man with the cakes! Wil
you come on, you chump?”
“No, I won't—not ¢till I've had

another cake! You fellows ought to be
jolly well ashamed of yourselves—afraid
of a lot of nig%-nrs!" said Bunter eon-
temptuously. ‘I'm not afraid of
niggers. I— Yaroocoooh!”

Bunter broke off suddenly as a stone
whizzed through the air and caught him
under his fat chin,

He stared round in alarm through his
big speetacles. There were two or thres
dozen black wnd brown men round the
juniors now, yelling opprobrious words,
and the stone-throwing was beginning 1
earnest,

“Oh crumbs!™ gasped Bunfer, ino
alarm, *“*I-I say, you fellows, they're
going to mob us! Help!"”

“” ou fat idiot, shut up, and come
an!

Bunter started at a run. INow that
he was aware that thers was danger,
he forgot that he was not afraid of a lot
of niggers. He ran, and the juniors
trotted. Shouts of mockery and derision
followed them, and whizzing stones.
Johony Bull gave a vell as a fint canght
him on the back n::} the head, and ho
tyrned round with clenched fist and
blazing eyes. Wharton grabbed his arm
and hurrred him on.

“Put it on!"" ho panted, “Leot's pot
out of thist"
i o | I T=3

“Fathoad! You can't scrap with half
of Port Said] Put it onl”

The crowd had closed uwp behind tha
juriors and followed. ¥ells and howlis
and whizzing stones fairly pained on
them. It went very much against the
grajn to run from the howling natives,

ut there was no help for 1t Tha
erowd was  bhundreds strong now,
thickening every moment with now-
comers, who poured out of darx and
noisomos alleys, There was & ecrack of
breaking windows from somewhers iu
the distance,

It was a riot!

well—-="
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The juniors bad read in the news-
papers, before leaving Epgland, of
trouble in Egypt, rioting in Alexandria,
in Cairo, angc’? n Port Said. Now they
were unexpectedly landed in it

Nothing conld have looked more
peaccful and quiet than the aspect of the
town, when they had landed from the

acht. DBut that peaceful aspect had

en very ‘deceptive. With its usual
suddenness, a riot broken out, and
the native gu.nrter was turning out to

violence and plunder.
II“'I'E"m

“ My hat!" said Bob Cherry.
for it, you men, if we don't get out of
this quick ™

“I say, you fellows— _

“Bave your breath for running, fat.
head |

“I eay, ecall a cab
or something !” wailed
Bunter.

“Put it on, asal”

There was not o
vehitle to be seen on
the streets.

The shops were
already closed, most of
them. One Ei'mp they

assed, apparently
Eﬂpt by a white man,
was being looted, all
sorts of things heing
tossed into the street,
amid yells and wild
uproar. Home of the
pursuing mob stopped,
te join in the looting;
but dozens of yelling
blacks and  browns
followed the English
schoolbeys, yelling,
hooting, and hurling
stones, %

A half-naked native leaped in the “:R
of the running juniors, whirling a st
over his head. The blow, if it had
descended, would have fractured & skull
Bob Gherzgr ran in under the stick, end
drove his fist under the black clun with
all his strength. The black man went
spinning backwards, and crashed on the
ground.

There was & ferce yell from the mab,
and they closed in on the juniors. With
a howl of terror, Billy Bunter collapsed.
Round him the Famous Five stood, with
clenched fists fnmng the enemy. The
mob were all round them now, before
and behind, and their retrcat to the

uay waa cut off, Sticks and stones and
the gleam of sharp ateel cireled the
chums of Greyiriars,

“Stand fo it, you men!” panted
Wharton, as he drove his clenched fst
into a gibbering black face.

“Back up, Greyiriars!” roared Bob
Cherry.

There was a rush, and the juniors,
itnndm? shoulder to shoulder, faced it
raniully, hlttm% oubt their hardest,
Wild, menacing faces thronged round
them; fierco black eyes glinted; stones
and sticks and knives threatened them
oa all sides. The juniors knew that
they were fighting for their lives now—
that if they failed they would be
stricken down, beaten and stabbed,
grushed out of recognition under savage,
trampling foeot. With desperate courage
they faced the swarming mob, and
struck and struck again: but as the mob
closed in on them, with savagoe howlings,
they knew that they had no chanee.

Suddenly, above the howling of the
mob, came the sharp erack of i revolver,
followed by cvacrk on erack. A ruffian,
who was aiming a knifo at Wharton,
fell at the junioy's feot, sercaming:
another fell across him—another reeled
back, howling; and the meb surged and
veceded as o toll bGrure reached tho

¥

o™
r

-The fly seitled at last, and Bob Cherry let drive with

Smack |

the folded nmewspaper.

** Yarocok | ** roared Bunter, as Bob caught him fair and square on

the nose.

circled juniors. The cool face and glint.

ing eyes l_:-f Figrrera Locke, the smoking

revolver in his hand, drove back the

howling mob. Ha reached the juniors

and dragged Bunter to his {ect,
“Come 1”

And, with the detective’'s 1evolver
holding back the howling, {hveatening
mob, they ran for the quay, under o
shower of stones.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Litlls Liveliness at Port Said !

T was like o nightmare or some
E ghastly  =ceme  from  Dante’s
“Toferno,® to  the Greyiriars
juniorg, as they raced alonp, Tort
=aid, which an hour ago nad been shim-
mering in guiet under the blazing sum,

scemed to have goune suddenly mad.
Donkeys  and  donkey riders hal
vanished. ‘The merchants with -ticks

of sweetineats had gone., Shopa were
shut; doors locked amd bolted; ot a
vehiele, not a car, was in the stroets,
save one big car that had been cover-
turned by the roob and zet ou fire, mnl
was now blazing almeost shy-logh n
sheets of flaming petrol.

Alon, white and black and Brown,
weora running and senreving for =nelter.
The =mazshing of windows rang from
all quarters. In places, the aie was
thick with whistling stones,

From somewhere eama tha

stendy

crackle of rolling fire—the sound of
soldiers ﬁrminn the maob. The juniors
almost stumbled over a dark-faced
figure, in white burnous, siretched in
their way. It did not stir. It was a
dead Arab, with a bullet-hole in  his
forehead. They shuddered and ran on.

Stonea end whirling sticks assailed
them.  Twice came an ugly rush of
rioters. The Arst receded before tha
threatening revolver of Locke, but ilio
sccond he had to stop by shooting. and
two yelling rioters rolled over like
rabbits under his fire. The rest vollod
and broke away, and the Grevirinvs
party rushed on breathlessly, the b
closing  bebind  them,  bowling  like
hyenas and flinging stonres,

Frank Nugent zave o sudden ery amd
roecled ferward, falling o his koeeas, A
stone had eut his Lead and balfstoaned
him.

Wharton was at his sido 1 a second.
e grasped his chum’s arm and Jified
hina.

“Franky 1" he panted.

Nugoent staggered, but he pulled bhim.
gelf towether with an coffert.

CANL right!? he gaspod. “I--1 can
keop onl™

1o bload was ronning Jdoan Lis fooa
from tho cut: buat be ran oot iy,
Wharton keeping hold of s s ond
Lelpiug bim.

They came swldenly on o ~hreele—g
Frenchman delendine o=l wity g

Tue Magxer Laseepy.—XNo. 1,100
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walking-stick, againsf three or four
rufbans frpm the Arab quarter, gathered
round him like tigers.

YA mwoi!” shouted the Frenchman at
tne sight of white faces. * Messieurs,

a mori"

“Pilo in!" gasped Beb Chorry.

They rushed to the stranger’s assist-
anrece.  Locke struck down one of the
ruffians with the barre] of his revolver:
the rush of the juniors drove the others
off. The Frenchman, with the polite-
ness of his race, raised his hat and
gasped, “ Mercl, messieurs ! before he
started running, and vanished round a
corner. -The juniors ran on towards the
quaya.

“ [— say, you fellows—"

“HKeep on, Bunter!™

“I—T ean't! I—I can't run any mere.
I—-T—oh! Oh dear! Hslp I say, vou
fellows, don't leave me!™

Johnny Bull grasped ane fat arm, Bob
Clierry the other. Bunter was rushed
on between them.

A long line of Egyptian police
appeared.  With yells and hoots and
gurses, hurling meessant stones, the mab
fell baok hefors them. Ferrers Locke
and the juniors ferried on, blinded with
dust and burnimg sunshine. streaming
with perapiration, dazed and dizzy from
the wild excitement and deofening
uproar. They gasped with relief when
they found themselves, at last, in the
boat, dancing out on the shimmering
watoers of the Bassin Ismail.

Bunter sank down in the bottom of
the boat, squealing. Nugent sat with
h}ﬁ handkerchief to the cut on his head,
his face white as chalk.

112]3111:- shook a fist back at the roaring
city.

“By gum, I'd liks to punch = fow of
their blackguardly heads 1" he growled

“Thank goodness we've got clear?”
gaspod Nugent.

“The thavkfulness is terrific.”

The juniors locked back from the boat.
In two or three places fires weve blazing,
cither from buildings or burning nmtor-
cars, They could st1ll hear the smashin
of windows, and the roar of the mo
came o théir ears like the howling of
wild beasts drom a jungle. Above all
ﬂti’gﬁr sounds rang the staccato rifle-five,

H'-.‘-:imt a dar ™ gasped Johnny -Bull.

What's it all sbout, Mr. Tocke?"”
g:ked Iich.

ﬁ‘errg-ra Locke's brows were knitted.

It is a riot!” he snswered. “The
rioting was supposed to bo over here, or
T shonld not have allowed vou ashore.
Thank goodness T found you so quickly
when 1 camz to look for vou. It is
merely a sriot—and it is abiout nothing
1a partienlar—>*

i " But 1:}11:]? &:;In'.', enjoy a beano like
ns every darv, do they '™ ashed Bob,
hrn.::ke sratled. ] o0
“Mo, It started in a political demon:

stration, and all the thicves and cut-
throats in the Arab quarter seized the
opportunity to turn out for violence and
plunder. We were lucky to get clear—
any white man falling into the hands of
that mob will be massacred. The police
and soldiers will drive them back to
thgir dens before long.”

nn'ﬂ?*ﬂmﬂ giddy political dizpute going
Locke nodded.

“But what about®

“Iolitical dispuies in all countries
generally  have the  same  canse®
answered Locke dryly. “The burning
guestion, who shall have the handling
and spending of the taxes. It is called
by various fancy names, but it geper-
nﬂfv hails down to that.”

‘Well, we're well out of it,”™ said

Bab. :
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"1 say, Eellows——-
"H&lloﬂ mln, hallo! Dying =gain,
Bunter?

£ 1 B’E&Et !!I

“Bunter's left without saying good-
bye to his relstions,” cemarked Bob.

“Hﬂ-, hﬂ., hﬂrI"

“¥ou silly ass!"” hooted Bunter.
say, vou fellows, are we safe?”

“Bafe n3 houses, fathead.”

“Bure they can’t chuck stones as far
as this?” ]

*Yes, a3, we shall be on the yacht in
another minute”

Dunter sat up.

“(Oh, all right!” he said. ™I say,
vou fellows, it's rather ducky that none
of those stones i e, INd you get »
krnock, Nugent®* Baster noticed for
the first time that Nugent was hurt.

“Ow! Yes!”

“Well, don't malke & fuss abont #2*
advised Bunter. *“Lucky the stane hit
rou and not me, wasn't #T™

“¥ou blithering 1dist 1™

“Oh, really, Nugent! I say, you
fellows, keep n stif wupper lip,™ said
Bunter, *“Nothing €0 be afraid of
Don't be Iaaky.™

“Kill  hwn, somebody™
Jﬂhg?f" Bu'llll' Bull! 1 Foll

“0h, really, Bu say, you OWH,
I wish you hadn't dragged me away like
trat,” said Bunter, *“I'd much rather

bl |

growled

Srer—

I STEP IN

i and
J; WIN ?LI_WA LLET
I

1ke
D. Magrath, of 1, Bridge Street,
Ball o. Antrim, [ m;l,
. whoe sent in the following dever
' GREYFRIARS LIMERICK :

= Said Bunter to Toddy one day :
! H i%aarthat I'm fading away.”"
, Baid Peter: Y That's rot!

i ¥You'ra not fading a jot.

! You'll still wealgh a ton 'n._l:rhan

I you're grey ! "

You supply the limerick and
I'll supply the wallet

have stopped ashore and scen the fun.
I'm not afraid of a lot of nigge.rs."

Ferrers Locke gave the fat junior 2
glance, .

“1f you would like to gpo ashore,
Bunter—"’

“Eh? .Oh! No! No fear! T eay,
don’t yvou get turning bhack ™ howled
Bunter, in nlarm,

“Ha. ha, -ha!"

The boat bumped on the Silver Star,
and Billy DBunter was tha first to
scramble on board.  Harry Wharton
went below with Nugent to bind up the
cut on his head, Most of the juniors
had bumps and bruises to remind them
of their run ashore at Port Said, And
keen as they were to see the sights of
foreign lands, they weore nat keen on
another run ashore in the land of the
Pharachs,

Neither were they sorry when, the
next day, the Silver Star steamed out
of the Dassin Ismail end entered the
canal. Dilly DBunter blinked back &t
Port Bald as it disappeared in the
burning sunlight. There was & regrot-
ful expression on his fat faco.

It was a jolly good cake!” he said.

“VWhat

“And 1 only had one!™ said Bunter.

i!‘}h !"‘l

“Weo might have brought a few dozen
on board,” said Bunter peevishly, *I
tell you, it was a jolly good cake!
Sticky, if you like, but jolly good. I

THE MAGNET

with you fellows hadu't been ao jolly
funky——"
“You fat dummy "
“That's all very well, calling a follow
names. Bub gettiu? into ﬂ.%ﬂ.ﬂk and
o

bolting from a lot h 1
$o g fr a lo unwashed niggers

:: You frabjous chump 1"
I'd have protected you, if you hadn't
got into a2 panie—"
'"%Lilben{fhfﬂ owl I
ell, a ¢an say is—yarooooh !
Leggo, fau beasts! Oh E;-Eke: i
Bump !
Billy Bunter sat down on the hard,
unsympathetic deck. And the Bues
Canal echoed to the sound of his roaring.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Only a Mirage!

LAT and droary, burning with
beat, tho desert strefched on
gither side of tho great canmal,
Unee or twice the juniors sighted

# caravan of camels and camel-riders
wending its way through the desert. It
was hot in the canal, very hot, and
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh basked in
the heat and smiled with dusky con-
tentment. But the other fellows found
1t too warm for comfort, especially Bun-
ter. Bunter streamed with perspiration,
grunted and grumbled and groused, and
E.g:ed on a perpetual warfare with the

"There were flies innumerable, and
they seemed to like Bunter. They
settled on him incessantly, and he
smacked and smacked and smacked, and
like Samson of old, slew his thousands
and tens of thousands, but the aurvivors,
who were countless, continued to give
himm their best sttention. Wun Lung
fanned himself contentedly with a
Chinese fan, and he only chiuckled when
Bunter suggested that he should fan
him, Bunter, instead. It was one moroe
example of the selfishness to which Bun-
ter was.sadly aceustomed.

“I say, you fellows, I can’t stand thia
putrid heat!" groaned Bunter. EBY,
when shall we get out of this bmtﬁ
ovenl'"

“My dear man, it's going to pet hot-
ter and hotter,” said Bob Cherry.
“This isn't & patch on the Red Sea.”

_ “"The hotfulness will be truly terrifio
in the esteemed Bed See, my ridiculous
Bunter,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Look here, them, can’t we go some
other way " demanded Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at. Look here, I didn’t come on
thiz voyage to be baked alive!” growled
Bunter. “Why can’t wo go some other
way instead of the Hed Seca? Desides,
the Red Sea isn't safe—that's where
Pharaoh and the FEgyptianz were
drowned ¥

“There izn't any other way, fathead ™
¢aid Wharton. " If you paid any atten-
tion to Quelch when hoe was trying to
teach you geography—-="

% Blow Quelch, and blow geography,”
said Dunter crossly. “Blesged if T
wouldn't rather be in the Form-room at
Greyiriars, with Quelch thrown in, than
in this blinking oven. Isn't there any
other way out of this rotten canalf”

“MNo, ass! If you turn to the left,
vou butt into Asia; if you turn to the
right,, you knocli your nose on Africa.
The Isthmus of Suez,” said BReob, adopt-
ing the manuer of Mr. Quelch in the
Remove Torm-room at Greyiriars, ™is
the spot where the two mighty con-
tinents of Asia and Africe meet. We
must thank the genius of Monsieur de
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Leszepy for the existence of the wonder-

tul canal, which in our time provides a
axfe and convenient passage from the
Mediterrancan to the Red Sea. Fre-
viously the voyrage to India necessitated
& long journey round the continent of
Africa, with the dangers and perils of
rounding the Cape of Good Hope. DPut
iz our time, my beloved ’earors——"
*Oh, shut up !I’* howled Bunter. * Look
Juh;.r can't we take that other
canaif 3

“Which other 7" gasped Bob. :

“That onel” snorted Bunter, pomt-
ing to the Asiatic shore. “Blind? Can't
you see it, and a steamer going along
it, fatheadp=

“Great Scottl* o

The juniors stared in the direction of
Bunter's poiotiog fat finger. On the
Asiatic shore of the camal, they expected
to see nothing but the dreary, sandy
desert, with the dim and duaty hills in
the distance. o

To their amazement, & long shinip
canal stretched before their view, wit
a trim, handsome steam yacht gliding
nlnn‘% under a burning sky.

“What the thump—"
Wharten.

“PBleszed if I knew there wnz an-
other canal here!” exclaoimed Bob
Cherry. *“*I've pever heardg of it1"

“Lots of things yon've never heard

ejaculated

of,” sneared Bunter. *I knew all about
it, I enn tell you. 1 knew it before we
started,”

“That steamer’'s a twin of the Silver
Star,” said Bob, staring 4t the steam
1t in the distance, “a regular fwin !
“What the dickens——"
“Well, loock here, I dare 2ay that
new canal i3 & short cut,” said Bunter.
*1 think we cught to go that way. I'm
going to esk Mr. Locke., 1dara say he's
never heard of it before™

Ferrers Locke was standing by the

rail, garing in the direction of that
wonderful new canal Bunter rolled
over to him.

“1 say, Mr. Locke! Can’t wa go
that way?” he asked

Locke planced at ham.

“Which way, Bunteri” he asked.

The Owl of the Remove

“That w at new canal!
likely it'g a short cut.”

The detective laughed. _

“We should find some little difficulty
in steaming that way, Bunter,” he
answered. ‘‘The Silver Star was not
designed for travelling overland.”

“Overland?” hooted Bunter. “But
it's & canal. Can't you seo that ship
on it1¥

“Quite!” assented TLocke. “That
ship, Bunter, is the Silver Star”

"ﬁh?"’

Very

“Iy i1a & miragel” said Ferrers
Locke, .

“ Aeep—a mirzge 1"

“Exactly 1™ . _

Bunter blinked at him, and blinked

=t the visionary camnal pictured on the
dreary sand and serub of the plain of
Pealusium.

“M-m-mean to siy, that’s not & real
canal?” he gasped. . .

“ Mothing of the kind! It 13 &
mirage—a vision of the desert. In a
few minutes 1t will vanish.”

H'Ru I"

“What 1™ ) .

“I—I mean, I believe it's a real
eanall"” gasped Bunter. He rolled back
to the group of jumiors. *“I1 say, you
{ellows, if's a canal all right. Yocke
doesn™t know what he's talking about.
1 knew all about that canal befores we
gtarted. I think I'd better teach you
follows a. few geography lessons—and
Locke, too | .

“Shut up, fathead! It's a mirage,
of course,” said Bob. “'That ehip we

can see is the Silver Star; and thab
caral i3 the canal we're passing
through now—"

“*Rubbish I"* said Bunter.

“Why, I can make out the fellows
on her deck mow!"™ exclarmed Bob,
“Une of them is' a fab porpoize In
gug%l_es-——”

P 3, hﬂ, h“ I:l.l

“If there's amnother canzl, and an-
other Silver Star, thers isn't enother
Bunter,” chuckled Johnny Bull. *Bun-
te’s the one and Y. it's &

mirage. "

o 1# zaid Bunter. “I'll bet you
ten to onme, in quids, that it's a real
canal.”

“Whose quidsi™

“ Beast 1M
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“Oh!” gasped Bupter,

The Owl of the Remove scemed
hardly able to believe either his eyes
or his spectacles. He blinked blankly
at the empty desert whers the strange
vizsion had been.

“I-—I say, you fellows—"

“Fathend !™

“J—F say, [—I knew it was a mirago
all the time, you know. Only pulling
wvour leg! He, he, he! I'll bet I made
vou believe I thought it was a real

canal. He, he, ha 1™ ]
“Why, you prevaricating — por-
poise——"

“0h, really, Cherry—"
“¥You flabhy fbber—"

L1 Yﬂ-h 1!!

“Kick him, somechody 1¥

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONBENTS.

No. 11,

Butter wouldn't melt in
Gerald Loder's mouth. . .
at least, his relations ap-
parently think so. Un-
fortunately, we know
him of old, and so does
our Greyfriars Rhyme-
ster, who chooses him as
bis subject for this week

'A arriting, my dear Aunt Priscilla,
A letier that's long overdue;
Beecause in my heart I have still a

Seft spot anrd warm eorncr for
10U,

My uncley are mean with their money,
And banknotes they seldom bestow;
But you, duntie dear, are o *koney "—
YOU'LL send me o fiver, I know!

It will not be wasted on pleasure,

Oy frittered gway on goeod limes)
've neither the liking nor leisure

For gambling, or shady pastimcs.
've never ablended the racss,

Or followed the form of the “gees
I patronize no drinking-places

Unless  they are cleerily marked

¢ ] TE&S‘"

Then how shall I use your donaition?
Pl wley o philanthropist’s part,
By giving a big eclebration
To half the Remove, for a start!
To Wharton and Cherry and Nugent
And Bunter, and both of the Toddy,
Pl act like a trump and a true gent,
And give them a feast of the gods!

You see, Auntie dear, I adore them,
I think they are sweet e chaps;
There's nothing I wouldn®t do for them,

I never chastise them with straps/
My aelhplant 15 still in the cupboard,
I now never need of, you know;
Phe last time @ naugliy boy blubbered
Beneatd it, was ages agol

As soen ax I've done enterfaining

The boya I admire and adore,
'l wze all the maney remaining

TPo brighten the lives of the poor,
' cycle at once into Conrtficld

And reund up the waifs in the sireel;
There's o ¢ircus and fair tn the sport-

feld,
Pl standd t!aem_ a jolly geod tréatf

Amd mow I must finish Lhis ramble,
The giost wifl be gone in @ tick;

And 1t will be rather o seramble—
I manaae €f, though, if I'm guick,
Now, please don’t forget rhat donntion,
I love making ather chaps merry;

I remain, in serene expectafion,
Your ever afféectionate GERRY.

The yacht glided on through tho
canal, the juniors curiously watching
the strange vision on fihe Asiatic shorc,
They knew now that it was 2 mirage;
& visignary reproduction of the canal
through which they were passing, and
of the ship on which they were stand-
ing.

Suddenly, with startling suddenness,
thie vision vanished, as the yacht glided
onward; and where it had been.
stretched the dreary desert of sand and
ecrub.

Billy Bunter jumped.

“Oh erikey! I—I say, you fellows,
where's it gone?” he g‘asp&i‘

“You fat azs, it was &2 mirage—and
it's vanished. Altheugh you knew all
about that new canal before we
started I chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, bal*

Billy Bunter lastily retreated. II—Ia
flopped into a decichair, fanned him-
self with a newspaper, perspired and

groancgd, It was hot—in fact, 1t was
friphtiully hot. And the Hies still loved
Bunter, They scomed to OGnd some

attraction in hiz fat, flabby, and per-
spiring coumntenance. He smacked, and
smazked again.

A particularly  persistent  inseet
landed oo hiz fat. little nose. Again
and agnin Bunter brushed it off ; agaimn
and agaimm  the persistent  visitor
returned.

“I say, you fellows 1" groaned Bunter.

“Oh, give us a rest, old fat bean!”

“Laok here, swat that fly for me"
zaid Bunter angrily. “I'm being stung
to death by flies, and you fellows don't
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cars a rap! After all I've done for
Fﬂ'l.l._‘"

“(Oh, give me the newspaper!” said
Bob resignedly,

*It's gone mow—no, there it comes
apain—ithe beast keeps on settling on
my nose ! groaned Bunter.

“I'l get him ™

Bob folded the newspaper, grasped it,

and watched f[or the obuoxious iy to
sittle. It seitled!

Bang|

“Yarooooh!™ reared Dunter.

The Ay disappeared inte sudden

annihilation, Bob had ecanght him
fair and square with the [olded news-
paper. As the fiy had Leen on Bunter's
nose, Boly had naturally caught the nosa
bair and squave, toa. That really was
unaveidable.

The yell that emanated from Billy
Danter awoke the cchoes of Asia and
Alvica.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! What's the
row now ¥

“"Wow! Ow Wow!®

“I've swatted the Ay—"

“Wow! My nposa! Ow!l You've
rmiazhed my nosel Wow!  Yarooh!
Bunre:;! Oh, my nosel Woew! My
nosze 1"

*0Oh, blow your nose!™

“Ila, ha, ha!*

* Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow [

Bunter clasped his fat mnose with both
fat hands, and spluttered.

“There's another fiy, settling on your
¢hin,” snid Bob, lifting his hand for a

inighly smite. “Iecp still! I'll get
im 1
“Beast! Keep off!™

Bunter gquirmed ont of the deck-
chair and fled. He did not want any
more Aies swatted.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

In the Shadow of Deafh!

ERRERS LOCKE stood with the
binoculars to his eyes, starving
into the burning blue. For
long minutes he had stood, and

the Groviriars {fellows watched him
curiously.  Something in thoe burning
sk h{ui drawn the attention of the
deteetive; something that caused his
faco to aet grimly,

“What's up ¥ murmured Bob Cherry.
“Homething 1" said Harry.

“I fan we'ra going  to have o
storm.” said Johnny Bull, *“My batl
I'd like to feel the wind blow !*

It l:ad been hot in the Suez Canal,
and liot in the Gulf of Sucz. But it was
hotter in the Red Bea.

Thiz particular afternoon was the
hottest  the Grepfriars fellows had
experienced.  The sea was like glass.

Tio sky was a burning blue bowl; the
sun a flaming ball of copper. Not a
clowg]l was to be scen on the blue expanse
averhead; only, far off to the south,
the sky was leaden instead of blue. The
juniors fclt instinetively that it was the
cahn belore the storm—that a sudden
n mi_ﬁc-r::c-. outbreak of the elements was
comming. It seemed as if all Natoee had
come to & breathless panse.

Through the aching heat the SBilver
Srar churned on, her long wake trailing
heliind, the only sign of movement on
{he =4l waters,  And the juniors leoked
towards the leaden hue that was spread-
ing up the sky on the south, and guessed
that the trouble would come frow that
direction.

Dut it was not to the sounth that
Ferrers Locke was looking,  With the
glasses plued to his eves, ﬁn was walch-
ing the northern horizon. The juniors
saw his lips set hard.
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QOaly Billy Bunter was taking no heed.
Bunter was stretched in a canvas chair
in a state of groaning collapse.

Locke lowered the glasses ut last, His
face was grim. He spoke to Mr., Green
in a low voice, and the mate stared at
the northern sky and gave @ low whistle,

The Bilver Btar was going full speed

ahcad. The yacht throbbed with the
?ﬂ'i?rt of the engines. On deck it was
ot

The jumiors hardll‘,' liked to think
what it was like in the engine-room.
The SBilver Star cleaved the water like
an arvow,

“Whaut the dickens is up#” muttercd
Nugent. " Locke seems jolly serious
about something.™

“ Goodness knows!”

The DBaker Strect detective did not
speak to the juniors. Whatever it was
he had scen on the northern horizon, he
did not tell them what it was. He
paced the deck with a grim, set face,
every now and then lifting the glasses
to wateh the sky apain.”

“LCan't be any of those Llighters after
us!” said Bob. *That sportsman at
Maltu—Tang Lac—couldn’t possibly got
after ns. We've left him right behind.”

“Can’t make 1t out,”” said Hatry.

The juniors watched the sky to the
north aaxiously, forgetting, for the
mowment, the storm that was brewing
in the other dirpetion.

“Hallo, halle, bhallo!
bird "

“It's something——"

“Ay hat! It's a plane!™

L1 ﬁh !1,

VWhat Locke had seen through the
glassos was now becoming visible to the
naked eye. A gleaming shape loomed
through the burning blue.

It came from the north—from the
Europp that the voyagers had left far
behind. And the Famous Five started,
and looked at one another. They knew
what was in Locke's mind.

"My hat!” breathed Bob. “If that's
the Chinese merchant after us in a
planp—™"

* Phew!'"

Ferrers Locke turned to the school-
boys.

“1o not jump fo conclusions, my
bovs,” he said. " There are many
planes ¢rossing this part of the world
in these davs. 1t is quite possible that
that aeroplane Las nothing to do with
3.

“We're not scared, sir,” said Duob
checrily.

“Lhe scarefulness is not  terriiie,
honoured sahib,”™ said Hurree Jamset
Bam Singh,

Bur the jurniors’ hearts were beating
fost. Tozsibly the plane was heading
for Aden, on business that had nothing
to do with the Greyiriars party or the
yacht. Dut they were aware of the sus-
picton thot was in the detective's mind
and tiwey shared it.

Tang Lao, the son of Tang Wang, had
been left hopelessly behind at Malta, so
far as ordinary means of travel were
concorned, It was likely, too, that he
had waited some da#s, at least, for news
of Giuseppe Basso and the felucca—news
that he would never receive, But sooncr
or later he could have learned, easily
cnough, that the Silver Star had passed
Port Baid and cntered the Suesz E‘Juml.
And if he planned to pursue her, there
was only one way—by air! And the con-
viction was bornie in on every mind thak
the plane gleaming down from the north
contained the zon of Tang Wang.

Thev watched it in silence. The vacht
wasg fast; but her speed, of course, was
nothing to that of a plane. If Tang Lao
wds i pursuit in the air, there was no
escaping that pursuit.

“Listen!" murmured Bob.

They could hear the drone of the

Is that =a
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plane’s engine now. It came through
the aching heat like the buzzing of
angry boes.

The plane was Bying low, and in full,
clear sight. The juniors wa it;,
fascinated. If the Chinaman was in it,
what was his intention !

Not merely to pursuo the vacht to
watch the voyagers. Not merely to get
ahead of them to prepare some ambush
in the Fastern seas. If that had been
the Chinaman's intention, he need not
have followed the length of the Red
Bea; he could have cut across the Asiatie
mainland and saved hundreds of miles
if he had only desired to get ahead of
the voyagers. All the juniors knew that
1f the plane held an enemy it meant an
attack—an attack from the air—it meant
felling bombs!

Their hearts throbbed.

Aﬁ;mnst such an attack the vacht was
totally helpless. The largest and
ilmuﬂes{; battleship would have becn as
ielpless as the Silver Star. A battleship
certainly would have had anti-aircraft
guns—about as dangerous as  pea-
shooters to a scarcely-sccn enemy dodg-
ing far up in the gky. The yacht,
mdeed, was safer than s big ship. She
was small, offered infinitely less surfuce
to falling bombz, and had & sporting
chance of dodging.

But tho chance was slim.

Diecper and louder came the drone
from the plane. Sharper and clearer its
ocutlines grew to the eye.

“They'ro after us!” said Bob.

There was no doubt of it. Twice tha
yacht had swerved from her course, and
each time the plane bad followed. The
vacht was seen, watched from the stills
distant plane—watched and pursued.
There was no shadow of doubt now that
the plane was an enemy,

Deeper boomed the deadly drone from
the sky.

“1 say, you fellows,™ came an irri-
tated squeakt from Bunter—*1 say,
what's that beastly row? Sounds like a
lot of bees™

The juniors did nob answer Bunter.
There was no need to Erifghl-.en him until

it eould ne longer be helped.
They watched the gleaming plane.
Zooooooom |

“1 say. vou fellows, is that a plane®”
grunted Bunter.

[1] Y{'!H-." : :

“It's o beastly row! No. getting away
from beastly planes anywhere,” said
Bunter peevishly., *“Blow 'em! Can’t
even let a fellow go to sleep.”

The yacht tors on. Round the Silver
Star gleamed the waters of the Red Sea,
at this point, between Yemen and
Eritrea, a hundred miles wide. Far in
the distance was a blur of smoke from
some steamer, the vessel itﬁelf_uul:._ of
sight. On the south, from the direction
of the Strait of Bub-el-Mandeb, the
leaden hiue was spreading higher in the
sky. A faint puff of wind came, break-
g the aching calm. PBut the juniors
did not heed or note if, their eyes were
fixed on the approaching plane.

Billy Bunter gave an irritable grunt,
and lifted himseli ont of the deckehair.
He blinked at the plane through his bhig

speetacles.  Then he blinked at the
CGreviriers follows, x
“YWhat are vou all looking like a sob

of botled owls for *" he acked. “ Haven't
vou over soon a plane before 7 ’

“Better go below, old bean,” said
Wharton gently.

“Eh? Why? It's hotter below."”

“ Hoave @ nap in vour berth, old chap,”
said Bob Cherry, and his voice, too, was

gentle.
“Shan't!” said Bunter. He blinked
guspiciously at the juniors. “What do

vou want to get rid of me for, pou
asts 7"
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The juniors did pot answer that. They
would bave been glad te spare Bunter
a3 long as possible, For every fellow
knew that, as the yacht tore on in the
blaze of the sun, they were passin
:.Elémugh the valley of the shadow o

L.

Bunter blinked at them, puzzled, and
then blinked at the aeroplane.  The
truth dawned in his mind, and his fat
face beoams like chalk and his podgy
knees knocked together,

“Oh!" he gasped.

“Q.uiet, old chap,”” said Harry.

“That—that--that plane is after us!"
gazped Punter.

“Looks like it.”

“Oht QOw! I—=I =ay, you fellows,
they—they—they'll sink us!™ stuttered
Bunter, through hia chattering teeth.
“We—wa can't do anything against a
planal Oh erikey 1™

“Heop o stiff upper lip, old man'!
We're not sunk yet!”

TOh! Ow!l I—I say, you fellows, I—

I wani to pet ashore!™ howled Bunter.
U | .E-EL}""-"-'-M

“8hut up, Bunter I

“The stiff-fulness of the esteemed
upper lip is the proper caper, my ridieu-
lows Bunter,” gaid Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. 'The nabeb’s own dusky face
was a8 calm ns an imapge of bronze.

*Yaroocooh |

Bunter made a rush for the com- g

anion. There was & bump ot the
ttom of the snloon stairs. A howl
d up from below,

‘Foor old Bunter!” said Bob.
The juniorz forgot Bunter the next
moment. The drone of the plane was
a roar in their ears now. They werse
keeping cool, thongh their hearts beat
fast. Ferrers Locke's face was ecalm;
almost expressionless; the mate’s hard-
set. All the crew wero on deck mow,
watching the plane—quietly, gprimly.
There was no sign of pamic on  the-
yacht; though all knew what was
coming.

Overhead, the nplane droned and
womed, It was flying so low that the
Juniors, staring vp with fascinated eyes,
could make out almost every detail of
'he [uselage. Ferrers Locke turned to
tha juniors.

“Please go below ! ho said.

arry Wharton Co. would have
prefemced to look the danger in the face.
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““ Help, you [ellows | ** yelled Bunier, dashing after Harry Wharion & Co. with ihe

saraged Chinese market-gardener hard on his heels.

Murder !

Tiut they obeyed the detective unques
hmnng'lg. Iy Wun Lung stopped,
and hightly touched Locke's arm.

~ “Games up, sir!” said the Chinese
jumor. His yellow face was perfectly
calm. “Allee up, sir!”

“Not yot 1" satd Locke,

“Me tinkee, sir!  Allee up!” Wun
Lung pointed to the plane. “Tang
Lao along that planece, sir! Ie wantee
killy this Chinee. No wanice killy
othee fellee. You savvy, sir? S'posce
killy this Chinee, no wantes Lkilly my
tends. ™

Locka pave him a curious look.

“Well 7" ho asked.

“Bootce 1 said Wun Lung. “Yonu
puttec this Chince along boatee—leavee
me ! Savee all my Riends; you sayvy?
Tang Lao wantee me—only me! Ha
gpettee me along boat! Savey 7Y

Locke smiled faintly, It wzs certain,
in the mind of Wun Lung, that the
yacht was doomed ; that destruction was
about to overwhelm the ship and all
bher company. They could not save him
—hut he could save them, for if he was
left. behind in the boat, the yacht would
have no further interest for Tang Lao.
The son of the mandarin would deal
with the boat and its  occupant,
premptly, ruthleasly ; but the yacht and
all the rest would escape. Wun Lung's

almond eyes were fixed carnestly on the

frce of the Baker Strect detective,
“"You are a brave lad, Wun TLung”

said Ferrors Locke. A brave and

gallant ladl} But we sink or swim

“Yoop! Whoop! Help!

Fire | *

together ! And we have many chances—
the game is not up yet, as you think!
The game iz very [ar from up! Go
below, my boy !
_Wun Lung went eilently aflter the
juniors. The yacht echoed to the 2eom
of the plane roaring abeve. Mingled
wilh the roar of the plane, came » deep
muttcring from the south—the mutter of
thunder. The sea, which had been
almost asz smooth az glazs, was suddenly
aritated. The squall—one of the sudden
squalls of the Fed Sea—wasz at hand,

Zoogooom |

“"Wao're for it1!" said Beb Cherry
quietly.
;'m:-:i{ the juniors, in silence, braced
themselves te face what was coming—
what they knew must come.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Direst Peril !

@ It was a rending, shattering
crash; shaking the air, tho sea,
the ship. To the deafencd ears

aof doom. )

The Bilver Star was not speeding
straight on her course now. Bhe was
cireling, like a pigeon secking to escape
the swoop of a hawk. All that eool-
neze, courage, and seamanship could do

RASH!
of the juniors, it seemed like the crack
pgragging  swiftly, winding and
Tne Magxer Lismany.~—No. 1,179



24

to save the yacht would be done; and
Ferrers Locke wes doing it.  And the
falling bomb had missed, and plunged
into the sca, - though the force of the
cxplosion made the wvessel reel.

‘I'he juniors caught their breath.

The roar of the explosion deafened
them, and rang and throbbed in their
enrs, Deep and menncing came the
wom of the ciccling plane.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.

Wharton eet his tceth, his eyes
blazing. He longed to be within reach
of the assassins of the air. It was mad-
dening to be cooped up, powerless,
i[nuble to strike a blow in defence of
e,

Locke had sent the juniors below to
escape  rifle-fire or machine-gunning.
But the weapons used by the enemy
were more deadly and scarching. Tang
Lao, worthy son of Tang Wanpg, was
leaving nothing to chunco. & Was
gecking to bomb the yacht; and if one
bomb strack, it was the end of all things
for the vessel and all her crew.

“That was a miss, anyhow | mut-
tered Johnny Bull

“The missfulness iz as good aas the
esteemed  milefulness ! murmured the
nebob of Bhanipur, ]

“I say, you fellows!"” came a faint
wail from Dunter. Dunter was in a
state of collapse on a setiee.

Brace up, old bean ! said Bob.

“Oh dear! I wish I was at Grep-
friarz! I wish I was at home! 1 wish
I hodn't come! I wish——"

“The wishfulpness is truly terrific!”

“0Oh dear! Oh crikev! Owl*

Bunter groaned dismally.

“We're moving 1™ said DBob, with =
faint grin. The yacht thmbht*li_ with
the effort of the engines, and it was
strangely liko tha w]ﬁd beating of the
hoeart of a hunted animal,

“My hat! Is it getting dark?”
exclaimed Nugent.

“Can't be—it is, thmlﬁl . sald Bob,
staring up at the skylight. “Oh| it's
tho jolly old hurricane coming on!
Blessed if I hadn't forgotten all aboud
the weather™

A deop and terrible roll of thunder,
pealing over the sea, drowned for a fow
moments the zoom of the buzzing plane.
Foll an roll of thunder followed, and
sheets of lightning blazed across a sky
that had darkened, and was still
darkening.

The vacht rocked and pitched, as she
circled swiftly to escape the peril from
above. The juniors could hear the roar
of the wind, which came with the tem-
pest: o wild, tearing wind, that lashed
the sea into hills of foam,

“Oh  ertkey | ejaculated Wopent,
eatching ot t'Tm table for m!pgrurt. s
thie floor slanted and reeled under their

fect. “Tlus is gettin thiek."
“This s our busy day!” said Bob.
Crash !

Above the roar of the fierce wind, the
boom of the sea, the throb of the
engines, -the zoom of the plane, came
the deafening crash of a eecond explo-
gion. The yvacht rocked and reeled, and
the juniors were pitched right and lelt,
clinging to anvthing that came to hand.
There was a howl from DBuntor az he
rolled off the settee, and skidded across
the =aloon.

“{h, my hat!"™

“Hold on "

“"Ow! Wow! Help! Whoooooop

Flarry Wharton clambered up  the
znloon stairs, on his hands and knees.
I'he vacht was pitching like o cork on

ihe waves, Ho leld on, and stared
out on deck, aud ot the sky. The
plane wans so near, so  low, that it

slaviled him to see it, Tut in the time
that il junigrs Iind  heen helow, aw
Tue Afwser Lopewry.—No. 1,172
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amazing change had come over sky and

£2a.

Tho sky, that had been blue, and
burning with sunlight, was almost inky
black; the sea was tossing 1n moun-
tains of foam and spray. The wind
tore fiercely across the yacht, lashing the
spindrift into the faces of tho men on

eck, The hurricane had broken sud-
denly, sweeping down on the sea like
an unclaimed demon; and the yacht
tozsed and plunged in the midst of
pandemonium.

Still the enﬁinas throbbed full steam
ahead; still the Silver Star eleaved the
waters like an arrow, with great green
seas boiling over her rail

Wharton glimpsed the face of Ferrers
ke, It was !if:rd and set; the eyes
gleaming. It seemed to Wharton that
there was triumph 1n Locke's eyes, and
he wondered. Twica the wyacht had
Escaged the horror from sbove; but a
third time—— Then, as he stared at the
recling plane, he knew. The enemy
was not attacking now. The plane was
in trouble, The immense stretch of
wing was at the mercy of the tearing
wind, which struck with the foreo of a
thousand battering.rams. The plane
was not attackivg now=it was climbing
—uor seeking to climb !

Tho yacht rushed on.

Wharton plunged out on deck. The
wind flung him over like a skittle,
catching him like a blow from a giant's
fist.

ie staggored ond fell, secrambled up
and held on, and stared at the plane.
It was astern now—climbing, heedless
of the vacht. A few moments more, and
the inky blackness of the sky swallowed
it from sighs.

Tiwe Bilver Star fled on.

Wharton clung to the rail, heedless
of the seas that drenched him, staring
into the inky darkness whera the plane
had vanizshed. Ha found Bob Cherry
beside him. Bob shouted something,
but it was carried away by the wind.
He pointed.

Across tho blackened heavens a shoot
of lightning swept and dazzled, nhnniz-
ing the darkness to a lurid, unearthly
light. It showed up the tossing sea, the
waste of foaming waters; esnd 1t
showed a forn and crippled shape that
plunged helplessly down like a wounded
bird. With eves fascinated by horror
Wharton zaw it strike the waves that
reared up to meet it. Then all waa
darkness apgain.

He held on to the rail, his heart
pounding. Agsin the lighining came,
not in fashes, but in a hﬁl:]ﬂiﬂ% sheet,
covering the sea with apectral light.
Beiors it faded he glimpsed a shapeless
wreck that tossed and tumbled, break-
ine and rending in the shattering seas.
Then darkness oneo moro swallowed the
scene, and Wharton knew that his eyes,
and all eves, had looked their last on
the plane.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Across to Slngapore.
1 SAY, vou fellows—"
E “All serene, fatty!"
Y Is—is—is it gonal”
“1The pgonefulness 1s terrifie,
my csteemed fat Bunter !
“( dear !" groaned Bunter.
e sat up fecbly
Bright sunshine streamed down again
on the glidin% yacht. Far an hour a
pull of inky blackness had hung over
the skyv; but the hurricane had swiftly
Llown itself out. The sea still billowed
and fonmed round the Silver Star; but
the elouds were scurrving away to the
north, and the sun blazed down on the
ILed Sea.
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“Sure il's gone ™ asked Bunter.

“Quite!"” answered Harry.

“Well, whers has it gone!" asked
Bunter doubtfully. .

“I1¥'s gope after Pharaoh’s piddy
chariots,” said Bob Cherry. “Iit's at
the bottom of the Red Sea, old bean !

“Oh!" gasped Bunter,

The juniors’ faces were grave. The
hurricane had wrecked the plane, and
what was left of it floated in fragments
far behind the Silver Star.

“We've had a jolly narrow escape!”
szid Bob Cherry Wbﬂ]ﬁi “The storm
saved us, I suppose Br. Locke was
counting on that! But for the hurri-
cane—""

“They were too jolly keen on bomb-
ing us,” said Johnny Bull, “If they'd
climbed sooner they'd have had to let us

o: but they might have got clear.
his is another dot in the eye for Mr.

Tang Wapg!"
“Let's hope he will get fed-up and
chuek it!"” said Nugent.

Wun Lung grinned,

“No tinkee!” he said, ‘

_And the juniors did not think so,
either. They could have littla doubt
that sll the way to China they would
be dogged by the enmity of the
mandarin and the “tong * of which he
was the chiel.

On the following day the wvacht
passed the Btrait of DBab-el-Mandeb,
the “(Jate of Tears,” and entered the
Gulf of Aden. .

At Aden thers was a stop, but a brief
one; snd then the Silver Star strotched
on across the Arabian Sea,

_ The Indisn Ocean lay before them
n?I;'—-ﬂ.d long, long stretch out of sight
of land.

But all the Greyfriars fellows were

lad when the long, long stretch of
the Indian Ocean lay behind, and land
was in sight again.

Thoy passed the strait between the
Micobar Islands and Sumatra at last,
and steamed on to Penang. And the
juniors watched with eager eyes the

ills, covered with tropical verdure, as
thoy steamed along the izland,

The wacht was stopping at Penang,
and they wers to have a run ashore,
and it wesz & happy prospect to stretch
their legs on land once more.

Hampans surrounded the yacht at once
in the harbour. On one of them was a
canvas sign, written in English, which
made the juniors chuckle. It ram:

“ Please for stepp along this fine boat
guick and safe suod speeek English!"

*“ Dk, mi hat! ejaculated Boh
Cherry. “IF that sportsman speaks
English aa well as he writes it, he must
be a corker!”

A grinning Ma.l&_.f looked up at the
faf:e% al::i[ng Etlggﬁl‘mhll:"

“Epen 1sh !
“Yez! Fine boat!
save o king! Yeg!"

“Ha, ha, ha!l" i

“Let's!" said Bob. I like hearing
him speak English—it beats Inky
hollow ™

“My esteemed Bob——"

“Fine boat, sar! BSpeak English a
treat ! God save a king! Yes, sar "

“We will take this sampan,” said
Ferrers Locke, with a smile. “Wun
Lung had better remain on boeard.
There are very many Chinese in
Penang, and somo of them mav be
members of Tang Wang's ‘ tong." "

* Alles light,” said Wun Lung.

“1 say, you fellows—""

"Toll in, Bunter! Don't jump!”

“Eh! Why not?” demanded Bunter,

he called out.
You come! God

(Continued on page 28.)
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Already Guy Tempest has heard
sentence of death pronounced tpon
him n a German prison. Now he
stands faced woith the apect of
being fried for his life by his own
countryren [

The Cunning of Pedlar Zor.

UY had staggered to his foeet,

G. gend at the words he stood

staring at Pedlar Zor in un-
disguised astonishment, -

Wicking shut the door belund him,
Captain  Stuart, aide-de-comp to
Brigadier-General Clayton, advanecd
into the room.

“Major Tempest,” he- said sternly,
his gun atill covering Pedlar Zor, “what
is the meaning of this?" o

(ruy  sense the cold, suspicious
hostility in the tones of tho aide-de
CRID ]

“] kmow mnothing,” he responded
shakily, “beyond that I woke up to
find myself being attacked by thiz man.
Heo got me in the shoulder.”

Pedlar Zor laughed quietly.

“Why lie, comrade!™ ho asked. *Can
you not sea that the game is up!”

“What do you mean " demanded the
bﬂ{y hoarsely.

‘I mean,” replicd Pedlar Zor
venomously, "that you might as well
speak the.truth and tell this pig of
an Englander thet youw ara sitll a
German in the pay of the Fatherland !”

“¥You lying hound I blazed the boy.

With a shrug of his shoulder Pedlar
Zor gl&nmd at Captain Stuart, his
attitude betokening a contempt for Guy
Tgmpest as pleinly as any spoken word
could have done. -

For a moment the aide-de-camp stood
irresolute, then, becking to the door, he
ETO behind him with his hand and
%L;Imi it open. Still keeping Pedlar

r covered, he called loudly for the

ard, and a sentry cameoe up &t the

uble, )

“Send an escort here at once ™ said
Captain Stuart slernly, *“and have
Brigadier-General Clayton informed
that his presence is required here
immediately.”

The sentry saluted and departed, run-
ning towards the guard-room.

“Do you mean to tell me” said
Captain Stuart icily, turning again to
Peﬁlar Zor, “that Major Tempest is in
the pay of Germany{”

T do 1* answered the man defiantly.

“And what of yoursclf?®"

“Y also serve the Fatherland.”

“Then how,” demanded Captain
Stuart sharply, “docs it ha‘rpcn that
vou have attacked and wounded Major
Tempest 7" .

“We gquarrelled,” replied Pedlar Zor
sullenly. I eame here to-night to give
him a certain package and to receive
in exchange a certain sum of money.
The money was not forthecoming., He
refused to give it me—"

"You har!” eried the bov.

“Bilenco 1" rapped Captain Stnart:
then to Poedlar Zor: "“"Where iz this
package of which you speakt”

The man gestured towards the
:!i‘ﬂ%ﬁing-tah}e. whero lay a thin, scaled
{.nﬂkaga which Gl.li{ was certain had not
»een there when he turned in.

Btepping forward, Captain

!Hl

Stuart

GEO.
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/
!k Guy fired his Very pistel, and within a few
*- \

picked up the package and glanced at
the superscription, which was wniten
in ink:
“To Be Delivered By
i Major Guy Tempest
L]

The Commandande,
No. T Bombing Sguadron,
Mannheim Aerodrome.”

With faca which was of & sudden
strangely pale and eet Captain Stuart
ripped open the envelope and withdrew
the folded plan of British Wing Head-
quarters at Le Courban—the plan which
had taken Hang Offer eight long and
labortous nmionths to complete.

For a moment the captain studied it
intently, then raised hiz eyes to those
of Guy Tempest.

“What do you know of this?™ he
demanded harshly,

#Merely that it s a vile plot to dis
eredit mie in Britizh eves,™ retorted the
boy.

Yes, a vile plot, mdeed—Guy counld
seo it all,  Having failed to ger him
with the knife. and krowing that should
Lie be captured his life would be forfeit,
Pedlar Zar had come preparcd o ine

i AN
e .'_'ﬁ .ﬂﬂlll ¥ it
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moments the litile scout was burning furiously !

volve the boy in his oawn doom by
claiming him as comrade aond con-
federate of his

Ah, the devilish connmmg of it

Guy’s bramn worked rapidiv. Any
moment would see the arrival of the
czeort, and that would mean his arrest,
For the boy realised teo the full the
eruclly false position in which he had
been placed by the aceusation of Pedlar

T.

Thera waa bound to be a court-martial
on himself as well as on the muvderous
spy.  And what evidence could he pro-
dice to prove that e was in o way an
assoctate of Pedlar Zor, but moerely the
victim of that cunning roguv's lying
tongue?

MNo evidence ot all

For three long years, as the Hopupt
mann Guide von Sturm, hie had waged
mercilesz warfavo againzt the Kieglander
above tho battle smoke of the Western
Feant. He had heen German in all bt
hirth.

And he was a Cerman stil!, i Pedlar
doc waz to be believed.

‘The man wounld bo believed.  For,
apnrt from anything else, there was the

Tus Macyer Tasnapy.—No. 1173
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damuing evidenod of the pacxage
addressed to the commandante of Lﬁe
German asrodrome at Mannheim.

A few daya before, in the grim Graus-
trasse barracks, Guy Tempest had stood
on trial for his life, and heard sentence
of death pronounced against him. Now,
by this strange turn of the wheel of
Fate, he stood faced with the prospect
of again being tried for his life, but this
time by those who were his own country-
Imer.

Even now Guy knew what the verdiel
must be. He would be adjudged a
German spy, who, by professing to
believe that hig father was Colonel
Tempest, had ingratinted himself into
the conlidence of the DBritish.

There could bo but one punishment for
such a crime—he would be shot. And in
death Pedlar Zor would have the satis-
faction of knowing that, accompanying
him down into the grey valley of
shadows from which there i3 no return,
would ba the man whom he had erossed
the British lines to kill

The boy's case was hopeless, should it
ever come for trial, _
Should it ever come for trial——

Without warning, Guy sprang for-
ward. His clenched fist took the aide
do-camp on the side of the jaw, sending
that individual utnggarin% ack, MNext
instant, f{orgetful of his wounded
shoulder, the boy was out in the night,
running madly towards the hangar
where was housed his super-powered
Eﬁgwg the acout.

Behind him sounded e shot; but pur.
guit did not come at once. Although
Cuy did not know it thon, it was Pedlar
Zor who, in a desperate attempt to save
his own wretched life, had unwittingly
come to his assistance.

For, before the aide-de-camp could
recover himself, Pedlar Zor had dashed
out of the room, hard on the heels of
Guy. Instinetively the spy furned in
the dircction of the road which led past
wing headguarters towards the village.

The shot fired by the aide-de-camp
gounded the alarm. Doubling like a
hunted animal, Pedlar Zor evaded the
escort which was running from the direc-
tion of the guard-room. .

“ Stop that man " shouted the side-de-
camp,

One of the guard whipped his rifle to
his shoulder, aiming at the shadowy,
running form in the darkness ahead.

Crackl

Simultaneously with the report, the
darkness was split by a lurid, stabbing
tongue of flame. With a scream, Pedlar
Zor flung up hia arms, spun round, then
fell & limp and lifeless heap.

Thus passed the emissary of Zolhoff,
end—mark well the irony of Fate—by
the very nature of his passing he opened
the way of escape [or Guy Tempest.

The engine picked up with a - sudden,
shattering, roverherating roar, eand,
leaping for the cockpit again, Guy
closed down the throttle., A precious
moment he spent in snatching a pair of
coil-stained dungarees from the nail on
which they were hanging.

Swinging himself up inte the cockpit,
he gave the scout full throttle. he
roar of the engine rose to & deep, pulsa-
ting, thundercous rhythm, and the scarlet
scout moved forward from out of the
hangar.

The noise of the engine was bringing
tho escort on the run, and a3 the seout
moved across the tarmao they rounded
the hangar. The blow which he had
rocoived from the clenched fist of Guy
Tempest, and the frenzied dash for
freedom, had removed any doubt which
might have existed in the mind of the
aide-de-camp that the boy was the
desgicahle- traitor which Pedlar Zor had
made him out to be.

o it was without compunetion that he
rap:;er] out the order:

1) ‘i.['a !J.'

Above the roar of the scout's engine
gsounded the crash of musketry, and the
darkness was split by livid Hame. But
already the scout waes thundering away
inte  the night, presenting & swill-
moving and elusive target. 'The tail
¢ame up, and as the haggard-faced bo
in the cockpit cased back the control-
stick, the machine bored up into the
night sky in a stecp, upward climb.

Again from tho tarmao below came the
Bash of exploding rifles. But by this
time the machine was out of range, and,
high in the darkness, the thundarous
beat of iks engine died slowly away.

The Outcast!

HERE lay safety for one who
w wis now & hunted outcast—
one whe was wanted both by

British and by Boche?

That question was uppermost in the
mind of Guy Tempest as ke roared on
through the night, flying blindly end
taking no heed at all as to his compass
course. It was & question urgently
requiring answar, but the boy knew that
equally urgent was the need to have his
wounded shoulder dressed.

Dawn waa vet two hours distant, and
until then he was reasonably safe. Press-
ing on the rudder bar, he swung the
machine westwards and flew on, heading
into the heart of France and away from
the battle line. :

For gome thirty minutes ho held his
course, and during that time there wera

ri_udjs when he flew solely by the
instinet which comes to every fighting
pilot. He was weak from loss of blood,
and literally stunned by the suddenness
of this disaster which had overtaken him
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at the very outset of his service in the
Air Force of his country.

Not yet could ha think clearly and
coherently, That would come when his
first turmoil of mind had passed.

When-a full forty kilometres lay be-
tween him and Le Courban, Guy shoved
forward his control-atick and took the
scout ghding down through the dark-
nets to Jand in a ficld on the outshirts
of o small hamlet, the bladk shadow of
which he had scen from the air.

Switching off, he painfully and labori-
ously vacated the cockpit, and donned
the suit of dungareces which ho had
taken from the hangar at Lo Courban.
As  bhe struggled into them, the
shambling figure of & French peasant
lpomed up iu the darkness in front of
him.

“What is wrong, m'sieur?” inguired
the man. *“1 heard you land. Have
yon engine trouble?’

“No,” replied Guy. “I have bean
wounded—and am indeed in need of
nssistance—""

He lurched and would have fallen
had not the peasaut slid & supportiog
arm around him.

“Come, m’sieur,” said the man,
“permit me to help you to my cottage.
It 1= but & short distance from here.”

Gladly the boy availed himself of the
proferred aid. The small cottage to
which the mpn led him was but a
stono's-throw awey. In the aspotlessly
clean kitchen the peasant and his wife
busted themselves bathing Guy's wound
and dressing 1b.

But the man could not refrain from
an expression of wonderment.

“Why, m'sieur,” he exclaimed, *it is
no bullet wound but a knife thrust!"
" Yes," assented the boy through
tightly compressed lips,

No further explanation did he give.
He would not lis, and to tell the truth
was impossible,

The peasant, however, was not satis-
fied. It was po business of his, of
course. But a knife wound-—

“Al'sieur i3 from the linei” he sug-
gested. “ A bayonet thrust, maybho——s"

The inbred arrogance of the Prussians
with whom he had so long associnted
manifested itself then in Guy Tempest.

“Be guiet!” he said sternly,

The man relapsod into silence. But
his curiosity persisted.

Such a wound had not been come by
in the air., That much was very
obvious. And the garb of this night
flier? Slecping attire gnd dungarecs.
What was one to think of that?

Howover, the peasant lacked the
courage to question the grim-faced pilot
further. With his hands between his
knees he sat on a chair by the wall
watching Guy consume a bowl of soup
which had been placed before him after
his wound had been dressed.

For it m}‘lns s0me mdnmenin At length the boy pushed
fﬂ‘-‘f;j’é“ “;[;’in G o, THE OPENING CHAPTERS. Hack lity eLWE WY boM) R0
h h Brought doen in British territory, Guido von Sturm, a &rilliant £ : »
dared escort that somewhera - ! i : : I have no monev,” he
- 1 1 i fying ace, 18 old to Liz dismoy that ke iz Guy Temperl—an English- 2 . i .
. she- camp  shero wa man—son of Colonel Tempest, Obfaining permission from the  said stifly, “but 1 am
anoiher man—Guy Tempest British authorities, Guy visits Dr, Zolloff, ks puardion. The latier,  greatly indebted to you for
—at large. who i ohigf of the German Secrel Servicg, is forced lo odmil tha vour kindness, and I shall
By this time Guy had truth, Querppcering he doclor, Guy gele away with o poper con- o that you ave repaid,”
enched the hepears. the faining information of the most vital tmporlance to and, and Tha snsant shook  Ris
rent hich gars, o piceeedy in renching the Britigh lines. Swearing allegiance o England, ] ¥
doors of which, on these Gy 12 given a commission in the British Royal Alr Force, Fearing head.
fine, warm nights, were the conseguences, Dr. Zolhoff orders Pedlar Zor, a famons German It dees not naller,
never closed. Leaping for spy, Lo geb vid of Guy., Hidden in a black box, the spy 1z drov m'sienr,”  he  responded.

the forward cockpit of the
scarlel Bopwythe scout, the
boy switched on. Dropping
to the ground, he swung on
the propeller heavily with
hiz undamapged arm.

,;fﬂ-m a plorne behind the Dritish lines.
alf-wif Pedlor Zor suceesds in reqehin ﬂ‘u{ymmm
cain carry oul hia misgion, fimeerer, a - fi
hand, appears
It seeme” saye Pedlar Zor, turning wil
towegrds Gy, V' that the game 13 up, comrada !

ik

gure
spon the seene ang orders Jim o fa

i up

[ XNow read on.)

In the guise of o karnileas

ﬂ%ﬂrﬂ he
Ter ih

i handsa,

@ malevolent grin

“We ara only too plad to
havoe been able to help you.™

Io naccompanied tho boy
back to the machine, and
swung the propeller, after
having heen shown how to
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do s0. The warm engine picked up at
once with a shatiering roar, and the
machine commenced to, move forward in
the darkness.

With ever-increasing impotus it swept
forward. The tail came up, and as Guy
inched back the controlstick, the fast
little scout boréd up into the night sky
in a steep, upward climb.

At five hundred feet Guy fattened
out and swung the machina eastwards
towards the ling, climbing as he went.
Already o plan of action was beginning
to formulate in his mind.

There was one way and one way only
in which he could prove conclusively to
the British authoritica that he was not
the German which Pedlar Zor had
attempted to make him out to be. And
that waa tos produce evidence 1o the
effect that Pedlar Zor's real mission
;!. Le Courban had been to essassinato

1.

Such evidence must be in existence,
filed in the 'archivea' of the (verman
Inteligence Buréau in the Wilhelm-
girasse im Berlin. ]

It was up to Guy Tempest to gat it

And as.he thundered on towards the
line, & lone boy without either friends
or'country, he conned over in his mind
how bBest he could set about what he
fully realised must prove a perilous
anidl an efmost impossible task.

Guy was scon over the German lines,
and looking down he noted signs of
great aetivity below. Long, grey
columns of mbrcliing men were moving
westwards along thin ribbons of* road-
‘way, and with them went slow-moving
lorries and heavy tractor-drawn’guns.

Crounched ovér his ' controls, Guy
raised his eyes and ecanned the light-
ening sky outbdards ' and --ahead,
Already he could s¢e the far-distant
‘glopes of the "‘Ecrsﬁés mountains. But
he waa well in the danger area, for
his scout bore the red, whits, and blue
circles painted on all Allied machines,
and should he encounter any German
seroplanes out- on a dawn offensive
natrol he would be attacked on sight.

Guy’s machine was running into the
blue sky and brilliant sun of early
morning when something gleamed silver
in the sky above. ’

He had barely fime to glimpse a
white Fokker with the German Iron
Cross painted in black on winge and
fuselaga, before it was thundering down
on him with synchromised gun aBame.
fio sudden had come this savage attack,
literally from out of the blue, that Guy
had oply time to throw his scout into

s dive.
"“With ' engine thundering af full
revolutions he tore earthwards. Then

back came the stick, and the Bopwythe
geout want soaring up and vp into the.
Ekﬂ of early morning.
rimly the Fokker followed, and,
glancing outboards, Guy saw the fabrio
of his lower starbopard plane riven as
though by en invisible axe, At the very
spex of bis loop he pulled the stick
hard across and kicked on the rudder.
The searlet scout rolled on to an even
keel, and, wheeling with the \deadly
pwiftneas of a hawk, tore in at the
E‘ﬂkhr, synchronised gun belching lurid

ame.

Whipping forward his contrel-stick,
the German dived, passing right be-
neath the undercarriage of the on-
coming, hurl:lin%-‘ gcout. Before Guy
could turm, the Fokker was zobming up
in an almost perpendicular climb. Half
a loop it completed, and, in that instant,
'when its undercarriage wheels wers
]mintiﬂg; up into the blue, the pilot
pilled his stick across. Rolling; he
roarod down on the SBopwythe scout. the

-his machine ro

staccate rattle of exploding cartridges
audible above the thunder of engine and
the seream of wind through 8ying wires
and struts.

Pulling 2 whirlwind wing turn, Guy
threw his machine into & sleep, zig-
zag dive, swinging wildly *» cvade the
death which was thundering down on
his tail.

So far the fight had been all the
German’s. He was harrying Guy to the
utmost, forcing him to adopt the defen-
sive, and striving desperately to give
him no opening for attack,

Who the man was Guy did not know,
but Evhﬂmrér he was, he was a Brst-clnss
fighting_pilot with a brilliant control of
hiz machine.

Determined at.any cost io carry the
fight back to him, Guy yanked back the
econtrol-stick and again soared steeply
in an almost perpendicular zoom, Then
pulling a perfect Immelmann turn, he
thundered down on tho Fokker with gun
aflame.

Above the roar of his engine zounded
the snarl of the spitting gun, and hot
flame licked back beyond the cockpib
windshield. The German pilot brought
the nose of the Fokker up to meet the
attack, then suddenly he stalled and
fell away into a spin, his engine almost
silant. . ]

Guy’s fingers Teleased their grip on
the trigger of the synchronised gun,
and, hu:ﬁding his fire, he commenced to
follow the spinning machine earthwards.

Without warning, the Fokker engine
suddenly opened up with a deep-throated
roar, and, whirling out of the spin, the
Glerman tore in at Guy, his pun vomit.
ting blood-red flame. ‘

It was & gallant maneuvre which
might have found success In the very
swittness with which it Wwas executed.
But Guy Tempest,

7

spin, he collapsed, a lmp and huddled
heap over his controls.

The next moment and Guy was diving
down to land within a quarter of a mile
of the spot whero the Fokker had
cerashed heavily.

Swinging himself stiffly to the ground,
the boy walked quickly towards where
the Fokker had erashed. The pilot of
the ill-fated machine had been thrown
¢lear, and was lying 2 limp and huddled
heap some little distance [rom the
wreckage.

Ho was guite dead, and for a moment
Guy' stood logking down at the white,
upturned face. Then, stooping, he took
the’ man's papers from the pocket ol
his feld-grey tunie_and, straightening
up, glanced rapidly through them,

They gave the dead pilot's identity as
the ‘Leutnant Gerhard Zwolfe, attached
to No. 15 Squadron of the German Air
Force,

Onece more the boy took careful stock
of the surrounding country, then rapidly
he set to work.

Ten minutea later he stood clad in
the elose-fitting, high-necked uniform ol
the Leutnant Zwolfe. .

Retracing his stepa to his machine, he
took the Very pistol from its rack and
deliberately fired it into the coekpit.
The thick magnesium cartridge burst
into flame. )

Within & few moments the little
scarlet Sopwythe scout was burning
furipusly, blood-red flames surmounted
by a heavy, drifting pall of dense, black
smoke, leaping high into the air.

{A cute move on Fuy's part, whal say
you, chums? But thiz hrave Dritisher's
notl owt of the wood yet. e dwre {0
regd  the thrilling follow-up of this

werful War story which will appear
in next week's Mag¥ET)

voteran of s hun-
dred fights, was not
g0 oasily taken un-
AWATEE.

- What advantage
of - height there
was lay to . him,
and, as the nose of
his machine dropped
slightly to meet the
attack, his gun
roared into life.
There was a mirth-
less smile on the
livid lips of the
Eal&-fm}ad bhoy, for
o knew that his
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THE HAND OF THE MANDARIN !

(Coantinved jrom qupe 24.)

“You maght sink the sampan———>

“ Beast !

The jumiors and Ferrers Locke om-
biuvked on the sampan, and the English-
speaking Malay poled ashore.  Lecke
left thewn, with leave to walk about
the town for a couple of hours. The
sighis and sounds of Penang were intor-
ceting - eénough to the Groyfridrs fellows;
the tropical vegetation,: the gorgeous
Oowers, the crowds of Chinese, Tamils,
Malavs, and Araba,

~What intercsted DBunter most was the
sight of fruits growing in abundance—

coconuts, oranges, buanenas, all sorts
of Inscions things that made ~lus
capacious mouth water.

“1 say, you fellows, hold on!™

called out Bunter, as the part? strolled
along & shady road-outsile the town.
“1 =ay, look at ithoso banonas!™

Great bunches of banonas were over-
hanging & low wall, Bunter gazed up
ab thea.

“What's the good of locking at thein,
fablread 7" asked Bob., “ We can't touch
them." |

“Rot!" answorcd Bunter. *Which
of you fellows i1s going to climb up and
bag some of thoso bananas for me?™

“The whichfulness 15 terrifie!™

“Como on, ass!” said Dob. “You
mustn’t poach bananas! You can buy
all yon want in the town”™

YT don’t believo in wasting monev,™
answered Bunter. " Look here, one of
you climb u M

“ Fathead

“1 say, you fclows, don't go on !
roared Bunter, as the juniors sauntered
gnward., “Wait for me! I'm polng to
bove some of those bananas !

“Aszzs! Come on!™

1] &'ﬂ-'!_t l:'ll

Bunter did not erome on. Clhimbing
for the bananas did not appeal to him;
Lut ho evolved the bright 1dea of knock-
ing down a cluster with a stone.  Fa
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Llinked abeut for a stone, found alarpe
round one, and took aim at o cluster.

Whiz !

Bunter was no bowler. The stone
misacedl the bananas by a couple of
yvards, But every bullet ‘hazs o billet!
Tho stone dropped inside thoe low wall,
and o loud and infuriated vell followed.
Apparcitly it had dropped on  the
owner of the bananas.

“(h crikey ! gasped Bunter.

A fnce appeared over the wall—a
yellow face under an immense Chineso
hat,  Two slanting  eves glarved at
Bunter. A volley of Chinese was harled
ul the Owl of the Remeove. Then the
Chinaman leaped over the low wall and
ren at Dunfeor.

He  was an  industrious Chinese
market gardencr, and he had been
wigding when the stone had dropped in
the small of his back; and perliaps it
was natural that he should be annoyed.
He had a big, thiek bambeoo in his
hand, and Bunter did not need telling

whot he inténded to do with the
bamboo. '

“I sy, you fellows—=" vypllod
Bunter.  “ITelp 1"

. Ho dashed after the juniors at top
specd,

Aftor  him  rushed the enraged
gardoener,

“"Yoop! Whooop! WMelp! Murder!

Fire I roared Bunter,
Harry Wharton & Co. looked back.
Y Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob Cherry.

“That's idiot's in trouble again. Dut it

on Bunter !”
" Yarcooooh
Whaek !
Bunter put it on; but the Chinaman

gained. The bamboeo came down, neruss

‘Binter's back with a terrifie swipe.

Thie 3cll that followed could altiest

have been heard ot Singapore.
“Whoooooop! Save me! Help!™

untor  reached the  juniors  and
dodged behind them.  The Chinaman

i
!

came  pamting up; brandishing  the
bamboo,
“Baep nim  off ! yelled Bunter.

EVERY SATURDAY,

“h crkex! Ielp! T cay, you fel-
lows—-"'

“¥You fat chump ™

Harry Wharton hastily drew a silver
dollar fromn bjs pocket, and held it up.
Peaco wans restored nmmediately., The
bermboo was Iowored: thoe Chinaman
smiled: the silver deller changoed
hands; and the market-gardencr went
back to his garden.

Bunter leaned on the wall and panted.

“0Oh degr! Oh erombs?! Oh t*ri'[-:ei_'l!
I—TI- say, you fellows, do yeu think he
wis & Chineso pirate? Ov o fong?
What?"

“You silly asz, he's a eardener; and
if you try to pinch any. more bananas
fmnlm'f

“Ow! Here he comes again !
him: off 1" velled Runteras

The Chinaman was coming back. He
had a large cluster of bananas. in his
hand. With a bow and a smile he pre-
sonted it to the jumiors. Then, with
another bow, he deparcted, this titoe for
good, ]

CWell, myv bat!" raid Wharton, staring
after the Chkinaman, and then at th
hig bunch of lananas in- his han
“"Thiz -1z Chinese politeness, T suppose!
11{5:.‘:'::,' you fat villain; tuck in and shut

Keop

ﬂm& DBunter rucked in and shut up—
40 lcmr,: as the bananas lasted !

Penang: dropped. behind the Silyer
Star as: she steamed down the Molacea
Strait for Singapore. The Greyirigrs
party wers wondering whether, after
all, they weare done with the Mandarin
Tang Wang . and were to be left in

cace for the rest of the voyvage tb

hina, DBut they were to learn ub
Singaporo . that the mandarin had not
forgotten them

THE END.

(Naw look autl for the ncxt Hhrilling
ariri in thiz novel newxzenied; cntitled :
“THE TERRON OF THE TONG 7 It
t¢ the best treatl youlve cver had, chums,
0 make swre of your copy by ordeving
it WELL IN ADVANCE")

THE WORLD'S
BEST CYCLE

BREDOEKE SADDLE,
towe DUNLOFP, 0JOED TYRES,

s |5 BEENOLD CHAIN,
Guarabtecd for ever, Direct
L4 caay termetosult you, Chromium
IIF 5 ln Flated Models if desired. Wrile
L= v )
JUND QO¥YCLE CO.
(Dept. T.2), 348, Bishops-

i4 DAYE' FPREE TERIAL.
Y
Huuml' from Faglory to you, - Packed
fur Frea Art-Lisk,
m gate, Londan, E.C.G.

CGEROSE’S g

LUD

CIROUs

BILLIARDS 'AT HOME 1/33 per week,

2g And

EIZH pErosIT| LBORHMY Tt casm

Z I, g iH., % L ft. & in, Bj- Bjs 16/-
E It 9 i6. ¥ 2 It 10/ ara ﬂﬂi-
ff. 4 la. X 8 it “In, 14{- a a8/
-g#.ﬂh x 2 1. 1. 20= .’ = 4l -
« % im. » @ fb 10 in. = B3 - 13)= Baf=-
Complata wi i GOy, Balla, Mar apd, Bpirit Level,

" Hit Chalk, COMPLETE LIST FREE.

All British,  Superb Quality
H\‘HEH'E‘ and Carrlage Fald, Wonderful
‘““AERO” FREE!

diffcrent Britiak

g different A!éﬁ.!li hﬁlﬂmp: aod 40
Onkals,
Postage Tor ApRrovals—LISBURN & TOWNSEND, LIVERPOOL.

=HE REAL OPPORTUNITY!

AUSTRALIA, NEW ZEALAND, and CANADA.
of BOXS (ages 14-19) WANTED. * THE STEPPING BTONE
T0 MANHOOD " describes the Salvation Army's Scheme for
trafning Boya on Army Farms and plaging them with farmeérs
overseas, Ask for -Free Copy.- OUTFITS provided,
Boys PERSONALLY Eﬂ
AFTERCARE. .Ordinary and reduced Bookings to. the British
Dominions ; pasasges booked to U.S.A. and sll parts of the
world by sll lnes.” Write or call: THE SALYATION ARMY,
3. Upper Thames Street, LONDON, E.C.4.

Hondreds

Partits of

NDUCTED overseas. COMMONSENSK

Just send 2d. ’

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE ?

Send a stamp to pay postage, and you will learn bow to rid yoursell
of such a terrible afiction free of charge.

Address in confidenc: T, J. TEMPLE,
128, Bhaftesbury Avenua, LOWDO

E;M'uin!.ist. “Palace Houss,™
L r

BE TALL

&

Your Helight.dncreasced jn 14 daye, or money back, Amas-
Course, Sis, crx Book —
BING SYSTEM, 28, Dean Rand, LDHII]GH, N.W.2,

dend STAMP NOW for Fr

£2,00

FILMSE,
Encloze stamp.

WORTH OF GOOD, CHEAP PHOTD MATERIAL AND
12 %10 Enlargements, sny ad.
Samples Catalogne Froe. —HAQKETT'HS, July Roead, LITVERPOOL.

phote or Him,

Est. over 200 years.)

HEIGHT INCREASED -

Mo apparatus, me medicine:

I THIRTY DATYS.”
habits retalned. Completa
tegtimonlate,” etamp.

MELVIN A. STRONG,/REDNAL, BIRMINGHAM.

urge, &=, " Pull particolars azd

BLUSHING,

BHYNESS.—For YREEE parliculars simplé houe
CUTeE Wrile <
Row [(Box 187), LONDON,

Mr. BUGHES., 7, SBouthampten
WG s

ordinarr

lars. — ¥.

BE TALLER!

M. RO55, Hcecight

Ircreased my own height to BFt, ﬁ-:i;fu,
CLIENTE GATN 2 Lﬂsﬁ INCHES |+ Fes
£2 2z ETAMP bhringre FREEE Partien-
Specialist, SCARBOROUGH.

$TOP STAMMERING ! Guisousst an 1 0ig, Poy:

LONDOMN,

HUGHES., 7, SOUTHAMPTON R

rda,

wW.g.l, cards,  HIGITELRT

nnd Tist,

FREE FUN !

¥entriloquists Instruments given FREE to
atl sending Td. (P.0.) far Intest Magio Trick
[(Large Farccls 2/6, §
Thompaon C4., Colwyn Bavw, M. Wnloa,

CHRISTMAS CARD AGENTE WANTED to echl Private Christras
Ca Bample Boek aof lovely deal

COMMIRSION,
G. DENTON : & CO., -"LTD.,

gtz zupplied free, Latest In Novelty
BEAUTIFUL FPRIZES. Apply:-
Deopt. P2.30, ACCRINGTON

[ )=—R. T,

300 STAMPS FOR 6*

Wales, Gold Copast, eto.—W. A, WHITE,

fAbroad [/-], incladiog Alrpoet, Bar.
tadoe, Old Tndia, Nlgeria, New South
Engine Lan?, LYE, Stourbridge.

20-9-30
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FOOTBALLS

————=]F WINTER COMES !=——j

FOOTBALLS !—All sorts, shapes, an
slzes in stock. Don't be contcot to play

_

football with a ball which Is &8s heavy as
& hotter pudiing, or with n ball which
cuplodos every timas you sit on it]l Buy
i REAL FOOTRBALY, guarantesd to
Inst throuvghont the winter, Prices from
¥ig to 30/ COur footballs are in splendid
gondilion after being blown up. IE you
find thia {g not so0, come and give VS n

THE MAGNET-EVERY SATURDAY

good blowing.up | — MEASREE PASS
SHUTER. 75, High Street,

Conrifiald,

i

No. 11,

Greyfriavs Hevald

LAUGH hz.ﬂ GROW FAT.

EDITION

15

————MUNCH! MUNCH I———=

saned by RLVRSSANE ([HUNGRY AS A HUNTER
WHARTON mx..—lﬂ.b.. Hﬂ-nn_-._p.ﬂ. MI L—w uﬂﬂ#ﬂuﬂ.u Then
rF.G.R. 00 oﬂu Yished in Hﬂa numpnh num. _rn__.hw_.n% ﬂnwﬂﬂ

Juloy Jam Tarts, Dellelous Doughnute,

Peerless Pustries, and Eatisfying Bcones]

Enncka At thes counter & speciality.
Tourists come from far and near
To try our noted ginger-besr.

September 20th, 1930.

Boys expecting
bave not turnsd up are palitely requestad
to Kenp off the grassi

postal-orders which

SCHOOLBOY SENTENCED

“OwW!

YAROOP!”

PRISONER PLUNGES COURT INTO
PANDEMONIUM

T the Woodshed Aszizes on Mon-
day, before Mr. Justice Wharton
and o epecial jury, consisting of
his personal® pals, WiLriau

Gropge Buntir was charged under the
Vagraney Act, with loitering and begging.

Mr. Robert Cherry, K.C., Ftﬁaﬂ?ﬂm for
the prosecution, and prisorer condueted
his own defence, and defended his own
conduct.

Mr. Cherry: " This i a clear case,
Your Worship. I ecan call fiity witnesses
Lo prove that the plump prisoncr, on the
morning of the nmpteenth instent, woa
loitering in the Close, and soliviting alms
from passera-by,"

Prisoner: " Oh, really, Cherry—that’s

no crime |
aren't you 1 '
His Worship (sternly):
interrupts the proceedin
order him to leave the
Prisonar ?ﬁhﬁiﬂm"

You're a eolicitor yourseli,
(Laughter.)

“If prisoner
again, I shall
ourt | "
“0h, good! I'm
: g, our Worship, Can I
go, please

His Worship: " Cerlainly not! What
bhave you got to say for yourself 7"

interrupting now,

Frisoner: " This s a trumped-up
charge against me! I waen't loitering
in the Clossa on the morning of ithe.

umpteenth. I was in c¢lass all the time ;
and Quelch detained me during morning
brealkc. The constable who arrested me
must have mistoken ma for somebody else
—Bkinner, most likely ! "™

Hig Worship : * But Skinner is skinny,
wherena you are as plump as an inflated
_..E-_fn__mmn_ Your exeues, on the other

and, ia painfully thin, Without dis.
turbing the peaceful alumbers of the jury.
I find wou guilty on all counta! "

Frisoner (sighing): " '0Oh, Justice!
Thon art Oed to brutisli beasts!' =as
Kipling says."

Chlitef Constable Pentold then read cut a
long list of pravious convictions. Prisoncr
_uh..nw.__u__un.c indieted m:.“.__q tirnes for begging ;
gwenly times for obteining money by false

pretences, on the strength of an imaginary
ﬁ.ﬂl.aﬂmu" a dozen times for petty
: iy ; ond times without number for
listening at study keyholes. Prisoner was
& poat and o parasite on Greyiriars
society—a fla t vagront—and nothing
short of & public exccution would satisiy
the demands of justice.

Mr. Justice Whnrton sentonced prigoner
to receive a dozen strokes with the cat-
of -two-taile=~the other seven taila having
been willully cut away by some person
unknown—probably the prisouer|

BUERLY PRISONER CLEARS THE
COURT |
DRAMATIC CLIMAX TO PROCEEDINGS.

A hulking lout named Percy BoLsovEeR,
wag charged with assanliting the pelise in
the cxceution of their duty.

P..c. Johnny Bull, giving evidenocs, with
his fare swatked in _n_un._._._wmmam. and leaning
heavily on crutches, said that o was in
tke act of arresting & youth named Skinner,

when prisoner camo on the sceme and
char him like & mad _bull.

His Worship: “ ¥ou wers the mad
Bull, I reckon1? (Langhter.}

P..¢. Bull : "I received a punch on the
noks, a pair of beautiful black oves, and
other severe foeial injuries, which will
mﬂ...ﬂmu.ﬂ my taking part in the Male

puty Conteat on Satordey.”

mﬁ.n_” afcmu_um : “If you want eom-
pensation for damages to your phiz, youn
must sue in another Court, uwnder the
Biffed and Battered Bobbies’ Compensa-
tion Act. I cannot waste my timo over
that nspect of the cese. But do you
mean to say, you offered mo resistence
when prisoner attacked you 1!

P..e. Bull: *“How could I, Your
Worship T You ean't arrest a prisoner,
and ward off & savage attack at the same

time | Besides, I was token completely
by surpriee.’

His Wourship : " What hos prisoner got
to say ¥

Prigoner (truculently): “I'm glad 1
did it, and 1'd eheerfully do it again ; and
I'l give you a dose of the eame medicing
unless you discharge me | "

His Worship : “ This is gross contemnpt
of Court! I will bind you over——"

Preoner: " Oh, good ! ™

Hia Worship: " And You will reecive
gix strokes with a fives bat 1 "

As sentence was pronounced, prisgner
suddenly leapt from the doeock, and ran
amnuck, scattering barvistors and juo n
and witnesser, and plonging the Court
mto pandemonium. Hise Worship made
frantic efforts Lo get to grips with prisoner,
but wos bowled over and trodden on ; apd
the Court wos “ cleared ™ half an hour
before the urual time.

«CAT”

ﬁn-.hﬁ::-:mnnﬂuﬁ

PURPLE PIRATE PAYS

DEATH AND SLAUGHTER
“ SALE! A salel"

> It was & hores shoot

from the look-out i

The Challenger, tle

: mw:pnr pirate h.M%mn._ skippered

NS ¥y Captain Blood, whose mity

Pt T %l deeds on the Spannish Mane had

. earned him tha eoobricky of

. “The FParple Pirate.”! Captain

Blood jumped from his birth, elapping a powerful

scope to his eye.

“'Bdeath | " he cried. “ 'Tis indeed a sale! And
unless my eyes deseeve me, that vesssl on the skylino
is the Spannish galleon, loaded with trezzure, for which
wio have long scoured the seas in vane, Don Alfonse
da Bilva is in command ; end I hope soon to be in
command of his silval He, he, he 1 (The pirate
cheef always larfed at his own josks.) ** Belay thers,
roun lazy lubbers| Load the gums, and give ‘em ¥

oadside by way of greeting | ™

“1, 1, capnl ™

All was hussle and bussle and activity oo the denk
of The Challenger. The pirate erew, armed with
euntlasses and torches, and with wicked.-looki;
nives clenched in their teeth, moved swiltly about thes
work. The m_.n____..Pu.nm_..Eh were leaded with shells as big
ag foothalls ; when Captain Bloed shoutec
“Fire!" a mmﬂa:mnmoudﬁu rang out, and you couldn’t
gea the een for emole,

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle |
The mssiles of death and destruciion sped on theil

way ; and the Spanyards, taken completely by
scrprize, were bowled over like ninepins, Some were
martally wounded, and gome were meerly shammering.
The boldest of them, inéluding Don Alionso da Bilva,
leapt to their feet and raved at the pirates.

“ Malediotoa de ia Cochin Finaa! Por bacea!?
eried Don Alforso, ""We are beset| "Tis my old
enemy, Captain Blood | He has desines on our trezzurs,
and we must defend the galleon with our lives. Atta,

boya 1 11

WE_ before the Bpanyards could man their guns,
another broadeide came over, snd carried away the |
maata and the W_...E... and the fourcastlsa in one fell
gwoop., A lobt of Bpanyards were rwept out to sea
and drowned-—a mersiful death by comparison with

W_ﬁ h_.._ﬂ they would have met at the hands of Captain

When the emaoks
had cleared it waa
geen that Tha Chal-

lenger was at oloso
quarters with the
galleon.  Grappling

«AI0NS Were rown
ncross by the pirates,
whowere s0ODEWATIO- ;-
ing over the decks of .
the Spannish vesasel.
Captain Blood, !
with o sword n one
hand =& broce of
pistlea in the other,
and & notted club
in tha other, was
the firat to get to

Brietling with wesaponag.

pe with the enemy.

“ Don Alfonso ! ' he eried, leering horribly inlo the
Mﬂ_ﬂ.“_____:nm.n face. “ At last we mest man to man |

oosa your weppons and I will drench the deck with
your gore |

" Dog of a pirate, you ghall die the death of a dog !
hist the Spanyard.

So saying, he whipped out & jooled dagger, and
berried it up to the hilt in the brest of Captain Blood.
At least, he intended to de so, but ot the eroocial
TG [ e

(T'o be conlinued—bul nol in these pages /—Eb.)

“WHAT’S WRONG WITH YOU?” “SPOTS!”

Dr. Todd Gives Advice

IN CART WITH WHEELS ON
HANDS

“ANY COMFPLAINTE 1" Ii so, write to Doc'or
P. TODD, who gives free medical edvice to suft.
sthoolboys.

(Note.—Dr. Todd will not hold himself re=pcnsible
Jor ony [alalities, calamilies, or minor mishaps which
may reswlt from following hs advice—ED.)

W. G, B. (Remorve) writes : " For munths I have beon
suffering severe eternal puncs. There ig a feeling
of [oolpess in the region of the lower wastecoat
button ; and I ean't glecp At i ht beliowse it
epems as if somobody ia sticking daggers into o
chest, Please tell me tha nature of my ecmplamnt

—also the cheepest rure known tn meddiciol

sience.”

Obviously, W. G. B. is suffcring from too gencrous o
diet. The " feeling of foolncas ! i Hatelvpee—

eauaed by consuming too many jam taris at one aitting
—and the daggers in the chest are a common symptom
of indigestion. The cheapest eure I know isa prolonged
fast—total abstinence from food, for, eny, s fortnight.
But I fear that W. G. B. will regard the cure as worse
than the diseass |

Ceew. T. (Upper Fourih) writea: “ 1 have too many
cheps on my han What can I do to get
rid of them 1 "

Simply lock youreelf __.._m. in your study, mv dear fellow,
and bar the shaps out !

GEnaip L. (Sixih Form) writes: 1 woke up in the
night and found myself breaking out *n spots all
over my body.”

That's nothing! Yoo are always breaking out at
pight | But if your " rash "' conduct ie discovered by
the authoritiea, the cure will he a ™ bitter pill.”

Dicry N. (Second Ferm}: "' | am suffering from wheels
on my honds eaused by Mr. Twigy's coae. Is
there any oure for thig 7 "

Dicky, you are a regular coughdrop ! But that isn't
the cure. If you find yoursclf “in (i cart ! for

mm”_.um_nﬁu.mwn giddy gont, you must cxpect to have

BE A BIG BULLY

BY ONE

EAT FOOD BY

THE TON
BY ANOTHER

Our Book Review:

“ BULLYING FOR THE BEGINNER."
By Gerald Loder, (Messre. Aggeroy &
FPayne, 28. 6d. nett.

No would-ba bully should be without
this book, which is & goldmine of
information on the gentle art of twisting
arms, tweaking noges, and puttin
innoecnt faga to the torture, The boo
ig m_H.E.cuEw_. lustrated with disgrams,
showing all the various etages of torture,
and ths sorrect instruments to uses. A
mere glance at these gruesome drawings
will send cold shivers down your spine.
Those who desire a free demonstration
of the art of bullying, should atiend at
the author's study, any evening before
prep. An smbulance, and a staff of
achoolboy eurgeons, will be in atten-
danae.

“WHAT TO BETWEEN
MEALS." By William George Bunter,
(Measre. Plurop & Portleigh, 5a.)
Billy Bunter's latest book will be

deveunred with relish by the noble army

of gluitons, gorgers, and gormandisers.

He tella you how to aveid that sinking

fealing in the middle of morning lessons,

and that aching woid which invariably
follows tea in hall. Never go into
the Form-room .!.Eu__.—w.mw_waﬂ of E.._u_“whm
eyes 1n your pocket. preseri

dosa is nw:.ﬁ. at a tima, to be taken
internally. But be careful you are not
gsesn, or your Form master will he

“down wour throat,"” instend |
The plump author cxeecls himsolf in

ithis book; the only fault being =

somowhat disjointed style, owing to the
writer having to -wh:nm every few momenta
to refresh himself.

“HOW TO MAKE MUNNY." By
Milly O'Nair. (Messrs. Pinch & Serape,
Litd,, 17s, 6d.)

We suspect thal “ Milly O'Nair ' ia
the pen-name of a certain fag in the
Seegnd, who has weird apnd wonderful
ideas of ErEumﬁﬂnunwﬂ hig first step
being to charpa the outrageous price of
17e. &d. for a tiny handbook that will
go in your waislcoat pocket.

The anthor admite that when he firat
cama to Greyiriars, he hado't a penny
to bless himscll with. But by diligently
saving o halipeony & week, Eﬂw. cachowing
sweols instead of chewing them, he has
now omassed the colossal sum of one
and cightpenece! If he goea o at
this rata, he will goon be rieh beyond
the dreams of avarien, and Rockefeller
wili ba o feller on the rocks, by com-
pariscn,

EAT

FOOTBALL IN
FULL SWING

Thud! Wallop!

WINTER GAME AT
GREYFRIARS

The Greyiriars footer season opened
unofficially last weelk, when Billy Bunter
was turned into s human football, and
n:ﬂ?m down the HRemove pussare for

aving puorloined & cake of Bob Cherry's.

Offeially, however, the secason started
on Haturday, and Big and Little Sides
were the scenea of some stirring struggles.

] - “

The Senior Eleven commenced their
campaign with a mateh against Conrtfield
Crusaders, o hefty local team, with a
big reputation. But (George Wingate and
his merry men, aren't afrnid of big
reputations. They threw themselves;
heart and soul, into the tuesle, and & great
goal by Gwynne, scored within five minutes
of the stari, was the first goal to be kicked
ot Groyliriors this season. The Crusaders
played up strongly, and befors the
mterval they suceeeded in levelling the
scorce, The fierce page of the first half
was maintained in the sscond, and the
Greyirinra forwards f[airly ron Lheir
apponents off their lega. However, it was
not until eloss on time that Wingate

raced through on his own, to scorc the
winning md__m
Wingate! Apnd bravo, the

Brava,
First Eleven |
L E ] L

The Remove Eleven met wvery old
rivals in the persons of Jimmy Silver &
Co.,, of Rookwood. The Rookwooders
ere always populer guests at Greyiriars;
and Jimmy Silver captains o team of
triars, which plays fast and deshing
foothall, In the early stages of the pame
they looked like swamping the liemove,
W._ igﬁﬂmhﬂﬁmnur ?ﬂ.ﬂﬂﬂtﬁm unstondy

.  Two quic ell to Rookwood,
_EM@N._—E Remove forwards were a long time
tting into their stride. However, Harry
rton headed through just before the
interval ; and in the second hali, with a
re-shuffled forward line, the Rermove did
very much better. bob Cherry sgored
the eqgualiser with & great shot; then
Vernon Smith, from an almost impossibile
angle, screwed the ball into the nct ; and
before the finish, Frank Nugent cleverly
drew the defence, and esored with o finn
solo effort. Rookwood faded away aiter
their early promise, and were well and
truly beaten.

L] o -}

I am asked by Frapk XNugent, the
treasurer of the muEﬁEa_ Foolball Club,
to say that several subagrintions are
overdua. Unlesa the offenders pay up and
look pleasant, they may fGod themselves
* black-listed ** in & future iesue of the
HepaALp,



